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LOGLINE

When a mistrustful orphan boy discovers a back door into Neverland, he must rescue his long-
lost uncle from a crew of pirates led by his former orphanage master, or lose the only family he
has left.

STORY OUTLINE

Seven-year-old Sam walks hand-in-hand with his uncle down a quiet street in early 1900s
England. His uncle speaks in a calm, steady voice, choosing his words carefully when the talk
drifts toward Sam’s parents, an absence Sam understands more than he wants to. For a moment
the world feels manageable, as long as his uncle’s hand doesn’t let go. But his grip tightens as
they stop outside a gated orphanage. His uncle apologizes, the guilt plain in his voice, explaining
there’s no work yet, nothing steady to give him, but that he’ll be back. He takes out a small stone
jar and presses it into Sam’s hands, then tucks an identical one into his own coat. He starts to say
something, meant only for Sam, about how even in dark places…

"Wake up!"

The memory abruptly cuts off as Sam jerks back to the present. Ten-year-old Sam sits inside a
rattling carriage as the foster woman snaps. She explains, tired and resigned, that they tried, that
some children simply don’t settle the way you hope. She chooses her words carefully, avoiding
specifics, but still shifts the responsibility toward Sam, suggesting he made things difficult.
Families can only bend so far, especially for a boy who isn’t of their own blood. There’s a trace
of guilt in her voice, but mostly finality. Sam does not answer. He slips a hand inside his coat and
clutches his concealed stone jar.

Oblivious, the woman sighs, her frustration giving way to a weary observation: “You know,
you’ll never find a real home if you refuse to let anyone in.” Sam ignores the remark, retreating
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TREATMENT
inward to hold onto the only link he trusts. A flicker of distress crosses his face as the carriage
arrives and the orphanage gates come into view once again.

The foster woman gives a polite greeting to Master Ironhand, who is already waiting. He is tall
and rigid, a clipboard tucked under his arm like an extension of his spine. “Some children never
settle," she says. "You can give them rules, beds, meals, and they still won’t lean on anyone.”
Ironhand studies Sam with a rigid, weighing gaze, calm and certain “That’s how they survive.”
The woman sighs. She lowers her voice as though shielding Sam from the words “We tried.
Truly. But he struggles to settle. He’s… sensitive”. Ironhand nods once without reaction.
As the carriage rolls away, leaving Sam alone in the courtyard, Ironhand watches her depart and
releases a faint, dismissive exhale “Sensitive,” he repeats quietly, as though the word doesn’t fit.
“Children aren’t served by coddling. Emotion clouds judgment. Structure strengthens”. Ironhand
straightens the clipboard in his hands and starts toward the entrance with Sam beside him. "If
someone offers you something for nothing?” Ironhand gives a small, dry smile. “That’s usually a
trap". He gestures toward the doors. Sam hesitates on the threshold, a flicker of dread across his
face, and his hand slips in his pocket to clutch his jar once more as he steps inside.
Ironhand slows by the laundry. A boy about Sam’s age struggles with a stack of folded sheets.
Ironhand stops beside him. Lifts the top sheet, adjusts it a fraction of an inch, then replaces it.
“This corner,” Ironhand says calmly. “What does it tell us?”
The boy swallows. “That I rushed?”
“That you decided ‘close enough’ was sufficient,” Ironhand replies, louder now, so everyone can
hear. “Order doesn’t come from intention. It comes from execution.” The boy nods quickly and
reaches for the sheets again. Ironhand places his cane on the cart, stopping him. “No. You’ll redo
the entire stack. Slower this time. If one corner is wrong, the whole thing is wrong.”
He steps back, already disengaging. Sam steps into the corridor. A small commotion draws his
attention. Len and Billy have Sunny backed against a row of cubbies. Billy dangles Sunny’s knit
beanie above him while Len watches with quiet satisfaction. The orphanage matron shifts, about
to speak. Ironhand’s hand lifts and closes lightly around her wrist. His eyes remain on Sunny.
“If he expects intervention,” Ironhand says, “he won’t learn where he stands.” A beat. “Every
system has an order. You either fight for your place in it—” His gaze flicks briefly to Len. “—or
you learn to endure the one above you.” He releases her wrist. “The world has no safety net.”
Sam steps toward the boys. “Give it back,” he says, steady and low. Billy glances at the matron,
then tosses the beanie at Sunny. Len leans close enough for only Sam to hear. “Later.” He and
Billy walk off, murmuring and shooting backward glances.
Sam moves past Sunny without waiting for thanks. Sunny tries to follow, but Sam makes it clear
he wants to be left alone. During chores, Sam stays at the edges of the rooms, sweeping and
folding alongside others but never joining their chatter.
A voice carries across the hall as a staff worker pulls a wooden toy from another child’s pocket.
“No personal belongings.” Ironhand steps forward. “Trinkets are memories. Memories cling to
the past. Clinging keeps you weak. Life is hard, and you must be harder.” The toy drops into a
locked crate among other confiscated items. Sam slips behind a column, opens his coat just
enough to glimpse the jar, then scans the hall for a hiding place. He moves toward a storage
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TREATMENT
alcove, but Sunny rounds the corner, noticing Sam’s tense posture. Sam quickly tucks the jar
back into his coat.
Evening settles. The bell rings, sending the boys to the dorm. Sam hides the jar deep beneath his
bed linens and lies down, eyes open. The inspection bell clangs. Staff sweep in with lanterns,
checking under pillows, coats, and mattresses. Sam presses the jar deeper under the blankets.
They lift the mattress of Sunny’s bed beside him. Sam sits rigid. A sharp clatter breaks the
tension. Sunny has knocked over a metal washbasin, water splashing across the floor. Staff rush
toward him. In the distraction, Sam slips the jar into the footlocker at the end of his bed —
already searched earlier — and smooths his blanket. The inspection ends. The staff leave. Sam
pulls the jar from the footlocker and sits on his bunk. Sunny whispers from the next bed, “They
said your family sent you back. Why?” Sam keeps his eyes on the jar. “I don’t need them. My
uncle’s coming for me.” Sunny is quiet, then: “What’s in the jar?” Sam turns it in his hands.
“Hope. My uncle gave it to me.” Sunny frowns. “How can you keep hope in a jar?” Sam lifts it
slightly. “Because it can live in the darkest places.” Sunny watches him for a beat, then settles
back into his bed. The dorm lights dim. Sam holds the jar close, the shadows settling around him.

