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It all began the night I lost my shadow. That night I found out the truth about the future,

of what was yet to come, of all the tiny little kids who thought I wasn’t real. I learned that

children in the future would be mindless zombies, addicted to their glowing rectangles. Incapable

of caring about others. This could change. It has to change. This bleak future is the reason I am

recording what happened. Only you can fix it, or children wouldn’t get to be children. They

would grow up too fast and become people like Hook. Mindless, boring, without imagination.

My name is Peter Pan. You might know me as the kid who never grew up. This story starts the

day I left my shadow at Wendy’s house.

I was flying over all the tiny London houses trying to remember the way to Wendy’s

house. The night before, I had gone to visit her, but my shadow got stuck after the big dog tried

to close the window on me. I was quick enough to escape, but my shadow wasn’t as lucky.

Flying around the bland city, I tried to look for anything that could lead me to Wendy’s

house.

Aha! There, that street looks familiar. How could I forget it's boring, brown and black

houses? Adults have no imagination!

I slowed myself down and landed on the top of her house. This should be easy, I thought,

as I flew down to Wendy’s window. Tinkerbell gave me just enough glitter to fly there and back,

but why should I have to climb and waste all my energy when I could just fly?

Just as I was about to open the window, a movement down below caught my eye. I saw a

red coat fly past the corner. I knew that coat anywhere. Hook was here. Well, good thing I

brought my dagger. This might not be so dull after all.

“Come out, come out wherever you are!” I shouted tauntingly, my voice echoing off the

empty street, “I know you're here.”

“If you think I’m stupid enough to reveal myself, Pan, then you must be more

incompetent than I thought,” Hook yells out from an alley, telling me exactly where he was.



“Well,” I said as I flew down to him, “you just did.”

“I just did what?” he said, drawing his sword.

“Reveal yourself!”

I raced down at him, my dagger drawn and aiming for his head. He quickly blocked it

with his sword, and retaliated with his strike, driving me to the ground. Hook came up to strike

again. Expecting it, I brought up my dagger and met his puny hit. Our weapons crossed.

“Your little bug told me exactly where you were.” Hook said. “Nothing like a little

torture to get something out of someone. I forced her to give me some of that dust of hers so I

could come and get you.”

This made me mad, I pushed my dagger down and expertly disarmed him. Then I took

off running, wanting to play a little cat and mouse with Hook.

“Get back here Pan!” Hook yelled, “Stay still so I can kill you!”

“Catch me if you can!” I said childishly as I turned my head back to look him in the eyes.

The most ugly expression was on his face, and I couldn’t help but laugh. Hook’s coat flew

behind him, making it look like a red cape. His sword was raised high making him appear much

larger than he really was.

I kept running. Hook kept following. We spent hours and hours like that until we were

just running in circles. Suddenly a strike of colorful lightning hit the ground. The wind picked

up, and I shivered. On the ground, a swirl of blue, black, and purple lights flickered, creating

something that looked like a portal. I stood mesmerized by the beauty of it.

“I WILL KILL YOU PETER PAN!”

Hook ran straight into me, knocking me into the portal. I quickly grabbed him and pulled

him down with me.

Together we fell.

***

The lights flickered around us. The wind was so strong to the point where I could hear it.

This is what it must be like inside a tornado, I thought to myself. Hook was screaming beside

me, cursing the world, me, lightning, etc. Suddenly with a loud sucking sound, we were out of

the portal.



We landed in a place with a lot of bright lights, loud sounds, and very tall buildings. It

was dark out. The buildings were made out of some kind of metal. They looked to be about a

thousand feet tall. On most of the buildings were large rectangles displaying moving pictures. A

very tall tower had a giant glowing disco ball on it. One very big rectangle showed numbers.

There was a tick-tock noise and a bunch of people were counting down from ten with the

rectangle.

“Ten!” Tick-Tock.

“Oh no. The croc, but it can’t be. He can’t be here,” Hook’s voice was shaking with fear.

“Nine!” Tick-Tock.

“Peter help me, please! Don’t let the croc eat me.”

“Eight!” Tick-Tock.

“What croc?” I said, baffled.

“Seven!” Tick-Tock.

“No n-no! I can - I can feel his teeth on me,” Hook screamed. He looked like he was just

about to faint.

“Six!” Tick-Tock.

Hook shook violently. He was breathing heavily, and I could practically hear his

heartbeat.

“Five!” Tick-Tock.

Hook fainted.

“Four!” Tick-Tock.

By this point, I had started counting down with the people.

“Three!” Tick-Tock.

The people were almost jumping with joy right about now.

“Two!” Tick-Tock.

I looked at the sky and saw a small gray flying object.

“ONE!” Tick-Tock.

I yelled along with the people, I could practically see their excitement.

