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SYNOPSIS: 
Based on the characters and setting in the book, Peter and Wendy, by J.M. Barrie, this tale shares 
the land of Neverland and the themes of Lost Boys, merfolk, pixies, and pirates. However, 
there’s a twist. Peter Pan is now a waifish girl named Petra Pan, Wendy Darling is now a lad 
named Wendell, and Captain Hook is now the sinister Captain Hess—a woman who leads a band 
of female pirates over the seas. In this story, Wendell struggles to remember his past. Little does 
he know, the truth might be better left forgotten. 

 

I couldn’t remember my mother. I could recall a softness about her, and if I thought real 

hard, I was sure I could almost remember the way she laughed. There were even times when the 

trade winds would blow over Neverland that I thought I could recognize her scent in between the 

sunshine and the cool earth. But when I tried to conjure her face, I saw nothing. 

“Relax, Wendell,” Petra had told me. “I’m the mother now, and you can be the father, and 

these,” she said as she gestured to the rest of the Lost Boys, “are all our children.” The way she 
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said it with such surety, I had no reason to question her. But when I was on my own, I would 

worry about my fading memory, dread the moment I’d forget my mother completely. 

I’d been on the island for three days now. Perhaps it was three weeks. Actually, it may have 

been three years. It was hard to tell. None of us aged. We flitted from moment to moment. Magic 

ruled the world, and Petra Pan was its master. 

She told me I’d been lost when she found me. She said I’d fallen into the stars and she had 

plucked me from the sky and brought me here to my new home. But sometimes I remembered it 

differently. I recalled baseball games and stories at bedtime. I remembered a nursery and a giant 

dog. When I really concentrated, I thought of a time when every moment was a lesson on 

growing older. As soon as I remembered, I’d push it out of my head. Here in Neverland, aging 

was for pirates. However, there were flashes when I wondered if growing up was really all that 

bad. 

Still, when it came down to my jigsaw memories of my past or Petra’s stories of how we 

met, I preferred hers to mine any day. 

“Wendell, it’s time to go hunting.” I looked up to see Petra balancing on a tree limb, her 

arms out wide as if she might fall any second. I knew she wouldn’t, but she still took my breath 

away as she teetered on the tiny branch. She was like one of the island’s fairies, just without any 

wings. She had delicate features, from her tiny nose to her pointed ears. Her mouth was like a 

rose, with her petal lips and thorny smile. Her blue eyes danced like the stars, and her hair held 

the wind. Sometimes when the air was still, I was sure her golden tresses rippled with an unseen 

breeze caught between the locks. Like the rest of us, she wore autumn leaves and cobwebs. 

Unlike the rest of us, a light layer of pixie dust covered her fitted shift and she could soar with 

the wind. 
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She was the center of my world. To be fair, she was the center of everyone’s world. The 

Lost Boys followed her every whim. The fairies swirled around her in glittering flight. The 

mermen protected the island at her command. Even the pirates—the evil Captain Hess and her 

crew of sinister seafarers—focused their attention on conquering Petra and anyone who followed 

her lead. 

“There’s no such thing as time, lady,” I teased her as she continued to balance above me. 

Petra put her hands on her hips and she glared down at me. Then she jumped from the tree, 

catching the wind as she swooped down to where I was. With surprising strength, she pulled me 

to my feet. 

“If you don’t hunt for dinner, the children shall starve,” she admonished me. “Now grab 

your bow and arrow, and follow me to the sacred hunting grounds. 

I smiled to myself before pasting a stern look on my face. With my bow on my back, I 

followed Petra as she flew, walking the curved trail to the hunting grounds. When I reached the 

clearing, I crouched down and waited. The air remained still. Not even the birds in the sky or the 

insects in the waving wheat made a sound. We were all waiting, ready to launch at a moment’s 

notice. 

