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EXT. NEVERLAND - BEACH - NIGHT 

Violent waves POUND the beach while winds tear at the palm 
trees. The waves crash, crash, crash. 

A dark stain spreads in the water, black in the moonlight. 
The next wave dumps a body on the beach. 

The man is a wreck: shirt cut to ribbons, slash marks up and 
down his ribs, and a stab wound in his side. 

His dark hair is plastered to his face. He looks dead. 

But after a long moment, he coughs up a lungful of seawater, 
then turns over, groaning, revealing: 

a shiny silver hook on his right hand. This is JAMES HOOK   _________________                                       
(30s). 

He looks up at the sky, the moon reflecting in his eyes, and 
sees a dozen human shapes rocketing away through the clouds. 

His eyes flutter. Blood leaks heavily from his wounds. 

A woman's legs step into frame. 

TIGER LILY (O.S.) 
You going to die this time? 

JAMES HOOK 
(barely conscious) 

Perhaps. 

TIGER LILY(O.S.) 
He'll be angry if you die. 

James manages a weak shrug. 

JAMES HOOK 
Anyone left? 

TIGER LILY(O.S.) 
Crew's dead. She's gone, for good this 
time. Took her brothers and the Lost 
Boys. 

James absorbs this for a moment, tearing his eyes open long 
enough to scan the sky one last time. He chuckles, then 
laughs so hard it shakes his entire body. 

JAMES HOOK 
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Good for her. 

And with that, he passes out. 

A moment later, several Native American men step into frame, 
grab Hook by his arms and legs, and haul him into the night. 

INT. LONDON, 1907 - DARLING HOUSEHOLD - NURSERY - NIGHT 

The nursery is quiet, the window open. MR. DARLING and MRS. 
DARLING (mid-30s) sit in rocking chairs facing the window, 
asleep. Their ENORMOUS DOG, NANA, snores at their feet. 

A wind blows gently into the room, rustling the curtains. 

And then -- a shadow. 

JOHN DARLING (10), wearing an oversized TOPHAT and a NIGHT 
SHIRT, and MICHAEL DARLING (6) holding a TEDDY BEAR, fly 
through the window, stepping down lightly onto the floor. 

They creep up on their parents, as though not quite 
remembering who they are. A moment later, more shadows: 

It's the Lost Boys. Slightly, Nibs, Cubby, Tootles, and the 
twins (10ish). They step lightly onto the carpet and observe 
the room. 

TOOTLES 
(whispering) 

What is this place? 

JOHN 
(whispering) 

I think it's called a nursery. I think 
I used to live here. 

SLIGHTLY 
(too loudly) 

What are they? 

The rest of the boys violently SHUSH Slightly. Nibs clips him 
on the side of the head. 

NIBS 
They're grown-ups, you idiot. 

JOHN 
They're parents. They're...my parents. 
And Michael's. And-- 
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Another shadow crosses the floor. A girl's bare, slender foot 
alights upon the window sill. WENDY DARLING (13), covered in 
vines and flowers and golden dust, lingers in the open 
window, as if afraid to step further into the room. 

JOHN 
...Wendy's. 

MICHAEL 
Wendy! Do you remember what they're 
called? 

Wendy looks over her parents as if awakening from a dream. 

WENDY 
(whispering) 

Mother. Father. 

LOST BOYS 
(murmuring to themselves) 

Mother. Father. 

Another shadow looms over Wendy, coming behind her on a gust 
of wind, hands gripping either side of the window. This is 
Peter (13), though we can only see him in silhouette. 

WENDY 
I'd forgotten it, Peter. I'd forgotten 
this place. 

She turns around to look at him, but we can't see his face. 
Peter reaches into his shirt and pulls out a BROKEN THIMBLE. 
The end has been ripped off. 

Wendy looks down at it, confused, as Peter takes her hand and 
slips the thimble-turned-ring onto her left ring finger. She 
looks stricken. 

WENDY 
No, Peter. No more pretend. 

She takes the ring off and hands it back to him. 

WENDY 
I want to grow up. 

EXT. SUVLA BAY - ALLIED TRENCHES - DECEMBER 19, 1915 - NIGHT 

TITLE: 7 years later. SUVLA BAY, Turkish Front, December 19, 
1915 
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Under a murky moon, miles of deep trenches litter the Turkish 
hillside like a maze. 

A man's boots hurry quietly through the trench while periodic 
GUNFIRE POPS in irregular spurts nearby. 

THOMAS (V.O.) 
Let's play a game of hypotheticals. 

THOMAS DELANEY (30s, British, tan and bearded) turns the 
corner and happens upon a YOUNG SOLDIER shaking 
uncontrollably as he ties a string to the TRIGGER of a GIANT 
MACHINE GUN. At the end of the string hangs an empty TIN CAN. 

THOMAS 
(whispering) 

Hey, now. 

Thomas kneels down by the young soldier and picks up a second 
tin can, this one full of water, and holds it while the Young 
Soldier ties it just above the first. 

They both watch as a drop of water falls from a hole in the 
bottom of the full can into the lower empty can. 