“Zero!” I yelled, but the people yelled something different.



“TWENTY-TWENTY-THREE!”

That doesn’t come after one. Huh, weird.

Out of nowhere, a very fast car came towards me and an unconscious Hook. It made a

very loud honk, like some kind of animal. I quickly grabbed Hook and flew away before the car

could hit us. I was flying up into the sky, not as fast as I normally would (Hook was heavy) but

still pretty fast. Suddenly, the small gray object I had seen earlier crashed into my head.

Knocking me unconscious.

***

“Bob, I think you killed them,” a girl’s voice said in a very sassy tone.

“Oops.”

“That’s the last time I’m letting you fly my flycam three thousand! I need it for my

research!” Said another girl, her voice was squeaky, and she seemed to struggle with her S’s.

“Well, it’s not my fault, you-”

“Shut up Bob,” the sassy girl said, “I think the green guy is waking up.”

I slowly blinked, trying to regain my senses. I could feel Hook beside me and the grass

under me. I looked up, the dark sky was littered with stars. I could also see the faces of three

kids. Two girls and one boy. They were around my age. One of the girls was wearing a very short

shirt and a skirt, it reminded me of some of the stuff the Indians back in Neverland wore. The

other girl was wearing a button-up, plaid brown shirt, and dress pants, not unlike the outfit that

Mr. Darling wore to work. The boy was wearing a very uncomfortable-looking tuxedo, another

one of Mr. Darling’s favorites. All their clothing was fancy. The boy (who I think was called

Bob) had the build most pirates had, strong and big. He looked a little older than the girls.

“Where am I?” I said weakly, pulling myself up slowly.

“In our backyard, because this dufus can’t fly Peggie’s drone-”

“It’s a flycam three thousand! Get it right Lola!” The other girl, whose name must have

been Peggie, interrupted.

“And I’m not a dufus!” Bob added.

“Btw, how were you flying? And who’s this guy? Your boyfriend? And who even are

you?” Lola said very quickly, not even stopping to take a breath once.



“I have to say though, nice Peter Pan costume dude,” Bob said.

He pointed at me, and I looked down. I was wearing my typical leaf-made green clothing.

It was what I normally wore, but it wasn't a costume.

“Costume!” I said outraged, “I am Peter Pan! And this is Captain Hook! How could you

not know who I am!?!”

“Peter Pan isn’t real,” Peggie said defiantly as she crossed her arms, “He’s an immortal

kid made up by James Matthew Berrie.”

“Hello, I’m right here!” I exclaimed, waving my arms around me.

“Does this guy seriously believe he’s a movie character?” Lola said, and she pulled out a

glowing rectangular-shaped thing. A bright light flashed for a second but disappeared.

“Insane kid believes he’s Peter Pan,” she muttered as she aggressively taped the glowing

rectangle.

“Dude, do you need to go to a mental hospital or something? Like your what ten? You’re

too old to believe you’re a fictional character.”

I was starting to hate Bob.

“Listen to me!” I yelled, “I am Peter Pan and this is Captain Hook! As you can see we are

REAL PEOPLE! I don’t get why none of you can understand this! Open your minds a little and

be CHILDREN!”

I don’t know what made me so mad. Maybe it was the way they talked, or maybe it was

because they didn’t believe I was real, or maybe it was because they didn’t believe who I was

from the beginning; like all the other children I visited. These kids were different, they dressed

differently, talked differently, and believed differently. These kids weren’t kids. They had almost

no imagination, and they only believed in fact and what adults told them to believe.

“Where am I?” Hook groaned suddenly, finally waking up.

“New York.” said Lola mockingly as she rolled her eyes, “Duh.”

“Who are you?” Bob asked.

“Who am I!?!” Hook yelled angrily as he stood up very quickly, “How could you

possibly not know who I am!?! I’m Captain Hook you idiots, the pirate who haunts every child's

nightmares!”

Peggie scoffed, “Yeah more like one of the stupidest villains of all time. Cut the act you

two, we’re not stupid, we know you're not real.”



Why were none of these kids scared of Hook? Most kids I met were terrified of him at

first. How could they possibly already know how much of an idiot Hook was? And, why, oh

why, will they still not believe us?

“You’re a pirate but you barely know how to maneuver in the water,” Peggie continued,

not seeming to care about Hook’s insecurities. “You literally died because you couldn’t reach the

proper velocity while swimming to evade the Tick-Tock Crocodile.”

Wait a minute…Hook isn’t dead. He’s right here beside me, still probably itching to kill

me. I looked at Hook for a second, then I wished I didn’t. On his face was a look of pure horror

at finding out about his upcoming death. He was in shock for a few minutes, completely frozen

still by this new information.

