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Peter Pan
original script by JM Barrie

edited by Don Goodner
ACT 1

MICHAEL (obstreperous). I won't go to bed, I won't, I won't. Nana, it 
isn't six o'clock yet. Two minutes more, please, one minute more? 
Nana, I won't take a bath, I tell you I will not take a bath.

WENDY- You will take a bath right this instant, young man, and then 
go straight to bed.

MRS DARLING (entering)- What is all of this commotion about.

JOHN (histrionically). We are doing an act; we are playing at being 
you and father. (He imitates the only father ) A little less noise there.

MR. DARLING (implying that he has searched for her everywhere 
and that the nursery is a strange place in which to find her). Oh, here 
you are, Mary.

MRS. DARLING.What is the matter, George dear?

MR. DARLING
I’m beaten and upset.
Yes, I’m a nervous wreck.
Try as I might
I cannot tie
This tie around my neck.

And we’re not going out

‘Til I am fully dressed.
That’s right my dear,
It’s true I fear,
I have to look my best.

WENDY. Oh Father, don’t forget that…
We’re the Darling Family.
The best there ever was.
It’s our daily duty
To do what a Darling does.

And you will never see
A more lovely family tree.

ALL
That’s the darling Darling family.

MRS DARLING'
Now dear, it’s quite all right.
You shouldn’t need to fret.
Here, let me try
To tie your tie
You needn’t be upset.

Hold still a moment more.
And all will be just fine.
I say with pride
See, there it’s tied.
Now we can go and dine.

We’re the darling family
The best there ever was.
It’s our daily duty
To do what a Darling does.

And you will never see
A more lovely family treee.
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That’s the darling Darling family.

JOHN- I won’t take a bath. I won’t! You needn’t think it.

MR DARLING
A boy who never bathes,
Will never be a man.
It’s been that way
Most everyday
Since society began.

So go be bathed at once,
Or suffer from your fate.
Then get to bed
and rest your head
It’s nearly half -past eight!

ALL
We’re the darling family
The best there ever was.
It’s our daily duty
To do what a Darling does.

And you will never see
A more lovely family treee.
That’s the darling Darling family.

ALL
We’re the Darling family
What better could we do?

WENDY
I’m a Darling

MICHAEL
I’m a Darling

JOHN
I’m a Darling too.

ALL
And you will never see
A more lovely family treee.
That’s the darling Darling family.
Darling family.
MICHAEL (in a joyous transport). Say it again, father, say it again!

MR. DARLING (witheringly). Thank you. I warn you, Mary, that 
unless this tie is round my neck we don't go out to dinner to-night, and 
if I don't go out to dinner to-night I never go to the office again, and if 
I don't go to the office again you and I starve, and our children will be 
thrown into the streets.

WENDY. Oh no, dear father!

MRS. DARLING. Let me try, dear. Wendy, go get ready for bed.

WENDY. Yes, mother (she exits).

JOHN (rebellious). I won't take a bath! I won’t! You needn't think it.

MR. DARLING (in the grand manner). Go and be bathed at once, sir.

(NANA runs to MR. DARLING and leaps up onto him.)

MR. DARLING. Nana, what are you doing?Oh, Mary just look at this;
covered with hairs. Clumsy, clumsy!

(NANA goes, a drooping figure.)

MRS. DARLING. Let me brush you, dear.

MR. DARLING (depressed). I sometimes think, Mary, that it is a 
mistake to have a dog for a nurse.

MRS. DARLING. George, Nana is a treasure.
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MR. DARLING. No doubt; but I have an uneasy feeling at times that 
she looks upon the children as puppies.

MRS. DARLING (rather faintly). Oh no, dear one, I am sure she 
knows they have souls.

MR. DARLING (profoundly). I wonder, I wonder.

MRS. DARLING (at once dissembling). What is that, Nana? Ah, of 
course; Michael, it is your medicine.

MICHAEL (promptly). Won't take it.

MR. DARLING (recalling his youth). Be a man, Michael.

MICHAEL. Won't.

MRS. DARLING (weakly). I'll get you a lovely candy to take after 
it. (She leaves the room, though her husband calls after her.)

MR. DARLING. Mary, don't pamper him. When I was your age, 
Michael, I took medicine without a murmur. I said 'Thank you, kind 
parents, for giving me bottles to make me well.'

(WENDY, who has appeared in her nightgown, hears this and 
believes.)

WENDY. That medicine you sometimes take is much nastier, isn't it, 
father?

MR. DARLING (valuing her support). Ever so much nastier.And as an
example to you, Michael, I would take it now (thankfully) if I hadn't 
lost the bottle.

WENDY (always glad to be of service). I know where itis, father. I'll 
fetch it.

(She is gone before he can stop her. He turns for help to JOHN, who 
has come from the bathroom attired for bed.)

MR. DARLING. John, it is the most beastly stuff. It is that sticky 
sweet kind.

JOHN (who is perhaps still playing at parents). Never mind, father, it 
will soon be over.

(A spasm of ill-will to JOHN cuts through MR. DARLING, and is 
gone. WENDY returns panting.)

WENDY. Here it is, father; I have been as quick as I could.

MR. DARLING (with a sarcasm that is completely thrown away on 
her). You have been wonderfully quick, precious quick!

(He is now at the foot of MICHAEL'S bed, NANA is by its side, 
holding the medicine spoon insinuatingly in her mouth.)

WENDY (proudly, as she pours out MR. 
DARLING'S medicine). Michael, now you will see how father takes it.

(They brighten.) I shall pour my medicine into Nana's bowl, and she 
will drink it thinking it is milk! The pleasantry does not appeal, but he
prepares the joke, listening for appreciation.)

WENDY. Poor darling Nana!

MR. DARLING. You silly little things; to your beds everyone of you; I
am ashamed of you.

MRS. DARLING. Well, is it all over? Has everyone taken their 
medicine? 

MICHAEL. Father——(Father glares.)

MR. DARLING. All over, dear, quite satisfactorily. (NANA comes 
back.) Nana, good dog, good girl; I have put a little milk into your 
bowl. (The bowl is by the kennel, and NANA begins to lap, only 
begins. She retreats into the kennel.)
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MRS. DARLING. What is the matter, Nana?

MR. DARLING (uneasily). Nothing, nothing.

MRS. DARLING (smelling the bowl). George, it is your medicine!

MR. DARLING. It was only a joke. Much good my wearing myself to 
the bone trying to be funny in this house.

WENDY (on her knees by the kennel). Father, Nana is crying.

MR. DARLING. Coddle her; nobody coddles me. Oh dear no. I am 
only the bread-winner, why should I be coddled? Why, why, why?

MRS. DARLING. George, not so loud; the servants will hear you.

MR. DARLING (defiant). Let them hear me; bring in the whole world.
( The desperate man, who has not been in fresh air for days, has now 
lost all self-control.) I refuse to allow that dog to lord it in my nursery 
for one hour longer. (NANA supplicates him.) In vain, in vain, the 
proper place for you is the yard, and there you go to be tied up this 
instant. Liza, come fetch this wretched beast!

(NANA again retreats into the kennel, and the children add their 
prayers to hers. LIZA enters)

WENDY. Father, please no.

MR. DARLING. Am I master in this house or is 
she? (To NANA fiercely) 

LIZA- Come along. Nana. To the yard with you! (She exits with 
NANA)

WENDY. Oh, poor Nana!

MRS. DARLING. Be brave, my dears.

WENDY. (Looking out the window) She’s chaining Nana up!

JOHN (as the barking below goes on). Nana is awfully unhappy.

WENDY. That is not Nana's unhappy bark. That is her bark when she 
smells danger.

MRS. DARLING. Danger! Don’t be silly, Wendy. There’s no danger.

WENDY. Just listen to her.

MRS. DARLING. All quite quiet and still outside, Wendy. Oh, how I 
wish I was not going out to dinner to-night.

MICHAEL. Can anything harm us, mother, after the night-lights are 
lit?

MRS. DARLING. Nothing precious. They are the eyes a mother 
leaves behind her to guard her children.

MR. DARLING. Such needless coddling. There isn’t any need for it. 
Why, suppose we coddle them for their whole lives. What kind of 
adults would they make? (He exits)

(She goes from bed to bed, after her custom, tucking them in and 
crooning a lullaby.)

MICHAEL (drowsily). Mother, I 'm glad of you.

MRS. DARLING (with a last look round, her hand on the 
switch). Dear night-lights that protect my sleeping babes, burn clear 
and steadfast to-night.

WENDY
There out the window
Waiting for me
Something exciting
What could it be?

Look at my life here
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Trapped like a bird.
Singing to no one.
Wishing I’m heard.

There’s a world that’s full of wonder
Full of things I’ve never seen.
Where there’s danger, fear, and excitement
And all that’s in between.

All of the waiting
Is breaking my heart.
So if there’s adventure
When will it start?

Out through the darkness,
Far ‘cross the sea,
I could be flying.
I could be free.

