WAKE

1:

v. woke, (wk) or waked (wkt) waked, or wok·en (wkn) wak·ing, wakes 

v. intr.


 1.  

a.  
To cease to sleep; become awake: overslept and woke late. 


b.  
To stay awake: Bears wake for spring, summer, and fall and hibernate for the winter. 


c.  
To be brought into a state of awareness or alertness: suddenly woke to the danger we were in. 


 2.  
To keep watch or guard, especially over a corpse.

v. tr.


 1.  
To rouse from sleep; awaken.


 2.  
To stir, as from a dormant or inactive condition; rouse: wake old animosities. 


 3.  
To make aware of; alert: The shocking revelations finally woke me to the facts of the matter. 


 4.  

a.  
To keep a vigil over.


b.  
To hold a wake over.

n. 


 1.  
A watch; a vigil.


 2.  
A watch over the body of a deceased person before burial, sometimes accompanied by festivity. Also called viewing.


 3.  
wakes (used with a sing. or pl. verb) Chiefly British. 


a.  
A parish festival held annually, often in honor of a patron saint.


b.  
An annual vacation.
WAKE
2:


 1.  
The visible track of turbulence left by something moving through water: the wake of a ship. 

2. A track, course, or condition left behind something that has passed: The war left destruction and famine in its wake.

Felix was no longer asleep, but  he wasn’t quite awake, either. 

He had been trying to figure out how to move all the zoo animals without arousing any suspicion from his mother. He rented a luxury van, and had begun seating them carefully. While buckling in a walrus, he heard a phone ring in the zebra house. The zebra answered, and began talking. He thought he heard his name. Maybe the zebra was telling his mother. He strained his ears, moving as close as he dared, without appearing rude.  The words started to become clearer,  it wasn’t the zebra, it was a woman. Mentally, Felix took a step back from the situation. 


“Wait, what was I doing with the van and the animals?” he asked himself, and as he did, they disappeared. The phone talking woman stopped talking, made a click and a beep. 


“I know that noise, that’s my answering machine” he thought, obliterating the zebra, the zoo, and the already ethereal phone lady from existence. All that was left was a white blur.  He blinked. No, wait. It was kind of an off-white blur. An eggshell blur, to be precise. It was his bedroom ceiling.


He had just missed a phonecall. What a way to start the day. Woken up by a call that he missed. 

 He sat up, threw aside the covers, and rose most of the way to ‘upright’, but couldn’t quite make it on the first try. A second attempt got him vertical, and on a direct course for his robe.

Automatically piloting himself to the bathroom, with only the occasional slight glipse afforded between fingers as the rubbed the sleep out of his eyes, 

He switched on the coffee maker and hit the .

“HI, you’ve reached Felix and Sam.” He said, in the past.

“We’re not in right now, so leave a message” she added, six months ago.

“And we’ll get back to you” he concluded.

Then it was her again. Not from the past, but now.

“Hey…Felix…You’re probably  still asleep. “ 