Night settles over the dormitory where the boys sleep in rows. Sam lies curled on his side, arms
wrapped around the blanket that hides the jar beneath it.

A faint tap at the window. The latch lifts on its own. Peter Pan slips inside, barefoot and
weightless. His eyes scan the room with a mischievous spark that fades when he notices the
rounded outline beneath Sam’s blanket. He lifts the corner gently and plucks the jar free. Peter
studies it, the carefree expression vanishing for a moment. Recognition. A decision not to speak a
truth he clearly knows.

Sam jerks awake and reaches for the jar. Peter dodges back quickly.

“Where did you get this?” says Peter

Sam stiffens. “This was my uncle’s.”

Peter turns the jar slowly in his hands. “There’s another one… in Neverland. A man carries it. A
sailor”

Peter tries to keep his tone light, but something in his eyes betrays worry. He hands the jar back
carefully, as if it’s fragile. Or dangerous. Sam draws it under the blanket, guarding it.

Peter steps toward the open window and gestures outward. "Come with me. To Neverland. I'll
show you how to fly"

Sam hesitates. “What do you want for it?”
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Peter tilts his head.
“For what?”
“For… taking me.”

Peter gives a small, puzzled laugh. “Nothing. You just come.”

Sam’s reaction is immediate. His shoulders tense. He pulls back on the bed, the blanket closing
protectively around the jar. Suspicion replaces curiosity. Peter softens, trying to keep the moment
buoyant, but Sam is already retreating.

“I’m waiting for someone," whispers Sam.

Peter nods once, accepting the refusal without pressing. He steps up onto the sill.

Before slipping away, he looks back and speaks in a whisper meant only for Sam:
“If you change your mind… second star, then to the right. Then straight on till morning.”

He lifts into the night sky. Sam rises, goes to the window, and closes it firmly. He latches it,
shutting out the cold air along with the offer. Returning to bed, he settles under the blanket with
the jar clutched close.

In the dark, barely audible, Sam whispers:
“Second star, then to the right… then straight on till morning.”

He repeats it once more, softer, as he curls around the jar.
The window stays closed. The way out is refused, but remembered.

Sam jerks awake in the dark dormitory. He must have fallen asleep. He reaches into his coat
under the blanket and feels for the jar. Still there. He sits up, careful not to wake anyone, and
looks around the room for a place to hide it. He gets out of bed quietly.

Across the room, Sunny is already sitting up, watching him.

"Where are you going?" Sunny whispers.

Sam hesitates. "Gotta hide this." He lifts the jar just enough for Sunny to see the outline.

Sunny nods toward the window where Peter had been earlier. "You should’ve gone with him."

Sam shakes his head. "I don’t trust him."
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They creep through the dorm and into the hallway. Sam tries to pry up a loose floorboard to hide
the jar, but the wood cracks sharply under his fingers, loud enough to carry through the dorm.
Back in the dorm, Len stirs, looks toward their empty beds, and sits up. He wakes Sid and Billy.

Sam and Sunny freeze for half a second, then slip down the stairs.

In a narrow stone stairwell, Sam spots a loose brick. They pull it free, and he tucks the jar inside
the hollow space. Just as he adjusts it, Len’s voice echoes from above.

"There!"

The bullies pour into the stairwell. Sam yanks the jar out again, and he and Sunny bolt.

They sprint across the orphanage yard, dodging laundry lines and crates. The older boys chase
them until Sam and Sunny squeeze through a tight gap in a fence where the bullies can’t fit. Fists
pound the boards behind them.

Sam and Sunny keep running down a slope beyond the fence. Sam slips on the wet ground and
falls. The jar flies from his hands, strikes a stone, and shatters.

Sam stares at the broken pieces. Sunny kneels beside him. Sam picks up a curved shard.
Moonlight catches on something carved inside the pottery: NEVERLAND.

Sam looks up at the sky. The stars are far beyond reach. "How do we even get there?" he mutters.

Sunny touches his arm and points. On the roof of a nearby house, a metal star ornament glints.

"This way?" Sunny suggests.

Sam frowns. "That’s just a house."

Behind them, the bullies shout again. They’ve found another path.

A lamp flares inside Ironhand’s room. He sits up in bed, irritated, and looks out the window.
Below, he sees the boys running past the star-topped house. He reaches for his cane and then his
hat.

Sam sees everything tightening around them: the bullies, Ironhand’s window. He looks again
toward the house with the star. Sunny pulls at his sleeve and points further down the lane, where
another house bears a matching star ornament.

Sam hesitates, breath trembling. He glances back toward the orphanage; Ironhand's shadow
shifts behind the window, watching. Sam tightens his grip on the shard. Ahead, the lane forks:

Created with StorySteps • Written by Fred Roaldset

5 / 22



TREATMENT
one path leads toward an open main road, and a night watchman: a clear escape from the bullies
and away from Ironhand’s gaze. Sunny glances toward it; even Sam can see it’s safer. The other
path leads toward the second star ornament and a dark cave entrance between the houses.

Behind them, Ironhand’s voice explodes from the orphanage grounds. “Sam! Sunny! Back here
this instant!” A lantern beam cuts through the dark as he charges closer. “If either of you is
caught outside bounds again, I’ll have you sent to the Industrial School!”

Sam flinches and backs away from the cave. Turns towards the hole in the fence. Could he
manage to get back to the orphanage grounds before getting caught? As Sam and Sunny
scramble for a decision, the old night watchman steps out with a lantern raised, stopping Sam
with a hand to his shoulder. The watchman steadies Sam, the soft lantern glow settling across his
lined face.