Swimming with mermaids,
Soaring so high.
But, here I’m waiting.
I don’t know why.

Could I have one night of wonder
Full of magic, Full of fun.
Where adventure is roaring like thunder
And shines brighter than the sun.

Do I have to grow up?
That might not be smart.
A new life is waiting.
When will  it start.

Running fast and flying far.
A life worth living for.
That’s the life I wish for me.

I’d never ask for more.

So if you are out there,
Come show me my part.
I’m right here and waiting.
When will it start.

PETER (in a whisper). Tinker Bell, Tink, are you there? (A jug lights 
up.) Oh, do come out of that jug. 

TINKERBELL. Look at all these wonderful places I can hide.

PETER. Do you know where it is? 

TINKERBELL. How should I know? It’s you who lost it. Try one of 
those big boxes?

PETER. Which big box? This one?

TINKERBELL. Look in one of the drawers.

PETER. But which drawer? 

TINKERBELL. Fine. I will show you.

PETER. Yes, do show me. 

She pulls out his shadow and hands it to him.

Hey there shadow,
How you feel?
You make me look like a dope.
Hey there shadow
What’s your deal?
I’ll stick you on with soap.

It’s not right to avoid me.
You’re making a terrible mess.
Hey there shadow
What’s the point
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Of leaving me shadowless?

Hey there shadow,
Come back here,
I have a game we can play.
Hey there shadow,
Don’t you fear,
I don’t like you anyway.

Your shadow arms are too skinny,
Your shadow legs are too long.

Hey there shadow,
Leave me be
While I sing this shadow song

A boy without his shadow’s like
A rainbow with no pot of gold
So get on back where you belong
Just do what you are told.

Hey there shadow
Whacky shadow
You’re a thing to behold.

TINKERBELL. Soap? You think you can stick your shadow back on 
with soap?

PETER. Just you watch. He sits on the floor, Then he tries to stick it 
on with soap from the bathroom, and this failing also, he subsides 
dejectedly on the floor.TINKERBELL laughs hilariously.

TINKERBELL. How foolish you look without your shadow! Hahahah 
Soap!

This wakens WENDY, who sits up, and is pleasantly interested to see 
a stranger.)

WENDY (courteously). Boy, why are you crying?

(He jump up, and crossing to the foot of the bed bows to her in the 
fairy way. WENDY, impressed, bows to him from the bed.)

PETER. What is your name?

WENDY (well satisfied). Wendy Moira Angela Darling.What is 
yours?

PETER (finding it lamentably brief). Peter Pan.

WENDY. Is that all?

PETER (biting his lip). Yes.

WENDY (politely). I am so sorry.

PETER. It doesn't matter.

WENDY. Where do you live?

PETER. Second star to the right and then straight on till morning.

WENDY. What a funny address!

PETER. No, it isn't.

WENDY. I mean, is that what they put on the letters?

PETER. Don't get any letters.

WENDY. But your mother gets letters?

PETER. Don't have a mother.

WENDY. Peter!

(She leaps out of bed to put her arms round him, but he draws back; 
he does not know why, but he knows he must draw back.)

PETER. You mustn't touch me.



7
WENDY. Why?

PETER. No one must ever touch me.

WENDY. Why?

PETER. I don't know.

WENDY. No wonder you were crying.

PETER. I wasn't crying. But I can't get my shadow to stick on.

WENDY. It has come off! How awful. (Looking at the spot where he 
had lain.) Peter, you have been trying to stick it on with soap!

PETER (snappily). Well then?

WENDY. It must be sewn on.

PETER. What is 'sewn'?

WENDY. You are dreadfully ignorant.

PETER. No, I 'm not.

WENDY. I will sew it on for you, my little man. But we must have 
more light. (She touches something, and to his astonishment the room 
is illuminated.) Sit here. I dare say it will hurt a little.

PETER.  I wasn’t crying.

WENDY- Of course you weren’t. I dare say, I’ve never seen anyone 
lose a shadow before? What happened?

PETER. Your mother. She caught me listening at the window, and shut
my shadow inside before it could escape.

WENDY. My mother? Why, she never said a word about it.

PETER. I’ve no doubt she didn’t. It would have only upset you. Are 
you almost done.

WENDY. Just about. It may be a bit wrinkly. Perhaps I should have 
ironed it. 

The shadow has been sewn back on. Peter tries it out.

PETER. Wendy, look, look; oh the cleverness of me! (he crows)

WENDY. You conceit, of course I did nothing!

PETER. You did a little.

WENDY (wounded). A little! If I am no use I can at least withdraw.

PETER. Wendy,. don't withdraw. I can't help crowing, Wendy, when 
I'm pleased with myself. Wendy, one girl is worth more than twenty 
boys.

WENDY (peeping over the sheet). You really think so, Peter?

PETER. Yes, I do.

WENDY. I think it's perfectly sweet of you, and I shall get up 
again. (They sit together on the side of the bed.) I shall give you a kiss 
if you like.

PETER. Thank you. (He holds out his hand.)

WENDY (aghast). Don't you know what a kiss is?

PETER. I shall know when you give it me. (Not to hurt his feelings 
she gives him her thimble.) Now shall I give you a kiss?

WENDY (primly). If you please. (He pulls an acorn button off his 
person and bestows it on her. She is shocked but considerate.) I will 
wear it on this chain round my neck. Peter, how old are you?

PETER (blithely). I don't know, but quite young, Wendy. I ran away 
the day I was born.
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WENDY. Ran away, why?

PETER. Because I heard father and mother talking of what I was to be 
when I became a man. I want always to be a little boy and to have fun; 
so I ran away to Kensington Gardens and lived a long time among the 
fairies.

WENDY (with great eyes). You know fairies, Peter!

PETER (surprised that this should be a recommendation). Yes, but 
they are nearly all dead now. (Baldly) You see, Wendy, when the first 
baby laughed for the first time, the laugh broke into a thousand pieces 
and they all went skipping about, and that was the beginning of fairies.
And now when every new baby is born its first laugh becomes a fairy. 
So there ought to be one fairy for every boy or girl,

WENDY (breathlessly). Ought to be? Isn't there?

PETER. Oh no. Children know such a lot now. Soon they don't believe
in fairies, and every time a child says 'I don't believe in fairies' there is 
a fairy somewhere that falls down dead. (He skips about heartlessly.)

WENDY. Poor things!

PETER. (to whom this statement recalls a forgotten friend). I can't 
think where she has gone. Tinker Bell, Tink, where are you?

WENDY (thrilling). Peter, you don't mean to tell me that there is a 
fairy in this room!

PETER (flitting about in search). She came with me. You don't hear 
anything, do you?

WENDY. I hear—the only sound I hear is like a tinkle of bells.

PETER. That is the fairy language.

WENDY. It seems to come from over there.

PETER. (with shameless glee.) Wendy, I believe I shut her up in that 
drawer!

(He releases TINK, who darts about in a fury using language it is 
perhaps as well we don't understand.)

TINKERBELL- You devil. Locking in a drawer for the whole night. I 
might have starved.

PETER. You needn't say that; I 'm very sorry, but how could I know 
you were in the drawer?

WENDY (her eyes dancing in pursuit of the delicious creature). Oh, 
Peter, I’ve never seen a fairy.

PETER (indifferently). They hardly ever stand still.

WENDY. She’s lovely. I would love her to be my fairy.

PETER. Ha! Do you hear that, Tink? She thinks you’re lovely. (TINK 
and PETER burst into laughter)

WENDY. What do you think is so funny?

PETER. She is not very polite.

TINK. She’s a great ugly girl. 

WENDY. Why, I never?

TINK. I’m Peter’s fairy.

PETER. You know, Tink, you can't be my fairy because I am a 
gentleman and you are a lady.

TINK. And you are a silly dolt! (She disappears behind something 
small and vanishes)

PETER. She is quite a common girl, you know. She is called Tinker 
Bell because she mends the fairy pots and kettles.
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WENDY. Where do you live now?

PETER. With the lost boys.

WENDY. Who are they?

PETER. They are the children who fall out of their prams when the 
nurse is looking the other way. If they are not claimed in seven days 
they are sent far away to the Never-Land. I 'm captain.

WENDY. What fun it must be.

PETER (craftily). Yes, but we are rather lonely. You see, Wendy, we 
have no female companionship.

WENDY. Are none of the other children girls?

PETER. Oh no; girls, you know, are much too clever to fall out of their
prams.

WENDY. Peter, it is perfectly lovely the way you talk about girls. John
there just depises us. Peter, you may give me a kiss.

PETER (cynically). I thought you would want it back. (He offers her 
the thimble.)

WENDY (artfully). Oh dear, I didn't mean a kiss, Peter. I meant a 
thimble.

PETER (only half placated).What is that?

WENDY. It is like this. (She leans forward to give a demonstration, 
but something prevents the meeting of their faces.)

PETER (satisfied). Now shall I give you a thimble?

