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PART
ONE

 


Of course it was a Friday and
all was quiet on that memorable night at number 14.

Upstairs, John and Michael
Darling were dreaming they were back in NEVERLAND. John, the eldest
of the boys, wearing a top hat, was standing on the edge of a
lagoon on one of the many beautiful islands. Tiger Lily, the young
Indian Princess, was standing beside him. They were watching
hundreds of white swans flying over the clear, blue water.

At the same time, Michael was
floating across the lagoon on a huge log raft that had a skull and
crossbones flag flying from a small mast in the centre of it.
Beside him stood his adopted brothers, the Lost Boys.

An hour earlier, the Lost boys,
who slept in the Darling’s spacious attic, had also been dreaming,
but they had been having nightmares. In their nightmares, Tootles,
Nibs and Curly had been chased through a strange frightening forest
by a monstrous, hairy thing that looked like Peter Pan. The twins,
along with Slightly, had been lost in a nightmarish, misty place.
They had been chased by a six-legged Brontosaurus. Trembling, and
frightened they had all awakened together.

Downstairs, Lisa, the Darling’s
servant, was putting Nana, the Darling's prim Newfoundland dog out
into the back yard to do his business.

By a glowing fire, Mrs. Darling
was reading a novel. She smiled contentedly as she glanced over at
her loving spouse, George, who was sitting at a small table by the
bay window checking the small print on several insurance policies.
Earlier that month, some slates had been blown off the roof. Rain
seeping through, above the attic, had caused damp patches to cover
one wall.

But it was her bedside lamp
flickering and the sound of Nana barking in the yard that awoke
Wendy on that magical night. The instant she sat up she spotted a
familiar figure, no bigger than her middle finger, hovering outside
her bedroom window.

“Tinker Bell!” she gasped,
throwing her pink blanket aside and hurrying to the window. The
instant she opened it the tiny fairy creature darted inside. As she
did, fairy dust streamed out behind her onto the window pane.
Immediately Wendy looked for Him. Sticking her head out into the
cool air she looked around, she could see no one.

Below, Nana, still barking, was
looking up at the window.

“Oh do hush, Nana,” hissed
Wendy. Taking a last look for Him, she closed the window. When she
turned she looked for Tinker Bell.

“Where are you?” she
whispered.

The sound of soft crying drew
her attention to the bottom drawer of her dresser. Gently she
opened it. There, on a pile of socks sat Tinker Bell holding her
head in her tiny hands sobbing her heart out. The beautiful fairy
creature, was wearing a dress cut low and square at her neck. The
flimsy dress was made of many pieces of skeletal leaves.

“How did you get here?” asked
Wendy, for she knew the tiny fairy couldn’t have flown all the way
from NEVERLAND without Peter’s help. “Is Peter here? He has to be.”
She glanced at the window again thinking, it’s been over a year
since I’ve seen him. Her heartbeat speeded up at the thought of
seeing Peter again.

Peter had promised to come every
year and take her back with him to NEVERLAND to clean their house.
He had not kept his promise, but it might have been that he had
forgotten. Wendy knew, Peter unfortunately had a tendency to forget
things, important things.

Tinker Bell dried her eyes with
the back of her hand. Then hovering slowly into the air she said,
in the soft musical voice that always had the hair bristling on the
back of Wendy’s neck, “Peter’s up on the roof. But he can’t come
in.”

“Won’t come in?” exclaimed
Wendy. “Oh, for goodness sake, why ever not?”

Wendy was about to go to the
window again when Tinker Bell flew in front of her face to stop
her.

“He… he…”

Suddenly crying again she shot
away to land on top of Wendy’s wardrobe.

“Nana is creating such a fuss
out there,” exclaimed Mrs. Darling, folding over the page she had
been reading. Leaving her book to one side, she said, “That dog
will waken the whole neighbourhood.”

“Dog? Oh no, dear, we couldn’t
afford another one,” muttered Mr. Darling. Turning the page on one
of the insurance policies and adjusting his glasses he peered
closer. “We couldn’t afford another one at all. Not with the six
extra mouths we have to feed.”

In their first adventure it was
Wendy and Peter who had brought the six Lost boys back with them
from NEVERLAND. Peter had explained that, the Lost boys were babies
who had fallen out of their prams and had been lost by their
nannies in places near Kensington Gardens. Peter had found the six
boys and brought them to NEVERLAND. He had told Wendy that girls
were too smart to fall out of their prams.