“Easy,” he says. He studies Sam a moment, then looks toward the cave. “You were heading
somewhere… not back inside.” Sam freezes.
The watchman lets out a slow breath. “When I was your age, I lived in Blackwell Home. Looked
a lot like this place.” He lifts his sleeve, showing a thin, old scar down his arm. Nothing
dramatic, just a mark earned from work a child shouldn’t have done. “They said boys who kept
to the rules would be fine. But the ones who stayed too long…” He shakes his head once. “Most
were sent on to the Industrial School anyway. Harder work. Longer days. No one came back the
same.” He glances toward the cave entrance, where the faint shimmer still hangs in the air. “If
you’ve got somewhere else to be...anywhere else...go while you still can.” He steps aside, giving
Sam a clear path through the dark.

Sunny stays close behind as they slip through the brush and into the cave’s narrow mouth. The
glow from the shard intensifies, reflecting off the wet stone. At the center of the cavern, a puddle
of water gives off a pale, shifting light. The shard glows fiercely as Sam edges toward it. He
looks once at Sunny, and jumps into the puddle. Sunny draws a breath and leaps after him. The
light swallows them, and the cave falls silent.

Ironhand now stands fully dressed, binoculars raised. Through the lenses, he sees Len, Billy, and
Sid skulking toward the cave entrance. Ironhand lowers the binoculars, expression unreadable,
turns, and strides out.

Back at the cave, the bullies gather around the glowing puddle. Len shoves Sid forward; Sid
yelps as he splashes into the light and disappears. Len orders Billy in next. Billy resists, grabs
Len’s coat, and their scuffle ends with both tumbling into the glow, vanishing beneath a burst of
shimmering water.

The cave settles for a moment. Then Ironhand arrives, his footsteps echoing off stone. He walks
to the puddle’s edge, removes his tophat, gives it a sharp shake, and sets it neatly aside. Without
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hesitation, he steps forward and drops into the glowing pool. The light swallows him cleanly.

Sam and Sunny break through the saltwater surface as the sun rises over Mermaid Lagoon. He
hauls Sunny to shore, and they stumble onto the beach. The water looks impossibly clear, and
long vines trail from the jungle canopy all the way down to the water. Mermaids drift lazily
across the surface, watching the boys with curious smiles. Sam steps forward, encouraged by
what looks like a friendly welcome. But the smiles sharpen. One mermaid darts forward with
sudden speed, teeth flashing. The others follow. The lagoon erupts in thrashing water as the
mermaids surge toward the boys. Sam stumbles back, swinging a broken branch as he drags
Sunny with him, retreating between two jagged rocks, but the shore narrows to a dead end.

For a moment, he thinks he’s holding them off. One mermaid recoils as the branch whistles past
her face, and the mermaids start to scatter, shrieking as the water bulges upward. Then they see
what scared them off: An enormous crocodile emerges behind him, heading straight for them.

Sam pulls Sunny behind him and swings his branch wildly, as they back away from the rocks.
Suddenly, something swings down from above and snatches Sunny.

Sam spins for a second, but he must keep his eyes on the crocodile. A vine snaps taut overhead.
Tiger Lily swings back into view, one hand gripping the vine, the other catching Sam by the arm,
just as the crocodile’s jaws lunges forward. She carries him up into the trees, where Sunny clings
to a branch above.

She leads them to her tribe’s camp where flickering torches illuminate painted tents and wooden
structures. The Tribal Chief steps forward, calm and stern. Around them, the tribe moves with
effortless cooperation. Tools are passed, nets are lifted, fires are tended to. Tiger Lily gestures for
Sam to follow as she demonstrates how the tribe operates. When he tries to mimic them, he
fumbles. He drops a woven basket, trips over a rope, and interrupts a ritual by stepping in the
wrong place. Tiger Lily corrects him with quick gestures and disapproving sighs. But the Chief
laughs heartily and proceeds to show Sam how to do it properly, guiding his hands with patient
care. Nearby, Sunny sits with the others, excited to learn to weave a simple straw hat.

Sam tries again to imitate the tribe’s work, but his impatience and eagerness get him into
repeated trouble. Still, the tribe helps him up each time, without hesitation. In the evening, they
sit down by the campfire. A tribe member approaches and murmurs something to the Chief. He
turns to Sam. “There are three others. Children. Do you know them?” Sam nods. “They followed
me. They’re… trouble.” The Chief studies him. “Then you must go and reunite with your tribe.”

Sam hesitates. “I’m looking for my uncle.” The Chief’s expression hardens. “Grown men who
come to Neverland lose themselves. Their memory fades in time. There is a ship nearby. Pirates,
not of this place. If your uncle lives, he is there.” He leans closer. “But first, you must unite with
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your tribe.” Sam shakes his head. “They’re not nice to me.” The Chief gives a faint smile. “None
of us are without flaw. You care for them anyway. One day, you may need them to care for you.”
He straightens. “At dawn, we leave for the great hunt. Tiger Lily will go with you.” Sam exhales,
then nods.

The next day, Sam and Tigerlily approach a pirate encampment. They find that Len, Billy, and
Sid are bound under a makeshift cage. Sam insists on leading the rescue. He crawls forward
through brush, signaling Sonny to stay back. Tiger Lily follows reluctantly. Sam tries to lift the
cage stone by stone, straining, but the structure collapses with a loud clatter. The pirates whirl
around, raising lanterns. Sam runs out of there, but Sunny is caught. Back at camp, Tiger Lily
scolds Sam for alerting the pirates to their presence. He is not ready. She asks him to fetch water
at the nearby river while she prepares for another rescue alone.

While Sam is off at the river, the pirates strike back. Tiger Lily is caught off guard. She fights
fiercely until a pirate nets her and drags her screaming toward the trees. Sam watches from
hiding as she’s carried off. Instead of retreating, he steels himself and follows the kidnappers
alone. Tracking them through the brush, he climbs a ridge and scouts the pirate camp. He sneaks
in to reach Tiger Lily, fumbling at the ropes binding her, but the knots are too tight. Then he pulls
the shard of the broken jar from his pocket and saws through the netting. The fibers snap. Tiger
Lily falls free, and Sam pulls her up without a word.