“H-How could you possibly know that?” Hook whimpered, sounding terrified, “I-I’m not

dead. I-I-I’m r-right here alive. S-S-Still alive.”

“I’m just sad I wasn’t the one to kill him in the end,” I said, not meaning to sound

insensitive, but because I didn’t like the sound of this scared Hook.

“Well, Peter was the one who pushed you into the water in the first place,” Peggie said,

looking sorry for Hook.

Hook started turning red. Like really red. Then he looked at me, and for once I was a

little (a lot) bit scared.

“YOU LITTLE JERK!!! YOU LITTLE GREEN, IDIOTIC, WORTHLESS,

UNIMPORTANT, IMMORTAL, CHILD!!!!!! HOW COULD YOU KILL ME!?!” Hook yelled

so loud that I felt the earth shake.

Hook took another breath to continue, but before he could, Bob came up behind Hook

and hit him on the head hard.

“Sorry I was getting a bit tired of him yelling,” Bob said as he carried Hook on his

shoulder almost effortlessly, “Why don’t you guys come inside? I still don’t believe you are who

you say you are, but it’s New Year's Eve, and we’re having a party. All the adults went out to

some fancy dinner place down by Times Square, so it’s just a few of our friends and us”

I still didn’t trust them completely, what with predicting Hook’s death and not believing

in me, but I wanted to know more about this odd place that we found ourselves stuck in. I told

Bob why not, and he led us inside.



***

The inside of their house was just as small as the outside, it was tiny and all the furniture

was squished together. As soon as we stepped into the doorway, we saw a bunch of kids looking

right at glowing rectangles, a lot like Lola’s except different colors. None of them looked up

when the door closed. These weird sounds were coming out of each rectangle, it sounded like

music. Every few seconds, the music would change, the rectangles each had their own kind of

music playing.

Lola pulled out her glowing rectangle and started tapping it again. Suddenly, all the other

rectangles made a DING noise. All at once, everyone looked up.

“Who are they?” one of the guys there asked.

“I’m Peter Pan and this other guy is Captain Hook,” I answered automatically, “We are

REAL people.”

I looked at each and every one of them, trying to figure out if anyone believed me. Then

they all did something that made me hate everyone who was there even more. They burst out

laughing. Loud, barking, mad, laughter, directed right at me. Lola, Peggie, and Bob all started

laughing too. And they spent ten minutes like that, not even caring about how embarrassed it

made me feel.

I was just about ready to run when everyone calmed down. There were still some giggles

here and there, but the laughing had died out.

“Omg Lola, is this the guy you just posted on your Snap story?” a girl asked, still trying

to hold in her laughter.

“Yeah, do you see what I mean now?” Lola replied also barely stopping herself from

bursting into giggles.

“Where’d you find him?” another guy asked.

“Okay so here’s something funny,” Bob said waving his arms around dramatically,

“These two were flying in the air and they crashed into Peggie’s drone.”.

Everyone laughed again. There was knee-slapping, and I was pretty sure I saw some

tears.

“Hey kid,” the first guy said as he got up and towered over me, “How the heck were you

flying?”



“I told you,” I said through gritted teeth, slowly getting angrier by the second, “I’m Peter

Pan!”

I looked him in the eye. I had to look up to do it because he was much taller than me.

Then I flew, only a few feet but still enough to scare them.

“Ha, he’s probably using some kind of invisible flotation device,” Peggie said, trying to

calm everyone down.

“Guys, let’s get some pictures.”

I couldn’t tell who said it because suddenly all the glowing rectangles started flashing.

People were laughing, shoving each other, and saying rude things to me that I won’t repeat. They

were all gathered in a circle around me, and all the noises and lights started giving me a

headache. I fell, which instigated more laughter. I got up and ran as fast as I could.

“Don’t forget your boyfriend,” someone said tauntingly.

Then I saw Bob throw Hook right at me. I fell again, and people were laughing and

following me as I ran out of the house. I took off with Hook in my arms, and I flew up and up

until I was close to Neverland trying to find my way home.

Too late I realized I was never going to get home. The portal I took had brought me to the

future. That’s what Bob had meant by New Year’s Eve. That’s why the people had said

twenty-twenty-three when counting down from ten. This was the future. Where children were

mean and rude to each other. They were constantly backstabbers too. Everything was messed up,

and the world was ruined.

Now dear readers, it is your turn to help out. Stay away from your glowing rectangle.

Talk to other people. Be kind. Change the world with your imagination. You may be the only

thing stopping this world from falling apart. Once you master the art of being a kid, help others.

Soon, because of your actions, the world will finally become happy, peaceful, and imaginative

just as it was in the beginning. And hey, if you ever see a flying boy in the sky carrying a very

ugly man, know that it’s just me and Hook, slowly running out of pixie dust and trying to find a

way home.


