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*all ¢hildran, saxcapt cne, grow up.”

~-James Barrie, page 1.

*To die will be an awfully kiyg adventure.,™

==Fater Pan

HHo l1ittle children love ma."
-=-Captain Jawes Hook

alk m i aa - ¥
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HOQK |
EXT, OCEAN - NIGHT MUSIC

Watere part. A dark Brigantine pacses on evil parade. Its
bannar fllas--A SKELETON PIRATE holding an HOURSLASS in ona
hand and a3 BELOODY HEART in tha othar.

INT. SHIF'5S HOLD = LIMEG MUSIC

Traazures chests. ovarflew with the riches of 7, no 14 seas!
Smoka Tings waft over mounds of pearls and preclous stones,
TWO HAVANAS glow from an unusval twin stemmed clgar holder
in the £f.9. An alegantly evil voilce ECHOES...

ELEGANT YOICE {0OC)
Oh thereac no place like home...

An lwvery Ygentleman's box" opens REVERLING: CUSTOM HAND

CRAFTED HOOKS, properly labeled *For every occasion™,
sparmal®, ate., diamond eancrusted, gold, platipei. ..

ELEGANT YOICE (OC)
.. There is no-vo place like home...
=+Be 1t ever 5o humbles==

FINGERS on a xlender lgft hand danca lika a concert plianist
over the array lifting the hook labelsd, *Claxsic"-—-JAMMING
IT with a METALLIC CLANK where the rjight hand should ba.

ELEGANT VOICE {(OC)
=rthere’s no place lika==hooldOOMEEss!

==THE CLASSIC HOODK SLAMS DOWN INTC THE TAELE--

CUT To:
EXT. PfRFEET BLUOE SEY - DAY HAINTITLES
SUFER: "ALL CHILDREH, EXCEFT OHE, GROW UF....."
Wa are Tlying--up the Thamss Rivar. Preszsnt day London
gleams in the afternccn sun. He glide ovear Big Band to
Westminster Bridye, 5t. Jamas Park, Puckinghaw Palace, to
tha rows of townmhcousas along Kenslngton Gardsns. Thare‘s a
familiar orw. Ffl4. Garret double windows open to tha wvorld.

LIZA (0C)
Heandy ! P, o o Hen——dyyyy?

S
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INT. CHILDREN'ES NURZERY - WINDODW - DAY TITLES COHT'D

Wa‘va sean this window befcra. Tha very cone we ronambar
Fetar Pan coming and going through when wa ware yeoung.

EEVEAL: WENDY SILHOUETTED at the windeow, har back to uam,
languidiy Ekruzhing her long flowing hair--

LIZA [0OC)
Wendy Mum--thought Ifd be finding you hers,

LIZA ENTERS all excited and flustered setting dovn a box of
vintaga toys. Tha corpulant Irish Housakaspar hag beén run-
ning the barling houms for deacadax. She talke a blusstreak.

LIZA
Let s bo getting you dressed now.
Your'll want to be leoking your best.

WENDY
I was just ti{dying up my memcry, Liza.
It seems I've spent a4 great deal of

my life walting a% thic window.
Her gentle volca mtill wistful, but regal; aged with grace.

LIZA
{taking ovar tha brushj
Excuse e for saying, but you're
having a hospital naped after you
this evening for helping crobanz and
hopeiess childreh--pot for staring
ot windowss~

Wendy pats Liza‘s hand with her own. Her hand iz cld. Much
older. But her laugh stlll tinkles like glass. Liza worries
about Wendy when sha getx l1ike thiz.

LIZR
You won‘t ba worrying about Peter
now, Wendy Mum. Ha’ll ba hara. He's
flying home this very noment==

Liza peints cut the open window as if sxpecting Peter to
fly right in and land.

SHARF CUT TO:
EXT. STORMY SKY - DAY TITLES CONTINUED

THUHMDER CRACES! LIGHTHING FLASHES! A BRITISH AIRWAYES 747
bucks the storm like a willd horse.

L L L. UL R T L T e
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INT. 747 = MCVING DOWN THE AIESLE - CONTINIFING ACTION

The transatlantic f#light from hell. PASSENGERS show little
concarn in tha slamdunk turkulence. They're pros.

Exceapt for PETER BAWNNING., 31E--boyich good looks--tis at
half magt--guweating bullets, White knucklas on his arm
rests. He’‘s holding on for dear lifev«drovning hix fear aof
Elying in ancthar seostch--

FETER
{Worry wart)
JackreJgokTm=

JACK BANNING, age 11, pitchex his baseball intc tha alr
naxt to Pater.

FETER
==¥oil're going to hit the celling--the
oxygen masks willl fall ocutss

JACK
Good~=] gan‘t braaths.

Ln{thing to annoy hix 2ad--the ball ricochets off tha
cmlling and knocks Patarfe drink inte hic lap. Jack

cringas. th ch. Big trouble.

FETER
 (gaBp 2-3-4-)
Hni hof R L

MOIRA DARLING BANNING, sarly 3G's, a patural beauty, tries
to read in the row behind. Har English accent soothing.
Evar patient, avar undarstanding.

MOIRA
Patar....T

PETER
Svltch.

Pater stands in the ajsla with his wet crotch--nervous
foca, Moira gives hin a sympathatlc hug,

I t goi tlpnlk it t
‘m not going to ] 0 By next
birthday.

MOIRA

You're not golng to dim withoot a
phone and 2 fay machina, Okay. Ralax.

Ralax? Patay is akout to throw up.
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Peter sits down naxt to MAGGIE BANNING, age 5; magic marker
all over her hand=z and facss=-sorrounded by wads of drawing
paper, teddy bear, a Doll, Goldfisgh crackers—--He lnstantly

panics. She‘s not buckled Ip. He cinches her too tight-—-

MAGGIE
Daddy--1 gan‘t hreathe--

FETER
ireluctantly locsens the healt)
Tall wo when it e 2 fingers, Princess.

Maggle measuras the slack in tha balt. *2 fingerxz". Petar
collaps=es back, trying to get a grip and act calm.

PETER
Ccan you show Daddy what you'ra drawing?

MAGGIE
==That’s me. Aran‘t I cute. That's you--

The picture. A klg plane CRASHES IH FLAMES into a sea full
of sharks which are eating everyone--EXCEFT MAGSIE AND
FETER--who are bRoth descending in parachutes.

FETER
{big gqulp)
That’s raally...nice, PFrincesa.
But we...don’t have parachutaa...

The 747 BANKS sharply and DROPS like a rollercoaster.
Baggia WHOOPE with glas--Patar gripse his seatryests, This is
it. He's going to diel

Jack hanga over the godt with a devilish grin—--

JRCE
Yo=aDad-=-tha wing*s gone--

CUT TO:
INT. HEATHROW - CUSTOMES/IMMIGRATION - DAY = TITLES CONT'D
LIHES OF TRAVELERS Iug bagu, doza stapding up, bables
ery--same grim looks oft their Faces. Except for the
BANNINGS. They look gqrimmar. No--gpiamegt. Pestar harde
svaryons, holding Maggia, har Teddy Bear and snough

carry-on bage for A pacple, Jack pops his ball In his
glova. Moira luge mOTA CATIry=Gn bags.

FETER
Jack--stay cloza==Moira? Pagsports?

Moira holds then up for tha 317th timm.
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PETER
Stay together. We're moving.

Patar herds all the bags apd family and MOVES & INCHES to
the CUSTOME MAM. We soe it in Peter's face. This fg hall,

TIGHT ON PASEPORTE - THE BANNING FAMILY

Moira the calm; Jack the gross, expesing hig retalner;
Maggi¢ the bubblihg; and Peter--the "type-i stressed-out-
male-haart-attack-poster”.

CUSTOMS MAN
(stamping passports)
Moira [Darlipg Banning, Jacks=-Mmmmm,
Feter Barning=--And where iz your
little girl--Margarat?

PETER
Hoarm £ha ix. Right hare.

-=rafjsing the teddy bear‘s hand. Maggie is pgt on the othar
end, Petey palas, Instant panie, dropping all tha bags--

FETER
{swarching the crowd]
MAGIEEEEEEEEE!

Sllence engulfs the room. All heads turn to Petar--amhen.

HAGGIE
taddy--Daddy--hat to go t2 the bathroon.

tha's right bahind him. Jack groans, hupiliated. Meira
shruge an apology to the world., Peter flushes red--taking
Maggie's hand. :

EXT. HEATHROW — CABR CUE - DAY TITLES CONT'D

London Taxis pull up and load PASSENGERS. Peter moves Jack
2 inches back behind the vellow line with Maggis and Moira
as if it were radicactive, Jack is really anncysd.

EXT. KENSINGTON GARDENS = DAY TITLES CORT'D

The status of Quesn Victoria reigns over Round Pond. A
traffic jew inches past Kensington Palace in tha b.g.

INT. LONDOH TAXI - EEHSIHGTOH ROAD = BARELY MOVINHG
Patey ia engroseed figuring exchange tates on his

alectrenic filefax. Maggie eits in Moira’s lap takima in
tha slghts at the window.
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MOIRA
That'a whers Princess DL liveg--
And thera’s Kengington Gardens. Can
you tall me what famous atatue’s therse?

MAGGIE
"Pater Papf--

Maggle leans out for a battey view. Moira holds oanto her.

PETER
{without looklng up]

Head ipzids.
Maggle *knoa=jarks" her head back inside.

Jack, tuned ocut on his Walkman, beatx a rhythm on tha saat.
Peter reaches cut and grabs hia hand without lecking up.

EXT. KENSINGTON GARDENS = THE PETER PAN STATUE - DAY
Dedicated in 1912. Tha Boy who nevar wanted to grow-up.

SUPER: DIRECTOR TITLE CARD CUT P01
EXT. #14 KENSINGTON = HIGH ANGLE - LOOKING DOWN = SUNSET

Thw Banningx pila from the Taxl and head to the front door
lugging bags. Molra runs a comb through Maggiets hair.

PETER
Remenber, she’s very old amd doesntt
nead a lot of nolsy childran running
arcund-~Jack--gan you hear pa?

Jack walks the garden wall like a tightrops, snigving
hinsalf and the wusic in his head. Pxtar pulls him down.

FETER
You're golng to break your neck--
spoothing Maggie’s clothes)
How listen you two-~ona word-«Fpanngrsg.”
Uss your napkin. Closs tha bathvroom
door. Don't touch anything. Ramemper
who you are.

Peter reaches to ring. THE DOOR OPENS INSTAMTLY. A sad OLD
MAM pssrs out at tham. Catatenle.

PETER
—==Uncle Tootlées——hallo--

UHCLE TOOTLES takasm one look at Petar and slams the door.
Maggle thinks 1t's funny. Jack ducks t& leava.
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JACE
I‘'m eutta here, dudes.

Peter stops him. "Very funny®. The DOOR OFEHE AGAIN. LIZA!

_ LIZA
Helcomg hompe--

Mugs--squeals--laughter-=-as Lize leads tham in.

Peter lingers--staring up 5 fivers to tha Nurzery window.
Is 1t the height that scaras him--or something else?

INT. #14 -~ ENTRANCE HALL - CONTIHUING ACTION

A grand antigua-filled affaly with a chandeleir hanging 1in
the center. Liza leads them ln, talking non-stop. -

LIZA
Ah poor Uncla Tootles. He's not hissef
today...Mont days lataly...

UNCLE TOOTLES iz visible in the Dining Room swaying back
and forth bafora n collaction of vintage sailing SHIPS IM
EOQTTLES lining the mantla.

LIZA
Dh, Mr. Barning, bafore 1 forget--
your office called 3 times--gt lezgt.

FETER
Thanks Liza--
faglde To Molra)
Graat. What 4id I tell yous=

K& spets Jack Erving to jump and touch the chandelair. FHe
xotions sternly "over heref--Jack schlumps to him.

LIZA
Wardy Wum is zc anxicus tc sas youws

Sha pauses at the formal parlor doors. Patar and Moira look
arcund. Magglers gone again.

FETER'S POV = THE DINING ROOM

Maggie im beslde Tootles. Ae pakes wind acunds helding oot
hia arme...as if flying. Childlike. Maggie rajses her arms
and sways with him, giggling. Tootlea zmilas-=Contact.

FETER
{moticning}
Maggim==don‘t bother Tootlamw=
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MAGGIE
{skipping te him flapping her Arns}
Uncle Toatles 1= geing to teach me to fly.

FETER
Fine. Good. & nice.

' JACK
He can't sven talk, dorketta

Fatey xtares Jack into silence. Maggie glances bkack at--
TOOTLES, still awaylbg in front of tha shipa. out of it,
INT. PARLOR - LIZA SWINGS THE DOQORS OPEM

The Banning Family snap-t¢ flashing emilas. Patar whips
Jack’s ball cap from hilas heoad--

REVEAL: WERDY ANGELA HOTRA DARLING

92 years youngl §itting regally in har favorite wing chajr.
Her hair silvery white. But her ayes ctill sc va young
ard s¢ alive. Her smile worm--backoning to the children.

Peter nudges Waggie, "Jjust like you practiced"., Maggle
gurtoiea. Granny Wenhdy selts, opening her Arms.

- GRANNY WENDY
Such a young lady. Come hera, I haven't
gean you slnce you wers but a4 nib——-

Kaggie rushas Le hayew

PETER
Carsful--Granny Wandy might braak--

GBRARNY WEHDY
oh, pooh. You'ra Daddy’e tuenlng
into a fuespot in his cld age—-—

Erann{ pate har thighs==Maggis jumpe in her lap, hugging
her tlght. Granny locoks at Jack and faigne shock.

WEHDY
Thiz gouldn't ba Jagck. Who's this giant?

Jack iz smbarazsed by all Grammy Wandy‘s affaction. Patar
nods to Jack in that way that msanx Ygo on, do it",

JACK
Gran==]1'm &'poded to congratulatae
you==for gatting that kid’s hoepital
named aftery you. That’w rsally rad.
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GRANNY WEHNDY
I am, am I? Is "rad" good?

Jark nods giving some Tatritude®.

MAGGIE
Are you the really real "Wendy",
Granny? Jack says you‘ra not--

JALCH
Cchill out, =curzbrain.

FETER
fintearvenling)
Eids. Mannars.

MOTRA
(hugging har)
Gran--the house looks beautful and
&0 da you?

FRANHY WENDY
Danr Molra=--I look like & pzrune.
(takes a long look at Peter)
Hullo, Peter. How's my "favorlite ocphan™?

FETER
{pecks her on the cheeak)
-=-Fine., A little jetlag. Sarry wa cut
it a¢ close, I‘m up to my aars at the
"office--Just couldn't gel away~-

Granny eyes Moira for help. Meoira shrugas "ha‘s hopaless®.
PETER
({centinuing)
Ha thought HMaggie had an sar infecticn--

GRANNY WENDY
(in her bast Quesn’s English)

oh, Peter-—go chill gut--
He does. Jack lovas it. Maggis gigglaes.

INT. 4TH FLOOR BEDROOM - NIGHT

Peter pacas on the phons, now pulling on tux pante and
shirt--He fumblas fastaning his stude«-gardiasz intense.

FPETER {on phona)
He're not "folding our tent™———
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Moira appears, stunning in her evening dress. She needs a
zip-up. Peter cradles the phona, 2ipping her up-=-<

PETER {onh phone)
I don't cazre what you have to de--do if.
{hangs up, major tension)
They'ra golng cragy without ma thera.

HOIRA
and we'ra geing cragzy with you here.

she forces his mouth into a smile with her fingers.

MOIRA
Honestly, Pater. We haven't had two
#lrutes alone in weseks. You neaver cea
tha kids. When you de--you make every
Grie Crazy.

PETER
Crmon-=T do not,

MOIRA
oh, really, Jack and Maggie nmad thelr
fathar--not & policempan constantly on their
caze. You--you worry about syervibhing.

Ehe shakes out her bair in the mirrer. Amautiful.

MOTHA
You'res getting worse, What‘s going on
with you?

PETER

Neothing's golng on.

MOIRA
I= it we? Tha kids? Work? Your cholsa-
tarol? Do you want to buy a Porschae?
==Chase hig breastsd ellly women--What?

He gropes har body. She pulls his suspenders way back--

FETER
«=] don't wanht a Forsche. I love ur
kKide--I love yoy=-=-your brsasta--—
=w=l just had & reuwgh day.

HOTRA
Whan was the last tioe you had a
good cne?

He thinks. Ha can't remembar, She lets his suspanders fly.
m———KAFOW1

CUT TO:
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EXT. NURSERY WINLDW - RIGHT

Jack, dressed for ked, hangs ocut by tha cpsn doubla
windows--bored, listening to hia PWalkman". Every few
saconds he dangles one of Maggiafs "My Litt)le Ponies" cut
the window and lets it drop——-watching it fall.

' GRARRY WENDY ([00)
f3l1l children, axcept one, grow-up.®

INT. NURSERY - CONTIWUING ACTION

granny Wendy is on tha floor in her avening finery with
Maggise in her lap randing frow a ragged copy of PETEE AND
HENDY. The "Wendy Girl®™ inside her pesking through.

The very dollhouse from her childhood stands beslde thex.
It‘s almost & child’s reoom again.

GEANNY WENDY
(continuing)
*Wandy knew that she must grow up.
You always kpow after you ars two.
Tva is the beginning of tha and."...
[shewing the page to Maggle)

Thara==1 gp Wandy, o I wag=~a long
tima ageo,

OH THE BOOK

The ariginal ilustration of "Wendy" in ber nightgown framed
at the mursery window. Maggie ls beside heraslf.

CEANKY WENDY
And sas--that iz the game window and
thic is tha very room whers wa Ladeup
redtioe stories about Peter and Nevarland
and cld scary Captaln Hook. My, Barriae,

S5ir Japeg, our helghkor, tock a fancy
to my Hun and har storiss——sc he wrots

thes dovn==desr me—--over 30 ysars a4gd.

HAGGIE
B0 yezrs ago? Cld thay have TV thsn?

GRANNY WEHDY
Cartainly not. And wa gught not have
the telly now. Beading is the window
into lifa.

MAGGLE
{masnerised by the book)
That's vhy baddy cnly lets me watch 2
hours of TV a weak., Ee's afrald =y eye
ballx wil) get sick andl fall cut.
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FETER
Bedehesk 1ln ohe minute, Princess.
Let's gat those bodyclocks back on
gohedul o—--

Maggia djives inte her kiddisbad giggling that kelly laugh
that only children can prodocs.

. FETER
{picking up tove)
Did you brush your teeth 20 up and
20 down——
{turns to Jack)
Hhﬂa"nraﬂk.‘.‘

He lungas pulling Jack away from tha window--slamming it
shut=-~1ocking the doukla-saghes tight--

PETER
¥hat have I fold ¥ou about open windows?

Do wa have windowe at hooe 1n New York?
Jack sloths Intoc the other kiddybed hating it=--

JACK
Yeah==they have bhars on them.

FETER
Sa yvou won't fall out and-=uh=s=

JACK
---and go splat on the zidewvalk, Dad?

FETER
itrying not to think about it}
This window ie to ramain locked for
the rast of our visitc. Got ity

GRAHNNY WENDY WATCHES from the door, desply disturbed.

MAGGIE
But Caddy--Peter Pan and Tink can’t get in--

FETER
That’s encugh fairytales for tonight,
Frinceas. Go ta aleep.

MAGGIE .
You don't bleeva in the tooth facrie
and Santy Claus sithar--~but I still
love you anyway---

FETER
-=Did I say ther#'s 5o Santan Claysr--
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cranny Wendy laughs her soothing glasay tinkle.

MENDY

Your father worries too much about
a graat too many things.

{remembering)
of course when I first mwet him, he
couldrn’t read a word. He 4fjdn't
gven know hizs name, or who his Mummy
end Daddy waora. Just a poor little
orphan hoy--ha wan.

MAGGIE ’
Is that why he grew up to be a lawyer?

GRANNY WEHDY
{girlish latghtar)
Your father uead €0 ba 2 very wild and
rambunctiovs ¢hild, believe 1t or not.

Jack parks up at the window, suddenly interasted.

JACK
I dan't bBslisve ir.

GRANNY WENDY
It'x trus, Jack. Ha reaminded me so
wiich of the little boy from Naverland,
I callad him "Peter". Your grandparants
adeptad him with that name and woved to
ts the States. What a wild mischileveous
child he was==ga full cof lifs.

Eha trailg off logt in tha mamory.

MAG-IE
our Daddy?
JACK
[deadpany

What would you pame him now?
she visibly flinchese ax Fater anter’ decked in his tux.

FETER
Granny Wandy, what are you delng
on tha fleor? Do you want ta be late
to tha most important event in your
life?

He helps her up. She kilsses Maggie, waves to Jack and heade
for the door, parturbed at Petelr’s PARDAY.
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He tucke her in. £he hands Riw a Faddington Bear sheet all
tangled with curtain cord. He inspacts jt--puzzlad.

MAGGIE
Marry aarly befors Chrixtmas. Itfs
a parachute--zo you won't ba ascarad
when we £fly. Ms and Tootlas made it—-—

FPETER
{grim appraciation)
Thanks, Frincesxz. It‘s...rez2lly...uh..

MAGGIE
(falling aslmmp)
If Santy‘s not real, you had sura
batter teld me befors I have childrean
or they won‘t get any toys at Christmas.

Peter marvels at the mind of his 5 year old cuddling with
her teddy bear. In 10 seconds she's oot cold. Aslesp.

He maves ta Jack s bed--both in need of a serious hmart to
heart,

PETEFR
Hay--tomorrow wa*ll g0 ta the Tower
of London. What 4'ys say? Have some fun,

JACK
{sardonic)
Yoah, pure, great....

Ha smoothes Jack’s halr, He's not connecting. Lingering in
the face of rejection, he chechs the window cna last time,
turns on the nightlight and finally leaves.

IR THE HALI, = CONTINUIHG ACTION

Peter sxits, lsaving the door juaf ajar. Taking cne final
peek--hls kida are ln safs in bed. Ha 4id it. He sngs
agalpst the wall--4 deep gigh of reliaf. Tha glant buarden
¢f paranthood £ov the nowment reliaved,

Granny Wendy startlee him in the dim light.

CRANNY WENDY
It's baen & 1o tioe since I've
heard the gounds of childrean in that
TOOM. ..bafoara thay have to grow up and
face tha world. I d¢ ao mise it...

EETER
{defaneiva)
You do--You miss this?
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P Feter is tense again. His wmomentary relisef gone,

FETER

okay, just tall ma=-just tell me--
why my kids wake vp 1n the morning
and think it's thelr job to find
wvays to get hurt-=-or kill themzalves.

{at a total losa)
I faml like I*‘m the Sacrat Sarvice.
and Jack and Maggle are both the
Fresident.

$ilance, Granny Wendy stares him right in the eyes.

GRANKY WENDY

Lat them breathe, Fater. Children

nesd Lo Dg children. Sometimas...
adults need to ke children too.

BEold on Feter. She’'s right.
CUT Toi
EXT. Fl4d - BIGH AMCLE - LOCEING DOWH «~ NIGHT

Peter halps Granny Wandy and Moira inte a stately Rolls. He
F Y glances up at the wvindow. It’s =tjll cloged tight. He
- climbs in. They pull away.

Liza wavea goodbye ﬁith Tootles. His long sad hangdog face
wishing he could go too.