Together they sneak in to release the bullies, communicating silently with hand signals that Tiger
Lily taught him at camp. They manage to free Len, Billy, and Sid and as they slip away into the
forest, Tiger Lily gives him a subtle nod of approval. He has earned respect.

With Tiger Lily steady again, Sam leads them deeper into the forest. Sam wants to go find his
uncle. Tiger Lily makes it clear they need Peter’s help. He hides in the jungle, but she doesn't
know exactly where.

The boys follow close. Not out of trust, rather from unease. Soft bickering, unwillingness to
accept Sam as a leader. Suddenly, Ironhand’s voice cuts across the rocks. He stands above them,
commanding them to stop. Len halts instantly.

Sam steps in front of him, urging him forward instead, making it clear that going back isn’t an
option. The others hesitate, caught between the two. For a moment, it could go either way. Then
Billy and Sid run off with Tiger Lily, but Len remain frozen in his tracks. Sam helps him snap
out of it, and they run.

But Ironhand closes the distance in seconds. He seizes Len and pulls him aside. Billy and Sid
freeze, the old fear settling back into their bones.

Out of earshot, Ironhand speaks to Len—quiet, controlled, persuasive. Len stiffens, then gives a
small, reluctant nod. When Ironhand lets him go, he chases into the jungle and rejoins the others.
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But Ironhand barely has time to turn before pirates emerge from the brush. They overwhelm him,
bind his hands, and drag him toward the shoreline. His resistance fades as they force him below
deck. In the dim hold, Ironhand catches his breath as the door opens again. A figure enters,
outlined by lantern light, carrying himself with quiet command. Though the man is lined with
fatigue and confusion, it takes only a second for Ironhand to recognize him as Sam’s uncle
Matthew.

---

The forest closes in again around Sam and the others. They press on, but the path disappears.
Even Tiger Lily begins to falter, scanning the trees instead of leading with certainty. As night
falls, they find themselves lost in the jungle.

A flicker overhead. Then something small drops hard to the ground in front of them. A fairy. She
scrambles up quickly, brushing dirt from her dress, trying to hide the awkwardness of the fall.
Her wings awkwardly flutter, but it’s clear she can’t fly. She keeps her distance at first. Wary.
Embarrassed.

Sam approaches carefully, showing her kindness instead of curiosity. She admits she can't fly,
and the other fairies make fun of her. Sam tells her that not being like the others doesn’t mean
she doesn’t belong. It just means she hasn’t found where she fits yet. After a moment, she admits
she knows where Peter is. She doesn’t offer to help easily, but she does offer. She turns and leads
them on.

The forest begins to shift. The trees grow wider, older. Lantern light flickers between massive
roots ahead. A rope ladder hangs from high above, swaying gently.The group slows as they
approach.

Then they stop. High in the branches, a figure stands on a wooden platform, watching them.
They have reached Peter Pan's hideout.

The forest begins to shift. The trees grow wider, older. Their roots twist and rise from the earth
like walls, forming a natural maze. Faint light flickers between them, low to the ground. The
group slows as they move through the tangled roots.

At the base of one great tree, half-hidden between the roots, a narrow opening disappears into
darkness. A boy’s silhouette lingers in the hollow, watching them. They have reached Peter Pan’s
hideout.

Ironhand is imprisoned in the hold of the pirate ship. Captain Matthew frequently returns to
question the prisoner, a man he is certain he knows, though he can’t place him. He repeats
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questions, loses his thread, starts again. Ironhand sees it. He tests him, feeding fragments and
watching what holds. It doesn’t take long to understand: The island is taking pieces of him. From
then on, Ironhand shapes each visit, steering Matthew’s growing fixation toward the idea of "a
boy he must find".

As crew members bring him scarce meals, Ironhand learns they are also afflicted by the memory
loss. They don’t remember day-to-day events, but they retain frustration and the sense of
stagnation. He manufactures a leadership narrative the crew accepts, using invented authority
and the promise of progress, and instigates a sense of doubt in their captain.

---

Outside the hideout, the rescued boys linger apart, glancing back the way they came. Len
mutters something to the others and starts to move, testing the idea of leaving now, before things
get worse. Billy follows a step. Sid hesitates, then drifts with them.

Tiger Lily steps into their path without raising her voice. She studies Len, then gestures back
toward the hideout, making it clear: running now means turning their backs on the one who just
saved them. Len pushes past her. As he leads the others away, Tiger Lily doesn’t follow. She
looks to the other two instead, questioning their choice to follow someone who turns from
danger.

Len fires back immediately, but the words don’t quite land. He slows, just for a beat, glancing at
them to make sure they’re still with him. They hesitate. Len pushes forward again, sharper now,
urging them to come. Billy and Sid don’t move. Len turns to the boys to challenge them. They
avoid his eyes.

Len stops. For a moment, he stands there without them. He looks back at Tiger Lily, a flash of
anger, but it doesn’t hold.

Sam emerges from the hideout, oblivious to the ongoing conflict. He moves with purpose, telling
Tiger Lily he’s going to find the ship. She cuts him off, pointing out he’ll need a canoe to reach
it. And a crew. She glances at Len, Billy and Sid.

The boys shift. No one speaks. They fall in behind her, not as one, but close enough. Len hangs
back a step, watching them, then follows tight, guarded, making sure he’s not the one left alone. 

---

Below deck, Ironhand sits confined as a crew member brings his meager meal.

He needles the pirate with a cutting remark, baiting him—questioning the empty hands, the lack
of loot, the wasted days, and a captain fixated on a boy instead of plunder. He pushes further,
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turning it on them—suggesting this is what they’ve become, not hunters or raiders, but men
following orders like dockhands, chasing nothing, taking nothing.

The pirate closes the distance fast, slamming into him and driving a knife under Ironhand’s chin,
mocking the idea—if the captain is unfit, then who takes his place?