WENDY. If you please. (Before he can even draw near she screams.)

PETER. What is it?

WENDY. It was exactly as if some one were pulling my hair!

PETER. That must have been Tink. I never knew her so naughty 
before.

(TINK speaks. She is in the jug again.)

WENDY. What does she say?

PETER. She says she will do that every time I give you a thimble.

WENDY. But why?

PETER (equally nonplussed). Why, Tink? (He has to translate the 
answer.) She said 'You silly dolt again.

WENDY. She is very impertinent. (They are sitting on the floor 
now.) Peter, why did you come to our nursery window?

PETER. To try to hear stories None of us knows any stories.

WENDY. How perfectly awful!

PETER. Do you know why swallows build in the eaves of houses? It is
to listen to the stories. Wendy, your mother was telling you such a 
lovely story.

WENDY. Which story was it?

PETER. About the prince, and he couldn't find the lady who wore the 
glass slipper.

WENDY. That was Cinderella. Peter, he found her and they were 
happy ever after.

PETER. I am glad. (They have worked their way along the floor close 
to each other, but he now jumps up.)

WENDY. Where are you going?

PETER (already on his way to the window). To tell the other boys.
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WENDY. Don't go, Peter. I know lots of stories. The stories I could tell
to the boys!

PETER (gleaming). Come on! We'll fly.

WENDY. Fly? You can fly!

(How he would like to rip those stories out of her; he is dangerous 
now.)

PETER. Wendy, come with me.

WENDY. Oh dear, I mustn't. Think of mother. Besides, I can't fly.

PETER. I'll teach you.

WENDY. How lovely to fly!

PETER. I'll teach you how to jump on the wind's back and then away 
we go. Wendy, when you are sleeping in your silly bed you might be 
flying about with me, saying funny things tothe stars. There are 
mermaids, Wendy, with long tails. (She just succeeds in remaining on 
the nursery floor.) Wendy, how we should all respect you.

(At this she strikes her colours.)

WENDY. Of course it's awfully fascinating! Would you teach John and
Michael to fly too?

PETER (indifferently). If you like.

WENDY (playing rum-turn on JOHN). John, wake up; there is a boy 
here who is to teach us to fly.

JOHN. Is there? Then I shall get up. (He raises his headfrom the 
floor.) Hullo, I am up!

WENDY. Michael, open your eyes. This boy is to teach us to fly.

(The sleepers are at once as awake as their father's razor;but before a 
question can be asked NANA'S bark is heard.)

JOHN. Out with the light, quick, hide!

(When the maid LIZA, who is so small that when she says she will 
never see ten again one can scarcely believe her, enters with a firm 
hand on the troubled NANA'S chain the room is in comparative 
darkness.)

LIZA. There, you suspicious brute, they are perfectly safe, aren't they?
Every one of the little angels sound asleep in bed. Listen to their gentle
breathing. No more of it, Nana. (Wagging a finger at her) I warn you if
you bark again I shall go straight for master and missus and bring them
home from the party, and then won't master whip you just! Come 
along, you naughty dog.

THEY EXIT

JOHN. I say, can you really fly.

PETER. Look! (He is now over their heads.)

WENDY. Oh, how sweet!

PETER. I 'm sweet, oh, I am sweet!

(It looks so easy that they try it first from the floor andthen from their 
beds, without encouraging results.)

I know a place outside the map
Free from every care.
That’s where I come from.
I’ll take you there.

There’s a world of fantasy
With magic everywhere.
You won’t believe
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But, I’ll take you there.

Everything you can imagine
Waits for you beyond the moon.
Fly away and race the stars
And we shall get there soon.

In an instant past the clouds
Sailing through the air.
Straight on ‘til morning
I’ll take you there. 

If you’ll open up your mind,
Right now if you dare.
You’ll learn to fly so
I’ll take you there.

Think of happy, lovely thoughts
Like music playing in your dreams.
Careful now, because the feeling’s
Stronger than it seems.

So it’s time to for us to fly
Over twenty miles high. 
And it’s not pretend.
We’ll chase the wind
Across the open sky.

And before the night is done,
You’ll be soaring towards the sun.
Where the sky is clear
Away from here,
So get ready everyone.

I will take you there.
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ACT II

THE NEVER LAND

TOOTLES. Has Peter come back yet, Slightly?

SLIGHTLY (with a solemnity that he thinks suits the occasion). No, 
Tootles, no.

CURLY . I do wish he would come back.

TOOTLES. I am always afraid of the pirates when Peter is not here to 
protect us.

CURLY I am not afraid of pirates. Nothing frightens me. But I do wish
Peter would come back and tell us whether he has heard anything more
about Cinderella.

TOOTLES. I am awfully anxious about Cinderella. You see, not 
knowing anything about my own mother I am fond of thinking that she
was rather like Cinderella.

(This is received with derision.)

TOOTLES. All I remember about my mother is that she often said to 
father, 'Oh how I wish I had a cheque book of my own.' I don't know 
what a cheque book is, but I should just love to give my mother one.

SLIGHTLY (as usual). My mother was fonder of me than your 
mothers were of you. (Uproar.) Oh yes, she was. Peter had to make up 
names for you two, but my mother had wrote my name on the pinafore
I was lost in. 'Slightly Soiled'; that's my name.

CURLY. Wait! Did you hear that? (MUSIC STARTS)

ALL THREE. Indians! (They all exit)

INDIANS ENTER FOR FIRST WARPATH DANCE

PIRATES (enter while singing)

Yo ho, yo ho, 

Hoorah for life out at sea.

To loot and plunder.

Ain’t it a wonder

A pirate I’ll always be.

Yo ho. Yo ho.

Beware us ye scallywag,

Your cries are futile

For we’re so brutal

Hoist up our pirating flag!

So flee and fear us 

When ye should hear us

Or spy the skull and crossbones.

We take our fill,
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And we maim and kill

And give thanks to

Davy Jones.

Yo ho, Yo ho,

Prepare to take your last look.

My sword and dagger

And manly swagger

Are pledged to Captain Hook.

CURLY runs onstage, unaware that there are Pirates. She screams 
when she sees them and turns and runs. STARKEY pulls a pistol and 
aims. CAPTAIN HOOK grabs STARKEY with his hook!

STARKEY (abject). Captain, let go!

HOOK. Put back that pistol, first.

STARKEY. 'Twas one of those kids you hate; I could have shot him 
dead.

HOOK. Ay, and the sound would have brought Tiger Lily's redskins on
us. Do you want to lose your scalp?

SMEE (wriggling his cutlass pleasantly). That is true. Shall I after 
him, Captain, and tickle him with Johnny Corkscrew? Johnny is a 
silent fellow.

HOOK. Not now. He is only one, and I want to mischief all the seven. 
Scatter and look for them. (The boatswain whistles his instructions, 
and the men disperse on their frightful errand. With none to hear 
save SMEE, HOOK becomes confidential.) Most of all I want their 
captain, Peter Pan. 'Twas he cut off my hand. I have waited long to 
shake his hand with this. (Luxuriating.) Oh, I 'll tear him!

SMEE (always ready for a chat). Yet I have oft heard you say your 
hook was worth a score of hands, for combing the hair and other 
homely uses.

HOOK. If I was a mother I would pray to have my children born with 
this instead of that (his left arm creeps nervously behind him. He has a
galling remembrance). Smee, Pan flung my hand to a crocodile that 
happened to be passing by.

SMEE. I have often noticed your strange dread of crocodiles.

HOOK (pettishly). Not of crocodiles but of that one crocodile. (He 
lays bare a lacerated heart.) The brute liked my hand so much, Smee, 
that he has followed me ever since, from sea to sea, and from land to 
land, licking his lips for the rest of me.

SMEE (looking for the bright side). In a way it is a sort of compliment.

HOOK (with dignity). I want no such compliments; I want Peter Pan, 
who first gave the brute his taste for me. Smee, that crocodile would 
have had me before now, but by a lucky chance he swallowed a clock, 
and it goes tick, tick, tick, tick inside him; and so before he can reach 
me I hear the tick and bolt. (He emits a hollow rumble.) Once I heard it
strike six within him.

SMEE (sombrely). Some day the clock will run down,and then he'll get
you.
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HOOK (a broken man). Ay, that is the fear that haunts me.(He 
rises.) Smee, this seat is hot; odds, bobs, hammer and tongs, I am 
burning.

(He has been sitting, he thinks, on one of the island mushrooms, which
are of enormous size. But this is a hand-painted one placed here in 
times of danger to conceal a chimney. They remove it, and tell-tale 
smoke issues; also, alas, the sound of children's voices.)

SMEE. A chimney!

HOOK (avidly). Listen! Smee, 'tis plain they live here, beneath the 
ground. (He replaces the mushroom. His brain works tortuously.)

SMEE (hopefully). Unrip your plan, Captain.

CECCO
Since the lost kids have no mother
To protect them or to guide them,
We need a plan so simple and so cruel.
We go back to our ship and then
Whip up a tasty cake.
And serve it up to Peter Pan the fool.