THOMAS 
Secure? 

The soldier double-checks the string on the trigger and nods. 

THOMAS 
Good. Go on now. 

YOUNG SOLDIER 
God speed, sir. 

The Young Soldier hurries off down the maze of trenches. 

Thomas runs in the opposite direction. 

THOMAS (V.O.) 
You're in a foreign land, surrounded 
by enemies. 

The night is eerily quiet, the trenches strangely empty. 
Everywhere there are crushed cans, discarded boots, and 
smashed supplies. 

THOMAS (V.O.) 
There's no hope for victory. Retreat 
isn't an option. You have ten thousand 
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men waiting to die. What do you do? 

Thomas comes upon two soldiers who are nervously pacing in 
front of a fire, casting large shadows that are visible above 
the trench walls. 

THOMAS 
Keep the fire up! 

They jump to, adding more petrol-soaked blankets onto the 
fire as they nervously pace back and forth. 

THOMAS 
It's a night to celebrate! Laugh, put 
the fear of the Lord into the Turks! 

The two men laugh loudly, but it's forced. 

THOMAS 
(quietly) 

Ten minutes more, lads. Just ten 
minutes more. We'll be home for 
Christmas pudding. 

Thomas continues on, passing several more small abandoned 
fires, a sign that reads "Goodbye Johnnie, see you soon in 
the Suez Canal," and another machine gun jerry-rigged like 
the first. The bottom can becomes full just as Thomas passes, 
and the pressure on the string squeezes the trigger. 

He covers his ears as the machine gun starts blasting 
spasmodically, shooting randomly above the trenches into the 
dark night. 

WENDY (V.O.) 
When you've no options left, and no 
hope for escape, you must tell a 
story. You must tell a story so well, 
your enemy cannot help but believe it 
to be true. 

EXT. SUVLA BAY - TURKISH SIDE 

A dozen Turkish sentries hide behind their own maze of 
trenches, peering out across 20 yards of darkness at the 
Allies. From their perspective, the Allied line looks fully-
manned, with fires and smoke and active gunners. 

EXT. SUVLA BAY - ALLIED TRENCHES 

Thomas comes out to a corridor in the trenches that has a  
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view of the shore below. 

WENDY(V.O.) 
You tell it until it becomes true.                      _______       

In the bay, dozens upon dozens of blacked-out ships wait low 
in the water. 

THOMAS (V.O.) 
That's your answer? 

On the shore, ten thousand men are waiting to board. 

WENDY(V.O.) 
I think a story is almost always the 
answer. I think the right story could 
change the world. 

Ten thousand men are waiting to escape.                                 ______  

THOMAS (V.O.) 
If it's one of yours, my dear, I 
wouldn't doubt it. 

Thomas ducks inside a COMMAND HUT. 

INT. SUVLA BAY - COMMAND HUT - FOLLOWING 

Inside, MICHEL BEAUCHENE (30s) calmly smokes a cigarette. 
Thomas grins at him. 

MICHEL 
(French accent) 

How are our friends on the hill? 

THOMAS 
Convinced that a ravenous army is 
about to descend upon them. 

MICHEL 
Mon dieu, we are good. 

THOMAS 
Our best work yet. 

MICHEL 
I can't wait for the recognition, the 
medals and banquets in our honor. Oh, 
wait. 

Thomas holds out a flask. 
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THOMAS 
To glory! May ours never be known. 

Michel taps his own flask against it. An EXPLOSION sounds far 
away, but it doesn't phase them. 

MICHEL 
Straight to Mumbai? 

THOMAS 
Got a lead on something. Need to make 
a stop near Istanbul. 

MICHEL 
Anything I need to worry about? 

THOMAS 
Not yet. 

Michel eyes him, but doesn't press the issue. 

EXT. SUVLA BAY - ALLIED TRENCHES - DAWN 

Dawn is just breaking over the water as the last of the ships 
sails out of the bay. Dressed as Turkish Bedouins, Thomas and 
Michel grab packs and head for two horses, guiding them out 
of the maze and along the shore. 

EXT. SUVLA BAY - TURKISH SIDE - DAWN 

All is quiet. The Turkish scouts finally dare to glance over 
the trenches more fully, but see no Allies. 

A few brave souls run across the no-man's land between 
trenches, and peer over the edge of the trenches. 

SCOUT 
(in Turkish) 

They're gone. 

A TURKISH GENERAL scowls at the scout. 

TURKISH GENERAL 
(in Turkish) 

They're what?         ____  

EXT. TURKISH COASTLINE - AFTERNOON 

Michel and Thomas make it to a small town, and tie up their 
horses in front of a tavern. 
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They both look carefully around before entering. 

INT. TURKISH TAVERN - FOLLOWING 

The bar is packed, filled with GERMAN and TURKISH soldiers 
and officers. Thomas and Michel pick their way through, 
listening carefully to the cacophony of Turkish and German. 

THOMAS 
(in Farsi) 

I'll meet you. 

Michel gives him a long look but nods and wanders off. 