Mr. and Mrs. Darling had adopted
the Lost boys.

Mrs. Darling, who realised
George was so caught up with his paper work, rose. She was about to
go outside to see what Nana was barking about, when Lisa bustled
in. “I’m sorry Mrs. Darling, I don’t know what’s got into that dog
tonight. Shall I bring her inside for a while?”

Mrs. Darling sighed. She knew
Lisa didn’t like having a dog in the house. Lisa thought they were
unsanitary. She rarely called Nana by name, just, “that dog.”

“No, Lisa, you go up and check
on the children. I’ll see to Nana. Then you can go to bed.”

“Thank you, Mrs. Darling,” said
Lisa and then hurried to the bottom of the stairs.

Mrs. Darling smiled when she
heard Lisa go upstairs. What would I do without her, she thought,
as she walked to the front door.

After she had pulled the
reluctant, trembling, Nana inside to her kennel, Mrs. Darling
gently tied her lead to a wooden post by the entrance. When she was
finished she straightened and breathed in the clean air. Smiling
she looked up at the clear sky. It was a beautiful, warm, starry
night with a full moon. As Mrs. Darling looked at the moon she
heard a tinkling sound- soft and clear. All of a sudden she felt
cold. “Peter Pan,” she muttered, looking around. Shivering, she
wrapped her arms around her body and hurried inside.

By then Lisa had checked that
John and Michael were OK and was slipping into Wendy’s room. She
smiled when she saw the beautiful girl was fast asleep. Moments
later she was hurrying to her own bedroom. The Lost boys will be
fine, she thought, glancing at the narrow stairs that led above to
the attic. Seconds later she was closing her bedroom door.

As soon as she heard Lisa’s
bedroom door close, Wendy slipped from her bed. Going to Tinker
Bell, who had just flown from the top of the wardrobe to land on
her bedside table, she asked “What’s wrong with Peter?”

Immediately Tinker Bell hunched
down. Holding her tiny pale face in her pale hands she began to cry
again.

“Oh for goodness sake, Tinker
Bell, this is stupid,” exclaimed Wendy. “I’ll open the window and
let Peter in.” Before Tinker Bell could stop her, Wendy had pulled
the window open. “Peter!” she whispered, looking around. “Aren’t
you coming in?” She barely heard his hoarse voice above her.

“No.”

Frowning, Wendy twisted her head
to look up at the roof. She could just about make out his shadow.
Immediately she sensed something was wrong. Leaving the window open
she hurried back to the tiny fairy. “Tinker Bell, please tell me,”
she whispered. “What’s wrong? Why won’t Peter come in?”

At this the tiny fairy’s crying
grew louder. “I… can’t. Oh, Wendy I really can’t say it. Peter is…
He’s…”

“What? What?” Wendy was shocked
by Tinker Bell's tears. She knew then something was terribly
wrong.

Tinker Bell’s brightness dulled
for several seconds and she took a deep breath before whispering,
“He’s growing o… o…old.”

“Old?” At the word, Wendy’s eyes
widened. For a second or two she thought she hadn’t heard Tinker
Bell clearly. Old, she thought, no. The boy who would never grow
old, the boy, Peter Pan, was really growing old. Surely it was a
mistake. She studied the distraught fairy.

“But, Tinker Bell, everyone has
to grow old… maybe Peter...”

“As old as this,” said a
tremulous voice behind her.

When Wendy turned and saw Peter
she almost cried aloud.

The figure who stood in the
shadow of the bedroom window was Peter Pan all right, but gone was
the conceited, mischievous, cheeky arrogant look. Gone was the
brightness of his eyes and the clearness of his skin. Wrinkles now
lined Peter’s face and he looked slightly hunched. The beginnings
of a beard coated his once smooth skin.

Tears immediately filled Wendy’s
eyes and for several seconds she couldn’t speak. “P… Peter,” she
gasped. “How? What’s happened?” She felt like taking him in her
arms and giving him a soft kiss.

Wendy studied the once energetic
boy she remembered as he floated across the room to her bed. With a
heavy he sigh sat down.