STARKEY
First we take some chocolate
And some sugar and some butter,
And we mix it up with flour and some yeast.
Don’t forget to heat the oven,
To three hundred forty five.
Then bake the cake an hour at least.

HOOK
It is a perfect plan,
Because I’m a perfect man.
I’m glad my mother taught me how to bake.
I will truly cherish

When I see the lost kids perish

ALL
The moment they devour our rich damp cake.

SMEE
Once the cake has risen,
We add the last ingredient.
Some frosting so sweet and so green.
But mixed in with the frosting,
Is something unexpected,
A healthy dose of toxic strychnine (pronounced strickneen)

NOODLER
While the kids are chasing mermaids
Down by the lagoon.
We leave the cake somewhere that they can see.
With no one there to warn them
They will eat up every crumb,
Unaware of all our lethal recipe.

HOOK
It’s too easy to be true,
It’s what we have to do.
Our vengeance will be done make no mistake!
It is a perfect plan,
So death to Peter Pan,

ALL
And Neverland is ours thanks to rich, damp, cake!

SMEE (fascinated). It is the wickedest, prettiest policy ever I heard of,

HOOK (meaning well). Shake hands on 't.

SMEE. No, Captain, no.
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(He has to link with the hook, but he does not join in the song.)

HOOK. Yo ho, yo ho, when I say 'paw,'

PIRATES SING SOME MORE AND THEN EXIT.

TOOTLES. They are gone.

SLIGHTLY (almost losing confidence in himself). I do wish Peter was 
here.

CURLY. Did you see where the pirates went?

SLIGHTLY No, but I saw a wonderfuller thing, Curly. High over the 
lagoon I saw the loveliest great white bird. It is flying this way.

TOOTLES. What kind of a bird, do you think?

SLIGHTLY (awed). I don't know; but it looked so weary, and as it flies
it moans 'Poor Wendy.'

TOOTLES (instantly). I remember now there are birds called Wendies.

SLIGHTLY. See, it comes, the Wendy!  How white it is!  
TINKERBELL enters behind WENDY swinging her fists wildly at her.

TOOTLES. It’s Tinker Bell. 

SLIGHTLY.  Hello,Tink! 

TINK. Peter says he wants you to shoot the Wendy. SHE EXITS.

CURLY. Let us do what Peter wishes.

SLIGHTLY. Ay, shoot it; quick, bows and arrows.

TOOTLES (first with his bow). Out of the way, Tink; I'll shoot it. (His 
bolt goes home, and WENDY, who has been fluttering among the tree-
tops in her white nightgown, falls straight to earth. No one could be 

more proud than TOOTLES.) I have shot the Wendy; Peter will be so 
pleased. 

SLIGHTLY (examining the fallen one more minutely). This is no bird; 
I think it must be a lady.

CURLY. And Tootles has killed her.

TOOTLES. Now I see, Peter was bringing her to us. (They wonder for 
what object.)

SLIGHTLY. He was bringing her here to take care of us.

TOOTLES (gulping).Friends, good-bye.

SEVERAL (not very enthusiastic). Don't go.

TOOTLES. I must; I am so afraid of Peter.

(He has gone but a step toward oblivion when he is stopped by a 
crowing as of some victorious cock.)

OMNES. Peter!

(They make a paling of themselves in front 
of WENDY as PETER skims round the tree-tops and reaches earth.)

PETER. Greeting, boys! (Their silence chafes him.) I am back; why do
you not cheer? Great news, boys, I have brought at last a mother for us
all.

SLIGHTLY (vaguely). Ay, ay.

PETER. She flew this way; have you not seen her?

TOOTLES (making a break in the paling). Peter, I will show her to 
you.

THE OTHERS (closing the gap). No, no.
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TOOTLES (majestically). Stand back all, and let Peter see. TOOTLES 
shows Wendy on the ground.

PETER. Wendy, with an arrow in her heart! (He plucks it out.) Wendy 
is dead. (He is not so much pained as puzzled.)

CURLY. I thought it was only flowers that die.

PETER. Whose arrow? (Not one of them looks at TOOTLES.)

TOOTLES. Mine, Peter.

PETER (raising it as a dagger). Oh dastard hand!

TOOTLES (kneeling and baring his breast). Strike, Peter; strike true.

PETER  Wendy’s hand grabs Peter’s hand.. I cannot strike; there is 
something stays my hand.

(In fact WENDY'S arm has risen.)

CURLY. 'Tis she, the Wendy lady. See, her arm. (To help a friend) I 
think she said 'Poor Tootles.'

PETER (investigating). She lives!

SLIGHTLY (authoritatively). The Wendy lady lives.(The delightful 
feeling that they have been cleverer than they thought comes over 
them and they applaud themselves.)

PETER (holding up a button that is attached to her chain). See, the 
arrow struck against this. It is a kiss I gave her; it has saved her life.

SLIGHTLY. I remember kisses; let me see it. (He takes it in his 
hand.) Ay, that is a kiss.

PETER. Wendy, get better quickly and I'll take you to see the 
mermaids. She is awfully anxious to see a mermaid.

TINKERBELL RE-ENTERS SINGING ABOUT HOW HAPPY SHE 
IS THAT WENDY IS DEAD.

CURLY. Listen to Tink rejoicing because she thinks the Wendy is 
dead! (Regardless of spoiling another's pleasure) Tink, the Wendy 
lives. 

TINK. What? You had one job Tootles!

TOOTLES(tell-tale). It was she who said that you wanted us to shoot 
the Wendy.

PETER. She said that? Then listen, Tink, I am your friend no more. 

TINK. What?

PETER. Begone from me forever.

TINK. But I’m your fairy.

PETER. You betrayed me Tink, and tried to kill our new mother. How 
can I trust you ever again?

TINK. I found your shadow for you. 

PETER. And I thank you. But now, away with you!

(TINK EXITS)

PETER.Now what shall we do with Wendy?

CURLY. Let us carry her down into the house.

SLIGHTLY. Ay, that is what one does with ladies.

PETER. No, you must not touch her; it wouldn't be sufficiently 
respectful.

SLIGHTLY. That is what I was thinking.

TOOTLES. But if she lies there she will die.
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SLIGHTLY. Ay, she will die. It is a pity, but there is no way out.

PETER. Yes, there is. Let us build a house around her!  Leave all to 
me. Bring the best of what we have. Gut our house. Be sharp.

TOOTLES (opening WENDY'S mouth and gazing down into the 
depths). Lovely!

SLIGHTLY. I think it is finished.

PETER. There is no knocker on the door. (TOOTLES hangs her shoe 
to be the door knocker)  Well done, Tootles! Now, all look your best; 
the first impression is awfully important. (he knocks, and after a 
dreadful moment of suspense...)

WENDY (genteelly). Where am I?

SLIGHTLY. Wendy lady, for you we built this house.

CURLY. Oh, say you are pleased.

WENDY (stroking the pretty thing). Lovely, darling house!

TOOTLES. And we are your children.

WENDY (affecting surprise). Oh?

OMNES (kneeling, with outstretched arms). Wendy lady, be our 
mother! 

WENDY. Of course it is frightfully fascinating; but you see I am only 
a little girl; I have no real experience.

OMNES. That doesn't matter. What we need is just a nice motherly 
person.

WENDY. Oh dear, I feel that is just exactly what I am.

OMNES. It is, it is, we saw it at once.

WENDY. Very well then, I will do my best. Come inside at once, you 
naughty children, I am sure your feet are damp. And before I put you 
to bed I have just time to finish the story of Cinderella. (THEY ALL 
EXIT INTO THE HOUSE)

TINKERBELL
You were my world.
You were my light.
You were my everything and more.

You were my heart.
You were my soul.
You were my prize worth fighting for.

We had the world.
We had the time.
We had the sea, the sand, and sky.

We had the life.
We had our youth.
We had forever you and I.

So where am I to go
And what am I to do
When all I ever needed
Was always needing you?

I’ll find a way to fix this.
I’ll find a way somehow.
I’ll find a way, but ‘til I do
Who’s fairy am I now.
BLACK OUT

INTERMISSION
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ACT 2 SCENE 1

THE LAGOON

WENDY: I did so want to catch a mermaid.

PETER . It is awfully difficult to catch a mermaid. They are such cruel
creatures, Wendy, that they try to pull boys and girls like you into the 
water and drown them.

WENDY. How hateful!

PETER. Wendy, this is a fearfully important rock. It is called 
Marooners' Rock. Sailors are marooned, you know, when their captain 
leaves them on a rock and sails away.

WENDY. Leaves them on this little rock to drown?

PETER (lightly). Oh, they don't live long. Their hands are tied, so that 
they can't swim. When the tide is full this rock is covered with water, 
and then the sailor drowns.

TOOTLES. Wait. Quiet for a moment.

SLIGHTLY. Quiet yourself, you podfish.

CURLY. Shhhh, Slightly, she’s right!