Jack appears at the window--unlocks the szash and opens the
double wipdows wilde. He watches them go. Dafilant.

CUT TO:
EXT. THE GREAT ORMOND ET. HLSPITAL FOR CHILDEEN - HIGHT

A stataly victorian structure with n naw wing. APPLAUSE
continues O.C.

INT. HQSPITAL = CONTINULING ACTION
A huga bannar haralds:

BEIR JAMESE M. BARRKIE FOUMDATICN AND GREAT ORMOND BT.
HOEPITAL FOR CHILDREM HOMOR “WENDY™

LORD WHITEHALL, & proper slder Brit, presides at tha Jdaiz.
P LORD WHITEHALL

Milllong know the Wendy in Sir Janmex
Barrle’s clasgic childranrg gtory--
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AT THE HEAD TAPLE, Wendy looks grand, Molra at her pids.

LORD WHITEHALL
{continuing)
But the Wendy we honor tonight
-=-for the pagt 70 years—--has givan
nope and care and lifs to hundreds of
bhomeless chlldren and orphans who had
no one te call "mother” but Wandy....

Garuins applavee ERUPTE from the a very Britich gathering
of LORDE and LADIES and HONORED GUESTE, Wendy beams.

PETER paces narvously in the wings. Golng evar his noktas,
practicing a gracious gesture and delivery.

LORD WHITEHALL
And tonight wa‘yae priviledged to hear
frow a nunbar of Wandy‘s "Lost Boys and
Girlst==First from the Unitad States, Mr.
Feter Bamningss=

Moira and Wendy applaud proudly as Patér etruggles at the
dajis, finding unexpected swmotions az he gpeake...

FETER
Lord whitshall, honotsd guests...Wandy.
this emotions seeping through)
Ehe calls m& har "favorite orphan®. Why
I'1ll nevar know. I was half-gtarvaed,
nearly frozan to death and couldn’t
repenber wy nama when ghe brought me
her«® to tha Graat Ormond hospital.
She honored me with the knicknana "Patarv,
(checking hiz nroteg)
1 ap sven mcra honcrad==tg be marrisd
to har great-grant daughter, Malzra
Darling Barning--My wondarfol wife and
acthar of our 2z childran, Jack and
Margarat, who, 1f they don't want a
cne-way tour of the Londen Dungenn,
ares home at Gran’s rast alsaap.

Pelite laughter arcund. Noirm flushes, "Oh Pater.
INTERCUT: NURSERY — SAME TIME

Jack is burisd undar his covers. Maggie is sprawled half
off tha bed.

THE VIEW GLIDES TO THE WINDOW, Lights sparkle cutzids,
MUSIC DANCES. Fagrilea? UFCS? Pagp?



0621490 17

DOWNSTAILRS

Toctles sways on his unseen ocean before the ship Eodels.
He stops, senaing something.

RESUME: FETER
FETER

Fleaze--stand up--IFf your lives
wera changed by this Woman--stand up--

FAM THE AUDIENCE

A ripple--then 2 wave. Men and Women, the ohoe akbandoned
--rise in silent trikbte--TO GRANNY WENDY--visibly poved to
tears of pride and joy. APPLAUSE RISES TO--

INTERCUT: HURSERY

-«SHUTTERS BLOW OPEN! Curtainz billow. A cold iey wind
gwirls in with driving rain. WUSIC STARE.

HACSGIE wakes--JACK wakss. They SCREAM!--bBathad in unheoly
light, staring into tha uncesn face of daath.

COWMSETAIRS - TOOTLES

Looks up--agitated--than terrified. He Lrien Lo ppeak,
torming his mouth in tha lettar Yo, gasping to get it ocut.

LIZA
What? Tootlax?

Ha points upstairs, gegging. They hear SCREAMS from the
Nurszary. Liza hurrias up tha ztairs.

KEEUME: GRAHNY WEHDY

THINDERING AFFLADSE a5 ehe gtands befors the bannar with
caramonial scimmprxzew=

THE WENDY DARLING FOUNDLING HOSPITAL
INTERCUT: NURSERY

DUnholy light glows. Liza races in the door. A powerful icy
wind SLAMS it into her faca--knocking her unconscious.

RESUME: GRANNY WENDY

An unseen force rushes over her. She sways==Feter steadles
har. Mojra helps with the scissors. The ribbon snapa--
CHEERS] AFFLAUSE! Wandy awlles, but something is wrong,

LUT TO: BLACK
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FADE INr EXT. #14 - NIGHT

Tha kolls stops. Peter and Meira step out, both enjoying
thamsalves for thae first time in A while. Then Pster helps
an exhausted shakey Granny Wendy.

PETER
A night to rameambar, Wendy-Angela
Maira-parling--
Moiras stops &t the door, puzzlad--

MOIRA
Fater?—---

Bha points. A HOTE! Stuck to tha docor with a stranga
dagger; addressed to eimply "FPetarf. Ee looks at it--

PETER
What==1g ilt==7

~=ppeng it. Caligraphy. Blegant signatura from another age.
FETER
{reading)
"Deay Petar: Welcome Home. .. Captain.
J=p=S~-period, Aook®. what i thig?
Gran pales at the words. Moeira steadias her.

GRANNY WENDY
Good God=--Hyprv!

INT. #14 = KIGHT = CORTINUING ACTICH
Molira hurries 1n., Pater follows=—-

MO IRA
w=Lizal T==Tootleg?=-

FETER AND MOIRA BOLIND TP THE STAIRS

To Liza‘s linp form crunpled on tha landing. An ugly bruise
on her forehead. Peter checka her carctid--She stirs!

LIZA
(karely conscicun)
The ¢hildren...chlidcen...
Moira loeoks to Petar. Hoping--praying—-
IRT. EALLWARY — THE FIURSERY DGR

Stuck fazt. Pater slams against it--again--again--
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INT. NURSERY - CORTINUING ACTION

Peter bursts in. Tha room has been savagely tos=ed. PBade
eppty! Windows flap in the seris hreeza.

Moira entera, She swallows har cries, Horrified, sha racas
sut. Her calls eacholng through the house.

MOIRA
Jack? Magioss? Buwesctheart?

EXT. MURSERY WINDOW - CONTINOING ACTION
Peter lean3i out, =earching the row-yards below,

FETER
Jackkkkk! Magieeeeese! Whars are youuun?| !}/

A raspy voice cackles from the night freezing Peter cold,

VOICE
H-HooKy S....go0t them.. . Hooky's bBack.

Fater freeges. There, in the garden, clinglng to tha teop of
an ©14d shada oak like a ecarad kitten is TOOTLES!

TOOTLES
Have to [ly--Have to save Magglel
Have to save Jack! Hook s backkkk!l
FETER AT THE WINDOK
Complete shock, Tootlars voice ECHOES again. Hea talks!
IAT. DINIRG ROOM = TIGHT ON GRAHNY WEHDY
Approaching=~facing the ships in bottles. She knows.

GRANNY WENDY
Itl Ilis-l-lltrualll

An unzasn force hita her again. She collapses on tha floor.
cuUr To:

EXT. #l4 =~ RI1GHT - LATER

Fow a {fully staked-cut crime zcsne. § POLICE JAGUARS sit

parked in front lights flashing. An AMBULAWCE. BOBEIES

ascend A ladder to check the roef.

HEDICS bring Llza cut front in a qurney, rexzting quietly.
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EXT. BACKYARD = THE THREE = NIGHT

TOITLEE, still clinging to the top, Kicks at the rescua
ladder riging to hiz perch. FIREMEN surround the trea with
patety nets,

TOOTLES
(mumbkl i)
Think happy thoughts., Lost my marbles.
Think=-=-happy thoughta--nappy thonghises

MOIRA pushes through the FIREMER locking for Pater.

INEPECTOR GOUD appears before her. A pro from Scotland
Yard, all business and festldious wanners.

00D
The old man wenldn 't let wy chaps
bring him down. Ae wapnted your husband,
(he points up to the trea)

MOIRA
{sha Jjooks ap)
Fatar--my god--oh shit==-Patar=-

WITH FETER - ASCENDING THE RESCUE LADDER

Hugging every rung, &loslng his eyes, afraid to lock down.
Acute vertigo., Tootles leans percarioualy out.

PETER
itarrified whisper)
Easy, Toots. Take it easy.

TOOTLES LTUNGES, clutching Peter llke a drowning man.

HOIRA SHOUT3! FIREMEW tighten Petar’z safebyline lowering
thexn to the ground. -

FETER AND TOUTLES - DESCENDING

Taars stresam down Tootleasx craggy face. Bravado gone.

TOOTLES
I forgokt...bow to fly...We all forget
when we grow up....All forget...

FETER
Toot)laes? What happened? Whers ars
Jack and Maggie? Keep talking, ckay?
-=Juet tall me, Toote. Whers ars they?

T?ntlas Kicks apd epreams., Peter halds onto him for dear
lifs.
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TOOTLES
Jou have to £fly. Yoy have to save
them. Fly, Patar---fly--

Thay touch down. Tootles subsides, catatonioc again. MEDICE
£it him down in a chair checking hia vitals.

Patar pitiss the cragy old nan at the end of hia 1life,
Inspactor Good shakes his head in sympathy.

Molira rushes to Petar--koth shell shockad,

MOIRA
Poor Tootles..Oh, Petar, Gran‘a
ragained conscicusnesz. She haa
a concussicn. Hild. Fot seyious--
But phe refuses t& go te tha hospital.

CUT TO:
INT. SRANNY WENDY'S IST FLOOR BEDROOM - TIGHT ON WEMDY

She slowly opans har syas. Peter and Hoira hover owver her.
The young DOCTOR tands.

WENDY
Liza--

MOIRA
ItFs Molra. Liza‘s going to be fina--

WENDY
ssatha ohildran=--

Moira grips Patar, trying not te break down.

FETER
Gran...Jack and Maggie...The pelice
are doing ivﬂrythiﬁg--_

WENDY
(griaf strickan)
I want==avarybody to laave-=lLsayges

The Dpoctor indicates they should go. Petear guides Moira
ount==iandy tuge hisr arm-- -

WENDY
Pater.....you stay.

Fatar looks to Mcoira. "What?" Moira kisees him and lsaves.

They e alope. Wendy pointe to tha ragged copy of Pater and

Wendy on her nightatand.
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WERDY
Hand we my hook, please--

PETER
wWhat is geing gn, Gran?---

she shushasz him, taking the old bound book from him.

WENDY

patjence was never one of your virtues.
v must trust me with all yeur haart
for you will suraly £hink ma insaneé.

(grips his hand with

surprising strangth)
I knew sopathihg wag Wrong ronight.
] felt a chill ] haven't had eince I
was a young girl...pater, I kpow what
nas happensd to ygur ghildren has o
do with whe and yhat You are.

ehe starts to nod off--drifting. pater takes her hand.

FETER
Gran--what are saying=-Hhat?

WENDY
you don’t ramepber., Your Demory Was
conpletely blank each spring you
returned. ...t S0 ME.

che caressas his hand tenderly. adepting the motions and
woice of "wendy the girlh.

WENDY
I weS,..spacial wvhen 1 was yound. Ho
other girl held your favor the way I
dld,..a Blassing or a curss...l don’t
Xnow. . I bagged you to stay when mothar
and father adopted Tootles and the othar
boys--but ¥oy ¥arg afrald Lo grow Uk
agd bs 3 map and go to an office and
laarn solsmn things.....

B knowe Gran is delericus. She has to be. She has Lo Be-

WENDY

gh, T half expacted you to alight on
the church and forbid the vowd on oy
wodding day. I wore & pilnk gatin sash.
But...you didn’t come. I couldn’t have
you. Whan you were raady, I was too
wld...50 wag my daughter, Margarat and
Jana. You choga the best...Hoira.
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FPETER
You just....Telax. I'11 ge=t har.

He pats her hands. nyendy" presses bip to her heart--

WENDY
pa--He I have rried 30 many times To
tell you=-

{clutching the book) ;
mya phtories here ars LIS, Toatles
grew up just like you. He went Craty
trying not to. He nevdr fargokt--

fshe drifts, leeiny it)
. ..you forgeot the ghild ipnside you

You gave up immortality in one world
for the pain and Jjoy of 1irsa and death
in thic one. Wow the world you left
has Ccome to sesk IevENUE. .

(dead serious}
--gnly ¥ou can &AVE your childran.
cmmahow you bhave Lo go back-=chink as 3
child=-belisye in childish rhings again
~-bgoome the =hild you were=-Lha child
we all were orce. . -0h, EgteL... ’
yoy kEngy whe you are?

she turng the book to him--pleading--willing him to see.
TIGHT ON THE BOUK

The original {1lusatration of PETER PAN] Sword drawnl:

gtarding 1in ~lassic poss. Haad cocked back as if to crow!

reter starss at ir, gtanefaced. He jooks back to Gran.
She's sound aslsep. Uut cold.

CUT TOR
IRYT. HALIWAY = NIGHT

Peter exlts Granmy wWarndy'a bedrocm, axhaueted. Holra is
waiting, running on fumes.

HoIRA
What 2id she say?

petar embraces her, holding her tight, tryimg to make it
all go away~-but it wontt.

FETER
Mathing....She fell asleeb again.

aha gearchas his face--hoping, praying. The Doctor antels
the bedroom. Moira follows.
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INT. DINING RODM - FETER ERTERS
He pours a double scoteh and chugs it. Hs pours angther,

T T

INT. DINIRG ROOM - ILATER

Fater and Moire ait on a gofa. catatonic. Waiting, Waiting.
Inspector Good appears in the door.

FETER
{racked with grier;
Inopector——=

¥olra wipes her eyes trying to make harself presantablae.

GO0D0
Mr. and Mrs, Bannning--The old gent
checks cut. We've wired tha phonan.
2 of my boys will be outside. The Jap
chaps will analyza this=-

Re holds up the dagger and note., Molra can‘t lonk at it.
"DEAR FETER, WELCOME ROME...CAFT. JAS. HOOK"
GOOD
It's entiraly poesible ft*= all BOmE
. kind of ridiculeous prank--givean the
family literary history and what alles
Hoira and Peter don‘t want te hear this.
GooD
We can ohly wvait and hope, I'm afraid.
I an dagply corry for you both. T AEBUY &
You, Bootlamd Yard will do averything
wa Zan to find your children, G'night.
He tips his hat to Nolra--nods o Petar and lgaves.

Molra, nuab, begine to iidy Up~—trying not to think. GLASS
CRASHES to the Floor gtartiing tham bkoth,

Moira disentegrates in tears. Finelly letting go.

A SHIP IN A BOTTLE laye in pisces on tha floor. Peter picks
it up--transfixed. A BRIGANTINE! The ultinate Pirata ship!

FADE T0;: BLACK
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EXT. # 14 - THE NURSERY WIKDOW - HIGHT - LATEE
Dark. Lifelaxe=.
INT. STUDY = TIGHT ON FHOME

Deat gilence. A near empty Scotch bottla sites next to it.
Peter picks the bottle up, still in tuy pants, suspendars
down, now wearing a golf shirt and sneakers., Strung out,

INT. GRANNY WENDY'S BEDROOM - LATER

fetar peaake in, Moira sleeps in a chair besida tha bed,
holding Granny Wepndy’s hand. Gran is out cold.

INT. DINING ROOM = LATER

Toatles ls now curled acleep on 2 lovesaat, slutching
Maggie's teddy bear. The saddest face avar. Youth gone.
Wajiting t¢ die. Hopalaxs,

INT. WURSERY - LATER

The door slowly opens. Patar braces himself in it—-facing
the dark empty lifeless room. He hoists the near empty
bottle for another pull.

FETER
{drunken slur}
Hi kidx, don'forget to brush., . testh.

Ha fumbles Maggie’s parachute off tha fleor and staggers to
the window. He opens tha sash, swinging the windows back
and sits down on the meat. He looks up into the starry
Bky--as 1% 0 wake a wish. Closing his avas tight, he
breaks down. Sobbing openly. A MYSTICAL BREFZE kicke up
dancing the curtaine, He looks again.

PETER’S FOV - FRAME(} BY THE WIKDON = THE EKY

ONE 5TAR FLASHES EBRIGHT~=maoving across the heavensg,
---Fastar, faster the light travalm==

Pater scoffs, wiplng his taarg--

FETER
Whoa--you’re blasted, Banning.

THE LIGAT HURTLES DOWK AT FETER-=-a thousand times brighter
than the nightlighter=

THROUGH THE WINDOW FENOOKING PETER FLAT!
ZIPFING ABOUT, trailing energy 1ikse a cozaic spider wep—-

-
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THE LIGHT ToFPLES BOOKS OFF SHELvES"EHECKS EYERY ROCM IN
THE poLLHOUSE--THEN puUzZZES PETER

PETER RETREATS gwatting at the strating light-=
INTD THE ADJOINING BATHROOM

He slams the duur--hyptrv:ntilatlng. He covare his &ars.
Hiz hesd throbblng in pain.

PETER
tha--balla--uhat arqa thoae balle?

INTENSE LIGET glows through tha rayhole. Fetel peaks.
EI5 POV - THROUGH KEYHOLE - TINKERBELLI

Tha ohe--the only. Ho Longer rhan your hand. Her axguisite
gown cut low and sguare Wthrough which har figura can be
seen to beait advantaget. Puckish red hair piled on her
delicate but proncunced nead. Flashing graen oY S, pointed
azra jangling with tiny rare gams. Ruby lipe &t full

TINK
It*s not the tooth tairy, Sweetle.

RESUME: FETER

PETER
tnnn-plussed}
& talking fFaaria?....Refyyi"

WITH TINK

Faisty. SEXY. The olass of ¥ate Hepburn-=the 58 of Yivian
Laigh with a largs halping of Carol Lembard. She paces in
pid-air. Major plxie=-muft.

TIHK
Itm & "plxie*. O can't you tell the
difference anymore’

TNTERCUT: PETER

FETER
(going with tha drunksn Aream)
1 don’t knawW any plxien. 1 don’t

pallava iy faarlas. Do you?
INT. DOLLROUSE = WITH TINK

cne rumnages tha contents of tha tiny fridge in tha
xitchen., None of the food ls real end she is mtarving.
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TINE
vou knhow everytime m child says ‘I DO
RoT BELIEVE IN FARERIESRS there iz a
fmpries somewhere that falls down deadl

RESTUME: FETER

. PETER
1 Do MOT BELIEVE IW FAERIES[-—--

0.¢., A horrendous GAGGING SHRIEX=-=a THUNDERING CRAEH-=

INT. BEDROCN - FETER FEEKS IN
He tries to focus through his snebriated stata.

The dellhouss--capsiged on tha flool like a mini-sarth
guake. TINK LAYS EPRAWLED undar a tiny sofa--doing her best
Mia=z Scarlett, Har light flickering weak.

she sneake s pesk as Patar wobbles to her.

PETER
oh my God=--I think I killed it.

TIHK
fvamping, suffering)
You do bellave--you do belisve--

FETER
{elutching his haad)
I didn't =ay that.

TINK
vou éid too. How clap your hands
Clap- It’s the only way %o sive ha.
¢lap, Peter, CLAF!

FETER
{clapping under durssa)
Okay—-I'm clapping. Juat stop ringlog——

TINK
vou didn’t really pesn it. And ME--
ths most important faerie in your lifae?

PINK SITS UP~=llwvld. 5he stralghtens her gown, shaking
hergelf all over and huffe away through tha debrig==-

TIHE
You're poum, Ean. He card. No letter
all these ysars. Leaving me for that
wWendy ditz. wWhat's she got~--I havan't
got ., Hem?
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Seethlng, sha posac her winl-body next to Maggiers Barbie
doll. Seeing the compatition, Tink rips Barbie’s head off.

FETER
I"ve had enough of this erap, fasrie.

He hands for the door, rubblng hiz temples. TINK SWIRLS
AROUND HIM checking him cut like a mad doctor--teeth,
throat--flah on his belly--

TIHF

You used te Gall me "Tipnk*--You naver
talked "ca-ca™. Look at you., You'rs
not the Pan wheo walksd out on me. Is
thia what happens whan you grow up?
You'ra really cut of shape, What are
thame? Gross. Tuk.

fpulling his flab)
Loock at those buns. How do you expect
to fly with those? You used to have
great buna., Ahhhh. Yoy shovea!?77?

Tink shrinks back in herror.

FETER
Esa-=1'm pot Petear Pan!

Tink releazes him, shecking her nails in the moonlight.

TIRK
Oh--fina than who'z going to fight
Captajn Hook in the ultimate duml
between good and evil and aave ygur
kida? Hem? Whe? Hot me. No way.

Fetar sobers for a milligecond--ataring hard at the fasrie
befarse him, trying decpgrately te get har in forcua.

FETER
{forming aach word with affort)
Captain Hook? Hows=sdo--you know
abont my kide?

TIHK
Everybody knows Hook's got your kids,
Eater. He's walting for you. Way alae
would I ke here? Lfve got a lifs.

Ehe splashes FETER with FATRY DUST. He grimaces,

sputtering, spewing--thsn marvels at himself--glowing like
a giant firefly turning hjis golden hands in wondsr.

Tink YANKE hib by the sar tovard tha window-—-

— o —
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PETER
owyw! Whers are we going?

TINK
rsecond to the right apd straight on
til morning.™ Do I have to draw Yol
a ploture? Neverland! Remepber?

PETER
(waving her off, waaving)
Tha crowds aye terrible thars jn tha
Eummer. You hava to stand in lipe for
hours on all the good rides.,,

EXT. NUERSERY WINDOW = CORTINUIHG ACTION

Tink coaxes him oyt on the ledge. He's wery shakay, tangled
in Maggie's parachute.

TINK
Ke don't have rldes in Heverlapd.
Grownups dontt belleve it exists.
It’s a "staga® or a "syndrome® or
n "deluslen with ne sensory or ob—
jactive avidence.® That‘s a crock.

Adulfs just can’t cope. Let's fly.

FETER
{trying to créwl back insida}
Fly? tth=-I'm afraid of heighta....

TINFE
{pulling him kack)
¥fou forgot that too. Just close your
eyes——think bappy thoughts.

FETER
(shrugs, closing his ayes)
Woll--as long aa I‘m hallucinating---

A NEIGHEOR opans her window agrogd tha gardan--

HEICHBOR
Are you gquits alright, sir?

PETER
No—-1'm Pater Pan-=-This i=2 Mlzs Bell.

He pointzx. Tink ducks bahind a curtain,

HEIGREOR
fhumaring Petar)
Ch==y&a. T&n't &he pratty. Don't go
anywhara--I*11 ba right back--
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The Feighbor disappears. Pater sours, chastising.
FETER
Yoeu can’t really =aa har, Don‘t
encourage & drunk!
He losea hix balance--AND FALLE OFF THE LEDGE!L

PETER FLAMMETE AT US! Yellinyg, The little showsr ring fixed
o the harness fapping him in the face. Hx YAMHHS IT!

THE CROGKRD RUSHES UP--PETER SMAPS TO A HALT--hanging
limply. Badsheet parachute open abova him, He whoops. It
works! Hs bagins to ASCEND.

TINE hangs onte the sheet with both hapds, wings buzzing,
struggling teo gain altitude.

TINE
Gahh--y¥ou gained walght,"Lapda™. Ugh.