Ironhand doesn’t move. Then he knocks the blade aside and slams the pirate into the hull. The
knife drops. Quickly, the pirate grabs a wooden rod and swings. Ironhand meets it with his cane.
They clash, wood cracking, bodies shifting, each trying to overpower the other. The pirate
lunges. Ironhand sidesteps, hooks the weapon aside, and drives him down. The rod falls.
Ironhand pins him, cane pressed across his throat.

He leans in. A captain doesn’t chase ghosts. A captain takes.

The pirate hesitates, then lets out a short laugh. The resistance breaks. Ironhand holds the
pressure a moment longer, then lifts the cane and steps back. They emerge onto the deck
together. The crew looks up. The pirate speaks first, turning on the captain. Others begin to
listen. The shift spreads through the crew as Ironhand watches from just behind, letting it take
hold.

---

As the canoes cut through the dark water toward the looming pirate ship, Len leans forward at
the front, gesturing sharply toward the hull. He begins laying out his plan with urgency, pointing
to a direct approach, his tone forceful. The other boys glance between him and Sam, uncertain,
the old dynamic flickering back for a moment.

Tiger Lily, steady and unmoved, quietly shakes her head. She gestures instead toward the
shadows along the shoreline and the blind spots beneath the ship’s stern, indicating a quieter,
indirect route. She doesn’t argue loudly, but she shifts her canoe without waiting for agreement.

Len hesitates. His jaw tightens as he looks back at the ship, then at the others. For a brief
moment, it seems like he might push back harder. Instead, he exhales, gives a short, dismissive
shrug, and motions for them to follow her lead. He leans back, relinquishing the front of the
canoe.

The group adjusts course, slipping into the darker water. Len’s voice is gone now, and he keeps
his eyes forward, quieter than before, as Tiger Lily guides them in. As the canoes draw closer, the
ship looms above them. Something is off. Movement where there shouldn’t be. Raised voices.
Figures shifting across the deck.

They slow, keeping to the darker side of the hull. No lanterns here. No eyes turned their
way. They edge along the side, using the confusion to close the distance. Hands find rope, wood,
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anything that holds. Sam climbs first. He pulls himself up just enough to see. The deck is in
chaos. Pirates circling. Weapons drawn. At the center, Uncle Matthew is driven backward, step
by step, toward the plank. A tall, slim figure presses in on him, cutlass held steady at his
throat. The firelight catches his face. Master Ironhand.

Sam drops back down, urgent, scrambling for a plan. He points Billy one way, Sid another,
quick, decisive. Something to break the circle. Billy moves. Sid too. Sam turns to Len last, more
measured now. He meets his eyes. A plea for help. Len stiffens. His jaw tightens, chin lifting as
he looks past Sam. He rises instead, and comes out of hiding. He calls out, loud, cutting through
the noise, aimed straight at Ironhand.

Heads turn. Ironhand looks up at once. He points. Commands. The nearest pirates pivot toward
the hull. Tiger Lily moves first. She drives them toward the hanging jolly boat, already cutting at
the ropes. Sam grabs hold. Billy and Sunny scramble in. Sid hesitates a fraction, then jumps after
them. The last rope gives. The boat drops into the water, and they shove off, pulling into the
dark. 

Behind them, the deck erupts again. Ironhand quickly scolds Len for not holding onto them
before he disappears to the opposite side of the ship. The shouting continues.

As Sam and his crew are halfway across the water, a heavy splash carries out into the dark.

From a high ridge overlooking the water, Sam raises the binoculars. The pirate ship is no longer
in disarray. The crew moves with purpose now. Sam lowers the binoculars, tense. A glint below
catches his eye. Something drifts in the current. He adjusts the focus. Uncle Matthew's jar. It
bobs in the water, turning slowly as it’s pulled toward the mouth of a dark sea cave.

The group gathers as Sam lowers the binoculars. He points and immediately begins assigning
positions. The others are to spread along the rocks and throw debris into the water: stones, sticks,
anything to churn the surface and draw the mermaids’ attention outward. The jar shard glows in
Sam's clenched fist. When Tiger Lily asks who will carry it, Sam answers without hesitation: he
will. No one else needs to risk it.

Tiger Lily protests: the mermaids aren’t reacting to noise, they’re reacting to the shard. They’ve
seen it before. They want its magic. If Sam carries it, they won’t be distracted. They’ll follow
him straight into the cave. Sam argues back that he can handle it, that he won’t let go of the shard
and he won’t trust anyone else to finish the job. Tiger Lily holds his ground and asks him plainly
if he would rather fail alone than risk trusting the people standing beside him.

No one moves at first. Sam keeps his grip on the shard, his focus fixed ahead, stern, refusing to
meet their eyes. The silence stretches long enough to become its own answer. Billy is the one
who finally breaks it. He calls Sam out for still not trusting them, even after their sacrifice on the
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ship. There’s frustration, but also disappointment. Sid lingers beside him, uneasy, watching Sam
for a response that never comes.

Billy waits a moment longer. "So that's it then?". Silence. He lets it go. Turns away, telling Sid
they’re leaving. Sid hesitates, then follows.

Sunny doesn’t move with them. He stays behind, trying one last time to reach Sam. He reminds
him, quietly but clearly, that they’re on his side. It’s not an argument, just an appeal. Sam meets
his eyes for a moment. A feeling of sadness. Of loss. But then he hardens.

Sunny’s expression falls, the last bit of hope giving way. He turns and follows the others, leaving
Sam alone. But as Sunny walks off, something in Sam breaks. He turns and calls Sunny’s name.

Sunny stops, but doesn't turn. Sam crosses the distance between them and presses the shard into
Sunny’s hands. He closes Sunny’s fingers around it, forcing himself not to pull back. Sunny
looks up, hurt still in his eyes, unsure if this is trust or desperation. After a beat, Sunny turns and
places the shard into Billy’s hands instead.

Billy stiffens, surprised. Sunny meets Sam’s eyes again, as if asking a question. Sam hesitates.
Billy is the one who betrayed him. The one who turned back. The old fear tightens in Sam’s
chest. Then he exhales and gives a single nod. Billy grips it, steadying himself.