Petra’s swallow call sounded through the trees, and I yipped at the top of my lungs as I ran 

forward into the open field. Around the perimeters of the field, Lost Boys and wild animals did 

the same. Neverlions roared, shaking the earth below me. Plumed neverbirds burst into the sky, 

their feathers creating a cloud of color above. Even the field mice went to battle, falling into 

formation as they set their sights on a group of Lost Boys. 

This was my favorite game in all of Neverland, one that never grew old. I spied a bear and 

launched forward, but felt myself pulled back with a lurch. I landed hard on the ground, the 
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impact forcing the air from my lungs. A gorilla leapt over my head, turning in the air so that he 

landed on top of me and pinned me to the earth. He raised his head up, looking at me with 

hardened brown eyes. Then he bellowed in my face, his hot breath dampening my skin as he 

sought after my fear. I gave him none. I remained stony as he pawed at my chest with palms 

large enough to crush my skull with a single grip. When he saw I wasn’t afraid, he snorted 

through his nose, and then nuzzled me under my chin. He sat back, and I used his arm to pull 

myself up. 

“To be fair, I was almost afraid,” I assured the giant beast. The gorilla snorted through his 

nose again, and then wandered off to find his next prey. 

“Wendell, look out!” I heard Petra’s voice cry. I shook my head with a smirk. 

“You’ll have to do better than that, Pan,” I called back, just as something grabbed me from 

behind. I tried to move my arms, but couldn’t. I looked down as I struggled, noting the gnarled 

hands of a pirate. If that wasn’t clue enough, the putrid smell of her breath left me no doubt. 

I heard the gorilla’s battle cry before I saw him lunge at my attacker. I didn’t even have a 

chance to call him off before a sword met his body in a cloud of turquoise and purple. In a 

moment, my hunting opponent was gone, the only evidence he ever existed now covering me in 

a colorful layer of powder. 

“Ashes to ashes, dust to dust,” the pirate cackled behind me as she held fast. The rest of the 

animals and Lost Boys scattered, followed by a dozen or so shrieking pirates on their trail. 

“Let him go,” Petra demanded in the sky. Her command was met by the loud sound of a 

revolver by my head. My ears rang as I searched the skies for Petra. I breathed with relief when I 

saw her near the trees. 
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“Hold still, girly, so I can get a good look at you,” I heard Captain Hess say behind me. I 

continued my struggle in the pirate’s arms until I finally broke free. 

“Get back here, you brat,” the pirate hissed, reaching her bony fingers forward in an attempt 

to grab hold of me. 

“Leave him,” Hess commanded, her eye still trained on Petra over the barrel of her gun. She 

lowered the pistol and then straightened to face me. “Wendell Darling,” she said, and I lurched at 

her full use of my name. Darling. I’d heard that name before, I was sure of it. “Yes,” she purred, 

offering me a knowing smile as she regarded me. “I see you haven’t aged in all this time, and 

yet, you’ve changed,” Hess said. 

I looked up and my eyes caught Petra’s. She hung her head in shame. Then, she was gone. I 

searched the skies for her, surprised that she would abandon me like this. She was the mother, I 

was the father. But sometimes, in the way she looked after us all, she felt like mother. A mother 

wouldn’t leave her son, would she? Defeated, I turned back to Captain Hess. 

“Do I know you?” I asked her. As long as I’d been on Neverland, I’d never faced the captain 

of the pirates. I’d heard plenty of stories about her, and I’d done my best to avoid her path. But 

now that I stood in front of her, I couldn’t deny the familiarity that surrounded her. It was hidden 

under the plush purple of her oversized coat and tall boots. The dark liner around her eyes and 

the deep red that painted her lips were merely part of her mask. Underneath it all, I saw 

something soft and warm, an invitation to a memory from long ago. As I inhaled the secret scent 

in between sunshine and cool earth, I saw her smile reach her eyes in a way that opened my 

mind. 

“Wendell,” she said, reaching forward. “I’m your mother.” 
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