PETER
(eyas closed, kicking)
I hate to flyyy! I'm going-~to-be-sick--

TINE
You know you shouldnft drink and fly!

THE ODD COUFPLE ASCENDS inte the starry gky.
THE NEIGHBCE RETURNE to har window, on tha phana,

MEIGHBOR
Yage=Another one. Ha's on the ledga--

The ledge. Empty. She looks down. MNothing. Sha looks to¢ ths
Hursery window--suddenly startled.

TOOTLES is thera--staring up at the =ky.
2 BOBBIES hurry into the backyard--

BOEBBIE
Harse now==what’s all thia--

Tha Helighbor polnts to==

TOCTLES SMILIRG, Hope has returned. Ha points at the sky.
Evaryone locks np.

A SHOOTING STAR lights the universe for a flash. Mythiec.
FOLLOW THE SHOUTIRG STAR TO DARENEES.
CUT TO: BLACK
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FADE IN: EXT. EKY = MORNIMNG = LOQKING UF

True blue. Almost o0 parfect. Gulls cory.
EXT. FOREST - HCGEKIRG = GOD'S POV -~ LOOKING DOWN

A famjiliar kedsheet ic tangled in a tall trese, A grassy
kroll, Lush. Manicured. FETER! Sprawvled lifeless. The VIEW
DESCENDE right to his rface. No wital signe.

WHISFERS O.C. & grimey boy*s hand checkz Feter’s pockets. 2
tatooed Mermaid visible on the dirty forsarm.

2IGGY (0C)
Is he dead?

Another dirty hand drops a TARANTULA on Feter's chast. It
trundles up his neck and disappears. Feter doesn’t move.

ACE (QC)
Yep, he's dead,

2IGGY (0C}
I god dibe on his shoot. I god dibs.

Ziggy s CHUBRBY HANDS &slowly untlie Feter’'s snaakar. MORE
DIRTY HANDS inspect and poke at him--checking his testh.
One tries to pull Peterrs wedding ring off. Stuck. A hig
hunting knife poises to cut-off Peter’s finger--

Feater SHORTS=-ALL HANDS DISAFFEAR. Teet scurry about. WE
HEAR 0.C. "Shhhhh®; whiapers; "shut wp™; "I sav him first-.

PETER
{dalerious)
Jack. . .Maggie,...run...

Tha groans cf & bad night. PBis eyss pop vpen. The bright
suri hurts llke hell., This is pot bsd, He sits up-~bad idaa.
Hiz sves roll up--He falls back clutching hia haad,

; PETER
{oleans imaginary cotton off his tongue)
Ohhhhgggg--tongus. Whoa--weird draan.

Ha slts up ¢ver oo alowly. Fingers Eraa&aﬂ toe hiz temples,
turpning his whola body inotead of hiz neck to check out his
surroundings. . ...k forest. Denee. Tropical.

FETER
Skay~-I‘m in...London. Eyde Park.
I'va got to get back to...Gran?



05/21/790 | 33

Kumbling, he negotlatas a patnstaking procezx to atand
up--jolnts stlff--muscle aches--throbbing head--finally
balancing like a Wind Surfer trying to find his tack. Hs
tries to take & s5tep, but it's too BoAry.

¢.C., FEET PAD through the trees., STRAHGE BIRDE CALL.

FETEF.
HELLDI?

Eiz own volca hurts his head. 0.0, ANIMALS and CREATURES
anawer with horribla SCREECHES ard ROARS.

Feter reacts, clutching his head. He managexs to take soms
*old man" steps towayd the trees;--WHOOSH--2 ropa snara
cinches hix laft foot jarking hinm UPSIDE DOWN into the air.

HIE POV - UPEIRE DOWN - TWISTIHG

STREET FIDS rush from the trees, yelling, pounding on
primitive but sophisticatad weapons {slingshota with
gcopes), Jjabbing him, making rude gestures, Young savages.
Lords of the Burks. Thair garb from many tloe=s and plncas.
Painted faces. Painted hailr. A nacklace of teath--earrings.
Your worst Didckens/Rock'n Roll nightmarw--THE LOST BOYS?

PFETER
LEOMERSDY HELP! I’M BEING MUGGEDR!

LOST BOYE
BOMEBODY HELP! I'M BEIRG MUGGED!

The Last Boys mimic hix ory-=laughing derisively.

PETER
HELF| POLICEEEEE!

LOST BOYE
HELP! FOLICEEEEE!)

RUFI{ PDSHES THROUGH

RUFIO
Police? We ain’t got no gtinking Polica,

A melting pot kid about 14. Wild dark braids--flashing deck
ayap==worn leathers, wrist bands wmade of HUMAMN GOLD TEETH.

ZIGGY, the squarad off barsfoot ona with the "puckish",
face, Ireckles, chubby arme and flawing rad hair, glves
Feter ancther push=—-—-

Z2IGEY
I caught’im, Rufa, I d4id. Stinke Pirate.
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Rufic POPS Ziggy‘s nose between his fingers like a gun.

RUFIO
buzz thu stinkin’ Pirate got any gold?

He grabs Fatar by the halr stopping bim with a savage jerk,
Hie STILLETTD SFRINGS OQFEN, He forcas Pater/s mouth
open==-probing his teeth with the gleaming blads.

PETER
(glottal, gacaging)
I-am=nofw«a-Pirate-

FUFIO
All CrownupE are scumgum Plratgg!

FETER
(total confusicon)

1'm a lawyer!
The boys shrink back, appalled,

ROFIQ
Thatz worse, Mon, Kill the laywar!

ACE, the kid with the marmaid tatos, long heir, buckskins
and crgcodils vestments, Epina Pater on the ropa-=

ACE
Ma first!

SIGGY
Ko fair. You wenpt first last timm.

Tha Boys load thelr bows and slingshots--ready spearg-—-
FETER
(facing reality)
Ckay--this 1s a bed dream and it*s
tine to wake up--right now. 1--2--
Thay all count with him.

PETER/LAST BOYS
333333123!

LOST BOYS FIRE

A HATL OF PROGJECTILES FILL THE AIR

A FLASH OF LIGHT ZOQMS PRCM THE S5KY SEVERING THE ROFE
PETER CRASHES TO THE GROUND
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THE FUSILLADE of darts and arroews diszect the foilage and
trees hehind him. A Familiar VOICE BOOMS--

TINK
Just what do you think you'ra doing?

PETER SITS UP, rattled, watching the unbalievable sosns
befare hin. Completely aghast--

TINE FLIT3 BACK AND FORTH

Fulling ears, Xknocking weapons down, wageing har fimger in
their faces; kicking ACE's butt with her faeris feet:
peking 2igay in the eyege-

TIKE
Don't you know who that ix? Do you
You know who you're ghooting at?
dou silly asses! That’s Feter Pan!

Everybody freezes. The nane whispars through the bovE.
"Pater Pan?" "Pan‘s backi* THEY ALL MOVE TO--

PETER--sitting there on his bum, having a vary animated
conversation with himealf, vccasionally acknowledging their
presance-~-[CARY GRANT in "Arsenic® and "Baby")

PETER
I'e not aslaesp-—-s¢ I'm not drsacing.
I'm talking to "Tinkerbell® and the
"lLost Boys"™ in “Naverland™?

Ziggy looks him up and down--awe and wondar. Other boys
crowd arcund, Whispering. "It's Peter.® PHa cape back."®

ZIGuY
{walting to disappointment)
Pud Feter—-you promised you'd naver
grow Up. Nevar grow up.

Patgr shoos 2ig back like an anhoyed parent.

RUFIC
Shest, mon, ha locka awful. Ha‘s [at,
Hoe s old.
Feter reacts sucking in hie tumwy, resenting “oldn-,
RUFID

You think this guy's qonna make peace
with Princezs Ti‘s gang’a "Skins" and
lead ua &l]l against Cappytan Hock==7
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The Lost Boys rumble in digagreement,

RUFIO
feentinding)
Hah? Look at him. Hg drogis. If that’s
Pan—-=Frincess Ti'll kill him first--

then alla uz. Forget abeout Hook.

ACE
Rufis’e right, Tink. Fow are we
s'posed to fight Heok with hinm?
You sure you got thu right “"patard?

Tink hovers in front of Peter, pleading har caza. Patar
Ewats at her like a mosaguito.

TINK
Do you think L[°d riekx this [ace [har
own] ta g into their world to get
the wrong one? Tell me? Do you? Hmmn?
{Eoys mumbla *No%, "aphoanh")

He married Wendy's greate-grandanghter]
He has a family, a mortgage and a few
extra pounds but he'x still oor Fap!

ACE
Marrisd?
ZIGEY
iblaspheny)

Kidg?=ee=alO0 bUgygars.

' TIHK
Ard Hook kidnapped‘en. We havae to
balp Peter save his xids. Get it?

RUFIC
Ckay--lat’e sae’in fly-———or dia==
{palming his knife)

TINK
Th--we’re still working on that part.

Fulfioc laughs derisively.

TINE
Ha's just out of practice! T can
teach him. He’ll fly and fight
just like the old Feter. Ha jusat
forgot. Ha have Lo pake hin ranember.,
ACE--you can handle a sword. Teach
him. It*]l]l come back te him., KHe’s....

« s uTUBREY,
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Rufin yanks ACE by the halr, reminding him who's bosk.

FUFID
"Rusty"? De guy's Jupk. Garbang.

Peter shakes his head waving them all away, oumbling.

TIGGY
Wull==if Tink saz o, ‘mabse wWa Can
taach himb.

Rufio BLINGS A ROCK=-FNOCKING Tink against m tram. S5he
drops, xtunned cold.

RUFID
Donft listen ta that faerie, Ziggymon.
I, Rufic, Lord of the Lost, ban her
pixie-bum.

Peter stands, duasting off his tux pants his golf shirk,
albeit tattersd and torn. Fe's calm--resclute.

FETER
I figured this all ocut. This is what
insanity is. I‘m lying in a heapital
bed in a coma. Thig im what happans
in one. It‘s so0 real...But this im
not real. And neither are any of ¥gy.
Yo cffense,

RUFIO
Not reel?

Rufic street kicks Peter in the stomach.

RUFIC
How zat for rsel, Grandparz

PETER
(doukled over ln pain}
== lt-~hurte!

ROFIC
Az puch az this?-

Ha slits tha palnm of Patar’s hand with his stiletto,
Peter stares in horrer. The blood comes. Thia is rgal. HEe
pushes madly through the Lost Boys in a complete panic,
heading inte the jungle.

ACE the boys 1in pursgit. Rufic holds up his Blocdy knife--
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RUFIC
Let'inm go, Mon. The crocodeddles
are bungry. Let Hooky killfim--
{creel laugh)
==The great Peter Pan. Guy's a dick.

KEa leads tha Lost Boys intoe the jungle. TINK regains har
sanses 1n a major snit--

FUFIG
¥Yo! old boyfriend went that way--

--making kiesy scunds. The Boye raz: her. Tink counters
with an cbacene gesture--even for & faerle. Sha ELURS AWAY.

WITH TINE - FLYIRG

Dadging in and out of trees at faeria-light-spesd.

WITHE FETER = RUHHING

crashing through vines--denss undergrowth; olutching his
hand--conplately cut of his head. Ha falle--

THELING DOWN A STEEP HILL--

And skitters to a stop right at the edge of a high
pracipice. Waves crash on jagged rocks 260 feet belaw,

REVEAL;: SWEEPING PANORAMA - NEVERLAWMD - DAY
Its not & cartcon. It'8 not a painting. It's rggl.

Te the North 2 perfect rainbowe arch over a high turquoiss
waterfall which tusklea inté a lageon.

To tha South, spoke curle from an sxetic Carribean style
Indien ¥illage,

Bafor+ him, the parfeoct pirate cove. Hundreds of plnk
Flamingoes flood the sky overhead. He knealg, awed by tha
unbelievable viaw bafore hin, & virtual dream come true....

PETER
ﬂhlriii.ylll"gm"f

TINK ARRIVES. Catching her own breath at the sight of Petar
coming to grips with the truth.

TIRE
assrrren ACE ¥ou Okay? Fater?

Peter turns, *seeing® har for the firgt time. Hixz heart
racing. He can barely braathe.

Ll
_— .. e - -m - al -
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TIWE
D you Know wWhere we ara?

He nade--unable to bake himself Esy it.

TINK
who am I7

PETER
{fogged in, trying Lo reason)
You're Just...a composite of all the
girle and women I thought I wag in
love with in my lifa==ind I‘m under
anaesthesia right now for brain surgery.
(elzing up, dafensas failing)

TINEK

Say it, Peter. Say it.
FETER

Or ¥you“‘ra real....."Tinkerbell".
TIHE

{elated to hear him say it)
Pleased toc meet you. Who are vou?

FETER
(taking in the panorama)
I just can t accapt this, It's not
rational adult thinking. @ ean*t

m thiﬂ is.. -pﬂiiibll.

TIRE
thildren belisve.

Tink wraps him cut hand with his hepdkerchief.

PETER
(bewildered)
My -—

. TIRE
That*s right. Jack and Maggie are hers.

CANHONS RORR O, 4. &chﬂinﬁ acroas the island. Feter scans
tha covs, saarchim.

PETER
That’a an 17 pounder--124 foot hull,
She can 4o 14 Knots under full sail,
16 galley oars for ramming spaed. 25
canncn-~Whera’s the sahip?
{ba =topa, confused)
My kide¢ ars onbweard?
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TINK
Think, Petsr. Think. What do you
have to do fo sava your children?

.It'i coming. The wards of Granny Wandy.

PETER

" WThink like s child, peligve az n
child, bgcoms the child I was....

TINE
(willing it out of him)

n [ ] H n it
4 4 B + 4 01 F d & &

Yo, Peter. YES! To 4o battle with
Captain Hook| ¥Yourll nesd an army!
And your sword--not to mention f[ly———

-

FETER
Just.,..wait. Whatevar thixz ix--whatever
is happening to me--I'mp $til]l o&. I
can’t fly. I'm not going to gwordfight
this Hook person. I'w golng to go falk
to him...Work 1t out...like....adults.

Another cannonade echoes. Peter hurries along the oliff.

TINK
Whara do you think you’re going?

PETER
Toc find this Hook gat my kids and
g4 home. That 1y why you brought me
here, isntt it?

Tink flits after him, talking non-stop, ag they disappear
down tha junglsa path.

TIRK
You alwaye think sverythlng ie so
«+ @88y, Hocok is praparing for war.
Ha planned 1t this way. Tha kidnap-
ping——everything. You‘rs not zeady.
Ha'll K11l sou.

CUT Td:
EXT. PIRATE TOWK BOUARE - DAY

A quilletine Juts inte the sky. Blade gleaning. It drops
with a rush. WE HEAR the aickening sound of contact O.C.

SHEE catches two cleanly savared halves of a watarmelon
rlaced in the guillctine headblock. A small bowling ball of
a mah, with John Lennon glasses and wirey hair bulging from
under his hat, eats ravencuzly, SFITTIHG SEEDS==-—
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-=4T A& LINE OF SLAVES carrying suppllies to a2 LAUNCH at the
dock. Most are KIDS. The rest--MALAYSIAN & SOUTH AMERICAN
INDIANS, BILL JUKES, a big Afrlican Firate tetooced all over,
CRACKS & mean whip, driving the slaves hard.

EXT. EDGE OF FIRATE TDWH -~ DAY

Peter appears down the path. He elows at tha slghtz and the
mags of Pirates. The urgency of battle preaparaticnz can be
GEETT EVEIYWherR.

Peter heads intc the sgquare like he’'s going to the bank.
TINK YANFS his suspenders pulling him back cut of sight.

EXT. OUTBUILDING - CONTINUIRG ACTION
Peter lands againat a pile of manges. Tink'a in a snit.

TINK
Whers do you think you’re geing?
Are all pdults am dumbk as you? Do
¥ou want to talk to Hook? Do you?
Or gea your kids? Gat a grip Patar.
All thope Pirates are getting ready
for your arrival...thes "Great Pen".

She looks hin up and dowh, disguated--

TINK
And look at yeu. Yeu've get 3 little
ahirt:

hoEsey SN0 ¥our
{pulling tha "loga" on hie

gqolf shirt)
¥Yourll get 2 feet In that outfjt.

FETER
I've had juxt absut enough of this.

Fetar dusts his "heorsey®, smoothes hie hair and disappears
around the corner. Tink laana sgainet the wall, checking

her nallsg, cursing Llh faeria mpaak. One second iater--
PETER D15 BACK AROUND THE CORNER

Running for his :(ife-=-A BIG UGLY FIRATE right behingd,
alashing alr with his wide cutlass.

TIKE Ieis Feter pass. Roen-pluseed, sha sticks her dainty
foot out directly In the path of tha Pirate--EE TRIPS!

TINK ENATCHES HIS HAT. He SMACKE haadon into a brick wall.
CUT T
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EXT. QUTBUILDING = MINUTES LATER
MPETER THE PIRATE" peeks around the corner. Wearing the

Pirate’s outflit. Even the eyepatch. TINK FEEKS from tha
brim of the Pirate‘s hat.

TINK
You look good.

FETER
I locok astupid. Where do wa go?

Tink points toward the docks.

FOLLOW PETER & TINX [IR HIS HAT)

Inte the throng headed toward a launch a2t the dock,

TIHK
Logsen up. SWagQer.

Hefa, stiff, unconfortakle, pulling at his pirats pants.
His eyepatch caueing him to bump into Pirates and things.

FIFATES SHARFEN CUTLAZSES on sparking grist stonas and
STACK MUSKEETS onh racka.

HORE DRINE FLAMING RUM. One FPirate’s face catches on fire.
Others laugh and peint.

Peter takes in the 30 Loet long STUFFED SROCODILE hanging
apova A glaagy bar aptly hamed "LE CROCY. Tha ramains of a
HUMAN RIGHT HAND stuck in its JAWS. Eo thetfs what happened
to the Ticking crec.

They reach the &ock, SLAVES HOIST NEW CANKON onto “Giga®
[mall launches] at the pier. SLAVES ROLL BARRELS on deck
unrdal Bill Juka's whip.

PETER
{horelfied)
Thay're Just childran.

TINE

Hock'm a zcumwy alaver. He makss a
forturna salling Lost EKide and Indiana.

Pater raacts. Any of them could ke his children. He marches
up tha gangway ante tha launch.

THE VIEW CLIMBE: REVEALING: HOOK’S ELEEK DARK BRIG

At anchey in the Cove. ™A rakish leockipg crafe foul to the
hull*. 2 bodies swing from the bowsprit.
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VOICES ROAR from the ship lika & football game.

PIRATES (0.C.)
HOOF ! HOOE! HOOE!

TIGHT OH FETEH

Rocked by the vision, The game evil cratt fleating in &
bottleg pack In Peter’g other life.

TIGHT ON HOOK'SE FLAG

The cadaverous pirate holding the hour glass in ona hand
and a kleoocdy heart in the cthar. CHANTING GROWS LOUDER--

EXT. HOOK'S SHIF = MAIN DECK = CONTINUING ACTIOH

Jamped with FIRATES up and down the gunwales, hanging from
riggings, filling the decks. STOMPING! CLAPPING! Just llke
a Rock concert. The chant ls DEAFEHING.

PIRATES
HOOE! ACOK! BOOE! BHOOKI

INT. HOQOK'S GREAT CABIN = DAY

Lavighly appointad. Art Treasures. His graat swerd hangs on
& sgtatue by Michelangalao. )

WE SEE HOOX in bits and pleces—-like 2 puzzle being
assenbled. Hever his face, 9.C., "AQOK! HOOXI HOOKI®

2 INDIAR MAIDENS <comb his lopg raven hair which is "dressed
in long curls...liks black candles, and glve a singularly
threatening expression to his handsome eocuntsnance™,

FXT. DECKE -~ PETER CLIMBS ABCARD

Hith other Plrates from the launch. He is overwheloed. Tink
gets a bird's eys view riding in Peter’z hat,.

. PIRATESR
BOOKD HOOK1 HCOK! HOOE! HOOK!

INTERCUT: BOOK AND PETER

HoOK: A sash of gold and scabbard of sllvar and eceralds ix
baltad on. His c¢rusal glaaming seductive sword sliding
eyotlcally inte ik, Fingers smooth his thin mcustache. Two
clgars glow in hiz doukls haoldar,

FETER: A& atadiuwm-styla FPIRATE WAVE starts at the bow
rippling toward himp--Ha wotches it go by to the starn and
back up thae other side.
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TINK
Why did I let you talk ne jnto this?

Tirk plugs her eays trying to wmake the noise stop.

qooE: One Halden proffers the velvet gentleman's bBox
digplayinyg all tha cruel prostheties and implements. Hook
chooses--hls voica aducated....serpantine.

HOOK
Flatinum. Elegant understatesment
with just the right touch of sxcesd.

Hook inserts the platinum claw with a decisive CLICK. His
back to us, he dons his broad black hat.

HoOK 'S GLEAMING BEACK BOOTS ASCEND STAIRS TO:
EXT. QUARTER DECE = GEMEE AFPEARS FIRST

EMEE
Good mawnin® Hevarlandddddl
(Firates yell and scraam)
==lat me introduce to you, the one
the only really trua==-Vilest of
the vile. Darkast dream of faithiul
wives and pious women. Sleaze of
the 7 Seas. Badder fhan Dade=-
(facing the graat cabin doorx}
CAFTAIN===JAMES—-=-HOOOKFFE !

CANHONS FIEE one after ancother!
THE GREAT CAEIN DOORS FLING OFEN

THE HOOE FLASHeS in the bright sun. A CHEFR ERUPT:S like
nothing hesrd since "Lawrance of Arabia and "Ben Hur®.

BREVEAL: CAFTAIN BOOK! In nll his &vil splendor. A Super
tar! Parading tha gquarter deck for all te envy and lust.
Barris describea tha famed Captain perfectly.

"It the midst of thewm, the blackest and largest
jewel in the settlng...Japes Hook, or as he wrota
himegelf, Jas. Hook....In parson he vas cadayerous
and klackavized,...His ayes ware of the blue of the
forget=pe=not, and of profcund melanchely, sava when
he was plunging him hook ilnto you, at which time two
red spots appsared in them and 1lit thak up horribly.®

Hook linbers up with his lethal aword.
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RODK

{to himeelf, sardenic)
Eahold my wultitedes of ignorant
flotsam., There’s not brains encugh
among you ta count successfully from
1 to 2. My body waste insplires sore
allagiance than the lot of you.
1 am marogned. Where are you, Fan?
ch the eternal hell 1 endure for
fama, that glittaring bauble...

--.IE in ming.
Hook bows, a matipee idel taking 2 curtaln call.

TINK leans down from the hat right in Peter's face, Sha
dogsn't like what sha sssx.

TINK
fat's go. How. Okay? Can we go now?

PETER, eyes wide;, heart in him throat. Ris jaw limp.
HOOK MOTIOHRS for "silence”™. He gets it.

HODH

{louwd for all to hear}
My loyal, couragecusm, infaricr crew.
== hava waltad for many, aany painful
vears with you parilsitic scum. AL last--
the day ix hera. Eeliakle gources have
confirmed--Pan 13 back and Hook hag
get bip!!

SHEE hoists PETER PAN in offtlyy on & pola. PIRATESE CHEER.

ASOY silences tThem with a ®loock®.