Tiger Lily watches the exchange, then signals the others. Billy,Sid , Sunny, and Tiger Lily move
together toward the open water, spreading out as the shard’s light glimmers faintly in Billy’s
grasp. They begin to draw the mermaids away, splashing and moving in wide arcs as shapes stir
beneath the surface and follow.

Sam pushes the pirate jolly boat into the water and climbs in. The tide pulls him toward the
mouth of the sea cave, where the rock opens just above the surface. He rows straight in, letting
the current carry him into the dark.

Inside the cave, the boat grinds against sand. Sam steps out and pulls it up. He moves across the
narrow beach toward a faint glow. He finds the faintly glowing stone jar near an old fire pit.

As he stands there with the glowing jar in his hands, remembering all his losses, and the
bittersweet victory of a small jar of supposed hope, suddenly steel presses against his back.

A voice cuts through the dark, sharp and afraid, edged with suspicion. Stay where you are. Sam
freezes. He turns slowly, and in the dim light of the jar. Uncle Matthew. Alive, battered, and
watching him with a sword raised.

Sam’s uncle steps fully into view, thinner and harder than Sam remembers, his eyes sharp with
suspicion. The sword never lowers. His voice is tight, accusing, already framing the boy as a
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threat. There is no recognition, no relief. Only readiness to strike. Sam turns slowly, lifting his
hands, trying to speak, trying to say his name, but the uncle cuts him off. He has learned not to
trust boys sent ahead by Ironhand. He has survived too long to fall for tricks now.

Sam pushes through the fear and tells him he isn’t alone. He says he came with friends. They’re
trying to help. The uncle glances past Sam, scanning the cave, and says he sees no friends. Sam
explains they’re outside, distracting the mermaids so he could get in. The uncle’s expression
hardens. So they face danger while you come in here alone. You left them behind.

Sam tries to explain. That they agreed, they’re his tribe. But the uncle cuts deeper. A good
captain doesn’t leave his crew. Sam fires back that a good captain can trust his crew to survive
without him, to return even when he isn’t there. The word captain lands. It slows the uncle.
Something shifts.

Sam, voice breaking, finally says what he’s been holding back. You left me. You left me at the
orphanage. You said you’d come back. The uncle recoils, shaken, and admits his memory is
clouded. But he has been searching for a boy. A boy he lost. He doesn’t know why, only that he’s
been looking for him for years. Sam realizes this is the crack. He steps forward and says he is
that boy. He tells him to come with him, to leave this place together.

The uncle hesitates. The sword lowers slightly. He studies Sam, wary but no longer certain.
Maybe you are here to help, he says. Maybe. He suggests they go out together. He’d like to see
this crew Sam claims to have gathered.

Before Sam can answer, footsteps echo from the cave entrance. Ironhand appears.

The uncle’s body stiffens instantly. The sword snaps back up. Ironhand surveys the scene and
smiles thinly, addressing Sam with quiet approval. Good work, boy. The words hit like a blade.
Sam protests, trying to explain, but Ironhand keeps talking, framing Sam as a scout, a decoy sent
ahead. The uncle’s brief trust collapses. He hardens, furious at himself for nearly believing.

The pirates move in. They seize the uncle. Someone suggests killing him now. Ironhand stops
them. This isn’t how pirates dispose of their captain. He will walk the plank at dawn. When the
crocodiles come. The finality of it settles over Sam. Dawn is coming.

Ironhand turns to Sam, dismissive now. He isn’t worth punishing. He belongs back where he
came from. Sam protectively clings to his jar. On his way out, Ironhand asks what’s so important
about it anyway. Sam answers, hollow but honest: it’s his hope. Ironhand smiles and tells him it’s
not for hope. Hope fades. The jar is for pain. For storing everything that hurts so you don’t have
to feel it. Keep the lid on tight.

Sam wades into the water with the jar.
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Out beyond the rocks, the distraction plays out. Tiger Lily and Sunny circle in one canoe. Billy
and Sid in another. The shard flashes between them as they throw it back and forth, its light
skimming across the surface. Shapes of deadly mermaids follow beneath.

Sam wades deeper, and as the jar hits the water, some of the mermaids sense it. They turn from
the distraction. Head straight for him.

Tiger Lily sees it. Sees Sam in the water without a boat. She cuts hard across the current, driving
the canoe toward him.

Sam swims, one arm tight around the jar. A hand snaps up from below and drags him under. He
kicks free, breaks the surface, gasping as they close in again.

The canoe slams alongside him. Tiger Lily reaches down and hauls him in. A mermaid lunges at
the side. Sunny swings a paddle and drives it back. Billy and Sid close in, jabbing at the water
with paddles to keep the shapes off them. More mermaids surface ahead of them, blocking the
beach. But then Sunny hurls rocks to ward them off, as they turn for shore and paddle hard.

The canoe scrapes onto sand. All of them spill out. Tiger Lily grabs the bow and drives them
higher. They drag it up the beach, stumbling over wet sand and rock. Behind them, the mermaids
surge out of the water, bodies sliding over the shallows, clawing forward.

Tiger Lily forces them on, pushing for distance. She yells that they won't follow far from the
water. And the mermaids slow. Then stop. Stranded short of the higher ground, they thrash and
snap from below.

As they catch their breath, they spot the pirate ship in the distance. It pulls away. Sails fill. The
distance grows. The ship disappears into the dark, and Sam is left alone on the shore, powerless,
knowing exactly what will happen when the sun rises.

Billy steps forward and hands Sam the shard back. It’s a silent gesture. Gratitude for the trust
Sam gave him, and proof that the trust wasn’t misplaced. Sam takes it, but the exchange doesn’t
lift him. It changes nothing.

Sunny offers that they can still save the uncle. Sam shuts it down immediately. He says there’s no
way. The ship is gone, and they don't even know where it's headed. Dawn is coming. The pirates
will kill him. Whatever chance there was has passed.

Sunny points out that he got the jar. It's probably got some hope in it. Sam looks at it for a
moment, then says flatly that there is no hope in it. He opens it and turns it over. Sand spills out
onto the ground. It's just sand. Whatever magic it once held is gone. Whatever belief carried him
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here has been emptied.