Thomas looks around. The room is packed, but he finally spots 
who he's looking for: a Bedouin shepherd. He casually walks 
over to the man. He stands, and the two rub noses in a 
traditional Bedouin greeting. 

THOMAS 
(in Turkish) 

It's been too long. 

BEDOUIN SHEPHERD 
(in Turkish) 

Far too long. 

THOMAS 
(in Turkish) 

How has the road been? 

BEDOUIN SHEPHERD 
(in Turkish) 

Rough, and dangerous. 

This appears to be some sort of code phrase. Thomas leans in, 
and the man murmurs something low that no one else can hear. 

Whatever it is, it alarms Thomas, but he does a good job of 
containing it. 

THOMAS 
(in Turkish) 

You're sure? 

The man nods. Thomas nods, then stands. They clasp hands in 
farewell, and the man quickly leaves. 

Thomas looks around, then ducks into a dark hallway, taking 
out a scrap of paper and a pen from his bag. He scribbles 
something quickly, then folds the letter into an envelope and 
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seals it. 

Young boys scurry around, carrying baskets and hawking 
trinkets. Thomas flags one of them down, hands him the 
envelope and a bit of money, and mutters something 
unintelligible in his ear. 

The boy runs off and Thomas heads to the bar, where Michel 
meets him a moment later. 

MICHEL 
(in Farsi) 

Back room. 

THOMAS 
(in Farsi) 

Trouble? 

MICHEL 
(in Farsi) 

Information. 

Thomas nods. Michel leaves first as Thomas downs a drink, 
looks around, and heads to the back. 

INT. TAVERN - BACK ROOM - FOLLOWING 

Thomas enters, closing the door behind him. It's dim and 
quiet compared to the bustle out front. It takes Thomas' eyes 
a moment to adjust. 

When they do, he sees the Bedouin Shepherd in a bloody heap 
on the floor, dead. 

Finally, Thomas spots Michel across the room. 

MICHEL 
(warning) 

Thomas. 

Thomas reaches for his gun, but it's too late. A giant of a 
man steps up behind him and reaches to slit his throat with a 
knife. Just before we see it happen, we 

                                                      CUT TO: 

EXT. MUMBAI WOMEN'S SHELTER - INDIA - TWO WEEKS LATER 

A seething mass of people stream down the street; a mix of 
locals and British soldiers and staff; donkeys, horses, 
goats, carriages, and cars. 
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In a row of businesses: a sign, written in three languages, 
reads "Mumbai Women's Shelter." 

INT. MUMBAI WOMEN'S SHELTER - FOLLOWING 

The room is full of pregnant women, young mothers, and 
children, some sick, some hungry, some working. Others crowd 
in front of a small chalk board, watching as a woman teaches 
basic arithmetic. On another board, a woman teaches the 
English alphabet side-by-side with the Marathi alphabet. The 
women (and some children) have their own, small chalkboards, 
drawing the letters. 

A petite blonde woman walks down the long, skinny room, her 
back square to the camera, stopping by several women to chat, 
picking up an errant toy and giving it back to a child, 
hugging a young girl who runs up to her. It is obvious she is 
well known and well-loved by the women, children, and staff 
of the shelter. 

BACK OFFICE 

The petite blonde woman sits behind a large, masculine desk. 
This is WENDY DELANEY (20), otherwise known as Wendy Darling. 

The room is stacked with books, maps, and newspapers. It 
might seem like this was an officer's office if it weren't 
for the vases of flowers, scattered sewing supplies and 
thimbles, and other feminine touches. 

A FLASH OF LIGHT plays across Wendy's face from the window. 
She frowns, but ignores it, deep in her work. 

She's sweating in the humidity and shifts uncomfortably in 
her chair. As she writes in one of the ledgers, her pen 
suddenly begins to leak, spilling onto her hands, the ledger, 
and her gold-and-emerald wedding ring. 

WENDY 
Oh damn. Sandhya! 

She stands, reaching for a towel to stop the ink. A little 
girl, TANVI (5ish, Indian) pops up from the floor in front of 
the desk. 

TANVI 
(in Marathi) 

What is 'damn' Miss Wendy? 

WENDY 
(in passable Marathi) 
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It means a goblin who eats little 
girls who ask too many questions. Can 
you get Sandhya for me? 

Tanvi giggles, then nods, and scampers through door back into 
the main room. Wendy blots at the ledger, attempting to save 
the page she was working on. 

When the door creaks open again, it is not the little girl 
Wendy sees, but a little boy. Her eyes light up. 

WENDY 
(in Marathi) 

Rishi! What are you doing here? 

Rishi shyly slides a dirty, mangled envelope onto her desk. 
It's Thomas' letter. 

Wendy picks it up, and notices a small symbol in the corner 
of the envelope. Her smile grows. She digs in her drawer and 
pulls out a coin, handing it to the boy. 

WENDY 
(in Marathi) 

Tell Miss Chaaya I said to feed you. 

The boy nods, blushes, and runs off. SANDHYA (50s) comes in 
behind him, nearly getting knocked over by the boy. 