HOOX
At last--tha ultinats dusl EBetweon——

A HACEING COUGH O.C., stopd Hook in mid-geature. Uh oh,

Boox
[starting again)
The ultimate duel batwvasnes=
{eoughing interruptes again)
‘n‘l_.l '|.|_1 E T 3

Tha HACKING COVGH gets worse. Piratas draw in their
collectiva branth. HOOK DESCEHDS the steps to the BIG
COUGHING PIRATE-- whipping his fine milk handkerchlef from
hiz alagvas=gffering it. The poor man reaches for it—--
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COUGHING FIRATE
Thanky, kindly, Cap'n—--

Hook let's it dreop. The Man bends to feteh it. Hook!s EYES
CLOW RED. Ha RAMS HIS HOQE inte the man'a gut.

ROOK
{eadistis mirth)
==Ged Blage you--=[Gadzundteit]

The bleodthirsty CREW goes berserk as Hook HOISTS tha man
high on bhis claw and HURLS HIM owerboard.

BELOW, SHARES churn the waters, feasting.
PETER hangz on tha gunwale badly shaken. TINKE TOG2 him--

TINK
Saan ancugh? Let's get out of hers.

PETER
Haitli‘l“l‘“ut h’lti--llll-'

HOOK "“AHEME" quietly. The hubkub etops instantly.

HOQK
Now=-=where were wed Al--"ultimate
duel between good and £vlil™. ...
Dark and iight? Handaome and ugly--
(T himealfa=-to Smea)
HookX we, Pan to the Jdasth! AND WHO
EHALL WIN?

PIRATES, CUTLASSSES RAISED HIGH-—-—--

FIRATES
HOOK-HOUX-HOOK !
HOOK
WHY?
PIRATES

HANDEOME-HAKDSOME-HANDSOME

EoOK smiles. His teeth iwpossibly whita. Sparkling like
markle. Hla baby blue's shine.

HOOK
AKD WHAT IS5 HOOK?

SHMEE
{blurting out)
GOOD--GOOD~=GiG! L]
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Hook wheels his gleaming blade reared to strike.

HOOK
SMEEEEE?

SMEE
Gasd..in an g¥l] =ort of way, Captain.

Hook only tweaks Smes’s nose with the blade. Rellar.

HOUK
onca I hava rid the world of Pan, I
shall leave thils place foraver. And
seek adventure vhere.,.a pan of my
intellect and talent is...appracisted.

He pauses dramatically milking the moment.

HOOK,
¥ho aeils with captaln Hook!

FIRATES ROAR in support.

JUKES WHIPSE 2 INDIAN SLAVES to open the maln hatch--
PETER stralnas to et a bettsr view, He is horrified.
DCWH IN THE ROLD

CHILDREN, scores of them, chainad to galley cars. The
bright sun causing them to ghrink like mice, Hands
outstreteched, bagging, pleaading for food-—

NOMODLER, a kald-headed apa ¢f a man with his hands fixed
backwarde on his huge arms, HCISTE a carga het up from the
hold. JACK & MAGGIE hang captive inside. Terrified.
¢lutching sach cther. Too frightesned to scrsam.

PETER--dying a thousamd deaths--mouths their naxes
silently. & father--halplese Le protect his children.

BOCE )
Lat’s give a warm walcope to Jack and
Haggie Pan! Hi, kidsl Is=n*t this fun?l!

JACE
Lat us go! We didn‘t do anything!

WITH PETER
PIRATES CHEER arcund him, firing qune, adding to his

borror. Ba triae to PUSH through, TIRE FULLE the maat of
hi= pants.
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TIFR
Mo, yourre not raady. Donft--

PETER
Excuse me--pardon me-—-coming throughs«-

_ TIRE {beside his ear}
Listen to me--You can't help them yot--

Patar BATS her to the deci.

TIKK DUDGES BOOTS, STOMPING and KICKING her about. She
scramhlex into & cannon.

PETER pushez angrlly throudh.

FETER
{yalling for attention}
EXCUSE ME! HULLOD! CAPTATH HOOKI
I think I‘m tha man you‘re looking for.

HOOK FACES PETER ACROSS THE DECE
*High Heon®™. "Gunsmocke™. "7 Samurai™. All haads turn.
Jack and Maggie can‘t believe their ayea.

JACK/MAGGIE
Daddy? Jt’s daddy-=-DADDYYYYYY!

FETER

Doddy’a Lars! Everything's geing to
ba 2ll right!

BOOR
{disgquated by the word)

Dadgvy? ¥ho ars ¥ouuyy?
FETER
I don't know wvho I am anymere or

how thiz happanad, Eut those are my
childran and I want te¢ take thek hooe.

FETER SHEDS his plrate gear ¢ausing a majer atir in his tux
pants, snsaksrs, and gclf shirt.

TINK can barsly mzkas hersslf watch from the cannen.
BOOK yagards Feter from arfar.

HOOK
SMEEEEEEE!

SMEE AFPROACHES like a dog who lant house trainad,
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HOR
I aorderad you te find me tha cone
true Pan. Any thoeughte, hereommm?

Smee produces & leather pouch, pulling cut documants.

' SMEE
HPpap, P*.,.hers wa go. Adoption papers.
Sworn affidavit by cna "T Buelle.™ Uh-=
medical histery. Dental records. Birth
certificate, Social Eacurity--lt*s all
in order, Cap'n.

PETER
{(distraught)
can J aes thosa?

48

Hook sllences Peter with a Jook that could rot aggs. He

potione Smes o check Patar ouk.

Smae aproaches and pulls up Peter’s golf shirt. Peter
fights hie ticklish spat.

EMEE
Aye. Eere's tha Ecar. "Hypertrephic®.
Right whare you give it te’im, Capin,
during the Tiger Lily incideant. He's
Pan oz I've got a dead man‘s dingls.

HODK
It san‘t ba. Thie flabby-—flobby=--
{aguinting)
Ia that a little horsey con his shirti!!
SMEE
{checking)

Aye, Cap'n. A little blus ona! Cute
littlse thing.

Pater flushes rad. Pirates laugh Jderisivaly.

Kook drocps in profound dajection. Fardly tha “"Fan™ heé
sanvigloned. Suddenly, Book‘s cld avi]l zmile returns—--

HOOK
Hah! ¥p to your old tricksz; «h Pan?
You devil, you. Thought you could
tool ole Hook, huh? Bimguise yourselt,
ah? Trlck Mw, hah! Stand back, Scugs.
Watch ocut--Ha*1ll flyl! Hah! Watch/iml! Hol

~~iabbing, felnting, alicing the alr, c¢losing the gap
between them, trying to draw Feter out. Peter atands
motionless. Hook stops, anncyad.
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HOOK
Whera is your sword?

FPETER
I===dapi’ft nava 3 =word.

HOGOK
Burely vou deon't expect & man of my
breeding and intaellect te k11l an
unarvad foe?....0ad foim.

HOOEK. LUMGES running his blada through the hilt of a
Pirate's gword and, unfortunataly, through the Firate. Hook

FLIFE it through the air at Pater--

==TWANGING THE BLADE inte tha mast beslde Peter’s head.

JACK HOLDS MAGGIE tight.
TIKE FEEES from the cannon, hands over har ayas.

HOOE
Frepare to die--Feter Pan.

Hook aEsumes "&n garde™, Bis sarcaxtic laugh tchninq.

FETER
Listen, Mr. Hook+=thera*s basn a
terrible migunderstanding. I don’t
completely know how all of thiz -
happaned, but I’m not trying teo trick
you. Thix ie no disguise--this ls pg.
I can’t fight you--I don't know how.

I just wapt av kids back.
Patar pulls cut his checkbook.

FETER
RHow, ir itrs money you nesd, name

¥our price...within reasen. I won't
prass charges.,

TINF BANGS har head repsatedly against the cannon wall.

HOOK EXFLODES leaping the final distance betwsen them
wsjinpaling the chackbook on hla sword,

PETER
Okay--Cash--n¢ problem. I don't have
much on me--I&s there a...cash machine?

HooK SikME PETER against the mast--the howk at his throat.
Him bluas &yes burn desp roed--his voicow from the grave.
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HOOK

(up close and personal)
DO You maan toe tall me-«1 esoaped
*daath by crocodila¥=-waited and
guffered years of misery and boredom
in this dreadful awful place--Hothing
to do but kill Indians, chase dirty
littla boys and dally on the beach--
all for that specizl moment in time
when I could fulfill =y destiny-—
=-=agsume my rightfuzl place Lln history
«wand THIS (Peter] 1s my reward?

(hlis blue eyes wall up)

How could yoo d¢ this to ma, Feter?
How could yousssnBarages me Soe-7

Hock sags with majoer digappointment. Humillated.

7 lv.a) 4
{sheathing his sword, destroved)
I will not scll wy steel with your
Floed. You...you...WIMF! EKILL HIM!
KTLL. HIM DEAD!

PIRATES SEIZE PETER--Smes ties his hands behind hiw.

FETER
¥Wait--you can’t do thiz-- -

JACK SHARFES THE NET--soreaming., Maggie convulses tanrs

JACK
Fight, Dad, fightttt!

MAGGIE
Dedaszaasal

FOLLOW FPETER

Pirates prod him with ewords and gaffes acroags the paindeck.
He atarea in horror down a one way bridge. THE FLANE!

FETER
Thie iz crazy=-=! Let v kids go!

HOOK
FILL THEM! KILL THEM ALL! CANCEL THE
WAR! I navar want tao hear the naxe
"Fan" again!

JACK & MAGGIE drop from the nat ecreaming and kicking right
in the arme of Noodlaer and Jukas.

Piratas GROAN in dejmcticn,
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TIKE Z0OMS from the Cannon, buzzing through Pirates--
--T0 HOOK--watching on the Quarterdeck.

TINHE
¥hat about the nama “Hook"? 7

. HCOK
Are you in on this too, Miss Ball!?

TIHE
Ia this the kind of war you want to
o repoambared for?--Haking a widdla-
agad slchbo walk the plank followad by
his kiga? Iz 1t? Homm? Jx it?

HOOK
¥hen I want advica from a fasrie,

1°1]l ask for it!

Ha awipes at her with hiz Hook--She dodges. It gticks fast
in the rail. Be struggles and yanksz trying to free 1t.

TINEK
You'ra a codfish gnd a cowardl

Tink hovars in Hook's faca, bar dagger pressad right
against his nasze.

HOOK
(eringing)
Hook? A "ocoward®? Bad form.

TINK
1 dayge=a wask==I’]1] gat him in shapa~=

Emea 1evals a blunderbuss paintblank bahind Tink. Standoff.

SMEE
It'g & trick, Cap'n. Lamme blow her
to pixie hall.

TINK

{punctuating with har daggar)
You promiged pecpls the war of the

! Tha ultimats battla hatwaen
the forcem of good and svil. That‘s
yhat they caps Lo sas--INDIANS, PIRATES,
LOST BOYE clashing in brutal combat.
Action--danger--feats of darring do.

Glorv!.....Hook va, Fap!

ROOK
===That-==is pnot "Fan®,
fpolnts dAlsgustingly at Feter)
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PETER wobblex on the plank, locking down at the uninviting
watars 50 fest bBelow, Vartigo takas haild.

TINE
He will pa&. 7 days. Think about 1it.

Tink directe Aock’s attentlon to the Crev, all waltlng on .
the majin deck in anticipatien.

TINE
Lock at your crev. Do you want to be
stuck on the high =ea=x with this bunch
of psychos after you disappoint then.
Theyl)l be antsy, mocdy--no eell estecn,
1 sure wouldn’t want them on py hands.

PAN THE CEER

A3 Hook surveyps thew. Antsey, hoody, no Balf-aztasm, najar
dicappointmant, let down, goals destroysd, betrayed....

A
2 days.
: TINE
,3‘.. 4 days. para minimom for m decent “Fan™.
KooK

3 dayx. That's my final offeaer--
{whispering to Tink)

We both need Pan, don't we Miss Bell.,

Are you sure you can deliver--

TIHRFR
{whispering back)
Ioss & Srock tick in the darpk?

Hook. "Ferish tha thowght"=-than with viilaincus aplemb.

HOOK

After Turther consideration, 1lan the
best interests ¢f all concerned, I
have agresd thiz ss-called "Pan' will
return in--J] dovs to commance the war
betwaan good--

{thumbking his noze at Fater)
and avil-«to the death--gr=--the
M ﬂg :ln M!tilikﬂvvvlﬂtrii

EMEE
' ll-ll-ll!irﬂt-.'?

Hook frees his ¢lav Irom the deck to shaks on it.
A CHEER GCOES UPp from the Plrites on tha dack bBelow.
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FIRATES
HoOK! HOOK] HOOK!

Guns fire! Pandemonium. SHMEE POPS CHAMPAGHE spewing bubbly
everywhare.

FETER inches his way back up the plank, trying to leok
grateful. Hook snaars at the cther apd--

HOOR
Go on--whatever you ara. Gat cut of
my sight. Fly youl carcass cut of here--

HOCOK JUMPS UP AND DOWN real fact on the plank--
PETER CATAPULTE inte the alr--suspanded for a moment--

FETER
I can't flyyryy!

TIME - FROQIZEN IN MID-AIR

TIFK
(te hersalf, dasparatm)
H.i--l-i-canrtl-'-!flhr'!#l‘

PETER=--him zad face looking up=-a fallura-=Ha plummats inteo
the saa and dispappears.

JACE AMD MAGGIE collapse into sach cther wailing anguisgh.

HOOE makes hi= way through the celebration, unaware. He
waves hizs har agcending the stairs te hig cabin--

HOOK
{through hlg rrozen gmile)
I‘n so depressed. Peter Fan...
{depraseed pauge)

greaw up to ba.....a HYsg.
Ha anters nhis graat cabin and closas the door.

FIRATES
HOUK! BOOK! HOOX!

TINE CIRCLES above Fetar's point of entry, stunned.

TINK
Swin! Peter! You can swlm can’t you?
fnothing, just bubblax)
I told you you weran’t ready! pldnrt I?
Didnrt I say that¥?...Damn you, Pstar FPan!

CUT To:
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EXT. UMDER THE SEA

Petay Einks, struggling te free his handg, kicking, zlewly
drowning. He blacks out., A BRBY CRIES-- gtartling Peter
Awaka--

LIFE FLAEH TO:

EXT. EKENSINGTON GARDENS = DAY 1302 - BABY'S FOV - DAY

MOTHER laans in the "pram" kilsging her beautiful naw baby
boy. She iz avarything a Mother sheould ba. He coos and
giggles the language of bakles.

MOTHER
Are you talking to the fasrles, oy
little man? Petsyr, you ars youth--
vou are joy--

Euddsnly averything js dark, THUNDER CRACKS. Rain pours in
the pram. Mother is gone. A DARK EVIL FACE leans in. Eygp
glowing Iad. Petear screams--llfted toward the face--

HOOE
Who and what art thou?

RESOME: FPETEE - DROWNING
Scresaming! Water choking his lungs.

LIFE FLASH TO:
EXT. FEHSINGTON GARDEHS = KRIGHT -~ 1302
The INFANT PETER wails abandconed on a small island in
driving rain and thunder. Suddenly the trees are fillasd
with twinkling lights--FAERIES, scores of them, light
around Petear holding leaves to shield hime from the rain.

A4 ¥YOUNG TINFERBELL #lides <dewn his head. A smile. Babytalk.,
Tink answers hiw., He understands. Giggling. Cacklimg.

RESUME: PETER - DROWNING

A GIANT FISHTAIDL rushes by. EIGH PFITCHED squeals echoinal
Fatar sses sconeathing wonderful. He smiles, reaching out,

LIFE FLASH ToO:
EXT. LONDOW - AERIAL VIEW - NIGHT - L9115
Soaring past Blg Bend then blurring to a row of houses on

Fenaington Road--landing cutaide a garret window. HWe know
this window liks the fondast memoriea of childhood.
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FETER'S FOV - THE DARLING HURLERY

WENDY age 15, telling & etery to a group of stuffed
animale. She suddenly egnaesz ghae's baing watched. She faces
the window. She rushas to us--lasughing--crying--

' WENDY
Ch--FPatar-~I knaw you'd come back. 1
knaw you would. T navar gave up on you.

RESUME: PETER
Ha drowns......DARENESS CONSUMES US. .. ..

MOTHER (V)
Patar? If you shut your syes and you
are a lucky one, you may see a shape-
lesz pool of lovely pale colours
suspended in darkness.

FALE EOOTHING COLORE WAEH OYER US FROM THE DARFHEESS--- -
MOTHER ([V0O)
That's 1t. If you sQuesze your eyes
tightay, the colours beaome B0 Wlvid

thay must go gp fire. Just befora
thay do=-you zaa ite-Sae 1f, Petar?

THE COLORS INTENSIFY, BURNING BRIGHT=--like tha Eun on the
back of your eyelids--a burst of flery orange--—

CISSOLYE TO:

EXT. LAGOON = R FIERY ORANGE AFTERHOON SUN
A female silhouatte blocks the glare.

MOTHER (VD)
Wake up, Fetar. You must.

TIGHT ON FETEF - GLASSY EYED STARE

No signs of life. Ekin blua and pale. He doesn’t blink. His
lips icy. Wabbed feminina hands lower a Nautilus shall over
his pouth and nose. TURQUOISE LIPS hlow gently into it, His
chest heaves=-Ha coughs up vater--gasping for alrl

PETER
Mother?

FPETER'S POV - THE VIVID COLCRZ TAKE SHAPE .

- RMGELIXA, the faca ol an angel, UNA, a husky tewmptresa, and

BABS, turguoiss lips and flaming orange hair, fawn over
him. Thair laughter 1s lika tinkling glass.
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PETER
Am I...deady

ANGELIKA
only if you want to be.

Ma's sprawvlaed on a rock, bix lege dangling in turguciss
waters, clothes tattered and torn. Ha psex the Maidens from
the walst up. It's an ample viaw. Angalika and Una caress
him with langorous strokes. Ha's smbarassed and arcused.

ANGELIEA
You‘re safse hare, Fater. Forever...

FETER
You know who I amY

Tha 2 MAIDENS laugh zeductivaly. Hedding in agraement.

ANGELTIKA
Ch, don't b= Eilly. Evarybody knowe
Feter Pan.
FETER
-«-1 E22llV am...Feker Pap....
BARS

Of course you ars. Me should know.

UHA
Wa maw what happansd. Wa savad you.
Hook’'s so disgusting.

ANGELTEM
Why didn t you fly awayT
PETER
I can't Ily.
UNA
Yam you can.
FETER

HO....]I don't remember how.

BABE .
Well, why didn’t you fight then?

FETER
I can't fight. Logok at me. I'm...o0ld--

ANGELIFA
¥You're only old if you want to b=.
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BABS
You're strong. Look at those muscles.

Shw xtrokes his muscleless arms. Peter rlushes. Unnerved.

PETER
I--do work out...but I'm pet tha sama
pecscn I used to he. .

Babs grabs his *love handles¥ on both his hips--

BABS
Ohhhh--You'rs pertect.

ANGELIEA
tee for yourself. The waters do not lie.

She pmogthas a water surface to the stiliness of glass.

ANGELTHA
The lagoon reflects what’s inxide
of you. What’s lnaids of svaryone.

IN THE WATER

Etaring back at Pater ls a BOY--age 12 or 13. Pater at that
age. Mischief in his eyesz. Hair wild. Body lean~~pusculag.

He touches his face. Tha reflecticn doss too. Pater alowly

grins-—&o0 does hls lmage, He 18 awestruck.

ANGELIKA
Tha child is thara, Pateyr, You just
have to find it.

Angelika‘s form blurxz past him XERPLOPADR | Right in the
center of the reflection. She Kas & tpjil! Babes and Una
follow--thalr sleek fish-talled forms knife jinte the water.

Ee hurriegs aloeng the rock jetty In pursuit. Tha 3 MNorwmaids
erulae beside him, eplashing, laughing, flirting,
displaying thair incredibls forms.

PETER
Walt? How do I rind it?

TTHA
(blatant pcllcitation)
I'd love to show you, Feter.

BABRS
(flauvnting her assatx)
It'g my turn ta show him. Lat ma.

—— — — = e e
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ANGELTEA
The choice i3 Patar/=. He'xs a hig boy.

They ogle him like a hurk at thsa baach. Pater, ambarassead,
Etops suddenly at tha and of tha rock. tnder double
rainbows, tha magnificant lagoon spraads before him.

FANORMAMA - MERMAID LAGOON - SEA MAIDENES AND MERMAIDE

Cavorting with Dolphins, leaping in review for him. Sunning
their incredible forms on tha rocks raising up to ses Pan.

Near the waterfall, Mermaids play a kind of basketbhall with
brightly ¢olored bubbles and giant clamshell goale at aach
and visilbls in the spray. [right out of Barriae)

All call his nawe and wave---

MERMAIDE
Hi, Pater! It's Peter! Ha’'s backl

——-chanting in high pitched dolphin-like voices, A
CACAPHONY of the most wonderful feminine soundg--

UHA
comae on in, Peter.

HABS
Jump! Jump, Peter!

MHGELYKR
Crmon, Petarl We’ra waiting for yoyl

Fetar looks arcond llke a 12 year 14 kid to see if hia
parants are watehlng. He finds ue--

PETER
{naughty devilish grin)
I think...I's having a happy thought.

Re kidding? HE LEAPS===YELLING all the way down--a perfact
CANNOMBALL into the scheel of adeoring Mermaideg.

CUT To
EXT. KIDD COYE BEACH = SINSET

The Lot Boy camp elts on a bluff. A tangle of haphazard
trashouses, rope ladders and ihdarground hidecuts.

A 2 maztasd Sloop that bas szeen better days rests on launch
blocks at the adge of the water., Haphazard repairz and
rencvatione eavident. A nameplate; "THE DARK AVENGER".
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PRINCESS TI (0OC)
We come to celepbrate tha great Fan’s
raturn. To maka peaca between UY
tribes. And joln as one in the YHever
wWar® againgt the bklack Hook--- |

THE LOST BOYE 5it in a row on a palm log. Long faces,
albowe on knees, chins at half-mast. They race PRINCEZF TI,
the sculpted MALAYSIAN and & WARRIORS, dresaed in war gear,

FRINCESS TI
{centinuims)
-=phyut I bhaard it thr the grapavine...
Fan is dead....pBad .

Princess Ti and her delegation stand. She breaks 2 wpear in
half with her bare hands and hurls it to the ground.

FRINCESS TI
No Pan. No truce. We catch you in our
territory--wa rip cut your hearts.

Princess Ti laads bar delegaticon disappearing ailently inte
tha forest, Bufic walts until they’re cut of slght--thep—-

RUFIC
Whoa--c'm back, Skins. Yo wanna fight?

ACE holds Bufic back, who isn‘t about te fight.

Loat Boys sit in total defeat. ZIGGY tries to comfort TINE.
She's an swnoticnal mess ¢rying her syes out.

TIHF.
I 2id this to him. I hagled hic cookias
Lack hars. How...he's gona...

ZIGEY
Id's okay, Tink. Nobedy blames you. I
jusd wish I*4 kaan nicar tofim whan 1
med’lx.

RUFID
Fightin’ Hook was always a stupid ldea.
Bildin® thixz boat was a stupid idea.
{splts on the hull)
Wailtin' for du great Fatar Fan ta
laad us was a sgtupid idea.