Tiger Lily watches the sand fall. She looks toward the water, thinking, then stops. For the first
time, she doesn’t challenge him. She accepts it. She says she’s sorry. Sam says he wants to be
alone.

After a long silence, Tiger Lily goes over and sits beside Sam. She doesn’t talk about plans. She
tells him a story. A tribesman who used to leave camp every night to explore the island. Every
morning, he returned with stories. One morning, he didn’t come back. They knew he had gone to
study the crocodiles. When dawn came and he hadn’t returned, they knew where to look. They
found his broken spear near the water. The tribe mourned him, but they also celebrated him.
They had lost him, but his stories remained.

Sam interrupts. How did you know where to look?

Tiger Lily explains that all the crocodiles of the island gather in the same place every morning.
Crocodile Cove.

The realization lands. If the pirates plan to kill the uncle at dawn, they’re waiting for the
crocodiles. There is only one place they can be going. Sam lifts his head. The loss is still there.
But the story isn’t over. They move immediately.

The only way to reach a ship surrounded by crocodiles is from the air. They go looking for Peter
Pan. Peter isn’t there. Instead, they find little Lumi, the fairy who can't fly. She can’t make fairy
dust. Peter is gone. No one is coming to help.

Lumi notices the jar: That's a fairy dust jar. Does it still have fairy dust within? Sam freezes,
knowing he has emptied it on the beach. Sunny steps forward, a bit unsure, and explains that
after everything fell apart on the beach, he stayed behind for a moment and gathered the pixie
dust Sam had thrown away. He says he didn’t really know why he did it, just that it felt wrong to
leave it there.

He pulls out a small pouch and shows them the faint glow inside, adding that it’s not as much as
before, but it’s something. Lumi takes the pouch and throws some onto Sunny, but it's just sand.
Tiger Lily says it won't work. It has to be spread by a flying fairy. Lumi pulls back. Peter says
she can't fly because she won't believe.

Sam asks her if she believes in him. She nods. Then Sam looks into her eyes and tells her he
believes in her. Her wings make a small flutter. Excitedly, she rises up, but she falls back.
Tearing up, she says she can't do it. Sam repeats he still believes in her. Sunny chimes in that he
believes in her too. Billy follows. And then Sid. And Tiger Lily gives her a nod of respect. This
time, she flies. And the fairy dust drops from her onto the boys. They awkwardly lift off.
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It's not much, warns Lumi. But it should get them to the ship. They look at Tiger Lily. What
about her? She tells them she can't fly. She's a native to Neverland. She will watch them from the
shore and take a canoe if it becomes necessary.

Together, the boys lift off and fly out into the night. Accompanied by a tiny, shiny fairy.

Sam flies on with the fairy and the three boys. The boys reach the ship, but their flying is
unpracticed and clumsy. They crash-land hard on deck: boots scraping, bodies slamming into
rigging. The noise alerts the pirates immediately.

They are surrounded, weapons raised. In the chaos, they realize: Lumi is missing. She has lost
faith and dropped into the water. She's fighting the waves, but the boys can’t move. They can’t
help. But Sam spots Tiger Lily already moving.

Tiger Lily carries her canoe through Crocodile Cove, slipping carefully between sleeping shapes.
She reaches the edge, pushes off.

Behind her, a crocodile’s eye opens. One crocodile slides into the water. Then another. Ripples
spread. More wake.

The crocodiles move. Not toward the canoe, but toward the fairy, struggling alone in the water.

Tiger Lily paddles faster, but it’s clear: She won’t reach her in time. Tiger Lily shouts across the
water: “Believe! You can fly! You're stronger than your doubt!”
The fairy panics. Hesitates. Then remembers Sam. At the last moment, she lifts cleanly out of the
water, rising just as jaws snap beneath her.

Tiger Lily exhales briefly, then keeps paddling.

On the ship, the pirates’ shouts bring Ironhand onto the deck. Billy and Sid see him and fold
instantly. Their shoulders tighten, eyes drop. Sid glances at Sam in desperation. Do you have a
plan? Sam doesn’t.

Ironhand smiles. “Well,” he says calmly, “you brought me Sam and Sunny.”

Sid and Billy hesitate. But then they nod. Not proudly. But relieved.

Ironhand approaches Sam. “You’ve been naughty,” he says. “You defied me.”

He lifts his cane and nudges Sam onto the plank, suggesting that the rules of punishment are
harsher in this world.
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Sam’s eyes flick past him. Out on the water, Tiger Lily stands in her canoe, lighting an arrow.
She looses it.

BOOM.

The sails ignite.

Fire spreads. Smoke billows. Pirates shout.

For the first time, Ironhand loses control. But just for a breath. Then he laughs. “I think your
friend might be in trouble out there.”

Sam looks. The crocodiles are closing in on Tiger Lily. She strikes one with her paddle, but it’s
not enough.

Sam turns back to the plank. Tries a careful jump. Wobbles. Nearly falls.

Ironhand leans in.

“Lost your footing?”
A beat.
“Lost your faith?”

Sam’s face hardens. Then he closes his eyes.

And instead of fighting gravity, he rolls off the plank. For a moment, he falls.

Then he flies.

Not gracefully or confidently. Just enough. He dives low and snatches Tiger Lily from her canoe
as a crocodile lunges beneath them. They land hard on the bow of the ship, the burning sail now
between them and Ironhand.

Below them: the hold, where uncle Matthew is held. But the door is locked. Ironhand rattles
keys.

“Looking for these?”

Before anyone can react, Lumi streaks past, snatches the keys midair, and drops them to Sam. As
Sam unlocks the hold, Ironhand is shaken. This is spinning out of control.

He yells orders. Pirates rush.
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Sam, Tiger Lily, and the fairy dive into the hold and barricade it from the inside. They’re trapped.

But together. Inside, the uncle turns.

“You again,” he says. “Have you come to watch me walk the plank?”

“I came to save you,” Sam says.

He hands him the jar.