SANDHYA 
(in Marathi) 

Watch where you are going! 
(in English, to Wendy) 

You needed me? 

Wendy opens the letter but nods down at the ledger. 

WENDY 
Seems Lieutenant Harold's generous 
donation of pens was something of a 
practical joke. Do we have any others? 

SANDHYA 
Only the ones he gave us. I'll get 
Dharmraj to look at them. Here. 

She pulls a pencil from her hair and hands it to Wendy. 

WENDY 
My husband's colleagues seem 
determined to embarrass me. Speaking  
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of, how is the new class going? 

Sandhya peers behind her through the open door. A group of 
half a dozen British women, officers' wives, are grouped 
nervously in front of a chalk board, surrounded by curious 
Indian children. An Indian woman attempts to teach the women 
the Marathi alphabet, but they look too nervous to be paying 
close attention. 

SANDHYA 
They are here. That is a good start. 
Have you eaten? 

WENDY 
In a bit. I want to finish this first. 

SANDHYA 
I'll send Chaaya over with something. 

WENDY 
I'm fine, Sandhya. 

SANDHYA 
Do you want lamb or fish? 

WENDY 
Sandhya... 

SANDHYA 
Both. Good choice. 

She smiles and leaves. As soon as Sandhya's gone, her eyes 
fall back on the letter. She opens it eagerly. 

At first, it appears to be gibberish. Then, realization and 
delight spread across her face. Wendy begins to decode the 
message, writing it in English in the margins of the letter. 
She has only translated "My dearest Darling" before there is 
a knock at the door. 

WENDY 
Come in. 

ODETTE (O.S.) 
Wendy? 

Wendy looks up, then gasps with delight. A beautiful young 
woman, ODETTE BEAUCHENE (20s), stands uncertainly in the 
door. 

WENDY 
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Odette! Oh, I'm so glad you haven't 
left yet! 

Wendy stands, revealing, for the first time, that she is 
MASSIVELY pregnant. She walks around the desk and embraces 
her friend. 

WENDY 
I've been trying to get you to come 
down here for months. Can you stay for 
lunch? Sandhya was just about to force 
me to eat something; though I confess 
if she brings the fish, I might do 
unspeakable things to that waste 
basket. 

Odette glances around, struggling to hide her discomfort. 

ODETTE 
I can't, I'm going to be late for my 
train, I just wanted to stop in and 
see how you and the little one were 
doing before I left! 

WENDY 
We are fine, if rather jealous that 
you get to go to Paris. 

ODETTE 
Come now, you have...important work. I 
cannot imagine how you do it all in 
your condition. You are a saint, 
Wendy! 

WENDY 
I do what I can. Have you heard from 
Michel? 

ODETTE 
On his way, safe and sound. 

WENDY 
I am relieved to hear it. You must 
hurry back to India as soon as 
possible, though. There will be 
someone new waiting to meet you. 

They both glance at Wendy's enormous stomach. Odette smiles 
tightly, then notices the time. 

ODETTE 
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I must be off! Give love to your 
Thomas when you hear from him. 

WENDY 
Au revoir. Be safe. 

They kiss and Odette leaves. Wendy sits and pulls out the 
letter, but there is another knock at the door. 

WENDY 
(calling out) 

Is it the fish or the lamb? You know I 
can't eat both. 

Sandhya slips in the door, closing it behind her. Her smile 
is gone. 

SANDHYA 
There is an officer here to see you. A 
general, I think. And some others. 

Wendy looks up, her own smile disappearing at the look on 
Sandhya's face. 

WENDY 
Is it...? 

Sandhya shakes her head. She doesn't know. Wendy pales, and 
slides Thomas' letter into her dress pocket. 

WENDY (CONT'D) 
Could you show them in? 

Sandhya nods. She quickly crosses the room, squeezes Wendy's 
hand, then leaves, letting five soldiers, two officers, and a 
general into Wendy's small office. They barely fit, standing 
tightly and uncomfortably. 

WENDY 
(nervous) 

General Crawford. What an honor it is 
to have you. 

GENERAL CRAWFORD 
Mrs. Delaney, we need to speak. 

WENDY 
(paling) 

Yes, it looks that way. Pardon me 
gentlemen, we're low on chairs. Can I 
offer any of you tea? 
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The general ignores her, taking a step forward. 

GENERAL CRAWFORD 
Mrs. Delaney, have you had any contact 
with your husband? 

WENDY 
Not since he left. 

Her hand twitches, as if itching to shove the letter deeper 
into her pocket. 

GENERAL CRAWFORD 
He hasn't sent you anything, or 
communicated with you in any way? 

WENDY 
General, pardon me, but may I ask what 
brings you here? 

GENERAL CRAWFORD 
Are you aware, Mrs. Delaney, that your 
husband has been spying for the 
Germans? 

Wendy laughs brightly, as if he's made a joke. It takes her a 
moment to realize no one else is smiling. 

WENDY 
(slowly) 

My husband has been mapping German 
movements in Turkey, not spying for 
them. 