SIGEY
Whuddakoud Peter's kids? In 31 dayza,
Hooky's gonna Killfaem,
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ACE '
We have to Eaye them. Thay can live
hereg--with us. Amd tha otharz--ths

galliaey slavasT Fan or no Pan, I say
we attack.

Rufis bats ACE akout the haad.

RUFIO
You orazy, dumk, Mon? Yo wanna to
git uspelves killed?

TINK blurs right up to Rufic's face, turning veolcanic rad,
cursing him in faaria-zpsak. We don’t nead a translation.

ROFIC
Get oudda my faca faerie—-
[whipping out hiszx knife)

TINK
I'M ESAYING YQU'RE RIGHT!

Fufio double=takea Tink. He doesn’t believe hix sarx.

TINE
Ruftic s right. Without tha Indians-—-
we don't have n chanca against Hook.
Princess T1 will only feollow tha opa

true Peglgr Pan...
Everybody lets down, Dejected sighs.

FETER (0.C.)
RULLOOGO |

All heads turn—-

EXT. EIDD COVE - SUNSET

An amazing slght. Like & float in the Rose Parade by
Maxfield Parrish. A raft of glant clanm shalls, adorned with
Marmajds-=tropical flowsrs—-towed by a team of Dolphins.
THE RAFT - CLOSER

PETER! Starnding at the halm flanked by Unn, Babx and
Angelika. Hands on his hips in famlliar pose. S5till 35—-but
a4 mere youthful aura about him. His clothes have alowly
changed t¢ a Polo/Robinson Crusce look,

Z2iggy leads the boys down the beach to meet him.

ZIGEY
1d's Pedar! Ea came back.
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Peter jumps aszhora and waves goaodbye, Dolphins pull thae
raft away., Hermaide wava, chattaring their sea sounds--

ANGELIKA/UNA/BABS
Goodbya Peter--We love you, Pater!

The Boys surrcund him, genuinely glad to zsas him.

Tink canft fight it, she flite to hism and packs his chaak
With her little fasria lipa turning all shades of the
rainbow. Pater touches the apot, enbaraszed.

TINK
oh, Peater==you‘ra alive, I'm so——-
{catching hersalf, she heffa up)
What'oe you doing with the Aguatic
Bipbog. ...

FETER
They saved we, Tink.

TINK
(incrediply jealoux)}
I¥11 just bet, Did you tell them you're
maryied? Anm? Did you? Kuh? Forget
‘te mantion your Kigs? Uh~hunh.

PETER
Tink--w11l1 you lieten? They saved oa.
That's all=—-w

A hunting horn BLEATS 0.C.. Evearyone cringes. The Boye
part. ZIGGY appsara from his hut, blewing his ram’s horn,
dragging a long sword hehind.

ZIGGY
I found it! Look! Id‘s yours.

2iggy holsts the blade raverantly to him. Petar holds it
avkwardly--turning it, welghing it, a kid with a new tey.

- RUFIO
Who gives a sheet, Mon? Whot can you
do with Grandpa in 3 days? ®Who yousa
gonna call?

Rulic cackles, grabbing his crnﬁch, jock style at Peter,

PETER
(vowingd
I'11 do anything to save my kids.
I{ I have to fly--I*1]1 Ily. If I
hava to fight--I'1]1 fight!
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BoYs CHEEFR, beanting their weapons, howling, dancing around
FPatar and Tink.

Pater dramatically JERKES the heavy sword from the
shaath--thea sheath goas flylng--nearly hitting Rufile,
razzing on the sloop.

CUT TO:

INT. HQOK'S GREAT CABIN - WIGHT
HOOK S5ITE alones ot tha teble head, completaly deprecsad.

HOCE
My life...il3 over.....

EMEE tends trylng te cheer the Captain up with a lavishly
gpread dinner. Fina linen. Sparkling crystal. Seclid gold
cutlary. Cuizina fit for & 4-stary Kipg. Spee tucks his
napkin in far him, decanting tha wine--He props a gelden
fork in Hook's hand and faztans a knife t€o his hook.

HOOE
Wny 414 I listen t& that echeming
Pixia? Fan's not coming back., Sha
can‘t change him in 3 days or 2
decades. There’s not going Lo La

1% %%

(big sigh of aelf pity)
Chaated from my owh dastiny by
B.4:..Chickan.

EMEE
Aye, Cap'n, "chlcken®. "Cepg An Vinn.
JUst 1ike vour Num wmada it. )

Hook regards tha ateaming hird befora him. With courtly
manners, ha aplays the dresced drunlege, rips off the
little bootles—-and buries his hook daep in it’s greoin
=~=gJouging apd ripping and dissnbowaling the carcass with a
vangaanca until nething e left but....qgraaga..,

HOOK
HyY Mum gent oe to Hoarding fchool.
{4 little xigh)
"-FTha bltchlfii

Emes myes CECCG, the handscie Itallan, standing guard with
Jukes. Big trouble, They back slowly away seeking cover.

HOOK
Do ¥You know what I hate, Smee--I meap
really hate?-=Y really hate looking
forward to something--the planning=-

] - a sl -
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Hook rearrangas the table--

HOOK
{eentinuing)

anticipation
(blinke his syes in anticipation)

iblg wide gacp=rayes wide]
He explodes raking the table with his claw--

HOOR
==JUST TC BE DISAPPOINTED.! I HATE

BEING DISAFFOINTEDLL I HATE NEVER
LAND! AND [ HATE PETER FANNNN!

Hook grabs a diamong studded dueling plstoel from his sash--

HoOK
MY LIFE 15 OVERRRER!

-=-and shoveas the barrel in his mouth.

SHEE
CAP NN !

KooK PULLS the trigger. SMEE LUNGES, jamming his pointy

finger in the hamnsarlock as it znaps shut. Szea yalix. Hook
yella--prying Smea’s finger loss--he jams the barre]l on his
nose. Smee grabs the gun with his hands. Hook and Emas wave

the gun around the Graat Cabin--

BOOE
I just want te...dicaeal

EMEE
That‘s not €he anewar, Cap'n!

CECC? AND JIRES can’t ascapa tha lina of fira. Evary place
thay bob and weave and crash and hida, Hook findz thew,

HOOFE AND EMEE PAHCAKE the table. Food fliss. Tha gun FIRES!

THE ¢O00K whesl in tha desssrt cart drops 2and inp a pile
cf pastry. A gaping bullet hole in hie heart-—-

HOOK
(avan mora suicidal)
Took what you’va mads ma dol! Who'e
going to maka ma crams broula’ nowy
I can't go on like this. Ho dagzart!?
{shoves ancther pletol in his zouth)
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EMEE
(sincere, devotad)
Aww, nowss+yhat kind of world would
it ba withoot Captain Hook? Aya?

Daaply moved, Hook pulls tha gun from his nmouth-=-pondering
the guastion bafora him.

HOOK
Goed form, Swee, What yould the
world be without Capt. Hook?

Tha starnal guestison. He clotches Soma in an andearing
hug--unaware he’s clawing Smae‘s back. Suddenly parancid,
ligtening, he relaaszes Smee-~—who's Iin severe paln.

HOOK
What/s that ticking?

Ha zslashas his drapes with his sword=-slicing Cecco==

HOOK
Whare ls it? Tick-tlck-tick. Thera!
Ovear hers! Hah! Make it stop! SMEEE]

Hook crawls on hands and knass frantic, locking undar the
table. He’'s up inaspacting the food, running his sword out a
series of portholex, elazhing his chalse—-

SHEE
Thers 1s no kicking, Lap’p. ¥ou
kilt that <roc years ago. We threw
all the clocks cverboard--remeaber?

Hook grmbs an hour glsss--listening to see if it's ticking.
Ha smazhes it. "Hooking™ Smee under the collar, he lirts
tha bulbous man in the air.

ROOR
{evar so polite}
Are you saylng--there is no ticking
in this rcon? Hmam? That I am, ahall
we say, mentally unstable becauvse I
hear tlcking and you <o not? Is that
your glat, Mr. Bpea?

Enes motlons frantically to Cacco--who ie sltting on the
f£loor near faint from hia sword wound.

HGGE
Do you know what T really hate?
fputting tha gun tc Sman's head)
FECPLE WHO DOM'T HEAR TICKING WHEM
I HEAR TICKIHNG. IT TICES ME OFFFFF!
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Emee ticks hils band pack apd forth at Jukes. Finally--

JURES } CECCO
*tick-tock-tick-tock-tisk-took™

Hook abruptly drops Smee--ligtening as if hearing angels.

HOOK
Théra...Sae? "Ticking™.

SMEE
(pouring him a drink)
Cap‘n, pe thinks you nesd a littlas
sowethin' to take year mind cff thix
Pan businass. Lat's go ashora'n kill

some Indians. ¥ou hate Ipdianz. Loo.

HEOOK
{Wwhining like a spolled kid)
Wo alvays kill Indians. I don't want
te kil Indians. J want Lo kKill Pan.

Aok earls up in a fetal ball on the baywindow =aat.

EMEE
Don't torture yarssf, Cap‘n. ¥Yfoan't
iat tha men =aa you thiE way.

HOOK

focurling in a tighter ball)
I don't cere. It's aAll I've basn
living for., This little boy of youth
ard joy=--all goody and sweet. And I,
Jas. Hook--I1 would gut the concelisd
arcogant pest like a pig and feed his
adoaescent entrails o the bBllge rats.

(punctuating with minbed sword)
What fun....

(he valls up}
What’s the usa? ¥hat’sz tha point?
He's taken all the joy out of it. He's
mot werth Xillixyg. #Pan's done it
agaln...Petar the Schlub beat oe. Kby
can’t I win just once? I Lthat too
ouch to ask?

SMEE
Looklt tha bright side, Capn*, lf-in
Pan doesn't show--you 6tlll git to deep
4 bis ruddy rotten curtaln crawlers.
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HOOK
fhrightene thepn delfates, moroze)
Kill Pan‘'s xider=--That woirld be....
"had forp®, Put & deal is a deal, And
Jax., Hook 1= & man of his word.

EMEE
Cap‘n--thert is ancther way. You don't
have to Kill en--=f°en they sign the
blocd path and join your crew—-

Hook thinks about Llt. Davious. But "nayyyyyy".

SMEE
Walt--hettar,. Yes, a thousand timen
blacker--Make the little norons love you-—-

HOOK
It*s Pan they love. Even you, Smee,

are lovakle, Fg little children love pe.

Crushed with rejection, Hook grabks his second piastel and
shoves it in his mouth again. Smes pulls it out--

SMEE
That’s the point, Cap’n! The yltimate
Ipvenga! Pan's kids in love with Hook!
The ultimete “pay back", Cap‘n.

Hook relaxes his trigger fLinger, piqued.

EMEE
Can youl ‘wmagine the lock on Peter's
puga when he faces you snd his kids
standing right basids you?! Ready to
fight for the sleazisst sléeaze of tha
SSAK....Cap'n Heek!

BOOK

{caught up) "
I like it. It ham a cartajin sympRetry.

SMEE
Yourd maka a fine father, Cap’n, if
I d¢ say g¢, masafl.

Wa ars horrifiad. Hook im horrified. Then intriqued. Then
anaporsad. Hook bagins to laugh at tha notlon, almost giddy.
ascalating to hystarical. Smea Jeins in. Then Caceo and
Jukes roaring with uncontrollable laughter.

HCOK
"captaln Hook=--and Family!" PTha
Fami)y Hook!™ Captaln Hoeok--Family Man!"™
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TIGHT OH CAPTAIH HOGQK
He subsides, A serene apmile on his face.

HOGE
The Hocks...A Lamily...to love,..

Hook sucks slowly on the barrel like porsing Mum’s braast,
SUT TO:

INT. SHIP’S HOLD - NIGHT - TIGHT OF CHAINS

EATE follow the chalns across barefect. Haggla end Jack
huddle, chained to their ocars. She SCREAMA. Jack kicks at
the ugly things. A HAND snatches a big Rat on Magglie's leqg.

The YOURGE SLAVE chalned naxt fo her Jdangles the sguealing
vermin by 1t's tail. He amiles, phewing his rotty teeth.

YOG ELAVE
The big ones alwaya go for the
freaghisg like yousae two.

Maggie puries her head against Jack,

MAGCIE
I want to seaa Mommy. Daddy won'é
forget ue-~-~wilil ha?

JhTK
What's the diffarancs. Wa'pra on ol
OWn, Bguirt,

YOUNG SLAVE
I been in in thic scumhols 240 yarrs,
Don’t remanber what & "hDaddy® or "Mommy”
ie. Yu'll fogit, tao. ¥/ fogit evarthing.

The kid can‘t ba mora than 17. Ha whams the rat by the tail
against tha fleor until it’s cdead. He offars it.

YOUNG SLAVE
You cad have firptise.

Haggis gaga. Jack holds her cleoss trying to make it go
away. It won't.

FADE OUT:
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FADE IN: INT. TREEHOUSE = MORNING = TIGHT ON FETER

Sleeping. A Ram's horn anters frame hexXt to his ear.
ABARCOMPH! Ziggy blows hard. Peter jerks awake, honking his
baad on Tink’'s little house hanging ahove.

ZIGGY
Move it] You got 2 wlnutes! cO! GO!

Ziggy dArops down & rope-gllde 10 faeat ta tha ground.

TINE EMERGES from her little housze, stretching, yawning
from a bad night. Her hair looks like the Bride of
Frankenstein. Ko sparkle. Eyes hlocdshot.

Peter looke askapce, He's never seen her like this before,

TINK
fmater merning grouch)
What'ra yvau looking at. You donrt
lock &0 hat in the marning aither.

EXT. LOST B CAMP - MOBRHING

Lost Boyos load a giant sllngbow onte the Avenger. Lots of
activity can be seen all over the ship.

ZIGaY

Marchas back and forth dragging Patarfa long sword in the
dirt, trlpping &t sach about-face. Pater sita on a log
trying to take the little guy ssriously.

: Z1G5Y
Thy only way tw be a Xid 1a to akt
likes uh kid. Thad takez a lod of un-
discipline-~=tons of not following
Orcders....and no naps!

ACE
6o play in the gquicksand, Zig.

ACE shovaes Zlggy cut of the way.

ZIGEY
Ray, Bouzz, I'm runhing thixz part.

ACE
Who made you God? Beat it, porklipe.
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ZIGGY
You wanna make me, zitface?!

The two boys rip into mach other kicking and punthing.

FETER
Hay! 2ut it out! Heyl

--puzlling ACE off Ziggy. Ziggy takes the oppartunity te
kick ACE rapaatadly.

FETER
Pid you hear ma!? Cut it cut eor you
are gring to get In hig troubls!

ACE and Ziguy stop immediataly--copping attitudes.

EIGGY
War goin’ to “"ged in big trubuellt?

ACE
That'x' adult talk, Feter. Cut it if
you wanna ba a kid again.

FETER
We'va ofly got 2 days! You‘re wasting
timpe. What am T suppoEed to zay?

ZIGGY

Whand you're mad at some scug, you say,
hgo suck a daad dog's nosaf

Fatar, shakes "Ho wayW==%gat sericus®. They wait.

FETER
(monctone)
Okay, ¥go suck & dead dog's nosa®
That's disgqusting.

ACE
Hean it!
PETER
Go suck a dead dod's nogg!!
' ACESZIGGY
LOUDERRR !
PETER

(starting te get angry)
0 SYCK A DEAD DOG'S NAOSE]

B1GGY
That's kattar.

SHARP CUT Tz
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FETER & ACE - LATER - ARGUING FACE T FACE

ACE
IN ¥O FACE, CAMEL CRKE!

FPETER
I know you are but what am I7?

ziggy whistlas, urging Pater on, whigpering hinte betwaan
phrazas.

ACE
SCUM GUMS! DIRTBAG! SLIMEBALL!

FETEER
I Enow you ara put what am J7

ACE
BUTTFACE! BUTTHEAD!

Feter waves Ziggy off trying one on hiz cwn.

PETER
PARAMECITUM BEAIM!

S1lance. ACE and 2iggy look at sach other. "Whatr™

SIGEY
¥hudz uh pear-gh=meziom?

FETER
{tinmid, unsure of tha rulax}
sv.h one cellad animal with no brain?
Feter waits hoping for approval. ACE and Zig grin.

ACE[ETGGY
YEAN! AWRIGHT! YEAH!

EXT. GAMF = LATER

LOST BOYS locad largs rocks cnbocard the =hip.
BY THE TREEHUUSE

Rufic readies "engarde® with FPeter’s sword.

RUFIO
I'w only doin’® thio cnse time--waktch.

ACE and 2iggy hurl continuous coconuts at him.

IN A BLUR, Bufic alices and cracks sach coconut skewering
the last on the tilp of the blade--chugging the frash milk.
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Fater, overwhelmed, logks at Tink, now her feisty beautiful
zalf, watching from underpeath a sunflower unkrella, deing
kar toas. Sha's all zniles. "Plece of cake",

RUFLO
Your turn, Grandpa.

Fufic holds out the svord. Peter reaches for it. Rufio
drops it in the Alrt, passing by Tink who sneers at him.

Fater holds the heavy eword in doth hands. Wervocus. Rufic
juggles 3 coconuts pitching them at him.

Petar dosen’t even get cloge with the sword. 3 dirsact hits
to his head. BONK. BINK. FERPLOFADA.

Tink hange har littls haad, Long day.

Fufic gloate. ACE and Ziggy fold their arms and shake their
heads. Clearing throats. One ralease of flatulence.

CUT TG

EXT. BLUFF - AFTERNQON
TINK PACES in mid=ajir, all busihess.
TINK
It’g just likea swimming. Ycou just
have to jump in and remember. Right?

Feter stands on 2 mound ovarlooking the Camp and Cova.
Hervaous, nodding, shaking cut his arms.

PETER
swimming. Okay. Got itr

ZI1GGY, ACE and thea other hoys walt at tha otheayr and of the
clearing. ACE haz a "spyglass* for tracking.

HIGH IN KIS TREE - RUFIC WATCHES
Reclining on his bhammock.
TINE goes over & littla "pra-flight® checklist
. TIRK
(marking list)
Pixia dust?
Feter grabe her wings shaking glowing duzst all over him.

PETER
Check.



e L L

06721750 72

TINE
Happy thought?

Feter. Blank locok. Then & lecharcous grin. He closes his
eyes and runs--flapping his arms--

' PETER
Angelika! Una! B-E-BEabs! to-Oo-ahh--

PETER LEAPE AND CRASHES to the ground--right in front of
the Lost Boys. Thay lauvgh and jeer.

2ilggy markzs Petar’s landing with an "x" in the dirt--
ZIGGY

{trying to atay positive)
Altituda--3 faat. Distance—--2 fesk.

RUFIO hootz hystarical heaving hizs half-saten manga.

RUFIO
He flies lika uh fatte alaphant!

PETER ROLLS OVER just az tha juiey pit splats hin.

TINE
{hovering ovar him)

Inink ag a child--not o Esx-ganiag.
FETER & TIKE = SECOND ATTEMFT
Heé nlows with pixia dust.

TINK
Try "Christmas".
Closing his eyes, he starts to run, flapping again.
PETER
christmaE==chyiotmag--sncw-=pracantg,
(suphoria disentegrates)
Bills..bills I can‘t pay--Credit
cards--wilth sharp pointy teeth--

He CRASHES HARD, skidding intc a2 banboo water flumes==
collapaing tha entire gtructure--dranching himsslr.

TINE FACES, disqueted.
TIKX
*Chrilstmas™ always works. You're auch
A= =a==fgroamup”,
Spokan like the worst axpletive. Rufio cackles in the b.g.

CT T BLACK
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INT. ESHIP'S HQLD - DARKNESS

The hatch opens. Light streams down on Jack and Maggie.
Slavas shrink back, blinded by the light.

HGOE APPEARS, blocking the light. Charming smile.

HOORK
Tima for pchool.

IHT. HOOK'S GREAT CABIN « DAY

Hook, the ultimata taacharfs nightmare, ig helding clasg.
He writes in alegant hand on 2 chalk board,

WHY PARENTE HATE THEIR CHILDREN

HOOK
Kow pay attention, *"Clasgfiew

Jack and Xaggle =it 111 at sace at Hook’s cornate desk, with
gquill and ink and papar.

MAGGIE
whare’s my daddy? My Mosmy doesntt
hate me-=you mean stinky old man.

Hook swlles, tracing his claw down har chask.

HOOK
Is that any way tc addresx your
teacher. You don*t want to bring
down the grads curve for the rast
0. the class, do you. Hmomm?

Jack pulls Maggle to him, ncticnimg har to ba quiet.

BOOK :
A wilzse young man. If you don't fall
the axap——yoy don t die.

He smashes his ruler down bard on the desk, startling both
childraen.

HOGOK
First quastion. What do parants really
meaan whan they say "I love youM?

Haggie raises her hand, begging to be callsd on.

MAGSIE
I knpw==1 knouw--
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Jack wants no part of this, pulling Meggia’s hand down. She
insists. Book Ecans the room as if it warae full,

HOOH
ipainting to Maggia)
The cute little urchin in the front row,

MAGGIE
They mean wa dake tham really raally
really really happy al} the time.

HBCOK
{3lamming hils riler)
HWROHG !

Maggie recoils, near tearzs. Jack Ls riveted.

HOOR
Hammy and Daddy lgve you gnlyv wWhen
you do what thay tsll you--

Jack £guirme uneasy. This is scary.

HOOK
iaka up®, "g=t dressed®, "bruzh your
teath”, "don't get cavitiax™, "don’t
make bad gradss®™; "clsan your room®,
"gat your brsakfast®, Pdon’t forgat
¥our lunch®™, "don’t ¢at swests", "don’t
eat junk katwesn meala®, "do your home-—
work®, *don‘t pick on yeur sistar,
*don‘t pick your nosa®, "denft wateh TVH,
*turn tha pusic down®, "mit up stralighgh,
Pume your napkin®™, "don’t talk with
your mouth full™, "say pleasa and thank
you®, "don't talk back®, "go to baed
right now", "don't crooss the strast™,
fden’e talk to eteangera” Pturn that
light out thig inetant™ "don’t do thic
=-don't d6 that®, "don’t have fun®,
"donre ayan LroAtha™ and DOMN/T PLAY
HEAR OPENH WINDOWS! .

Maggle is crying by the end of Hook's tyrada. Hook leans,
daubing her eyes. He ewmlles politely right in Jackr s face.

BOOK
Ring a bell....Jack?

Ha gestures like & syaphony conductor. Smas appears wWith a .
tiny ®*triangle” and tings it. "TINGGGGGGY. Jack node ever
B xhakay.
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HOQR
And now--the dreaaded "pop guiz®,

Hook flipe tha chalk board over, reading tha cne lcona
question aloud.

. HOOK
Do my pareants love ma?. . A, Yes. ...
B' “n-l-l-l-l.

[(passinhg ocut paper)
Remember, your futures deapends en itf.
You may benln.

Hock turnha over a largs bourglase.

Maggia insteantly marks her tesft paper "A" and turns it
ovar. EBEhe losks to Jack--

Ha’es wvapor locked, staring at his papar, ccocmplately
gtumpad. Sweating, ringing his hands in anguish.

Haggie elbowe him hard. *Jack....?¥
Hook is delighted with the progress.