“Isn’t it obvious what’s
happening,” he snapped. “I’m growing old.” Peter swallowed, trying
to stop the tear that crawled to his left eye, stayed there for a
whole two seconds glistening in the bedroom light, before rolling
down one of the crevasses on his cheek.

“But how can that be?” asked
Wendy. “All children, except one, grow old. You are that child. You
can never grow old.”

“I’m not a child now am I?”
snapped Peter suddenly rubbing furiously at the hairs on his
chin.

“No,” agreed Wendy, glancing at
Tinker Bell who was wringing her tiny hands in despair. “What
changed all that?”

It was then Tinker Bell flew to
hover in front of Wendy’s face. The one word she spoke had Wendy’s
eyes widening.

“Hook.”

“What? Who did you say, Captain
Hook? What has he to do with you growing old?” she asked, looking
at Peter again. “He’s dead isn’t he? The crocodile ate him, didn’t
it? We all saw it, didn't we?”

“Wendy, don’t listen to Tink.
She believes Hook is alive,” said Peter quietly.

Wendy thought now about the
cruel Captain Hook, who had a hook replacing his right hand that
Peter had cut off. But Hook had been eaten by the crocodile. They
had all seen him die.

“If Hook had been alive I would
have blamed him. Everyone else loves me. Wendy,” whispered Peter,
glancing behind at the window, “Something or someone else has
broken through the Notallowed.”

“The what?”

“The Notallowed- the way into
NEVERLAND.”

Wendy gaped at him. “What do you
mean, some… one else?”

“A witch,” hissed Tinker Bell,
“or a Warlock, an evil thing out to steal the magic.”

“Oh hush, Tink,” snapped, Peter
glaring at her. “It’s not either.”

“Then why is it so hard to leave
and enter NEVERLAND now? And why are you growing old? I know Hook
has something to do with it,” snapped Tinker Bell suddenly flying
to land on top of the wardrobe. There she sat with folded arms
glaring down at Wendy. “I don’t know why we need her anyway. We
should have gone to your mother.”

Wendy frowned, a witch, she
thought, and Hook. Could he still be alive? No. They had all seen
him swallowed by the crocodile. Then she thought about Tinker
Bell’s last words, ‘your mother.’ Throughout all their last
adventures, Wendy had never thought much about Peter’s mother. Who
was she? She remembered that Peter had told her he had run away
from home when he had heard his parents discussing what he was
going to be when he grew older. He had vowed there and then he
would never grow old. He had told Wendy that when he had run away
from home he had lived in Kensington Gardens with the fairies for a
while. He had never seen his parents since. But who were they?

“Peter, perhaps you could
explain. I… I am finding all this a bit hard to take in.” Wendy
frowned as she studied Peter's wizened hands. She remembered he
always had beautiful hands. “Is there any way of stopping growing
old? I mean… stopping you growing old?”

Peter sighed heavily. “I don’t
know.” He studied the beautiful girl’s face. “You can’t stop
growing older, Wendy. I know that. You look older than the last
time I saw you.” He turned away. “Wendy,” he whispered. “You will
help me won’t you?”

“Why, Peter,” exclaimed Wendy,
suddenly sitting beside him and taking one of his hands and placing
it in her lap, “Of course I will. I’ll do anything to help you, but
how? How can I help you? How can I help you?” she repeated glancing
at Tinker Bell who had flown to land on the bedpost. Then she
added, “Look Peter, everyone has to grow old. It’s…”

“Not me!” snapped Peter, his
eyes blazing with anger. “Never me!” Suddenly he grew calmer. “Help
me, Wendy. Please.”

“But how?” asked Wendy.

“By coming back with me to
NEVERLAND,” said Peter quietly. “I believe the answer lies there.
If I can’t find the answer in NEVERLAND, maybe you will be able to
see or think of a way to help me. You’re smart.”

Wendy suddenly couldn’t stop
smiling. She could feel her heart pounding with excitement as she
remembered NEVERLAND and the great adventure they all had had over
a year ago. Was it really over a year ago? She thought.

Around the same time, John and
Michael who had been dreaming that Peter was asking them to come
with him to NEVERLAND again, awoke together. Somehow they knew
Peter Pan and Tinker Bell were in Wendy’s bedroom. John grabbed his
top hat before they rushed from their room into Wendy’s.

