PETER PAN
Based on the novel By J. M. Barrie
ADAPTED BY ABBIE ENA-SMITH
ACT ONE, SCENE ONE
MRS DARLING IS TUCKING HER CHILDREN INTO BED IN THE NURSARY
FX: THERE IS A SOUNDTRACK OF LIGHT-HEARTED, MAGICAL MUSIC IN THE BACKGROUND, WHICH FADES OUT AS THE NARRATOR SPEAKS.
NARRATOR
(V/O):
All children, except one, grow up.
Mrs Darling first heard of Peter Pan 
when she was tidying up her children’s minds.
Mothers can do that, you know.
They can sort out their children’s minds, like cupboards 
and pack away their thoughts into their proper places
ready for the next day.

FX: MRS DARLING IS OPENING AND CLOSING DRAWERS OR BOXES (TO SYMBOLISE SHE IS PACKING THE THOUGHTS AWAY).

NARRATOR
(V/O):
As she was tidying up Wendy’s mind-

MRS DARL.
Oh!

NARRATOR (CONT’D)
(V/O):
-She found mention of a boy named Peter.

FX: MRS DARLING RUSTLES THROUGH PAPERS OR OBJECTS (TO SYMBOLISE HER RIFLING THROUGH THEIR MINDS).

NARRATOR (CONT’D)
(V/O):
She took a look into John and Michael’s 
minds as well - just to be sure.

MRS DARL.
(Amazed)
Here he is - and here he is again!

NARRATOR (CONT’D)
(V/O):
He was mentioned here there and everywhere, 
but nowhere so much as in Wendy’s mind.
So Mrs Darling decided to ask her who he was.

WENDY
He’s Peter Pan, you know, Mother.

MRS DARL.
No, I don’t know, my love.
The only Peter Pan I’ve heard of
lives with the fairies.

WENDY
Yes, that’s him.

MRS DARL.
(Disbelieving, but compassionate)
But he’s just a story and besides,
 I’ve known of him since I was a little girl,
so he must be quite grown-up by now.

WENDY
(Quite naturally)
Oh no, he’s just my size.
He’s ever so sweet, even if he can be cocky.
And it’s always very naughty of him not to wipe his feet 
before he comes into the nursery!

MRS DARL.
(Surprised)
He’s been here?

WENDY
(Quite naturally again)
Of course!

MRS DARL.
How could he get in?
Nana would have seen him.

WENDY
I think he comes through the window.

MRS DARL.
(Perplexed)
My child, we are three floors up.
Surely you must have been dreaming?

WENDY
I wasn’t dreaming – I don’t know how
I know, but I do.

FX: WENDY MOVES ACROSS ROOM, AND THE WINDOW SLIDES UPWARDS. THERE IS A LOW TUNE OF PANPIPES IN THE BACKGROUND, WHICH PLAY UNTIL MR DARLING SPEAKS AND INTERRUPTS THE ACTION.

WENDY (CONT’D)
(OFF)
He comes in through the window
as we’re sleeping

FX: WENDY COMES BACK ACROSS THE ROOM.

WENDY (CONT’D)
and plays his pan pipes
at the end of my bed.

ACT ONE, SCENE TWO
MR DARL.
(LOUD)
Oh it all comes from having a dog for a nanny!
(Musingly)
But it was such an expense to get a proper one…

MRS DARL.
	(Worriedly)	
But George, what if Wendy really did see him?
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Come now my love, Wendy cannot 
have seen him. She must have been dreaming.

MRS DARL.
Still, I would feel better if Nana kept watch.

MR DARL.
(Condescending, but loving)
Trust me my darling, this boy is just a
 story Nana told them. It is just the sort of nonsense 
a dog would fill their heads with.

ACT ONE, SCENE THREE
THE WINDOW OUTSIDE THE NURSARY
NARRATOR
But Wendy really had seen Peter Pan
and he came again to the nursery window.

FX: THERE ARE TINKLING SOUNDS MOVING AROUND MICROPHONE (TO SYMBOLISE TINKER BELL FLYING). THE PAN PIPES BEGIN AGAIN, STARTING LOW AND GETTING LOUDER AS THE NARRATOR SPEAKS.

NARRATOR
That night of all nights, the stars in the sky –
 who are so fond of fun – watched anxiously for 
the grown-ups to get out of the way. 
Had they known what would happen, Mr and Mrs Darling 
would never have gone to their party 
at number twenty-seven.
They would have stayed with their children, 
watching over them as the nightlights should have done.
They didn’t know, however, and soon the nursery window would be open
and their three beds would be empty.