. | CUT TO*:
EXT. LOST BEOY CAMP - EVENING - EAT TO THE BEAT MONTAGE

A log table. Food piled high. Peter sits betwasn ACE and
£ig. Me has a2 black #ve, a head bandage, bruizes, achas and
pains. The Lust Boys dig ine--gatling with their hands.
Belching. Talkling with thelr mouth full.,

Peter plicks up his knife and fork. Everybody stares.

FETER
What?

ACE
We don't use’en.

ACE yrahe Peter’s cutlery and hurls them away.

FETER
{adult legic)
If you don’t uea thap--then yhy
ara they hare?

IIGEY
{child logic)
S50 we don’d have o uUae’gm.

ACE jams Pater’s hands in his foed. Peter eats. It’s nesey.



0E/21 /50 15

zigyy shows hie how to wipe hie hande on his shikt and his
mouth on tha kagk ¢f hiv aleeve like a third kasa aoach
giving the "hit and run".

Pater tries ft. A tentative wipe. The Boys cheay,

Tink applauds from her seat at the head of the roest pig in
*ha center of ths tabls.

PETER
Bleage pass the--

ACE
{whips out his broadsword)
You sajd tha *pY ward.

FETER
Okay, oKay--

ACE
Kot "Okay, okay--"
fstuffs food in nis wouth)

Coraf Okar...
FETER
(stuffing food in his month)
Ckaf..Okaka...

Ziggy opena his wouth showing Petear his chewved feod, =o do
the othars, showing the gisgusting contants.

Fater guts it up, opaning his showlng them back.
ACE lets out tha world'zs longext belch.

Ziggy starts the cacaphony of HFELCHES arcund the table.
Long, short, juicy, terminal. Al)l eyes turn to Peter.

Petar sucka in and sucke in==a little belch esocapes.

The Boye react like he split the first atow. Tink laugha go
hard sha falle off the roast ply.

CUT TO:
INT. TREEHODSE - WIGHT
ZIG BLAME PETER rlght in tha snotlocker with his pillow.
Peter staggers back, swinging his pillow wildly. FPeathers
fly. Lost Boys rain blows on Peter in & major pillow war.

TINK WATCHES him from her little apartment up in the
celling. Peter is having a ball. She is elated,
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ACTE and Zig hold Peter down, tickling him. Others pile on.
He laughs uncontrollably.

PETER
Stop lt«-Encugh!--Hey!««5TOF IT!

Foter grabe Tig, shoving him away with hie foot. He
standca«chactizing the boye. An adult mgain.

PETER
Ar# you daaf? Didn't you hsar what
I £aid? STOPI

The boys stara at him dumbfounded. Tink is cruzhed. Patar
knows he blew 1t. Instant remcrse. He storms out.

CUT T

ExXT. TREEHOUSE = NIGRET

Patar leans against a dack limh, staring ovt at the cove,
211 3 Haverland Mocons shine full jip different calors,

Tink lights baszida him. Theay sit In silence.

TINK
¥You sure know how to kiil a party.

FETEF
I can't 44 it, Tink....

TIREK
You’ve got to. Find one pura innocent
Phappy thought® and hold on o 1t...
What used toc maka you happy is what
nakes you fly.

FETER
What if T can't? My kids will...dis.

Ha trajls off in grim silence. Tink, softening for the
first {ime In her faerie life, takes his bhand in har tiny
ons and squeszes it tight.

TIHE
Think happy thoughts, Peter.

FADE SLOWLY Tu BLACEK:
FADE IH: THE MOUTH OF "LONG TOM" JANNOR - DAY
It FEABOOME belching fire and smoks right at usg.



06/21 /%0 T8

EXT. BEACH - DAY - CONTINUING ACTION

A giant palm tres takes a direct hit, axplading into
toothplicks. Coconuts disentegrate.

EXT. HOOE'S SHIF - QUARTER LDECK - CONTIWUING ACTION

Hook langorz in his lounge chalr under an open Caravan tant
pltched on the deck. The "Long Tom®™ cannen pmoeking on ona
side of him, a laviseh spread of food on the other.

SLAVE BOYE raload "Long TomM.

JACK AND MAGGIE appaar from the hold sscortad by Jukans.
Thay react to the bright sun lika littla Vampiras.

SMEE boundEs up and bows low.

EMEE
And Tow world you like to see
a real live Marmaid, Misa Maggis?

' MAGGIE
I don‘t lilke you. My MoEny showved me
whara to kick maan mean like youn apd run.

Smaa guards him=elf taking bar firmly by tha shoulder. Fe
axcorts her away. Jack doesn‘t llke it.

HOOK [OC)
Jack--my boy.

Hoak backonsa fyrom his tent lighting his twin cigars, boots
proppad on the cannon.

JACK
¥Whera's he taking my slstar?

HOOK
Come aboard. Coom aboard. We']l]l
discuss 1t, llke..."Msn". HBreaths
that sea air.

(breathas deap, exalting)
Hungry? Have soma Brsakfast. I'm
trying cut a new chef. I'm very
interested I{n your opinicon.

Jack gapes at the huge sprend of nothing but desserts.

HOOK
I recommend ths Napolson. Fabulcoun.
Cheocolats aclairs. Bavarian crepe——
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PUSH IN CH JACK: Torn. He zhakes his head reluctantly "no'.

HOOK
fpats the cannon forpdly)
"Long Tom"™ s just a hig toy, Jack. The
truth be khowh, I'™® just a big kid at
heart...I just have higger toys.
And 1ike all children...I have a
natural born talent for..dagtraction.

Ha touches off tha cannon agaln., It ROARS|
EXT. FIRATE TOWH = CONTIHUING ACTIOR

A direct hit on & building. Raining brick and timber
BVEIrywhers.,

HESUME: HOOK
Placipy his are around Jack’s shoulder, admiring his alm.

HOOK
The beast part--pobody is going to
maks you glgap yup Lthe Ee33.

JACK
(backs away, reslsting)
I'm not allowaed to play with guns.

HOO0FK
Hot allowed? HOT ALLOWED? Who saidy
Sounds like sope adult who dossn’t
trust you. A Daddy who broke promises.
Somsone who says they love you...but
is never there when yvou need tham most,.....

Hook has pushed the button on Jack’s pent up angser.

. ot o
How if I ware 1 ar 11, and someohs
gavea m& o cannon te play with---
Wall....who knows,..

Hook handa Jack a lit cigar, bows and laavez. JFack staras
gt the tigar--he takss a taboo drag--fasling his power.

FOLLOW HOOE

DUp the staire to his great cabin., KABMOM! Tha Canncn roers
in the f.g. Hook stops, savoring the aooent. He dgpas &
littla "Bojangles® tap up the steps and enters his cabin.

HOO® [VO)
Good form.
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EXT. LOET BUOY CAMP - DAY 2

FPETER sats "sn garda". He's ready. Ha blurs through a
saries of parries, =lasheas and thrusts. Wow!

ACE and Ziggy give the "thumbs up" to Tink.

2IGCY
Loocking good.

RUFIG WINDS UF, indicating "curve ball™. He delivers.

FETEE CUTS a swatha--nmisxzing. The coconut kneocke hiw to the
ground. Faces fall.

- ZIGEY pltches a cafonut UNDERHMNDED to Feter. He cwinga! He
mnigges! The sword goes SAILING--

TINK DUCKES! Tha sword just misses her. She cursas in
faaria-speak, kXicking over her umbrella.

CUT To:
EXT. BLUFF - AFTEENOON

Tha Lost Bays lihe the ridga, helding thalr collective
breath. Tink bristles checking evar Pater’s flight ligt,

TINK :
Youfrsa going to fly today evan if I
hava to poat a Yhappy thought™ into
yeu. From the top. "Birthdays".

Fatar, axhauetad and battered, griwmaces. "Again®t?

FETER
Blrthklays...

Closing hix ayes, he starts to run flapping again.

. FPETER
Frazants! Yax! More prasents!

He jumpz gstting airborne==fest pedaling air. | Up!
This 1z it! Yes! vet e

PETER
(continuing)
Another year older. Geatting older--
Dead! Dyingi I hata birthdays...

HE STALLS! HE DROPS like a roeck--A parfact full lnyout
SPLAT inte the bog bhalow,
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JACK
I'm not suppoded to £at EWwemats
befora breakfasr,

HOOK
Thig j5 braakfast, Jack.
(halding one in Jack's faocm)
Basides...¥ho's going to stop you?

Jackfs starving. He woofs down an eclalr--devouring a
Napoleon. Hook smiles, turning khack to tha viaw,

Jack hasitatas. He reachas cut--taking Hook s sword hamging
af the chaire=hea lunges-—chopping at Hook's black mana--

Haok’s right arm BIURS-—-CLANG!--blocking the bElow against
his GLEAMING HOOK without &ven locklng. He wranches the
bladea away from Jack.

HOQK
{long sardonic smile)

Jack, .Jack...Jack.. . fins name, AJack¥.
How about "Red-JFack®? Has a ring to it--
frings a goblet with his hook)

sncka?

tpening his humldor--puffing perfect somoke rings.

JALCK
{why didn‘t Hook k11l me?}
I don't smoke.

HoOK
Gocd form. Shows strangth of charac-
tar. I have nona of coursa. Thara
ars soms ndvanteges to this disgqueting
hakit that balanca the dangarg-=-=

Ee lanquldly drocps his twin e¢lyar ashes ovar the fire port
&n Lorg Tom. The fuse hissen,

The CANNGN TIRES kelching fire and samcke betwvesn tham. Jack
covers his eara ducking away.

EXT. COASTLINE - CONTINUING ACTION

A beautiful rock formatichn xplodes. Sand and water erupt.
MERMAIDES suhining dive inte the waters sssking cover,

RESUME: HODE

HOOK
(gadigtic laugh)
Try your luck? Eit the targat--winp
a prizae.
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Fufic turne lesading the Lost Boys away one by cona. Only
Z2iggy remains on the ridge with Tink.

WITH PETER - IN THE BO4
He gats up, slinging wud.

EETER
That's it! I guit!

2iggy and Tink rush up.

PETER
T sanft think lika n kid==T san't act
like a kid becauera I'm not & kid.

Be pushes by railing at everything and evaryone.

FETER

I can't fight and I CAN'T FLY! Toctles
waE right. You grow up, you stop
beliaving, you £ind out life sucka--
and than you dia.

igrim ellence, he subsides)
Wa'll Just have toc find some Other
¥ay...to get Maggls mnd Jack...

TINK
There 15 no other wav, Patert

Tink stews 1In one diraection. Peter in another. He trips
over a 1log riqhtlin the ud. Ziggy helpz him up.

They sit on the log. Peter broods. Ei?gy rapoves a4 leathar
pouch Irowm arcund his heck, waigbing it like precicus gems.

ZIGGY
Fader, I'msmbur Toodlas. Me& Wiz ons
of us., Lookit. Theaz ars his marbuls.
Theez are hiew happy thoughds. He lefd
then behind. They dond work for me...
Maybe they wull fur you....

Ha cdumps the marbles in Pater’s band. Hone=dmacript,

PETER
They’ra just parbles, Ziggy.

IGGY
Wall, whad happensd to Toodles?

TINE LIGHTS on Feter's hand, checking out the marbles like
4 diamand merchant.
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TINK
Wendy took him back with the othars--
to grow up and go to achocol--and go to
an office--and ke a gentleman.

PETER
"Ppoor kind Tootles." He didn't make
a ¥Yery good grown-up.

ZIGGY
{walling up)
Toodles god old? Hesz gonna die? Don'd
led Tocdles din, Give him back theez.

"~ It hits Tink. Staring at har distorted reflection in a big
Cat’s Eyve marbla.

TINK
2igagy-—youve got to do this. Gat the
Boye and ¢¢ to Princess Ti. Bag a truca.

SIGEY
Whad? Sha’ll barkacus our budds.

TIHF.
Tall har tha one true Fan is coming.
Trust ps. C'mon, Patar! Hurryl

Sha bklura away leaving Peter and Ziggy at a loag—-

2IGCY
Baddur do whad sha gez. Sha gedz
like thix somstimes, I guesz I711
navar undarstand Piviaz,

Ziy waddles off in the othar direction,

FETER
Tink! Where’re you gejing?

Fater limps after hear==-all aches and paine.

EXT. DEN3E SILVERY WOOD - LATE AFTERNOQON

The sun’'s rays barsly penstrats the dense forast. Petor
Cclimbs over a huge fallad trsa, Tink*e aura twinkles ahsnd.

FETER
SLOW DOWH TIHEL....
{banglng his =hin)
I*1ll kill her. I swear I will.
{atopx in ave at the sight ahaad)
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PAN 1P THE GIANT PHEVER TREE"

L sprawling ancient cantinsl. Burned and echarrad, but
refusing to fall. Limbs, trunk and branches twirt and turn
100 feot into the sunsst BKY.

: PETER
I know this place....

Peter approachax the monument. Drawn to it by a powerful
force, Ho tracex the charrsd barX reverantly with his hand.
A stray ray of sunlight illuminates tha trunk before him.
Something ie carvad on it. He bruzhas awvay tha gcct and ash
with bpuilding anticipation—-

Lattars take shape in the trunk. Hames. Carved like ancient
Rhunes---FPater rajoiceas with sach revelatlion!

TOOTLESES

FETER
HTootlea™. ..
CURLY ELIGHTLTY HIBS
JOHN MICHAEL RENDY
PETER

*Handy®...I'm home, Wendy, L'N...[Q0Re.

Traci her nage--with manly tears of lost youth and days
that will never ba again. .

Tha light on the carvings grows and spreads, Fatar looks up
zhading his syes from the glars,

HIS FOV - THE GIANT TREE

Filled with a 1,000 baams of Ilntense twinkling lights
dascending toward him. The air alive with chiming voicss.

FAFRIES amd PIXIES and NYMFHS and SYLPHS of all ages and
spacies descend to him—buzzimg ln close for 2 good look,
than darting away--speaklibg thelr singsong language.

TINE LIGHTS on his cutstretched hand., She is reagal. Waaring
a magnificant crown and flowing gown fit for m gquesn, She
bowe low with all tha poise of a great raler.

Pater, coxpelled, hows his head in return.

PETER
Tink....ycu’re....beautiful.
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TIKER
(Blushing}
©h puhleeza. Do you like the dreass?

She doas a full turn. Pater node like a big kid--the grown
mANl part can‘t take hig eyes off hasr.

TINK
Thasa are oy kind, Peter. I am their
Quean. They <ame to help....

Faeries whizz and buzz about him, A little ene pulls hic
hair. Another plops on him nose =izing him vp. FPetar
chuskles, making facas, complataly at saza and enchantad,

FETER
Halp me?

FAERIES FULL ARD TUG him like a kig puppet into the trunk
of the giant tree. The antire tree glows from within,

INT. UKDERGRQUND RIDCEOUT = LIMBO

Pater descends 1ln a rickety wicker basket contraption into
a black wvoid,

FAERIES STREAM DOWN from above following Tink lighting up a
CAYATNGUS Yoo,

REVEAL: THE FAMED SECRET UNDERGROUNWD HIDEGUT

Where Wendy playsd Mother to Peter and the Lost Boys. A
huge-walkin firaplaca dominates ons and of the vast room.
The remains of bads tha other. A smashed rocking chalr.
Evarythiny is charred from a great firs. Mushrooms abound.

Fatar is stunned, elated and saddened as he touches down.

TIKE
0o you know whare youo are?

) PETER
{nedding sadly)
What...happanad?

TIFE
Hock burned it whan you didn’t come back.

Petar sadly rommages the ruins of a kid-zized red
Flayhouse. It's burned and chopped to places.

FETER
Wandy's hcuse. Tooctlex and Nibs bollt
it for har. I renenber. I remegber.
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Enotions and memories flocd in.

In the Fireplace, he discovers hixz "Pan" flute. He savors
it, attempting a few notes. Ha getr mouth full of scot.

i FETER
I heed muslc lessons teo, Tink.

He pitchas tha fluta, angry ranocrse.

PFETER
Why <¢id you bring we hate? There’s
nothing here....but...pad thinas.
fhicking around)
This ia not working, Tink. Lat’'s
gat out of hers,

TINK
There'xs no pleca alze to go, Pater.
You were happy here once upon a time.

PETER
It’s gona. It‘e all gona. Everything.

He kicks at tha charred remajins of hix youth. Scmathing
catchazs his attsnticon. He picks up n Taddy Baar. Charyad.
tne ays missing.

The

truth...

PETER
"Taddy"...aw Taddy. My "Mother® put
Taddy in my pram...ts keep ma sompany.

TINK
What eloe? Tell me...

FETER
1 romambatr oy Mothar—and fy Fathar
lgoking down at ma=-=-talking about how
I would grow up, and g¢ +2 a fine scheol,
and b smart and laarn things--then
go off to an office and ke an ippor-
tant businsszman. And then fall in
love, get marriad...and pajce a
family...and ba happy...

TINE
Isn't that what all Grown—-ups want
for thalr childran?

FETER
Yaah...it i=x.....
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Pater is overwhelmad with the reallization.

FETER
But I was afraid. I ran away from 2
people who loved me-=-because I didn‘t
want to grow up.....and die.

TINK
¥You’re only...hunan...

PETER
Thats what I‘ve baen trying to tell
you...I never even told them I lovad
thﬂi 4 4

Feter hits bottom. Complete renoise.

TINK
But you went back, Fater. You lsft
hers and went bagk. What made you stop
being afraid to grov up and...die?

FETER
I DON/T ENCW! I CAH'T REMEMBER!

Breaking point. He hurls Taddy into the void—-

TADDY RISES

Tayrning 1n dream-like motion=-=-PAERIES swarm around it,
catchimg it. They float the bear slowly back toward Fatsr.

TIGHT ON PETER - WATCHIRG THE VISICONW

Scmething snaps inside hip. A memory. He reaches up. Taddy
lands gently into his cutstretched hands-—-

TINFE MOVES IN

TINE
What, Peatar? What is it?

TIGHT ON FETEFR - HE BLINES: A LTFE FLMASH - 15032

A parfect blue sky. The JHFANT, PETER rises into the alr.
Completely fresa, He fear. Hixz littlae bally rumkling the
lavghtar of innocanca and mirth that oan only happen befora
you know scmsthing is wrong with the worid--

FETER (V.0.}
I'.‘I n iilrlyiml 4 4 4

Pater the infant descends,; big gigyling orin, littles arzs
flapping--A WOMAN'S ARME REACH UP--catshing him. Peter's
BEAUTIFUL HOTHIR nuzzles him--all leving—-
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RESUME: FETER

FETER
Mothar....catches me. She's soft...

BACKE To: LIFE FLAEH - 1902

Mother pitches Feter intoc the alr again. He rises toward us
flapping and giggling--higher—-raaching to the kirds akove
him. He peaks, laughimg, and turns, slowly descending--

PETER {V.0.)
Fly me, Taddy! Fly os—--

A MAN'S AFMS5 REACH UF. Peter descends toward a handsons
smiling YOUNMG MAH--*DADDY"!

PETER (¥.0.)
===Taddy? No...DADDY! Fly me--Daddv--

Ka flcata into his Daddy’s armx wheo rubs his nose with his
and vaults him kack into the =ky.

FETER (VY.0.}
I-—-lova=»ryou, ...

TIGHT ON FETER
Tears of Jjoy streaw from hisz closed ayes.
PETER

I have wy happy thought. I know xhy
I went kack. I know....

THE LIFEFLASH CHANGES

ARMS REACH up to catch Maggia. I£°5 Molra! ABMS REACH UP o
catch Jack. IEfs Pabar!

TIGHT o FETER
Ha cpans hiz syes--digorientad--clutching hig bear.

PETER
rink! I know==thocaana!

He looks down. Be'xs sitting croee~leggad 1% feat above the
cavern Iloop! Faaries huz; about tinkling and chiming.

Ha drops. Tink zooms up beside him.

TINK
==HOLD THAT THOUGHT==
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Ha reaches for her--astomatically flving in her direction.

PETER
TINFFFEFE! I Gan Llvyyy!

Patar bounces off the cavern wall, rappelling at Tink.

TINK
-—=-FOLLOW ME!

TINE spirals toward the calling. Peter punches hig hands
Agp® and ascenda. Pasriss swirl about him like bubbles.

EXT. HEVER TREE - HIGH ANGLE - LOOKING DOWH - SUNESET
TINF CLIMBS toward us lacing her glowing web.

FETER ASCENDE behind her, crowlng-—thatfsa right--giggling
iike the chlld he was, full and frea. Whoeoping and shouting

with the miah of flight!

FAERIEZ PEEL CFF i»n Pushy Barklay pracieion amd collect on
the glant tree--shining and waving *gead bys®

coT TO:
EXT. HEVEFLAHD ~ AERIAL VIEW - SUNSET

TINE BURETE thyough ; pink cloud and stops.

PETER FOLLOWS. Tink ambushas him. Blowing a raspbharry and
fannhing her fars. He deodges tumbling inte a cloud bank.

PETER
How do I stop!

TINK
{tapping her temple)
It 4 all in tha mind, ya now!

Peter thinke. He atops. Wow, Tink Blurs yp to him.
PETER & TIFE = HOVERTNG
Etaring at tha Naverland sunzst.

TINE
You did it. ¥ou found your happy
thought. It x youra foraver, Fater,
¥o ona can take lt away.

TINK
(seaing hla tearx)

Why are you crying?
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FETER
{wiping his ayes, embarazsed)
I don't know-=-1 was just thinking.
I just wish---

He looks at Tink, trying to Cind the words.

TINK
¥You can wish, Peter. Whatever you want.

FETER
{treaking the pomant]
Would you look at that unbalisvable

Sunset! I know what my Xids mean now
when they gay, "Avasoms, Dudeeeal™

He pushes off spmading toward the hﬁqu ball of orangs.

FETER
It iz like swimming! Watch this!

WITE FETER = FLYTHG

Ae stalls like a highdiver doing a "dylng swan®. He dlveas,
making sounds 1ike an airplane--just like a kid.

TINK DIVES with hiw. Both screanlng toward the soean,
EXT. QCEAN - LOW LEVEL
Peter and Tink dive at us. Peter doing his airplane neises.
FPETER
You‘rs too iow. Full ocut! Pull out!
(dolng John Wayne)
Easy, Pilsrim, the force is with us.

Ee levels off skimming the surface. BHARK FINS knifs the
watars ahead.

PFETER
{doltvy “"JAWE")
Dost-dah-dost-dah-deoot-dah--

Ea ZOCHE BY fapplty shark fing with a2 forshand--a bBackhand.
He signhnals a slapdunk--"Twol¥ '

TINE EHRIEKS, dedging & bungry shark.

EXT. GCEAH - FLYTHG POV

WHALES SQUMD ahead. Spuming cascadac of spray.

FETER & TINE klew through it, sxulting with pure scztaay.
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EXT. MERMAID LAGOCH - SUNSET

Petar and Tink bank acromss the sun and depcend. Hundreds of
Flapingos rige up from the Lagoon filling the sky.

WITH FETER & TINEK = FLYING

surrounded by the magnificent birds.

BELOW - MERMAIDS FROLIC

Angelika, Una and Babz leap With Deolphins.
THE TRIOC

Tt's Pmtar! He found it! Hi, Peter!
Ha*x such a huni.

WITH PETER = FLYING

FETER
Hullo, Ladies! Laok at me! I'm flyingl

Ha doms an "Inside Loop™ showlng off.
Tink spasds up, lights on his shoulder and covers his syes.
PETER
I don’t want this to end, Tink., I
don't want to ever come down.