GENERAL CRAWFORD 
Mrs. Delaney, your husband was an 
operative for his majesty's 
government. Two weeks ago, he was 
caught smuggling secrets to his German 
contacts after the evacuation of Suvla 
Bay. He is a traitor to the British 
empire, and a German sympathizer. We 
have proof he sent something to you. 
It is in your best interest to 
cooperate with us fully, for the sake 
of your child, if nothing else. 

WENDY 
My husband is not a spy. He is a loyal 
British servant, as faithful to the 
crown as they come. For you to  
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question-- 

GENERAL CRAWFORD 
Your husband is dead. 

Wendy freezes. 

GENERAL CRAWFORD 
He was killed attempting to escape 
custody near Istanbul. If you do not 
cooperate with us, madam, your child 
will be taken away. You will be 
arrested for treason, and executed. 

Sweating and pale, Wendy is having trouble breathing. She 
puts a hand on her stomach. 

WENDY 
Would you excuse me? 

She stands, waddling toward the door, the officers awkwardly 
parting to let her through. The general looks as though he 
might protest, but his officer stops him as Wendy finally 
makes it to the door. 

OFFICER 
She's seven months pregnant, General; 
have some compassion. 

The general nods tightly, and settles in to wait. 

INT. MUMBAI WOMEN'S SHELTER - MAIN ROOM - FOLLOWING 

Closing the door behind her, Wendy spots Sandhya, who 
immediately rushes over to her, seeing the look on Wendy's 
face. 

WENDY 
(fighting tears, in Marathi) 

I...I can't... 

SANDHYA 
Thomas? 

Wendy nods, tears spilling down her cheeks. 

Sandhya's hand flies to her mouth. She sees that people are 
starting to notice Wendy's face, and hurries her into a back 
hallway. 

SANDHYA 
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What do you need? 

WENDY 
I need to stall them as long as 
possible. 

Sandhya starts murmuring to a few children in Marathi, who 
gather around her. 

INT. MUMBAI WOMEN'S SHELTER - BACK OFFICE - DAY 

The officers are getting restless. 

GENERAL CRAWFORD 
It's been long enough. 

Just as he reaches for the doorway, it opens, and Tanvi runs 
in, chattering on in Marathi, followed by a horde of other 
children, blocking the officers in the room. 

GENERAL CRAWFORD 
What is this? Can you understand them? 

Tanvi hops up and down excitedly, speaking in spitfire 
Marathi. She begins to mime throwing up. 

TANVI 
Miss Wendy, blech! Blech! 

OFFICER 
It appears that Mrs. Delaney is... 

He hesitates. 

GENERAL CRAWFORD 
Spit it out, man. 

OFFICER 
Ill. Violently so. 

EXT. WOMEN'S SHELTER - DUSK 

Two women leave the shelter. One is Sandhya, the other is 
dressed in a traditional niqab, covered entirely except for 
her kohl-rimmed blue eyes. 

Sandhya hands Wendy a small bag. 

SANDHYA 
Here are the papers you asked for. 
Rishi couldn't find them at first. 
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Wendy surruptitiously checks the bag. It contains three 
passports. 

WENDY 
They were hidden for a reason. Thank 
him for me. I know going to my house 
put him at great risk. 

SANDHYA 
(speaking quietly) 

He was happy to help. A woman in a 
yellow dress will meet you in the 
market. She will take you to Nala 
Sopara and they will put you on a ship 
to Surat. And here -- 

Sandhya hands Wendy a small packet. 

SANDHYA (CONT'D) 
I cannot disguise your eyes, but the 
henna will darken your hair. 

WENDY 
How can I repay you? 

SANDHYA 
Live. And come back to us when you 
can. 

They stop, hugging tightly. Sandhya kisses Wendy's temple in 
a very mother-like fashion. 

SANDHYA 
Be strong, ladoba. 

Wendy smiles tightly, squeezes Sandhya's hand, then leaves, 
melting into the crowd. 

INT. MUMBAI WOMEN'S SHELTER - BACK OFFICE - DAY 

General Crawford finally pushes through the sea of children 
into the main room. 

GENERAL CRAWFORD 
That's enough, where is she! 

The room immeidately goes quiet. No one answers. 

GENERAL CRAWFORD 
Search every room. 
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The officers and soldiers fan out, startling the women and 
children, disrupting the classes. 

EXT. MARKET - MUMBAI, INDIA - DUSK 

The sun is setting and people are packing up. Wandering 
through the crowd, Wendy spots a woman in a yellow dress and 
heads towards her warily. The woman seems to spot Wendy as 
well and smiles, but the smile disappears. She nods at 
something behind Wendy. 

Not wanting to turn around, Wendy catches a reflection in a 
passing car: there, behind her, are the soldiers from the 
shelter. 

The woman in the yellow dress disappears, and Wendy is left 
alone. A passing motorbike jostles her roughly and she falls. 
Her niqab gets caught and is pulled off her head as she 
stands. 

Being the only blonde woman around, she is soon spotted by 
the soldiers, whose excited shouts prompt her to run. 