PIRATE SINGING OFFSTAGE    'And if we 're parted by a shot
    We 're sure to meet below.'

ALL- Pirates! (THEY ALL HIDE BEHIND THE ROCK)

PIRATES ENTER ON A BOAT. SINGING WITH TIGER LILLY 
CAPTIVE.

SMEE. Luff, you spalpeen, luff! What we have got to do is to hoist the
redskin on to the rock and leave her there to drown. (SMEE PULLS 

ON HER ROPES TO GET OUT OF THE BOAT AND SHE REACTS 
IN PAIN)

STARKEY. No mewling. This is your reward for prowling round the 
ship with a knife in your mouth.

TIGER LILLY (stoically). Enough said.

SMEE . So that's it! On to the rock with her, mate.

CECCO. Not so rough, Smee; roughish, but not so rough.

SMEE (dragging her on to the rock). It is the captain's orders.

WENDY (in the water). Poor Tiger Lily!

STARKEY. What was that?

PETER (who can imitate the captain's voice so perfectly that even the 
author has a dizzy feeling that at times he was really HOOK). Ahoy 
there, you lubbers!

STARKEY. It is the captain; he must be swimming out to us.

SMEE (calling). We have put the redskin on the rock,Captain.

PETER. Set her free.

SMEE. But, Captain——

PETER. Cut her bonds, or I 'll plunge my hook in you.

SMEE. This is queer:

STARKEY (unmanned). Let us follow the captain's orders.

(They undo the thongs and TIGER LILY slides between their legs into 
the lagoon, forgetting in her haste to utter her war-cry, 
but PETER utters it for her, so naturally that even the lost boys are 
deceived. It is at this moment that the voice of the true HOOK is 
heard.)
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HOOK. Boat ahoy!

SMEE (relieved). It is the captain.

(HOOK is swimming, and they help him to scale the rock. He is in 
gloomy mood.)

STARKEY. Captain, is all well?

SMEE. He sighs.

STARKEY. He sighs again.

SMEE (counting). And yet a third time he sighs. (With 
foreboding) What's up, Captain?

HOOK (who has perhaps found the large rich damp cake 
untouched). The game is up. Those boys have found a mother!

STARKEY. Oh evil day!

SMEE. What is a mother?

WENDY (horrified). He doesn't know!

HOOK (sharply). What was that?

(PETER makes the splash of a mermaid's tail.)

STARKEY. One of them mermaids.

HOOK. Dost not know, Smee? A mother is—— (He finds it more 
difficult to explain than he had expected, and looks about him for an 
illustration. He finds one in a great bird which drifts past in a nest as 
large as the roomiest basin) There is a lesson in mothers for you! The 
nest must have fallen intothe water, but would the bird desert her eggs?
(PETER, who is now more or less off his head, makes the sound of a 
bird answering in the negative. The nest is borne out of sight.)

STARKEY. Maybe she is hanging about here to protect Peter?

(HOOK'S face clouds still further and PETER just manages not to call
out that he needs no protection.)

SMEE (not usually a man of ideas). Captain, could we not kidnap 
these boys' mother and make her our mother?

HOOK. Obesity and bunions, 'tis a princely scheme. We will seize the 
children, make them walk the plank, and Wendy shall be our mother!

WENDY. Never! (Another splash from PETER.)

HOOK. What say you, bullies?

SMEE. There is my hand on 't.

STARKEY. And mine.

HOOK. And there is my hook. Swear. (All swear.) But I had forgot; 
where is the redskin?

SMEE (shaken). That is all right, Captain; we let her go.

HOOK (terrible). Let her go?

SMEE. 'Twas your own orders, Captain.

STARKEY (whimpering). You called over the water to us to let her go.

HOOK. Brimstone and gall, what cozening is here? (Disturbed by 
their faithful faces) Lads, I gave no such order.

SMEE 'Tis passing queer.

HOOK (addressing the immensities). Spirit that haunts thisdark lagoon
to-night, dost hear me?

PETER (in the same voice). Odds, bobs, hammer and tongs, I hear 
you.

HOOK (gripping the stave for support). Who are you, stranger, speak.
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PETER (who is only too ready to speak). I am Jas Hook, Captain of 
the Jolly Roger.

HOOK (now white to the gills). No, no, you are not.

PETER. Brimstone and gall, say that again and I 'll cast anchor in you.

HOOK. If you are Hook, come tell me, who am I?

PETER. A codfish, only a codfish.

HOOK (aghast). A codfish?

SMEE (drawing back from him). Have we been captained all this time 
by a codfish?

STARKEY. It's lowering to our pride.

HOOK (feeling that his ego is slipping from him). Don't desert me, 
bullies.

PETER (top-heavy). Paw, fish, paw!

HOOK. Have you another name?

PETER (falling to the lure). Ay, ay.

HOOK (thirstily). Vegetable?

PETER. No.

HOOK. Mineral?

PETER. No.

HOOK. Animal?

PETER (after a hurried consultation with TOOTLES). Yes.

HOOK. Man?

PETER (with scorn). No.

HOOK. Boy?

PETER, Yes.

HOOK. Ordinary boy?

PETER. No!

HOOK. Wonderful boy?

PETER (to WENDY'S distress). Yes!

HOOK. Are you in England?

PETER. No.

HOOK. Are you here?

PETER. Yes.

HOOK (beaten, though he feels he has very nearly got it). Smee, you 
ask him some questions.

SMEE (rummaging his brains). I can't think of a thing,

PETER. Can't guess, can't guess! (Foundering in his cockiness) Do 
you give it up?

HOOK (eagerly). Yes.

PETER. All of you?

SMEE and STARKEY. Yes.

PETER (crowing). Well, then, I am Peter Pan!

(Now they have him.)

HOOK. Pan! Into the water, Smee. Starkey, mind the boat. Take him 
dead or alive!

PETER (who still has all his baby teeth). Boys, lay into the pirates!



21
ALL PIRATE AND LOST BOYS FIGHT. SUDDENLY THE 
CROCODILE APPEARS, HOOK SCREAMS!

HOOK- Smee! Oh, Smee! Help me, Smee!

SMEE- What is it, Captain?

HOOK- He’s found me, Smee! Found me again!

SMEE- What shall we do, brave Captain?

HOOK- Flee! Flee like the wind!

THE PIRATES BOARD THE BOAT AND PADDLE AWAY.

HOOK- Faster you, pigswine, or I’ll tickle your innards with my hook!

THE ROW OFF STAGE! THE CROCODILE CHASES THEM.

MICHAEL. We did it!

JOHN. We defeated the pirates.

TIGER LILLY. Peter Pan, you saved my life.

PETER. No, I didn’t.

TIGER LILLY. You didn’t?

PETER. No! I saved all of our lives!

THEY ALL CHEER! 

TIGER LILLY- From now and until the end of all nows, the Indians 
and the Lost Boys are friends. Come Peter Pan, we smoke peace pipe.

TIGER LILLY SONG HERE

BLACKOUT SCENE CHANGE TO LOST BOY’S 
UNDERGROUND HIDEOUT

TOOTLES. Now the story you promised to tell us as soon as we were 
in bed!

WENDY (severely). As far as I can see you are not in bed yet.

(They scramble into the bed, and the effect is as of a boxful of 
sardines.)

WENDY (drawing up her stool). Well, there was once a gentleman
———

CURLY. I wish he had been a lady.

SLIGHTLY. I wish he had been a white rat.

WENDY. Quiet! There was a lady also. The gentleman's name was Mr.
Darling and the lady's name was Mrs. Darling———

JOHN. I knew them!

MICHAEL (who has been allowed to join the circle). I think I knew 
them.

WENDY. They were married, you know; and what do you think they 
had?

SLIGHTLY. White rats?

WENDY. No, they had three descendants. White rats are descendants 
also. Almost everything is a descendant. Now these three children had 
a faithful nurse called Nana.

MICHAEL (alas). What a funny name!

WENDY. But Mr. Darling—(faltering) or was it Mrs.Darling?—was 
angry with her and chained her up in the yard; so all the children flew 
away. They flew away to the Never Land, where the lost kids are.

CURLY. I just thought they did; I don't know how it is, but I just 
thought they did.

TOOTLES. Oh, Wendy, was one of the lost kids called Tootles.
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WENDY. Yes, she was.

TOOTLES (dazzled). Am I in a story? Curly, I am in a story!

PETER. A little less noise there.

WENDY. Now I want you to consider the feelings of the unhappy 
parents with all their children flown away. Think, oh think, of the 
empty beds. 

SLIGHTLY (cheerfully). It's awfully sad.

WENDY. But our heroine knew that her mother would always leave 
the window open for her progeny to fly back by; so they stayed away 
for years and had a lovely time.

TOOTLES. Did they ever go back?

WENDY (comfortably). Let us now take a peep into the future. Years 
have rolled by, and who is this elegant lady of uncertain age alighting 
at London station?

(The tension is unbearable.)