TINE
{eapathizing

Save your strength, flybey. You'ra
going to need it.
She stesrs hix down ever the laland.
FETER
Hay-=thara's ths Indian Camp. I can’t
valt to sas the lcok on Rufio’s facs.

Ha whoops and yahoos a4ll the way déwn.

TIGHT O RUFIO - INDIAN CAMP - HNIGHT

Tarrified. Staked out for torture with Zlggy, ACE, and the
rast of the Boye. Warriors chant their imminent death.

PRIHCESS TI stands befors Rufic, ciled and painted for
battla. Sha patc a deadly “Black Addar® crnake lika a Kitty.
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TI1
The Great Pan i not coming. You die.

BUFIQ
Frinrese Ti, bebs, itz not uws, Itzat
dAam fapris. Itz all her fault. Har and
that scumball old Mon, Truss ns——

The snakam hizsae in his face. Tiggy heara it tirst.
WHGOPING and HOOTING above. He looks up. He grins.

2IGEY
Lock] Heerz no *Scumball®! Heez "Padar Fan®™l

ALL REAOS LODE Up=—=
FETER = DIVING
out of tha night sky, screaning tha cavalry charge.

Ke lands hard right 1in front of Tl Eliding in the dirt Iilke
he's stealing second. He Jumps up making the call completa,

FPETEER THE UMPIRE
gate! You'ra in thara!

Indians back away in fear, Petar laeaps to Rufle, pinching
his cheaks and checking his testh,

FETER
Bufic! My Mon. Whadz happaning?

Ha winks at Ziggy and darcte to Ti, bowing low in mdd-air.

PETER
Forglve ma, Princess Ti, J wasm....
surrounded, ysah, by...Piratas. Thers
must’ve baan...a 100. Ho, 200! Wa ran
out of pixie dust. I baraly ascapad.
You see==nothing cculd kesp me from
you--~and this moment. Lat's party.

TINKE PLOPE on & branch ovarlecking the scensa. Exhaovstad.
Sha marvals at tha "0ld Pan" back in rare form as Petar
kizzas Ti's hand.

T{ studles Peter. Ehs raises her "kizzed™ hand in ths alr.

Warriors draw thair bows and cock thair spaarsz. Ti‘z stone

faca suddenly melts into m glrliah grin. With har hand, she
pulles Pater close for a torrid kisa.

Evarvbody CHEERS. Warrjors frae tha Lost Boys. Drums baat.
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TINK lets out a big sigh. Happy for Peter, but hurting
jneide. She's done her job. Patar ja Fan again.

SHARE CUT TO:
EXT. INDIAN CAMP - LATER = NIGHT
A major tribal celebration {e in full sway. Warriors amd
Lost Boys jam with long cane flutes, primitive stringed
intruments and nll kinds of pearcusslich gsar.

Bufic watchoa from tha sldelines, ochugging some drink from
a huge gourd. He's getting surly by the mouthful.

AT THE WAR COUNCIL RING

Feter saits with T1. Ziggy and ACE on his side, 2 huge
Warriors on Ti‘s. Patear polints with hiz sword arcund a
bhartle map drawh 1n tha sand. We see tha ixland.

ziggy guides Hook's ship. Ti moticns. The Warriors push
sticks from their poxilticon to out Book off.

ACE surprises Hook with the Deark Avenger &mldshlipa. Petar
arcs a little Pan dell iv a circular flight plan snaaking
up behind.

suddanly, SAND KICKS IR ruining the battle map.
RUFI0 kicks stlcks and shipas away with a vengeanca.

RUFIO
So--IT can £ly--but can IT fight?

FETER
Eaxy, Rufig. Bave IT for Mook.

Rufio laugha. Without warning, he whasls, hurling a cocomut
at Patar--

Patar ducka,. Fis hand Llnatinctively BLURS with his sword
SKEWERING THE COCONUT parfectly--

Rufio glares in disbeliaf, 8¢ dces Petsr, Bufic madly hurle
ancther and ancther--

Peter whirls--parrying and slicing them claanly in two.
Coconut pleces land in front o¢f Ziggy. He's amazed.

RUTID
Let's go for gopa "raal™.

==drawing his sword in one hand=-=gtilette in the othar.
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mi{ backs everyone up giving them room. She digs the action,

PETER
I don't want to fight you--

Rufip attacks., Petar’s hand instinctively blocks and
counters every blow. Rufic backs off amazed.

Patar shrugs at Zlggy. “What"? Zig shrugs back, leving it.

21GGY
Yur Fan, man. A natural.

Rufio attacks while Patar is in 2 fog. Patar ducks with a
&th sense, sweeping Rufic to the dlrt, blede at hls threat.

FETER
It’s just Llike riding a bike, Rufa.

EUFIO
Kill me, old man. You won.

FETER
(leanlng on his blads)
The thought did cross my mind. But
I nead you, Rufic. When 1 face Hoeok,
you hatter be there covering my bButt,

Rufic hesitates, looking at everybody around thewm. He
realizes vhat a conplets butthead he's baen.

RUFIQ
Me? RFf you talkin* to oa?

Peter removas bhia sword extanding his bhand. Rufic takes
hold, pulling bimself up.

ROFIO
¥ou trusxz 397 Okay, cool. Yur on, Men.

Peter grins. Rufio shows all his gold tssth. They bearhug.
The Lost Boys high-five Fufie. All is forgiven.

CUT TO!
INT. GHIF'S HOLD - NIGHT

Hocdler pounds a spike fixing Maggie’'s shackles fast Lo A
beam. He locks her cther matacles onto AR QaAr.

MAGGTE
Whars's Jack? Whore's oy brothar?

Hoodler’s sadigtis laugh echoas through the galley.

-

LT T
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INT. HOOK'S GREAT CABIN - HIGHT
Jack, spiffed and cleaned, stands in front of a mirror.
Smee hapds a Leouis the lé4th wide briomed plumed hat €4 Hook

with great pomp and circumstance. Hook places it atop
Jack‘s head, cocking it just =mo.

Snapping his flngérs, fmas hands over & gentlaman’'s box.
Hook opens it for Jagk--

A BRACE OF DIAMOWND EMCRUSTED DUELING FISTOLS

Jack’s jaw drops at the aight, Hook indicatas "for you®.
Hook snaps hixz fingers again. Jagk grinz slow and wide—-

A BEAUTIFUL CARIN GIRL peurs Jack a tall chocolate malted,
Her ample hosoms £311ing his view &g she leans 1ip front of
him topping it off with gobs of whipped Creah.

Hook places a straw in the concoctlon.

HOOK
Weleoms +o Heaverland.

Jack takas a leng pull on the straw, Thisz is graat.

CUT TO:
EXT. OCEAN - DAWK
The first rays of morning sun snaak over the horlzon.
EXT. LOST BOYS CAMP - DAWN - ON THE DAFK AVENGER
The Lozt Boys are sprawled akout tha deck az)eap. SEome
£t11]1 sport souvenirs from the Indian celebration. Ziggy
gneres up in the Crow's nest. Tink is nowhere to ba aeen.

Fetar, unable to sla:ep, watches the sun coms up. Ha shivers
with a spine chill. He gazas up at tha trashouss.

Tink‘a fasris aura fliickers from the window.
INT. THEEHOUSE = FPFTERE ENTERS
: PETEE
Anllo? Tink? I just want to zay==
thanks, you know==far everything.

fuiat zobbing drifts down from Tink s house. Her glow 1s
weask. He stands on tiptoe, peeking in.
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INT, TIMNK'S ROOM - FETER IR VIEW

A "exquisite boudeir and bedroom combined®. Tink ig 1lying
ofi hey 4 postar, guietly sobbing. By the looks of her,
shets bean a2t 1t all night.

: PETER
Tink--aye you ckay? Whar’s wrong?

TINK
of course I‘m ckay. Nothing’s wrong.

Sha rolls away, schbhing harder and blgger tears.

FPETER
If nothing’s wrong, why all the tears?

TIHE
Pacausns. .. I'sa sad.

FETER
What ara you sad about? Look, I'n umy
old self again. Isn't that you wanted?

Eha neds, blowlng har little ncae.

FETER
Ho matter how this turms out--I‘m not
afrajd anymore. ¥You, Tink--you gave
pe back somathing I°'d lost. I forgot
vhat it was like to be alive, I711
navar forget this fesling. Ever.

TIRK
{marikbund)
Great. I'm £¢ happy for you.

FETER
Well then-=-nothing's wrong. Right?

She sits up facing him, summoning her courags.

TIFEK
Everything’s wrong. If Hook cdossn't
kill you today, you get your kids
ard go home--whers ¥You belong.

Teter turns awvay, spaechless. He wvasn’'t ready for this.

FETER
I'll...come Lback.
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TIHK
No you won‘t. It'1ll ba juat like befora.
You'll forget. This place won't mean
ahything anymore., Helther will I. I‘11
navar Bee You again.

She runs crying behind a tiny dresslng curtain. Har
gilhouette shaking—-face bturied in her tiny hands.

PETER
valt-=Tink--I--

She SCREAMS in angulsh, Mer light winks ocut behind he
curtain, Pater panics. He checks. Sha‘y sgonel

FETER
TINE!? Wait....

Tink’s aura glows streng on his back--filling the eptira
treshousa room. Peter turne facing an absolute vision.

PFETER
Oh...Tink, ..you're.. . 0ig. . .-

THE FULL-S5IZ2ED TIWE STANDS BEFORE HIM

TINK
It*s tha only wish I aver made for
wyself.

Radiant in her gowvn, ehe lets down long flowing tresses
cagzading around har shoulders.

Ha tries to espaak. Tink coverg hls lips--
TINE
1 lova you Pater. I always hava.
Lat this ha oour ona time together=-

Patar xlides his arms around har, lost in her ayes, her
hair, all that sha imn~-~

TINK
Than, avean when we're apart....
cuuia’l]l always have Heverland....
¥asl YES] Their lips drau Cloaar==C]ORar ==

A CANNON SHOT WHINES OVEREEAD. AN EXPLOBICON 9.C, rocks tha
traahouse. The roof crashes down. Patey covers Tink.
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FETER'E POV - THROUGH THE WINDOW - THE AVEHGER

Another Tound EXPLODES in the Cove., The Lost Poys are up
and mctive. Ziggy palnts from the Crow!s nest.

2IGGY
Hookl. Ha'x attackingl

FETER'S TELESCOFRE POV - HOOK'S SHIF

tars churning. Piratax on the rigging unfurling sails. Long
Tom Fires again. The shet lands dangarcusly clozs to the
AVarger .

PETER
Tink! This is it!

He turns from tha telescope wmounted at the window. His
heart einke. Their &ne passionate meoment i gona-=forevar.

TINE BELTS on her danger, back ro pixis gize. Har faisty
gelf onos again.

TINF
What ara you locking at? Letfs go
sava your kids....
{xlhe blasts hiw with plxie duat)
Eat your haart out, flyboy.

Sha fliae out the window. Fater closes him eyes, lamanting
the ona who got away. He cureses Heok and flies after hey.

EXT. TREE HOUSE - CONTINUING ACTION
A round zcreams ovarhsad. The TREEHOUSE BLOWS UP!

COT TO:
EXT. HOOK'E SHIP = UNDERWAY -~ DAWH
A kxid=sized CAPT. HOOE, complatre with wide hat, long coat
and sword, raises his hard baside the Lomg Tom cannoon. It'g
Jackl. He turngs, emoking a cigmy. Evan an eyepatch,

JACK
FIRE!

He lgnite=x tha fuse port. Long Tom FIRES!
EXT. ISLAND - HIGH CLIFFS - CONTINUING ACTION

The round sxplodes against the cliffs cascading rocks down
ponte the Indian village below.
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RESUME: SHIP

Kook lounges 1n his great chair checking Jackfe destructisen
with opera glasses. He leughzs with sadimtic delight.

HOOK
Ah, the Indians are awake. Sood form...
fSop®. I beliave you'va gok it.

A SLAVE BOY haats & druw roll. SMEE spiels through a
magaphone, deoing "color",

SMEE
Good mawnin' Neverland! It's a parfact
day for the Never War. Captain James
Aock's Crev is fit and ready for blood.

ALONG THE GUNWALES - TRACKING

Pirates ready for bettle. Loading cannonid, sharpaning
ewards, adjuating thelr eyepatches--

SMEE
--The forcas of Pan~~according te
latest scouting reporte==dan’t have a
snow ball’s chance in hall of a win.
30--LET TRE WAR BEGIH!

CHEERS go up from the Pirates. Driven to animal frenzy by
the lonyg awaited "urge to killv,

JACK parades on the guarterdeck, "hock styls®.

JACK
This is more fun than Ninetande.
(raising his spyglasas)
Range 500 yards....elevation...
Cn ay command,. FIRE!

Pirates reload and duck. The rampod still 4o the bBarrel.
Jack hite the fuse. BOOM! Tha ramypd aails through the alr.

Hook chearc,

EXT. IHNDIAN CAMP = CONTINUING ACTION

PRINCESS TI stands in the lead War Cance. MORE WARRIORS
launch outriggers in tha b.g. The cannon shot screans

overhaad, WATER EXFLODES besjde her. She doesn’t blink,
Fagtaning hor leather helmat,

CUT TO:
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EXT. DARE AVENGER - CONTINUING ACTION

Last Boyes hamper launch blocks, Rufle hacks the peosring
ropes. Tink £lies te Zigyy in the crowrs nest.

_ +1GGY
They're rounding the point!

Patar flies by hacking the other meoring rope claan.

FETER
Taks cummand, Fafe. G0 for his spallas
first. I'm gounting on you.

RUFIO
You got it, Mon. I mean, “Cap’n Pan®,

Ruflc swings aboard on hia line, pumpsd up. ACE salutes
from the deck with the other boys. Petsr salutas hack,

ZIcGY
bon'd ged killed, “"paramaszesum braid. ™

TIRE & FPETER -~ HOVERING
PETER
(fondly)
et cutta hears, "zcun faced!
Tha Dark Avanger glides into the water with a kig SFLASH.
Logt Boyse chaar on deck. Ziggy unfurls thelr flag--A HOOF
IR A RED CIRCLE WITH THE "NO" SLASH through it! “NO HOOE™!

Pater awults. He climbs with Tink and zpaads toward Hook’s
mhip in tha distapoe,

COT TO:
EXT. HOQE'S SBIF - CROW'S REST = DAWH
LOOKOUT PIRATE
(pelnt ing)
Ekina! paad ahead!
EXT. WATER = DAWN
Tl lgads 7 War canoss toward Hook’s ghip.
RESUIME: SHIF - HOOK & JACK
 BOCK
(opera glasses up)

oh, goody. "Skine™. Live targets
at last Jack. Lucky for you.
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Jack Etares at the approaching Indians in =hock. *Livelr

HOOK,
Coma abot, Mr, Spaas. Engage,

SMEE SFINS the wheal, The Righty ship comes abeout,

EMER
{on megaphone)
And ve pick up the pace here in
this firsf round of action-=

Tha SLAVE BOY beats hia drum faster, FIRATES TAKE AIM,
pounding their waapone hungry for a "xilin,

INT. GALLEY = CONTINUING ACTION

NOODLER CRACKS his whip up vne¢ side of the Siaves and dewn
the other. JUKEZ POUNDE tha Yéwing beat fastar,

JUKES
Fulji=-you little vermin, Pull Yar
blesdin’ qute cut--

MAGGIE, dirty and weak, is too ghort to row, baing littea
and dumped with each gtroke,

EXT. OCEAN - DAWN

Tink and Peter swing wide out to sea with a Ereathtaking
view. They bank toward Hook'sm sbip in the distanca.

EXT. WATER - WAR CANOES — DAWN
Ti siqnals. Warriors locee a flight of arrows. Many aflamm,
EXT. BOOK'S SHIF - COMING ABOUT

Jack hides behing long Tom as arvews land averywhore. Hook
doean’t nove, daring any ahaft to hit him. He graks one LIn
flight and blows cut the Flame.

HOQK,
Lo you bellave thoog Skips? Sheoting
At us with their littla bows and
arrcwe. Fowv primitive.

Pirates drop from the rigqin?, Btuck with arrows. Flamars
hit the fo’scle, The canvas gnitaz,

JACK
FIREI{pninting at the Clamws)
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CANHONS THUWDER in a 13 gun broadsida!

JACEKE clutches hix FArE, quaking with each blast,

EXT. WAR CANQES - BEARING DOWN ON HOUK"E8 SHIDR

3 EXPLODE with direct hits. Warriore hit the watar.

Ti presses on. Warriors fire a flighte, Arrows i1l the Eky.

MERMAIDS SURFACE, Angelika grabs a woundad Warrior pulling
him toward ghore, Una arndl Baka share ahother.

EXT. HOOK’S SHIP - QUARTERDECK

Pirates cheer tha deztruction. More Arrows rain down, Hook
FINDS TACK cowaring in the amoke.

HOOF
Your firet broadaide, Tack. Goeod form.
JAZK
It wag an accident, T aldp s mean to
hurt anybody.
HQOK

flerking Jack up}
- But that’s tha idsal What's a faw
less Skins anyway. Yourre going tao
bt a Pirate-—fanrad én tha 7 sasg!

Jack pulls awny, terrified. He freezes--pointing starkoard,

JACE
Look |

THEYR POV - THE DARK AVENGER

Bearing doewvn from the cove, Giant aling weapon and Lot
Aoys visible on deck. The “No BOOEY flag waving prondly.

RESUME: HOOK

HOOK
(paering through OpAra glassen)
The Lost Boys. Nhat a weenjg reagtl
¥o mign of Pan, Whera ig that green wumg?

JACKE
(peinting axtern)
K!

Book pivots his opsra glazses agtarp,
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THEIR POV - THQ SFECKES - FLYING LaW
Bright green. Headad for the ship. Glowing Llke UFQS.
WITH FETER AMD TIHE - FLYIHG

He drawe hie swerd, dropping the scebbard inte the mesa, He
lavels it &nd yells the “"charga®™. Tink yellas with him.

RESUME: HOOK
staring threugh hia opera glagaes Llp total disbellef.

ROOE
Pan...HAH! Got his wings back, 4id4 he?
~ (calling out with glaa)
SHEEEE! PAN ASTERN!

EMEE is all esmiles urging the glave boy to drum fagter,

EHEE
(megaphone)
Sag Cap'hi--dreams do cone trus.

HOOK & JACK

HOOF,
Shoot it Jack! The big graen cne.

Jack instantly sights along tha barral at the aproaching
objects. He puffs his elgar--coughing==lowaring it to firs.

FETER
{ln the distanca)}
ThOKFEE? |

Jack freezes ln total shock. Hoock groans, grimacing.

JACK
Dad?...My Dad’s flying? He hates £o I1yv.

HOOX

Don‘t think, Jack, just do. Thic ism
what you'wve haen tralning for. Shoot

him, Do ir.
WITE PETER & TINK = FLYING = CLOSER AWND CLOSER

FETER

oy put that cannopn down rlaht pow,
youndg ganl

Petexr, the parent again, suddenly losmes altituds, Tine
pitlls him back up.



06/21,90 104

RESUME: JACK & HOOK
HOODE
There he goms again, telling yvou what

to do, Don't listen to him, Shut hin ug,
Jack....[orayey,

Jack weakeps--lowering the cigar to the fuss==

FETER & TINK - FLYING - CLOSFR - CLOSER

PETER
I love you Jeck!

HOOK & JACK
HOOQK
He sald the "L* word. You know what
that means--right Jacki! SHOOT HIM!
It’a what you want to do.
QUICE CUTS TOr JACK - PETER & TIHE - TME CANNOH = HODE
JACK
(smapping}
HOCOoa
==pulling away--Hook forcas Jack's cigar down on the fuse.
BABCOM |
FETER & TINK -~ FLYING

TINK
Lookont |

She RAMS Petur =zanding him tumbling off course.

The Cannon shot SMACKS TINE lika & frelght train ang
EXFLODES! Tink 13 gons! Glowing dust sprinkles tha sga.

FETER SPIRALS UF to tha hoavens, S<¢reaning in horror.

FETER
TINEEKKKE! |

HOOE & JACK
Hook exults. Jack runa away, convuleing ln angry tearas.
EXT. DARE AVENGER - BEARING DOWN

The Lost Boys watch horrified ae Pixia dust settlas.
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RUFIO

NO HOOKH | NO HOOK--No HODK ==
The boys plek up the ory Dulling back a giant arrow ip the
huge crosg-pov Cum slinggzhat WouRted forward. The arrow ig
Soverad with grafittl, *goox 19 A& CODFISHN, mpook SUCKS™,
*LOST BOYS RULE", Wpay LIVESH, »+« "TINK FOREVIR®
The giant arroy RUSHES FORWARD arcing into ehe BKY.
EXT. HOGQK'B SHIF -~ HIcy ANGLE « LOCKING DN

CAnnons fire blewing canpes away on the portsiads, Cannank
firs ripping into the Avenger off tq Starboarg,

The giant arrow CRASHES into the Bainmast tearing Awvay the
&alle, The top mizzan mast fally like A fellad tyae,

HOOK L SMEE watoh 1in dizheliar, The maet Splats in png Sga,

SHEE
It that falr, Cap’n?

HOOK
Attack spesd) Ram those litt)e bastards|

Snee duckg flaming rigging crashing down. kg Bprine the
whepl aiming for tha Avenger.

INT. GALIPY - CONTINUING ACTION
MAGGIE and slavgs TOW at killer pace under Noodler:g whip.
EXT. HOQK'g SHIF = PETER FLYING

Re bursts through the Billewing cannon S%oke, hix fword up
ike a Sawuras) hacking and “hopping and berding each Sar
until it bresks—-

INT. GALLEY - CONTINDIRG ACTIoN

Cars break Banding slaveg tumbling 1jike doenlnces.

The Young slave Imacks Moodiaer witlh his chaipn, Maggie wrape
the key. sna unlocks manaclag 48 fast ag ghe can,

ON DECK ~ HooK

~ iring hig pistols at Fetar Just miasing him,

HOOR
FILL HIMMM!
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PI] 5 FIRE FROM THE GUHWALES

Ar Peter darts and weavas hacking ocars. & CANNDN FIRES in
front of Peter. He ducks back. Another FIRES bahind him.

EXT. HOOK'S SHIP - PORT S5IDE

War cances draw alongside, TI LEAFS scaling ths hoell.
Warriers follow. Arrows fly. Pirates drop. Guns fire,
Indians fall.

EXT. HOQK'E EMIF & THE DARX AVENGER - SIDE BY SIDE
ACE & Rufic relsesa catapults, Rocks fly.

QUICK CUTE: RAOCKES CRASH onto the deck. Pirates scattar.
ROCKS CRASH into gunperts smashing cannon.

REOCKS CRACK the hull.

IRT. GALEEY - COHTINUING RACTION

& ROCK CRASHES through. WATER SFEWS in.

Mag - kesps unlecking chaing. JOKES APPEARS. He grahs her
1ife.ag her up, choking her—---

B DELAYING PIN SHACKS him in the head with deadly accuracy.
He stiffans upright, choking Maggie harder. ANOTHER PIN
BONEE HIM. He falls--

REVEALTNG: JACK! He runs to Maggie hugging her tight.