Looking around, Wendy spots a massive public park behind the 
market. It is mostly deserted and she hurries into the trees. 
A FLASH OF LIGHT whizzes past, but she ignores it. 

After a few feet, she stumbles to a halt, clutching her 
stomach. 

WENDY 
No, no, no... 

She forces herself to move, though it's obvious she's in 
incredible pain. The shouts continue behind her. Another 
FLASH OF LIGHT, close to her face. She bats it away. 

Deep in the trees, she can make it no further. She falls to 
her knees, then rolls onto her back, barely able to breathe. 

WENDY 
Thomas. 

She's wracked by a horrible spasm of pain. 

WENDY 
(to stomach) 

No, darling, calm down. Shh. 

Another spasm of pain. 
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Wendy clamps a hand over her mouth as she cries out in pain. 
In a fern next to her, a faint light blossoms, though we 
cannot tell what it is. 

The voices of the soldiers are growing louder, incredibly 
close. She cries out with another spasm of pain, muffling the 
sound with her hand. 

The golden light grows in intensity, covering Wendy's face in 
a sparkling glow. Wendy's eyes grow wide... 

...right before she passes out. 

                                               FADE TO BLACK. 

INT. HUT - NEVERLAND - NIGHT 

Wendy comes-to with a cry of pain. 

TIGER LILY 
There we go. Breathe. 

Wendy cries out again. Everything is hazy and she can't quite 
make out where she is, or who is with her. 

TIGER LILY 
Breathe. 

Wendy breathes. 

TIGER LILY 
Okay. Now -- push. 

Wendy's mangled screams echo into the night. 

INT. HUT - NEVERLAND - MORNING 

Light streams through a crack in the branch-woven ceiling, 
falling across Wendy's face, waking her slowly. 

She blinks blearily, looking around: the ashes of a fire, a 
bowl full of water and bloody rags. 

Tiger Lily (20s, regal) enters the hut and kneels by Wendy, 
blocking her view. She tries to hand Wendy a cup of water. 

Wendy starts to reach for the cup, then freezes, recognizing 
Tiger Lily. She backs away from Tiger Lily, then clutches her 
stomach in pain, terrified. 

WENDY 
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No. 

TIGER LILY 
Drink. 

Wendy looks around desperately, but can't see outside. 

WENDY 
Where am I? 

TIGER LILY 
Drink. _____  

Tiger Lily tries to hand Wendy the cup, but Wendy, on the 
verge of a panic attack, slaps it out of her hand. 

WENDY 
Where am I            ? ___________ 

Tiger Lily calmly retrieves the cup, pours more water into 
it, and holds it out to Wendy. 

TIGER LILY 
Where do you think? 

Wendy doesn't take the cup. Tiger Lily puts it down on the 
floor. 

TIGER LILY (CONT'D) 
He brought you. You were in danger. 

WENDY 
Danger? 

TIGER LILY 
Men were after you. He...took care of 
them. 

Wendy puts one hand to her head, looking troubled, and 
another to her stomach. It is noticeably flatter than it was 
back in India. 

Wendy looks at her stomach, then up at Tiger Lily. 

Tiger Lily carefully keeps her face neutral. 

Wendy looks around more closely. The bloody rags, the utter 
quiet. And there, a small bundle wrapped in a blanket. 

Wendy sits stiffly, grasping for the bundle, but she can't 
reach it. 
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TIGER LILY 
No. 

WENDY 
I want to see him. Her? 

TIGER LILY 
Him. 

The bundle is too still. The baby is silent. Wendy stares at 
it, her eyes already filling with tears. 

WENDY (CONT'D) 
I need to see him. Henry. If it was a 
boy, he was going to -- Please, he'll 
be hungry. 

TIGER LILY 
Wendy. 

Wendy finally looks at Tiger Lily. Tiger Lily shakes her 
head. 

WENDY 
Please. 

Tiger Lily hesitates, but grabs the bundle and places it in 
Wendy's arms. Wendy looks down, then immediately pinches her 
eyes shut, not wanting to know. 

In her arms is a tiny infant, too small, skin a mottled blue. 

Not breathing. Stillborn. 

Wendy clenches her teeth, then bows her head, sobbing. 

INT. PRISON HUT - NEVERLAND - FOLLOWING 

In another hut, a rumpled, bearded man sits shackled to a 
pole, listening to Wendy's agonized cries. Barely visible in 
the morning light, we see that he has a tarnished silver hook 
peeking out from the edge of his dirty sleeve... 

EXT. VILLAGE - NEVERLAND - DAY 

Elders chant prayers as Tiger Lily places flowers on the 
child's grave. Wendy stands a ways off, her hand pressed 
absently to her stomach. 

Then, it's too much -- she walks away, hands gripping her 
skirts, shaking. 
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EXT. CLIFF - NEVERLAND - SUNSET 

Wendy stands at the edge of a cliff overlooking the ocean. In 
the distance, SKULL ROCK is beaten mercilessly by waves. 