CURLY. Oh, Wendy, who is she?

WENDY (swelling). Can it be—yes—no—yes, it is the fair Wendy!

TOOTLES. I am glad.

WENDY. Who are the two noble portly figures accompanying her? 
Can they be John and Michael? They are. (Pride of MICHAEL.) 'See, 
dear brothers,' says Wendy, pointing upward, 'there is the window 
standing open.' So up they flew to their loving parents, and pen cannot 
inscribe the happy scene. The End!.  (PETER GROANS) Peter, what is 
it? (Thinking he is ill, and looking lower than his chest.) Are you hurt?

PETER. It isn't that kind of pain. Wendy, you are wrong about 
mothers. I thought like you about the window, so I stayed away for 

moons and moons, and then I flew back, but the window was barred, 
for my mother had forgotten all about me and there was another little 
boy sleeping in my bed.

JOHN. Wendy, let us go back!

WENDY. Are you sure mothers are like that?

PETER. Yes.

WENDY. John, Michael! (She clasps them to her.)

TOOTLES. Don’t leave us, Wendy?

WENDY. I must.

SLIGHTLY. To-night?

WENDY. At once. Perhaps mother is in half-mourning by this time! 
Peter, will you make the necessary arrangements?

PETER (coolly). If you wish it.

CURLY. We won't let you go!

WENDY (with one of those inspirations women have, in an 
emergency, to make use of some male who need otherwise have no 
hope). Tootles, I appeal to you.

TOOTLES (leaping to his death if necessary). I am just Tootles and 
nobody minds me, but the first who does not behave to Wendy I will 
blood him severely. (PETER returns.)

PETER (with awful serenity). Wendy, I told the braves to guide you 
through the wood as flying tires you so. 

WENDY. Thank you, Peter. 

PETER. Then, Curly will take you across the sea. 
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CURLY. I will?

PETER. You will.

WENDY. (addressing the boys in general but Peter in particular) Dear 
ones,  if you will all come with me, I feel almost sure I can get my 
father and mother to adopt you. 

TOOTLES. But won’t they think us rather a handful? 

WENDY Oh no, it will only mean having a few beds in the drawing-
room and, if necessary, they can be hidden behind screens. 

 LOST BOYS CHEER

SLIGHTLY. Peter, can we go?

PETER. (with a bitter smile) Alright. 

LOST BOYS CHEER AGAIN. THEY EXIT STAGE LEFT TO 
COLLECT THEIR BELONGINGS.

WENDY.  And now Peter, I am going to give you your medicine 
before you go. 

She pours some liquid into half an empty coconut shell and puts it UC 

 WENDY. (continued) Then you can get your things, Peter. 

PETER. No, I am not going with you, Wendy. 

WENDY. Yes, Peter. 

PETER. No!!! 

Noisily and excitedly the boys return, ready for their journey. They 
carry knapsacks on sticks over their shoulders 

 

WENDY. Peter isn’t coming. 

JOHN. Peter isn’t coming? 

TOOTLES. But why, Peter? 

PETER. Why!? Because growing up hurts. You have to think of things
that have nothing to do with having fun. And once you grow up, you 
can never be child again. No thank you to all that. Now then; no fuss, 
no blubbering. Goodbye, Wendy. 

He holds out his hand. They shake hands solemnly  

WENDY. You will remember about changing your flannels? 

PETER. Yes. 

WENDY. And you will take the medicine I’ve left you? 

PETER. Yes … Are you ready?

At that moment there is an appalling noise above them off stage as the 
pirates attack the Indians 

JOHN. It’s the pirates! 

PETER. Get back, all of you! 

The boys wait below listening to the cries, gurgles and screams 
coming from off stage 

The Lights come up on the forest clearing 

Tiger Lily rushes into the clearing. Her clothes are in rags and she is 
terrified. A pirate follows her. She tries to call out to Peter down the 
tree trunk but is stopped by the pirate who roughly puts his hand over 
her mouth and drags her off stage 
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An Indian enters into the clearing. She is chased by a pirate. Another 
pirate enters from the other direction and traps the Indian. The two 
pirates drag her away.

The sounds of battle die and there is silence. Slowly from both sides of 
the stage, the pirates steal in, brandishing their weapons. They are the
victors  

Hook enters last and quietly makes his way to the tree trunk. He listens

SLIGHTLY. The battle’s over! 

JOHN. Wait! We don’t know who has won. 

PETER. If the natives have won, they will beat the tom-tom; it is 
always their sign of victory. 

 

Hook is delighted to have overheard this and signals to one of his men 
to fetch the tom-tom. This is done and the drum is passed to Hook who
beats it with his hook 

 

PETER (listening) The tom-tom. (gleefully) An Indian Victory! 

 

There are loud cheers, then the Lost Boys, John and Michael make 
their way up the tree trunk one by one ― only to be grabbed by the 
pirates who, quickly and silently, snatch each one before he can utter a
sound. Wendy comes last and is met at the top by Hook who, with 
ironical politeness, raises his hat to her, and offering his arm, escorts 
her to the spot where the others are held. Wendy can do no more than 
gasp. She is too overwhelmed by the surprise of the situation to call 
out 

 

The children are dragged off 

The Lights dim in the forest clearing 

Peter below is none the wiser 

Peter, seeing all are gone, can now let out his bottled-up emotions. He 
weeps and is very soon asleep, exhausted and unhappy 

Meanwhile Hook waits at the top expecting Peter to follow Wendy. 
When he does not, Hook silently makes his way down the tree trunk. 
He soon finds himself in the Lost Boys’ home. He sees that Peter is 
asleep and creeps towards the medicine that Wendy left 

HOOK. (chuckling) Well, well, well. What have we here? Medicine. 
That will serve my purpose. 

Hook produces a small bottle from his pocket and is about to add the 
poison to Peter’s medicine when the music starts and instead he 
begins to sing POISON SONG.  

Hook poisons the medicine. It froths dangerously and turns a different 
colour 

Hook laughs loudly and evilly and exits up the tree trunk 

TINKERBELL. (entering) Peter! 

PETER. Tink? 

TINKERBELL. You have to wake up.

PETER. What are you doing here? I told you never to return.

TINKERBELL. It’s Hook!

PETER. What about Hook? 

TINKERBELL. He has them! He took them. All of them!
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PETER. What? … Now steady, calm down. I don’t understand what 
you are saying.

TINKERBELL. Pirates!

PETER. Pirates? Where? … But I thought the Indians.

TINKERBELL. Hook captured the Indians.

PETER.What!

TINKERBELL. And Wendy too!

PETER. Hook has captured Wendy?

TINKERBELL. And the boys. 

PETER.  I must rescue them! 

Peter is about to rush out when he remembers the medicine 

 Wait! ― my medicine! Wendy would never forgive me. 

 TINKERBELL. No! Peter don’t drink your medicine! 

PETER. Why not?  

TINKERBELL. It’s been poisoned! 

 PETER. Poisoned? Who could have poisoned it? 

 TINKERBELL. Hook!

 PETER. Don’t be silly. How could Hook have got down here? I think 
you are inventing all this because you didn’t like Wendy leaving me 
my medicine. I do believe you’re jealous. (he raises the medicine to 
his lips)  

Tink it and drinks the medicine.

 

PETER. Tinker Bell! How dare you! How dare you touch my 
medicine. Explain yourself! 

Tinkerbell says nothing… then she wilts to the ground. 

PETER Tink? 

There is a faint jingle and Peter is suddenly afraid 

 Tink! Tink! What … what is the matter with you? 

TINKERBELL. I told you. The medicine really was poisoned.

 PETER. Poisoned? Poisoned? Oh, Tink, you did it to save me. 

 TINKERBELL. Of course I did.

PETER. But why.

TINKERBELL SINGS

PETER.  Tink, Tink, don’t die. Please Tink. Oh, Tink. Why, why? 
(addressing the audience)

TINKERBELL. Only one thing can save me.

PETER. What is it? What is it Tink, I’ll get it for you.

TINKERBELL. People must believe.

PETER. What? Believe? Believe in what? Tinker Bell? (he begins to 
cry) Of course I believe in fairies! Yes, yes … the others believe in 
fairies, too, Tink ― they must ― they will ― they do. Then you’ll be 
well. 

 Don’t worry, Tink, we’ll fight the poison ― they believe, I know they 
do. (in desperation he turns to the audience) 
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Everyone! Listen to me. Tinker Bell is dying. And all of you children 
here are the only ones who can save her. And the only way you can 
save her is if you tell her you BELIEVE IN FAIRIES. So I’m asking 
you now (his voice becomes choked as he cries out) DO YOU 
BELIEVE IN FAIRIES? 

The children in the audience are encouraged to shout back that “yes” 
they do believe in fairies 

WHAT? Tinker Bell can’t hear you? You’re going to have to shout 
louder, or she’s going to die. Don’t let her die! We can save her! 
COME ON! AGAIN! DO YOU BELIEVE IN FAIRIES? 