“We’re going with youuu…” Their
excited looks disappeared when they saw Peter who quickly turned
away.

Trembling, Michael rushed to
Wendy. “Wendy,” he whispered, his eyes still on the shadowy figure.
“What’s wrong with Peter? He looks… he looks…”

“He’s growing old,” exclaimed
John, taking a few steps towards Peter and peering closely at him.
“He’s growing old. But I thought…”

It was just then that Nana began
a long, low howl that echoed around the house.

“Quick, to your room,” hissed
Wendy.

Rubbing the back of her neck,
Mrs. Darling left her book aside and hurried upstairs.

First she checked that the boys
were all right. John was snoring quite loudly and Michael was lying
on his side breathing evenly. Smiling she went to John’s bed and
studied his pale face for a few seconds. Then she looked over at
Michael. Still smiling, she slipped back to their bedroom door. But
as she did, the soft glow of a minuscule piece of fairy dust
floating near the boy’s bunk beds, caught her eye. She frowned when
she saw it quickly disappear. Suddenly frightened she hurried to
Wendy’s room.

Quietly she walked to her
daughter’s bed and checked. Wendy was fast asleep. A slight draught
on the back of Mrs. Darling neck made her turn. She could see the
window was open. Before closing it she took a quick look outside.
Below, the moon had lit up the whole yard. Nana was standing
outside her kennel howling. “Nana, do stop that racket,” hissed
Wendy’s mother. “Go to bed. Now! Now, do you hear me?”

The big dog gave a quick yelp,
then slowly backed into her kennel, but soon she began to howl
again, the echoing sound louder than before. Gently Mrs. Darling
closed the window and locked it. Turning she looked around the
room. Wendy’s steady breathing was the only sound. Mrs. Darling was
about to go up the narrow stairs to the attic to check on the Lost
boys, when she heard George calling.

“Mrs. Darling will you please
find out what’s the matter with Nana! She’s driving me to
distraction with her howling! I can’t concentrate on my
paperwork.”

Before leaving the room, Wendy’s
mother took another quick look around. Satisfied her daughter was
safe, she hurried downstairs.

She was halfway downstairs when
Peter opened Wendy’s built-in wardrobe door and slipped out. Tinker
Bell flew from under a hat that sat on top of the wardrobe shelf
and flew to join Peter by Wendy’s bed. By then Michael and John
were slipping into their sister's room again to join them.

“Wendy, will you come?” Peter
asked. He looked at the boys. “Will you all come with me to
NEVERLAND?”

“Oh, yes,” chorused Michael and
John.

“Yes,” said Wendy, feeling her
heart beat speeding up at the thought of flying again.

“It could be dangerous. I might
not be able to protect you all as well as I did before. I’m not as
quick as I once was. I…”

“We can look after each other,”
exclaimed John, trying his best to stand erect and stick his chest
out.

“I can bring my big pirates
sword,” said Michael.

“I have my cricket bat,” said
John. “I can smash anyone’s head in with it.”

Peter smiled. “Hopefully we
won’t need to do that. Then,” he said, standing as tall as he could
he pulled a handful of fairy dust out and sprinkled it on the boys
and over Wendy’s long hair. As he did, John caught some of the
glittering dust and shoved it into his pyjama pocket.

“Follow me.”

Immediately Peter rose off the
bed and floated to the window and opened it. He was quickly
followed by Tinker Bell. Michael and John, with their young faces
glowing with excitement rose together and floated after them out of
the window. It was then Wendy remembered the Lost boys. “Peter what
about Slightly, Tootles, Curly and Nibs, the twins? Shouldn’t they
come too? We might need their help,” she shouted.

Peter’s next words frightened Wendy so much she felt the hair crepe
along the back of her neck.

“They’ve already gone to
NEVERLAND. They might not be back here again.”

“What? No, they’re up in the
attic. I’ll fetch them.” Wendy turned to go.

As she did Peter suddenly grew
angry and hovered back to the window. “Did you not hear me? I said
they’re gone. Somehow they have flown back to NEVERLAND.”

“But… Peter.”

“They left at least an hour
ago,” said Tinker Bell, flying to hover beside Peter.