“And this is yours. And—”
He shows the shard.
“—this is the one you gave me.”

The jar and shard glow together.

The uncle recoils. Recognition?

“A forgery. Sorcery. Trickery.”

Outside, Ironhand shouts:

“Get my spare key. Captain’s quarters. The box.”

The bullies, now united with Len, scramble. Ashamed, afraid, but they do as they’re told.

----

Inside the hold, the uncle shakes his head.

“Twelve pirates. Armed to the teeth. There’s no hope. It’s too dark.”

Sam steps closer. “You once told me hope can live in the darkest of places.”

Something stirs. The uncle looks at Sam for the first time with recognition.

“Sam?” he whispers.

---

They reach the captain’s quarters. Billy finds the box, opens it, pulls the spare key free. Len
holds out his hand for it. Billy doesn’t give it.
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They lock eyes. Billy shakes his head, low, urgent. Not this time. Len hesitates. Looks back
toward the deck, toward Ironhand’s voice carrying through the chaos. The old pull is there.

Sid shifts beside them, unsure.

Billy steps closer. They lock eyes, as Billy presses the key into Len’s hand anyway. A choice.
Len grips it. Tight. A moment's hesitation.

Then he turns towards Ironhand and hurls the key overboard.

---

Inside the hold, the door shudders as pirates pound from the outside. Sam, Tiger Lily, the fairy,
Sunny, and uncle Matthew huddle together. No weapons. No numbers. No chance in a straight
fight. The uncle shakes his head.
“Twelve pirates. Armed to the teeth. One of them literally. There’s no way out.”

Sam looks around at his group of allies.

“They’re not loyal,” he says quietly. “They don’t follow him because they believe in him. They
follow him because he’s convinced them he’s in control.”

He pauses, listening to the chaos above: the shouting, the confusion, the fire.

“You saw it when the sails burned,” Sam continues. “He lost them for a moment.”

Sam reaches into his coat and pulls out the jar.

“I think I know how to make that moment last.”

He opens the porthole. Without ceremony, Sam lets the jar fall into the sea. It hits the water
below. For a breath, nothing happens. Then the water moves. A low, resonant sound carries up
the hull. Something ancient stirs.

The pirates outside begin shouting in panic. Shapes rise alongside the ship. Mermaids. The
pounding on the hold door stops.

Sam meets the others’ eyes.
“Now.”

They unbar the door. Outside, the deck is chaos. Pirates back away from the rail as pale, wet
mermaid hands grip the sides of the ship. Faces emerge from the water, eyes fixed, unblinking.
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Some pirates look to Ironhand. Others don’t. Ironhand shouts orders: “Hold formation! Stand
your ground!” No one listens.

The bullies stand frozen, watching their former master shout into a void. Ironhand turns and sees
Sam. Sam steps forward calmly. With Ironhand's attention, he raises the glowing shard in his
open palm. The mermaids’ attention snaps to it instantly. Every head turns. Every eye tracks its
movement.

Ironhand notices. For the first time, he doesn’t speak. Sam says nothing either. He simply holds
the shard where Ironhand can see it. Ironhand’s face hardens into certainty. He lunges forward
and snatches the shard from Sam’s hand. Mine. Control reclaimed.

Ironhand turns toward the mermaids, raising the shard like a badge of authority.

“You!” he bellows, pointing toward Sam and the boys. “Attack them!” Nothing happens.

The mermaids don’t even look at the boys. They look at him, still mesmerized by the shard.
Ironhand backs away slowly, still shouting, still commanding, still insisting. “Do as you’re told!”
He doesn’t realize where he’s stepping until the deck narrows beneath his feet. The plank.

The mermaids slither towards him now, hands reaching. Ironhand looks down at the shard in his
hand. Doubt flickers.
“No,” he says. “You don’t decide.”

He steps back again, towards the deck. But the mermaids surge forward, and Ironhand is
knocked overboard. The mermaids pull him down, and he disappears beneath the surface.

Silence spreads across the deck. No orders. No authority. The pirates stand uncertain, looking to
one another.

Uncle Matthew steps forward. His speaks with authority: “I will not claim control of this ship
again"

“If you still remember who you were before him…
Take us to the cove. Leave us there.
Then choose your own captain.”

No one argues. The ship turns.

The ship slows near the cove. Sam says goodbye to Tiger Lily without ceremony, both of them
certain this is where their paths separate. She returns to her canoe, choosing her world, while
little Lumi hovers confidently before lifting into the air, free and unbound. Sam watches them
go, then turns to the water with the boys and his uncle. They dive in and swim toward the
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swirling underwater portal, disappearing as they enter it.

They emerge from the underwater portal in the normal world. Wet, exhausted, real. The portal
settles behind them. Ironhand’s top hat still sits cleanly beside it, exactly where it was left.
Untouched. They leave it behind. Together, they walk toward the orphanage. As they approach,
the orphanage is visibly changed. Children move freely in the yard. Some play. Some run. There
is laughter. The rigid order is gone. The matron is present, observant, in control—but not
oppressive. This is a place run, not ruled. The uncle enters with the children and says calmly, “I
believe you’re missing these.” Relief. Recognition. Then he adds, “And I need to speak with you
about one in particular.” Inside the matron’s office, he asks to adopt Sam. She listens, then asks
how he intends to provide. He admits he is between work. She refuses—not harshly, but firmly.
He accepts it, shoulders lowered. She looks out the window. She points to the former bullies,
now working together, helping younger children without being told. “They used to be quite
difficult,” she says. “What changed?” He answers simply: “I didn’t do anything. It was all Sam.”
She studies him again. “We recently lost a staff member,” she says. “I’ve taken full control here
—but I could use help. And it does seem you have a way with these children.” A pause. “Well,”
she adds, “with work here, you’ll be able to provide. I see no reason you can’t take him.”
Outside, a carriage waits. The final image mirrors the opening: the same orphanage, the same
carriage. But this time, Sam is not delivered. He steps into it by choice, sitting beside his uncle.
The carriage pulls away—not toward confinement, but toward a home.
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