 

The children in the audience are encouraged to shout more loudly that
they do believe in fairies     

And all the grown-up children; do YOU believe in fairies? 

The adults in the audience are also encouraged to shout that “yes” 
they do believe in fairies 

 (more confidently) If you believe in fairies, CLAP. (he begins to clap 
above his head in time to the music as it crescendos) Yes! Yes! Clap! 
And stamp your feet.  THAT’S RIGHT; COME ON! WE CAN SAVE 
HER!! 

It’s working! It’s working! Don’t stop clapping! Tink is getting better! 
Come on, Tink! You can do it! 

 

 

PETER Tink? … Tink? … (to the audience) Come on! Don’t stop now
… That’s right! Louder! (he encourages the clapping to grow) 

Tinkerbell stands up, woozy. 

PETER. Tink?

TINKERBELL. Let’s go save the day!

The Lights fade to a Black-out 

 

CURTAIN

ACT 3, The Pirate Ship Jolly Roger.

We discover Hook on board the pirate ship, prowling the deck. Smee is
at his sewing machine mending a sail. The rest of the pirates, however,
are not to be seen save two: one who is at the wheel on the upper deck 
and Starkey, who gazes dreamily out to sea.

HOOK (as Barrie says, “communing with his ego”) How still the night
is; nothing sounds alive. Now is the hour when children in their homes
are a-bed; their lips bright-browned with the good-night chocolate and 
their tongues drowsily searching for belated crumbs housed insecurely 
on their shining cheeks. Compare with them the children on this boat 
about to walk the plank. Split my infinitives, but ‘tis my hour of 
triumph … 

 

Hook raises his leg to step on the side of the plank. Just as he does, 
Smee tears a piece of sail with a rending sound. Hook looks alarmed 
and checks the seam at the back of his trousers 

 

HOOK (continued) … and yet some disky spirit compels me now to 
make my dying speech, lest when dying there may be no time for it. 
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All mortals envy me, yet better perhaps for Hook to have had less 
ambition! O fame, fame, thou glittering bauble, what if the very … 

 

Smee, engrossed in his labours, at the sewing machine, tears another 
piece of sail which once more makes Hook think for a moment that the 
untoward has happened to his trousers. He cautiously examines 
himself 

 

HOOK. (continued) No little children love me. I am told they play at 
Peter Pan, and that the strongest always chooses to be Peter. They 
would rather be a Lost Boy than Hook; they force the baby to be 
Hook. The baby! That is where the canker gnaws. 

 ‘Tis said they find Smee lovable. But and hour agone I found him 
letting the youngest of them try on his spectacles. Pathetic Smee, the 
nonconformist pirate, a happy smile upon his face because he thinks 
they fear him! How can I break it to him that they think him lovable? 
No, bi … carbonate of soda, no, not even … 

 

The remainder of the pirates pour forth from various parts of the ship, 
loudly and raucously 

 

 

HOOK. (cont.) Quiet, you dogs, or I’ll cast anchor in you! Are all the 
children chained, so they cannot fly away? 

Pirates. Ay, ay. 

Hook. Then hoist them up. 

Starkey. Tumble up, you ungentlemanly lubbers. 

 The prisoners, except Wendy, are dragged from the hold. They are 
arranged in a line in front of Hook 

Hook. Now then, you bullies, six of you walk the plank tonight, but I 
have room for two cabin boys. Which of you is it to be? 

 Nobody steps forward. Then, during the course of the next exchanges 
between the Lost Boys, Hook makes his way down the line waiting for 
each boy’s decision 

TOOTLES. You see, sir, I don’t think my mother would like me to be a
pirate. Slightly, would your mother like you to be a pirate? 

SLIGHTLY. I don’t think so. Curly, would your mother like you to be 
a pirate? 

CURLY. I don’t think so. John, would your mother like you to be a 
pirate? 

JOHN. I don’t think so. Michael, would your mother like you to be a 
pirate? 

Hook arrives at Michael 

 MICHAEL (to Hook) I don’t think so. Hook, would your mother like 
you to be a pirate? 

HOOK (confused) Well, no, I don’t think so … aaargh!!! (roaring) 
Stow this gab! Bring up their mother. 

 (WENDY is driven up from the hold and thrown to him. She sees at 
the first glance that the deck has not been scrubbed for years.)

HOOK. (cont) So, my beauty, you are to see your children walk the 
plank.

WENDY (with noble calmness). Are they to die?
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HOOK. They are. Silence all, for a mother's last words to her children.

WENDY. These are my last words. Dear boys, I feel that I have a 
message to you from your real mothers, and it is this, 'We hope our 
sons will die like English gentlemen.'

(The boys go on fire.)

TOOTLES. I am going to do what my mother hopes. What are you to 
do, Slightly?

SLIGHTLY. What my mother hopes. John, what are——

HOOK. Tie her up! Get the plank ready.

THEY TIE HER UP. SUDDENLY WE HEAR THE TICKING OF A 
CLOCK! PETER ENTERS WITH A LARGE CLOCK, AND SIGNALS 
TO THE CHILDREN TO BE SILENT. PETER EXITS INTO THE 
CABIN!

HOOK. Ahhh! It’s the croc! Hide me, Smee! Hide me!

STARKEY (hoarsely). It is gone, Captain! There is not a sound.

(STARKEY (paling). I don't like it, messmates!

HOOK. Stow that, Starkey. Do you boys want a touch of the cat before
you walk the plank? (He is more pitiless than ever now that he 
believes he has a charmed life.) Fetch the cat, Jukes; it is in the cabin.

JUKES. Ay, ay, sir.  (JUKES EXITS INTO THE CABIN… THEN 
SCREAMS. PETER CROWS OFFSTAGE) 

HOOK. What was that?

(CECCO swings into the cabin, and in a moment returns, livid.)

HOOK (with an effort). What is the matter with Bill Jukes, you dog?

CECCO. The matter with him is he is dead——stabbed.

PIRATES. Bill Jukes dead!

CECCO. The cabin is as black as a pit, but there is something terrible 
in there: the thing you heard a-crowing.

HOOK (slowly). Cecco, go back and fetch me out that doodle-doo.

CECCO  No, Captain, no. 

HOOK (in his most syrupy voice). Did you say you would go, Cecco?

CECCO. (cowering) No, Captain, no. (panic-stricken, he starts 
gibbering in Italian)

HOOK. (cleaning his hook and holding it above Cecco) Did you say 
you would go, Cecco? 

(Slowly Cecco enters the hold. They all listen. After a pause another 
terrible death-screech is heard followed by a crow)

SLIGHTLY. Two! 

HOOK. S’death and oddsfish! Who is to bring me that doodle-doo? 

STARKEY. Wait till Cecco comes out. 

HOOK. I think I heard you volunteer, Starkey. 

STARKEY. No, by thunder. I’ll swing before I go in there. Mercy, 
Captain, mercy! 

HOOK. (lifting his claw) Shake hands, Starkey. 

 (Desperately Starkey looks round for support ― there is none. He 
trembles, draws his sword and slowly walks towards the hold. Just 
before he enters , he turns, but Hook is right behind him. Starkey exits 
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through the door. There is an even more blood-curdling scream ― and 
Peter’s crow 

SLIGHTLY. (after a pause) Three! 

Hook seizes a lantern 

HOOK. By Davy Jones, I’ll bring out that doodle-doo myself,

(Hook enters the hold ― only to come out again very quickly. His 
lantern has gone out. He is shaking with fright)

 HOOK. (unsteadily) Something blew out the light. 

PIRATES. What of Cecco? 

PIRATES. And Starkey? 

HOOK. They’re both as dead as Dukes! Pirates (dismayed) The ship’s 
doomed! Aahh! Hook Lads! Here’s a notion. Open the door of the hold
and drive the prisoners in. Let them fight the doodle-doo for their 
lives. If they kill him, we’re so much the better; if he kills them we’re 
none the worse. 

(They shove the boys through the door. The pirates stare at the door of 
the hold and don’t notice as Peter comes round the back and frees 
Wendy) 

(Wendy quietly disappears down the other end of the ship while Peter 
takes her cloak and, covering himself, takes up her former position. He
then crows. There is immediate panic among the pirates) 

HOOK. Lads, I’ve thought it out. There’s a Jonah aboard ― the girl! 
Never was luck on a pirate ship with a woman aboard. We’ll right the 
ship when she’s gone. (he turns to the cloaked figure) There’s none can
save you now, Missy! 

PETER. (from behind the cloak) There’s one! 

HOOK. Who’s that? 

PETER. (throwing back the cloak) Peter Pan, the avenger! Down boys 
and at them.  

(The Lost Boys emerge from the hold, armed to the teeth. There is a 
battle. The pirates are completely taken by surprise. One by one they 
are defeated and either jump or are thrown overboard 

 

Hook and Peter face each other. The rest stop and form a ring around 
them)  

PETER. Put up your swords, boys. This man is mine. 