MEMORY FLASH 

Thomas and Wendy on a similar cliffside, laughing, chasing 
each other through the shallows. They reach for each other, 
about to kiss and -- 

BACK TO SCENE 

Wendy closes her eyes, as if wiling the memory away. She 
stares fiercely out at the ocean. 

INT. HUT - NEVERLAND - NIGHT 

Wendy eats with Tiger Lily in silence. 

WENDY 
Where is Peter? 

Tiger Lily eyes Wendy for a moment, then takes a bite. 

TIGER LILY 
Around. 

WENDY 
Can't imagine seeing me with child 
would have been pleasant for him. 

TIGER LILY 
It came as no surprise. He always saw 
you as a mother. He merely mentioned 
you had grown taller, and fatter. 

WENDY 
Was he keeping an eye on me? His 
minion couldn't have shown up in India 
by accident. 

TIGER LILY 
He has forgotten so many things. But 
never you. 

Wendy smiles bitterly. 

WENDY 
So he was spying. Peering in through 
foreign windows into foreign lives. 
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TIGER LILY 
Does the sun rise? Does the cock crow? 
It is his way. 

Wendy doesn't respond. They eat. 

TIGER LILY 
What will you do now? 

MEMORY FLASH 

Wendy, wearing a white veil, peers up shyly, happily, at 
someone just off-screen. 

BACK TO SCENE 

Wendy blinks. 

WENDY 
I don't know that it matters much. 

TIGER LILY 
Why not go back to your husband? 

WENDY 
My husband is dead. 

Tiger Lily absorbs this information. 

TIGER LILY 
He was a young man, no? 

WENDY 
They killed him. 

TIGER LILY 
Then you will return, to avenge him. 

Wendy shakes her head. 

WENDY 
The whole world is at war. I couldn't 
find the men responsible if I tried. 
Even if I could, I have no means to 
bring them to justice. No proof. 

TIGER LILY 
Take Peter, then. He loves a good war. 

WENDY 
Not this kind. He is too fond of  
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killing already. 

TIGER LILY 
Does it make a difference, if he can 
help you? 

Wendy grips her bowl tightly. 

WENDY 
It makes a difference. It makes all 
the difference. 

TIGER LILY (CONT'D) 
You are welcome in our village for as 
long as you need, but you will not 
find justice in this world. 

Wendy stares at Tiger Lily for a long moment, then reaches 
into her pocket and pulls out Thomas' letter. Tiger Lily 
watches her silently. 

TIGER LILY 
That is not English. 

Wendy glances at her, surprised. 

TIGER LILY 
I was taught by a mutual friend of 
ours. What is that? 

WENDY 
It's a cipher, one Thomas and I came 
up with when I was...restless. He was 
always teaching me things he wasn't 
supposed to. 

Wendy stares at it a long moment, mouthing words as she 
mentally decodes. Finally, she reads aloud: 

WENDY 
My dearest Darling, I must apologize 
and skip the usual endearments. This 
letter is a brief and ill-planned 
precaution, one I hope is entirely 
unnecessary. I may be more paranoid 
than usual, but my heart tells me 
something is not right. If this letter 
reaches you before I do, you must take 
this information to Gregory Fensworth 
in London: the Germans are planning a 
massive naval attack in the Strait of  
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Dover on January the sixteenth. I 
don't know if the target is on the 
French or English side of the Channel. 
You must tell Fensworth. I wish I knew 
more, but that is all the information 
I was able to retrieve. I don't know 
who I can trust at the moment, and I 
am literally surrounded by the enemy. 
I pray I will be able to deal with 
this matter myself. But if it comes to 
it, I know you will see this through. 
I love you, always. Yours, Thomas. 

They both stare at the letter for a long moment. Wendy lets 
out a strained little laugh. 

TIGER LILY 
Is this why they killed your husband? 

WENDY 
I don't know. They called him a 
traitor. And me, by extension. 

TIGER LILY 
Do you believe them? 

Wendy hesitates. 

WENDY 
I am aware there are things about 
Thomas' life I do not know. 

MEMORY FLASH 

Thomas sits in the office, staring off into space with a 
haunted look. Wendy watches him covertly from the door. 

BACK TO SCENE 

WENDY 
But traitor? 

(she shakes her head) 
There was never a man living who loved 
his country more. 

TIGER LILY 
So his story is true. There is an 
attack. You are from London, no? 

Wendy nods. 
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TIGER LILY(CONT'D) 
Then you must go. You must stop this 
thing from happening. 

Wendy laughs bitterly. 

WENDY 
Right. Yes. Just waltz back to England 
and stop a massacre. While my husband 
lies butchered in some back alley of 
Istanbul and my son rots in this 
godforsaken ground. 

Wendy tears up and Tiger Lily grabs her hand. 

TIGER LILY 
What better place to leave a child? He 
will be at peace here. 

WENDY 
(shaking her head) 

I can't leave him. Not yet. 

TIGER LILY 
You must rest. But time does not stand 
still for you, as it does for us. You 
will heal. What then? Will you let 
others die, as your husband died? 

Wendy throws her a dirty look. 

WENDY 
It is an unfair burden you put on me. 