Wendy, still unable to believe
that Peter- Peter Pan, was really growing old, trembled with
excitement as she flew out of the window. But as she did she
wondered about the Lost boys. Why had they gone back to NEVERLAND
without telling her? Why did Peter say they might not be back
again? Did the Lost boys, her adopted brothers, know Peter was
growing old?

Below in the yard, the
children’s mother saw Nana give a start and look up. Mrs. Darling
was just in time to see her children, Peter Pan and Tinker Bell,
fly twice around the house. Then she heard Michael and John shout
together, “Second to the right and straight on ‘till morning!”

They were out of sight before
Mrs. Darling screamed. “George!!!!!”
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“Second to the right and
straight on ‘till morning.” That was the only direction to
NEVERLAND, Peter had told the Darling children on their first
adventure. Now Wendy watched Michael and John, squealing with
excitement, race each other towards the church steeple a mile away.
When they got there they flew around and around it until Peter,
Wendy and Tinker Bell reached them. Then they took off again. As
they did, John’s top hat fell off. Shrieking with laughter he shot
below to catch it.

“Don’t go too fast!” shouted
Wendy, doing her best to keep up with Peter. Wendy noticed that
this time they seemed to be able to fly faster. On their first
adventure it had seemed to take forever to reach NEVERLAND.

****

An hour later they were flying
across the Atlantic Ocean. As they did Wendy studied Peter’s
serious face, remembering how playful and mischievous he had been
the last time they had flown above the cold rough water. She
remembered Peter showing off and flying down to skim the surface of
the water to tug at several sharks’ tails. Back then, Wendy
couldn’t remember how many nights they had been flying on that long
journey to NEVERLAND. They had all been sleepy and hungry. Michael
had fallen asleep several times. When he did and lost concentration
he had plunged below and would have crashed into the cruel sea, if
Peter, laughing at the idea of the little boy falling asleep and
losing concentration of his happy thoughts, had not caught him in
time. This time their flight was different. There was no
playfulness in Peter now. All the fun seemed to have gone out of
him.

****

“Peter, have you any clue at all
what is making you grow old?” Wendy asked, after they had been
flying all night. Ahead everyone could see the sun rising.

“No. But it has to be someone
who hates me,” he said quietly. “And it must be someone in
NEVERLAND. I have to start looking somewhere. So it might as well
be there.” He forced a smile at Wendy. “Thank you,” he said.

“What for?”

“For coming with me.”

“Oh, don’t thank me, Peter. I
wanted to come.” She smiled and looked away. “Michael and John
missed you. They have always talked about you. They dream about you
every night.”

“What about you? Do you dream
about me?”

“Oh, I dream about you some
nights.” Wendy smiled, then her face grew serious. “Peter, you
promised to come and visit me. It’s been over a year since I’ve
seen you. Why didn’t you come before now? Why didn’t you keep your
promise?”

“I was on a great adventure with
Tink, sailing near the Great Sea. Wendy, to tell you the truth I
had almost forgotten about you. You know me and my memory, but it
was while sailing in the sea that I began to grow…” He could hardly
say the word, old. “When I realised what was happening I just
couldn’t visit you. I didn’t want to let you see me like… like
this. It was Tink who persuaded me to come to you.”

“She didn’t seem too happy
earlier about you coming to me for help,” said Wendy glancing at
the fairy.

“Ah, that’s Tink,” said Peter,
looking ahead at Michael and John as they chased after a big
squealing, frightened sea-gull.

“Well, I’m glad you did come to
me for help,” said Wendy.

Peter smiled, but was unable to
stop tears filling his dull eyes.

****

After they had been flying all
day, Michael and John, fed up with racing each other and chasing
birds, flew back to join Wendy, who by now was flying just behind
Peter and Tinker Bell. As they flew out of a light mist Michael
pointed to a bank of thick white clouds that stretched for miles to
his right. Suddenly he flew off screaming, “Hide and seek! Catch
me, John.” Immediately he disappeared into the clouds followed by
his brother.

When John disappeared into the
clouds after him, Wendy grew frightened. “Michael! John!” she
shouted. “Come back here at once!”

Her shouting alerted Peter.
Frowning he saw Wendy looking into the clouds and flew to join
her.

“The boys flew into those
clouds!” said Wendy pointing. As she spoke she saw Peter’s eyes
widen. “They’ll get lost in there. Those type of clouds change all
the time. They
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