HOOK. So, Pan, this is all your doing. 

PETER Ay, James Hook. It is all my doing. 

HOOK. Proud and insolent youth. Prepare to meet thy doom! Peter 
Dark and sinister man, have at thee! 

(The sword fight begins. The Captain also makes frighteningly 
threatening use of his hook. After a few moments Peter cunningly flips
Hook’s sword from his hand and has him at his mercy ) 

PETER.  Pick up thy sword, James Hook ― no more chances! 

(They fight again. Eventually Peter drives Hook right to the edge of 
the plank. Suddenly, the crocodile appears from stage right.)

HOOK. No! Not the croc!
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PETER. Get him, Croc!

(Boys and Wendy cheer on the crocodile as it chases after Hook)

HOOK. Don’t come any closer. Don’t do it or I’ll…. I’ll…

(HOOK looks around for a plan, and sees it. HOOK jumps overboard 
with a mighty yell, followed by a splash! The crocodile follows him 
over and into the water.

SLIGHTLY. Ten! 

 

(Wendy appears from the door Peter meets Wendy and takes her hand. 
They look into each other’s eyes. There is a cheer from the boys.)

WENDY. Peter! You’ve done it!

PETER. Did you ever doubt me?

WENDY. So Hook is gone for good?

PETER. He’ll make a tasty meal for the crocodile I expect. Neverland 
is once again free from his evil!

ALL CHEER

WENDY. Then what happens now?

MICHAEL. Are we still to go home Wendy?

PETER. It’s safe here now. You needn’t fear Hook, nor anything.

JOHN. Wendy, I want to go home.

WENDY. Yes. Peter, we must go. Will you show us the way?

PETER. Very well. Come all, let’s fly.

BLACK OUT

LAST SCENE

Mrs Darling is gently rocking in a rocking chair with her back to the 
window. Nana dutifully is laying out the children’s night-time attire as 
she has done ever since they left. 

Mrs Darling (waking with a start) Wendy! John! Michael! (realizing 
they aren’t there) Oh, Nana, I dreamt my dear ones had come back. I 
see you have put their night things out again, Nana. It touches my 
heart to watch you do that night after night. But they will never come 
back. 

(Liza enters)

LIZA. Nana’s dinner is served.  (Nana perks up and exits down to the 
dining room) To think that Mr. Darling has changed places with a dog!

(Liza exits .Mrs Darling sighs and closes her eyes again. She is about 
to nod off to sleep once more

MR. DARLING enters. He is dressed in a city pin-stripe suit, wear5ing
a bowler hat and carrying an umbrella. He hangs up his hat and 
umbrella, walks over to Nana’s kennel and begins to enter it feet first )

MR. DARLING Evening, dear 

MRS. DARLING. Good-evening, my dearest … a good day at the 
office? 

MR. DARLING. I’m just dead. Ah, dear! 
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MRS. DARLING. Oh George, you are as full of remorse as ever, 
aren’t you? 

MR DARLING. See my punishment! Living in a kennel! My love, do 
shut that window, I feel a draft. 

MRS. DARLING. No, George, no. Never ask me to do that. The 
window must always be left open for them just in case one day they ―
they … 

MR. DARLING. I know, my love, that was thoughtless of me. Of 
course we must leave the window open … always. 

 (Mrs Darling again falls asleep in her chair, Mr Darling snuggles into 
Nana’s kennel)

PETER AND TINK ENTER

PETER. Tink, this is Wendy’s mother. She is a pretty lady, but she ― 
she has been crying 

TINK. I think she misses her children.

PETER. Ugh. We don’t want any silly mothers anyway, do we, Tink? 
(PETER CROSSES TO THE WINDOW AND CALLS OUT THROUGH
IT) Come on!

(PETER AND TINK EXIT. MICHAEL, JOHN, WENDY,  ENTER)

MICHAEL. John, I think I’ve been her before. 

JOHN. Of course you have. Look, there’s your old bed. (SEES MR. 
DARLING IN DOG HOUSE) I say! The kennel! There’s a man inside 
it. 

WENDY. (looking in) It’s Father. 

MICHAEL. Let me see Father. (he looks) He is not as big as the pirate 
I killed ― and who’s that? (he points to Mrs Darling) 

WENDY. Why! That’s Mother! 

MICHAEL. Then you are not our real mother, Wendy? 

WENDY. Oh dear! It’s quite time we came back. 

JOHN. Let us creep up behind her and put our hands over her eyes. 

WENDY. No, let us all slip into our beds and be there when she wakes
up, just as if we had never been away.  

(THEY CLIMB INTO BED.)

WENDY. (calling) Mother! 

MRS. DARLING. (answering in her sleep) That’s Wendy. 

JOHN. (calling) Mother! Mrs Darling That’s John. 

MICHAEL. (still rather uncertainly) Mother? 

MRS. DARLING. And, oh, that’s Michael. Oh, but I do wish they 
were really here.

JOHN. (JUMPING UP)  We are really here, Mother!

MRS. DARLING. What’s that? John? Michael? Wendy? You’ve 
returned! (THEY ALL HUG (WENDY HUGS HER MOTHER LIKE 
A LADY)).

MRS. DARLING (cont.). Oh, George, George! 
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Mr Darling wakes from his sleep, comes out of Nana’s kennel and 
shares the excitement  Nana enters and barks It is a joyous scene.

LOST BOYS ENTER

WENDY. Come in, boys!  

MRS. DARLING. Wendy! Whoever …? 

WENDY. Mother, these are the boys from the Neverland. This is 
Tootles, Curly and Slightly. They have returned with us and we are to 
adopt them. 

MR. DARLING. (counting the boys; groaning) Ohh no!! (he goes 
over to one of the beds and puts his head in his hands, Nana joins Mrs
Darling beside the bed and puts her head in her paws)

WENDY.  Boys, this is my mother. 

MRS. DARLING. Wendy, we can’t possibly … 

SLIGHTLY. (taking Mrs Darling’s hand and kissing it gallantly) Wow 
Wendy, she’s even prettier than you described! 

CURLY. I’ll say!

TOOTLES. (dreamily) At last, a real mother to take care of us. 

 The Lost Boys all look imploringly at Mrs Darling who looks from 
them to her husband 

 MRS. DARLING George? 

 Mr Darling shrugs heavily and resignedly 

 MR. DARLING. (muttering barely audible to the audience) 
Brimstone and gall! 

 WENDY. Mother …? Please …? 

 

Mrs Darling laughs and holds out her arms 

MRS. DARLING. Very well. 

Enormous cheering. Mrs Darling hugs the Lost Boys 

 Liza enters and joins in the celebration 

REPRISE DARLING FAMILY

They all exit, except Wendy and Mrs Darling, laughing and talking. 
Their voices die away but the music continues.

PETER ENTERS.

He looks around as Wendy stands alone, smiling; she starts 

WENDY. Peter! 

PETER. (embarrassed) Er … hallo, Wendy. I just came to say. That is 
… 

WENDY. Yes, Peter? 

PETER. I should like … to give you back your thimble. 

WENDY. Very well.
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Wendy holds out her hand, expecting to receive the thimble she gave 
Peter when they first met. Instead Peter kisses her cheek. He slowly 
makes his way back to the window.

WENDY. Peter… If you like, I can come and spring clean for you 
once a year. 

PETER. Oh yes, Wendy, yes!

WENDY. Then I shall. I promise.

PETER. See you next year, Wendy.

WENDY. 

No please don’t go
Stay where you are.
We’ve come so far.
Don’t go.

No you can’t go.
Stay here with me
Where we can be
Together.

Please don’t say goodbye.
There’s no where you should go.
How far we’ve come
How far we’ll fly,
So far we dare not know.

Please don’t say goodbye
Where would you rather be?
This world is filled
With all you love.
So why not stay with me?

Why would you want to go,
And leave all you have known.
This world is what you need.
Don’t leave me here alone

PETER
Think of this time.
When you and I
Would fly across the stars.

And sometime soon
We’ll meet again
And until then
Remember…

DANCE BREAK
PETER
No matter what the world may try to say
Neverland is never far away.

BOTH
Let’s not say goodbye
For this is not the end.
So close your eyes dream of me
Together with my friend.

Let’s not say goodbye
And hope the pain will fade.
Wonderland is worth the wait
Where memories are made.

We’ll fly across tomorrow
And sail across the sky.
Don’t forget today
And never say goodbye.
END
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MUSIC CUES
xOverture
xPeter Pan Entrance
xFairy music,
xConvert I’ll take you there, and expand… include transition music
Indian Music
xPirate exit music
xTinkerbell, Wendy Entrance musicals
House Building Music
Enteracte
Pirate entrance music, 20 seconds
Water Splashing Cue for when there’ a splash
xFight Music
xTick Tock
Victory exit music 
Tomtoms
Who’s fairy reprise
Triumphant exit music into pirate ship
Tick Tock
Hook enters room 
Fight scene
Tick Tock