TIGER LILY 
It is an unfair burden to live. But we                           ____         
are tasked with it. 

There's a long moment of silence. 

WENDY 
They will be looking for me in London. 
I'll never make it. 

Tiger Lily eyes Wendy. 

TIGER LILY 
They will be looking for a woman with 
child traveling alone. You are no 
longer with child, and you will not be 
alone. 
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WENDY 
I told you, I'm not taking Peter. 

TIGER LILY 
I wasn't talking about Peter. 

INT. PRISON HUT - NEVERLAND - FOLLOWING 

CAPTAIN JAMES HOOK (mid-30s) is busy scrubbing pots, his hair 
and beard long and matted, his clothes tattered and worn. He 
is up to his elbows in greasy water. 

Tiger Lily enters the tent, followed by Wendy. She grimaces, 
clutching her stomach as she ducks under the front entrance. 
She stops dead when she sees James Hook. 

WENDY 
You can't be serious. 

James sits back, a slow smile spreading over his face. 

JAMES HOOK 
Well, now, if it isn't Red-Handed 
Jill. You almost became a pirate. 

WENDY 
I was a child. I almost became a lot 
of things. 

(beat) 
I thought you were dead. 

TIGER LILY 
We fished him out of the water before 
the crocodile could finish him off. 
He's been a servant here ever since. 

JAMES HOOK 
I have been taught humility under the 
patient tutelage of the lovely Tiger 
Lily. Hardly enslavement at all, 
really. 

WENDY 
And you'd be willing to give him to 
me? 

TIGER LILY 
He may be a pirate, but he is also a 
sailor -- who better to prevent an 
attack by sea? 
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Hook looks at Tiger Lily curiously. 

WENDY 
He looks less impressive than I 
remember. 

TIGER LILY 
Appearances can be useful lies. 

Tiger Lily and Hook share a look. Wendy doesn't seem 
convinced. 

WENDY 
Captain -- 

JAMES HOOK 
Please, call me James. With how much 
you've aged, I'm barely your senior 
now. 

WENDY 
One thing I am not in the mood for, on                ___                     
today of all days, sir, is flippancy. 

(to Tiger Lily) 
This is a fool's errand. 

She starts to walk out, but Hook's voice stops her. 

JAMES HOOK 
I apologize, madam. The years have 
worn down my manners. I'm not much to 
look at, I admit, but I've still got a 
few tricks up my sleeve even Peter 
doesn't know about. 

Wendy stops, but doesn't turn back to him. 

JAMES HOOK 
I'm from your world. You convince 
Peter to let me leave this picturesque 
little island, I shall endeavor to 
help you in whatever way you deem 
necessary. 

She turns back to face him. 

WENDY 
Let you leave? If I recall, you were ___                                  
here voluntarily, fighting children to 
the death. 
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Something in Hook's expression goes dark. 

JAMES HOOK 
I'm not the monster in this story, my 
dear. We both know who that is. 

Wendy glances at Tiger Lily, who remains silent. 

WENDY 
Would Peter let him go? 

TIGER LILY 
For you? Yes. 

Wendy starts pacing, lost in thought. 

WENDY 
(muttering to herself) 

This is a suicide mission. 

Wendy stops abruptly, as if hearing her own words. Something 
subtle changes in her demeanor. She looks up at Hook, who has 
noticed the change. 

WENDY 
Captain, if Tiger Lily -- or Peter, I 
don't begin to understand the details 
of this arrangement -- were to release 
you to me, what promise would I have 
that you would not abandon me at your 
earliest convenience? 

JAMES HOOK 
What reason would you give me to stay? 

Wendy eyes Tiger Lily a moment. Tiger Lily shrugs. Wendy 
turns back to James thoughtfully. 

WENDY 
A ship. 

JAMES HOOK 
A ship?   _____ 

WENDY 
A large ship. 

James grins slowly. 

JAMES HOOK 
And where would you acquire this ship? 
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WENDY 
My late husband was heir to a rather 
large fortune. Once he is avenged, the 
threat against England dissolved, and 
my name cleared, I will buy you one, 
with gratitude. 

James looks back and forth between Tiger Lily and Wendy. 

JAMES HOOK 
I don't know. I rather like scrubbing 
pots. 

Tiger Lily glares at Hook. Wendy doesn't notice. 

WENDY 
A ship -- and enough money for you to 
sail to the other end of the world. 

James considers this for a moment, then grins. 

JAMES HOOK 
Done. 

(holding up his hook) 
Shall we shake on it? 

She stares at him hard before walking out of the room. He 
looks after her consideringly, then up at Tiger Lily. 

HOOK 
She is not the girl I remember. 

TIGER LILY 
Yes, she is. 

She watches Wendy walk off across the village, then turns 
back to Hook, kneeling down to speak quietly. 

TIGER LILY 
But you must help her. 

JAMES HOOK 
We've struck a bargain. I keep my 
word. 

TIGER LILY 
No, James. You must help her. As she                     ____             
once helped you. 

Hook grimaces, uncomfortable. Finally, he nods. 