MAGGIE
Jack--I thought--you were one of than.
JACK
(major guilt)

I'm zorry Maggie--I almast was—-Dad‘s
here! I saw hiwm! He'sk....Peter FPan!

Hagygie gapes. A CHEER GOES UP frem the Slavex. Jack leade
then toward the hatch--taking command.

ELT. MAIN DECE - CONTINOING ACTION
TACE AND MAGGIE lead the Slaves pouring from the hateh,

L CHEER GOEZ UF a¢ TI leads her Warriors swarming over the
1ide mlashing hand to hand with the Piprates.

\ ThusR GRES UF am 2IGEY catapults himself from the Avenger
crrashing inta 4 Plrates--knocking them overboard.
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RUFIQ LEAPS like a madman into the fray.
ACE leads the others snboard slashing and cutting.

WITH HGOOK
Facing the guarterdeck, vatching the battle before him.

BOOKE
The Lost Boys. No mennarg, Despicable,

¥e whirils and skeware a Young Sleve with & harpoon,
AOOK
Look at the Rugrate! They should al]l be
slaves., I HATE KIDs{ ESPECTALLY PAN'S!
3 WARRIORS RUSH HIM. Hook runz 2 through and shoots one,

HOOE
Ekins at least disg nobly. BT NG PAN!

The ship lists. Spes fightz the wheel.

_ EMEE
We're ainking, cap’n. ragt.

Hook STOMPE his boots in a big circis throwing a tantrum.

HOOK
Dann--damn--damn--dann--datn-~?an!
YOU BIZ CHICKENNNM!

PETER DESCEMDS landing bahind Heok. Classic posw.

. FETER
1 know you are but what am 71!
Hook turne faocirng him. Long alow serpantine amile. At last,

ROOK
« -+ PRLar Pan. Has it besp 23 daye?
Surprise. Surprise. Fow Time flias,

smee cerawle unseen behind the wheel. Petar ia ajll}
concentration, Bres fixed on Hook walting for his mova.

HOQK
{locking around}
Where is Miss Bell? Shopping?

PETER
{flaahing deep anger)
¥au know whare she ls. I wapt ay kida,
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HOOK
"Proud insolent youth--prepare top die. ™

FETER
*To die will be an awfelly big adventure.®

HOOK
I wouldn‘t bat the ranch ap it.

They leap at e¢ach othar, SWORDE CLANGING in tha morning
sunr. Tha ultimate dusl hetwsesn gocd and avil has begun.

FOLLOW THEM AROUND THE QUARTERDECK

Hook, 2 superior swordsman, attacks., Peter barries the rain
of hlows and thruets, fighting for his 1ifg.

HAOoK
Yol look marveloue, An Amazing comeback,
I must say. A 3 day wender. How did you
' de it? Diet? Exarcise?....an atfair
Ferhaps. The right womap can deo wonders
to restore a man's Youth., Hmmmm?

Felar surges with anger on the attack. Gajining confidence,
“te instinetive gkills returning. Darting and flying to
oid Rockfs slashes and Elicag—-

HOOK
Lock at you, Pan, Healthy, Fit, No
bille! Ne nagging wife! You'ye having
fun! Admit 1t] What a ghame You have
te die., Just whan you rind "lifer,

Pater hesitates., The truth. Smas crawls dragging 2 chain
with a mapacle trying to trap Pater’sz feat, Ha lunges, Just
missing~-as Petar flias on the attack--

PETER
I711 Xill you, Hookl

Hook dodges hiz thrust apd Elices Pater along the ribhs,

HOGK,
Wrang. You're the one who'e bleeding.

Petey gtares at the hlood #esping free hiz pide,
Tha ship liste acutely. CANMON BALLE yall Acrass the deck.

Fater hevers and Hook didgas tham ax they fight--Patar
taking the affensive driving Hook back.
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ON THE MaTn DECE - 1N THE FRAY
Jack spoks Peter and Hosok Peinting then vt to Maggie,

MAGGIE
That’s Daddy?

She's alatgad and terrisfigd at the sape tina watching hepr
Tather drive Heok back-athen £ly to avajd Hook’s attack,

A FIRATE $CREpMg hehing thean--gword raiaed,
2IG3Y SWINGS On A rope hlamming the Firatg with a ramrod to

JACK
" Thankg,

Ziggy wavas apd drops ancther Firata with njg slingshot.
RESIME: FETER AND KooK

ming Yigoing crashas down Ezparating them, FPatsr lgapg,
¥ihg up and over the debrig landing in frope ef Hook.

HOOK
I iove it whan You do that,

They lock BWOTdg—-a test or Strength as each tries to Ehovy
the ather overhoard,

HOOK
You/re Probably asking ¥Yoursels,
iy did Hook wait go long to ripng mepm
1711 t&ll wyoq. Whan you were young,

Nory » ¥OU Ware
Kot anymore, Evan at the Feak of yopr
form yourry Juste "21d Patar paps.

He shover Patar over the gunwale Proeging his Hoek down
inches frog FPeter 'z ayes,

HOOK
However, 1 Rhavep’t Aged a day. Ne'ry RYan!

FPetar relis Away. Hook buries hig Claw in the raii_ He
vhirls slicing Peter in the thigh as ne flige AWAYy.

HOOR
Khoopsy. Kot 81 quick aa we usgd
to h‘.; Ale .waulll-l-
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Peter =lutchax his leg in pain. He's scared to death, but
he fights on.

MEARE THE MAIN MAST

Rufio fights 3 Pirates at once., Ti guts one. ACE throws

ancthar overboard. Ziggy shields Maggis and Jack. Rufio
doesn’t have to be told whe thay ars.

RUFIC
Get tc the Avengar. This wreck’s sinkin’
fast, Han.
TI

co! We will help Pan!

Pirates cut them off. ACE boosts Maggle ento the rigging. A
Firate grabe her lag. Ehe kicks him in tha face.

2iggy pitches Jack a sword. Ha clubs & Pirate with it.
THEE CROW'S KEST - LOGKING DOWN - JACK AND MAGGIE

climbh to the tiny bucket hanging on the remains of the
magt. Tha bBattle ragae bslow.

FETER & HOOE

Battls on the ornataly carved etern over tha grlat cabin.
Tha stern risas into the air asg the ship continues toc sink
bow first. Patar falle, favoring his wounded leg.

HOOK
Aw--wa're not gatting tired are we?

MAGGIE {{QC}
DADDYYYY !

Enss appears ovar the sdge with the mapacla--closer——-Feter
looks up epotting his kids,.

I¥ THE CROM'S NEST - LOQEING DOMN
Jack and Maggis can sms svarythlng. Even Smee—-—-

JACE
BENIKD YOUUTLTL

Too late. SMFE SLAMS the naracles around Feter's ankle,
FETER FLIES! Am slams to the grourkd-—A BALL AND CHAIN
lockad on his leg!
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HOOK
(he preens)
Advantage...Hook!

EOOK CHUPS at Feter chasing hin acrass the dack, Pateyr
Flies & few f=at, tugging, dragging the chaip, dedging,
ecircling, blocking Hook'a klowa.

THE SHIP HEELS!
THE MAST CRACKS! JACK AND MAGGIE teeter in the bucket.

RUFIQ & TI raca t£o tha reacua. FLANES ROAR VP from the »ain
hateh, cutting them off.

The DECK EXPLODES driving them bmck.

JACK AWND MAGGIE duck in the buckat as tha Firsbal)] roars
op. Flames lick the mast pols toward tham.

PIRATES LEAP OVERBOARD, abandoning ship.
ONBOARD THE AVENGER
ACE and Ziggy leap aboard with othar Lost Boys and Skins.

LIGGY
W& can't lesve Pedur!

RESTME: HOOK & PETER

Peter clreles him 1lke a bird on a xtring. Hook yanks his
¢haln, pulling Peter toward him like a balloen, fighting
slicing. Patar flies away only to bea jerked back again.

HOOF,
What a wasta. The real world has takan
its toll on you, Peter. Too much strass.
Too much tension. Tgg bad=-——

The deck pitches. The ball rolls toward the fisry hold
dragging Peter with it. Helpless. Fighting on his back.

suddenly Rufioc leaps in front of Hook, attacking with a
vangsance, Hook tays with hiwm,

FETER
Galt away, Rule--It'z gm he wantal

RUFIo
Locky, looky, I got Hooky,

BOOK
Sadly, you have no future az a poat.
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'He runs Rufic through. The boys say smiling at Fetar--

RUFIO
Eau+..are..,Puter...Pun+...H¢n...

=vand falla backwards ovarboard,

TI LEAPS Lrom howhers landinq on Bogk’s back wielding her
xachate, Hook grabs her nair and klases her!=--Eha gpita in
his face--He heaves har screaming over tha slde.

The ship heaves. Peter’s pall and chain drops inte the
flaming hald PULLIRG FETER, screanlng, with 1it.

THE CRUW'S MEST =~ JACE AND MAGGIE

Halplasy, watching Bim fall a mecond time to certain death.
INT, PFLAMING HOLL = LOOKIRG UF

pegter grabs a dack heam hanging on for dear life.

HOOE stands over hime-his mopant of triumph.

HOOK

Thig is it, Panp. Big Daddy faar ix

hera! Tha foar ¥ou feal whan Your

children don’t come home on tima,

when the plana takss off. Or tha fear

you feel when you can’t run as fast

anymora and your body aches. I'm tha

quickle at the cffice--The Porsche and

fhe Ted head with the big hootars. Take

a good look. TI'R your mortality, bucko.
1

" Irp your Christmak premsnt from hell!
ga raises his aword to chop gff Pater’s nand---=
AERTAL POV = A SWORD FLIES: THROUGH THE AIR

sticking Hock right in the asx! Hoock rears in excruciating
pain pulling the blade from his puttocks, Kis hands coversd
in & putrid porple liquid.

HOOE
My ... 09T, . Dlood. You know=-I really
HATE THE SIGHT OF MY OWN BLOCDH
i PLASH OF LIGHT zooms by him ¢iving into the void.
THE CROW'FE NEET = JACK AHMD MAGGIE

The ship shudders again. The last rigging falls away. The
arnst sways==cracking mord. Flamas surgs up.
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INT. FLAMING HOLD = FETER HANGE

The flash of light ewirls around, landing on hiz manacle.
It*e TIKE! Hair singed, Big powder burns--but alive.

PETER
Tink! You'rea alive! I thought I'd
lost you foraver—-

TINK
say it, Petar. I wanha hear you
gay it--AHD MEAN IT THIS TIME==

FETER
fhis hands =Xip)
I BELIEVE IH FAERIES---I SWEAR I
EELIEVE==1 Di—-

Satisried, Tink picks the lock with a faerie bobby pin. The
ball arndd chain drops into the inf=arna.

THE AOLD EXPLODES! TIKE & PETER SURGE UP from the blast-—-
TO THE CROW’S HEST

Row testering dangerously. Pmter hovers alongailde his kids,
hugging them--kissing tham~=

PETER
C'men--we're going to L£iv!

The kids hug tha mast, terrified, shaking "no™. Crying—-

EELOW — HOOK

At his wit’s and, alona on deck--He grabs a broadaxe and
hacks like a mad man at the remains of the mast.

ROGK
fehild’s volcos)
“oh, Daddy, I'm afraid®---KIDS RUIM
EYERYTHIHNG, PAMN. DON'T YOU GET IT.
TEEY BEUCE THE LIFE OUT OF YOU!|l LEECHES!

AROVE - THE MAST TEETERE
Jack and Maggie lurch and eway. Peter atays with them.

PETER
Den't listen to him. Taka my hands,
Jack! Baliava ma. Flensa, Maggie,
you have to. Belisva in yoursalves.
iou gap dic anvthing iX yeou
in ysurgslfl

-
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HOQK - CHOPPIRG

HOOK
THEY WON'T TAKE CARE OF YOU WHEN
¥OU'RE OLDI
FETER & KID=S
FETER

Tink--gust ep!

She zplaEhes them with Pixis dust. Thay glow. Maggis
raachas out, taking heold. Jack hangs back, unsurs.

TINK
ba what your Father Eays. Yoyu'‘ve got
4 feconds te find a hacey thowaht!

JACK
Home !

MAGGIE
Yanh-~Mommy |

Jack grabs Fatsr's hand. The mast collapsac! They jump--
FALLING AT US - HOLODING HaMDs
ROARING RIGHT QVER HUCK and up inteo the morning =zky!
WITH HOOK
HOOK

PAH! YOU‘LI, HEVER WORF IN NEVERLAND

AGARINHNN T
WITH THE PAN FAMILY = FLYING

Jack and Haggle scrasch with dalight. Patar i greatly
relieved 1llke any flying fother would bm.

EXT. THE AVEMGER = CONTINUING ACTION

2iggy, ACE, ths Lost Boym-=Warriors--even Ti--zafe and
sound--wave and chear as the PAN FAMILY doas a "rly bLy"
vaving farewell.

WITH THE PAN FPAMILY = FLYIRG

Petar salutes his "boys* and blows a big kiss to:

EXT. WATER - HERMAIDS

Waving goodbye. Angeliks, Una and Babks blow bubble kizzas.
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W1TH EHMEE - ROWIHG

A dingy full of treazura from the sinking ship in tha
distanca. He reflazts ar tha Pan Family buz2zes overhsad.

EMEE
Aya--l1szn‘t that nics. Poor Cap’n.
He hates happy endings.

TIGHT OH HOOK
Screaming in a rage atop tha laxt of hiz sinking ahip.

HOOK
GO ON! FLY AWAY! JUST LIEE ALMAYE!]
BUT ILL STILL BE WITHE ¥YOU! EVERYDAY
FOR THE REST OF YOUR MISERABLE LIFE!
EVERYWHERE YOU LOCGK--YOU’LL SEE HOOK!

WITH THE PANS = PFLYING
Peter slows. Hook’m voles booming in hise head.
HOOE
LEAVE HOW AND YOU'LL LIVE IN ZEAE-—
UNTIL THE DAY ¥YOU DIE!

Tink looks back. £ha se=s Feter clutching hls head. He
vavas har on. Sha undarstands.

TINK
Creon, Kids, Race you te the moonl

She leads them toward the fading mcoon. The kidl follow,
cutting up, unawars.

WITR HOOK - GOIRG DOWH WITH HIS SHIFP
HOOK
I'M YOUR WORST WIGHTMARE FPETER!
I AM DEATH!
WITH FETER = FLYING
Tha fear eeizes him. Ee pivotes and dives—-Prizal sgream——

FETER
HOOKFKKFFXEE |

AERIAL FOV - DIVIKG AT HOOK
Hook esults. His sword ready. Laughing maniacal.

EOOR
PANNNNN I5 BACK! AND HGOE'S GOT HIMMMMM!
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PETER AND HOOE COLLIDE - GOOD AHD EVIL KNIGHTS
I a tremendous thundering burst of ensrgy!
SHARF CUT TO;
EXT. SKY = MIGHT
Thunder CRACKS! Lightning IGHITES tha hezvens.
SHARF CUT TOt
EXT. #14 - THE WURSERY WINDOW = WIGHT
A farocicus storm. More THUNDER CRACKS!
INT. GRANNY WENDY‘S BEDROOM - CONTIRFVING ACTICN

Moira spills her tea. Har narves shot. GRANNY WENDY site up
in bed. Battling the unssasan force—--

GEANHY WEHRDY
Moira® The children--

A THUNDERING CRASH boom upatairs. The lighte wink out!
MOTRA BOUNDS UF THE STAIRS--a flashlight waving wildly--
INT. NURSERY - MOIRA RACES IM

The windows flap open. Raln blasts ila, Meira struggles to
close then. sranny Wendy Etraggles if--weak, unsteady.

LIGHTNING FLZSHES! Granny Wendy crles cut=-

JACE AHD MAGGIE are hlding undar thair covers, crying and
calling out. Moira rushes to thamx, hugging thew, kis=ing
thair drenched wet faces, Bsth kides babble frantig==

JACK
We’re back, Mommy--we made it

MAGGIE
Thoere wars all thooe Piratea~=and
Daddy saved us—We flow!

GRANNY WENDY :
It's all right, dears, youfre sata.

MOIRA
Vhere's your fathar. Where ig he?!

They point to the window. Thunder! Lightning klinds tham!

CUT TO: BLACK
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FADE IM: EXT. SKY - MORNING
Trua blua. Almost too perfect. Gulls <ry.
GO0’ s POY - LOOKIRNG DOWH

Raindrops drip froow trees., A familiar grassy kKnoll. Lush.
Manicured. FPETER! ESprawled lifalezs. Just as hé waa whean he
flrst woke in Neverland,

THE VIEW BESCEMDS right to hiz face. Mo vitel slgna. A
raindrop splatters his nosa, Ea f£linches,

FETER
{delerions)
Jack. ..Maggle...f1¥...

Anothar hits hin. He aits up eslowly loeking arcund. He
stands panicked, Mot ggain! Mie clotheas are tattarsd and
torn. He doesn't know which way to go. Somathing rustlses
the bushes. He turns--raady ¢ fight=—=

A cricket ball e¢rashea through tha brush and rolls te hic
fast, He stares at it--aa if it might ayplods. He picks it
ap--turning it in his hendsx.

A YoMz XKID crashes through the bkruzh in a ball uniform.
He's ayas Pater in hie dircty duds. Feter Ifrowng, in a fog,

EID
Here--gimma yat ball, y'soddar--=

Fater pitchaa it back follewing the kid through tha bushes.
THE VIEW ASCENDS REVEALING: EEASINGTON GARDEME

Round Pound. The manicured grean filled with PEOPLE playing
cricket., Patar takas it all in--thoroughly Confused.

GIRL {(0O0C)
Mom=-=thera's Patar Faness

A LITTLE GIRL points at Feter--than runs paat him to--
THE PETER FAHN 5TATUE

Frozen in time. Foravar young. Pater fixes on it. Eomething
clicke.

FETER
My kids,....

The MOTHER ayas Petear suspiciously asshe retrieves har
1ittle girl. FPetar suddenly, anxions, starts to jeog away=-
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TINE {0.C.}
Goodhye Peter. I love you....

He stops==turning back to the statue, =2 if it =poka to
him.

PETEH
Tink?

A GROUNDS KEEFER sweeps some smpty bottles across the
cement path. *Tink=-tink-tink®--

FETER
{thinking)
Tinkllii

He shrugs. Whatever it meapt, he'e alrandy forgotten. With
new lif=, he races away down tha path,

THE VI1EW CLIMBS TO: TINRERBEIL! Standing bshind the
statue’s head. Har back to us as sha watchas Pater picking
up spead, pulling farther away, until has’s gone.

Tink turnpe. Glowing tears dot her face. She Ilies away.

CUT TO:
EXT. MARTBOUROUGH GATE - MORNING
Pater races by & - Wi ae e Foo ML dedging and weavimg

through EUNDAY STROLLERS lll reacting £= his tattered
Appearance.

He dashas across Baywatar Road dodging traffic 228 to D=
CUT TO:

BiT. #14 - THE NURSERY WINDOW - NORNING

Maggie, Jack and Tootles peer out the closed window.

.Moroga. Suddenly Maggie lights up==jumping and peointing.

WITH FETEE = HACING UF THE STREET

He ntops, instinctively looking up to the window. He juape
up and down when he Sé¢s then—-"they'rs alive"! Hooting and
calabrating life--the "new" Potar hops up on tha gardan
wall and walks lt--doing exactly what he teld Jack not te
do-=He makek it--all the way--withcut falling!

Bowing to his children applauding in the window, he leaps
tha gardan fence and dashes tha shortout to the front deor.
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INT. #1414 = CONTINUING ACTICH

Moira opans the door. Fater bursts In--swesps Maira off ha?
faat 1sughing like m loveslck teanager--and & aarious kisa.

BOIRA
Ooh, Fataye-=petar--I thought l'd
loet you. All of you. Bhat
last night, Patax?

FETER
{shoaked confusad}
last night? I=-=dan e know...Mll I
%now la==T love you Nelra. I love youl

Maggie akittars down the stalra and aplle ints P4tar’s aArns
just Llike sha Llaw.

HAGGIE
Daddyl I knww you'd coms baok. T
nevar gave up.

pater im suddenly facing Granny Wendy. He bows to her
baautifully. [the way Pan did whan he first met Wandy]

PETER
Hulle, Wandy Nolrs Angels Darling.

WENDY
Hulle, Patar. Do you knew vhare yoi aAre?

PETER
w. Illihlm' "h'.“ I 'H'I.'I"It tn hl-

Thay eebrace, filled with emction and unconditional love,
Fatar apcts Tootlas watching wt the foot of the stalrs. Hs
can’t speak. Ne just grabs Petar and hugs him tight,

PETER
{somathing clicks)
Tootles=~=1fve got sonathing==I think
kalonge to you, I don’t Tapembar—-

Ha remsvas the pouch from his neck, Tootlas Erightans,
Baraty abls to contain himealf, Fetar pours the marhles
inte his gnarly handg===
TOOTLES
Bea?=-1 dldn’t loee my marblss sitersdl.
Granny Werdy huga him varmly. Tootlem drifts upatairs,

caressing his happy thoughts. He passen Jeck--walting en
the stolrs~--feeling guilty--out off,

=

H 2!
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Petar reachas up with both armz--just lika his father and
mothayr did---Jack can't fight his tears, "JACK JTUMPS--flving
inrte hix Deddy’s arms. Moira hugs them both.

MOIRA
You'ce all safe. We'ra togethor. Wa
can Just be tha way we wersd...kafora.....

FETER
(lucid, fosusad)
I 1ova all of you sc much. But wa'll
navar s tha =ama ax BEefors. Thers's
something we've got to do. All of ug—-

He leaps up and roushes the chandelalr--than boundg quickly
upstalirs; leading them all--Granny Wandy, too.

INT. NURSERY = THE WINDOW = CONTINUIHRG ACTION
Fetey leads his family toward (te«He soowls angry--

PETER )
What did I tell you abocut this
window? HuhlY Well, let’s open jt!

Anger mpelts to mirth. He unlocks it throwing it open wids.
Jack and Maggie gpen the other side,

EXT. THE WINDOW = WIDEH ELOWLY FROM:
The Darling/Pamnings together, Joyous. Facing the world.

FETER
Take a deep breath svearybody. Areathe,
It's & great day to ba alive. From
now on-—-in this fapily--gyarvday is
a great day-—to be alive...

THE VIEW CLIMBS UF UP UP - FLYING COVER KENSINGTCH GARDENS

Up through the clocuds. Wa bank In & sweeping arc ovar Rig
fand and the Thames River. London gleams in the merning
sun. TOOTLES Swoops INTG VIEW! Whooping with pura joy,. He
shakes tha last of Tink's pixie dust from his marble pouch
on his craggy face, basking in the golden glow.

He pauvssa and vaves goodbye to sach of us, Then Zooms away

heading for Weverland. Laughimg like that child he was. Tha

¢hild wa all wars. The child in us that can nevar die.

SUPER: RSECORHD TO THE RIGHT AMND STRAIGHT OH TIL MORNIHG™
--EBIR JAMES BARRIE

FND TITLESE AHD FLYIRG MUSIC
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To Jib¥, JAKE AND JULIA FOR ALMAYS BELIEVING...

IN MEMORY OF CAVID ALBERT HART, "UMCLE DEEDAE"
1950 - 1988



