London - December, 1841 (Monday, December 20th – approx. 3am)
Previously on Pan:

Bedlam: THIS STORY ALREADY BLOODY SUCKS!

Pete: Hey!

Bedlam: This is that rotten Shakespeare stuff again, ain’t it? I hate Shakespeare!

Tubba: I kinda like it!

Bedlam: Shut up!

Mike:  Shakespeare’s not so bad. Remember A Midsummer Night’s Dream? When the Faerie Queen fell in love with the ass? That was pretty flash, despite Markie having to have it read to us a dozen times so we could understand the dirty jokes.

Tubba:  And Pete made for one anuhea (ugly) Faerie Queen. Ain’t that right, Pete?

(Pete laughs to himself while rolling a smoke)

Bedlam: You guys are crazy. You all need a -

(Pete lights up)

Bedlam: Hey, that’s my lighter!

Peter:  (smiling) That’s what you get for keeping it stowed in your pack while you’re asleep – and besides, after that stunt you pulled at the Museum, I don’t think you’ll be seeing it again anytime soon.

Bedlam: Mei ta ma de hun dan  –  (You mother-humping son of a -)

Pete: (looking down as he ashes)  Knock off the screaming, Lemmie. You know that it plays hell with your asthma. And besides, with you shouting at the top of your little malformed lungs, it’s a wonder that Coyote’s whole crew doesn’t know that we’re here. 

Bedlam: Bah!

Markie: The asthmatic pyromaniac doth protest too much, methinks.  'Tis now the very witching time of night, when church yards yawn and hell itself breathes out.

Merridew: (staring at his feet, cig in mouth) Not to sound insensitive, but I’m getting righteously sick of all this Skakespearean bullshit.

Markie: Cut Old Will some slack, Merri. Hamlet’s actually a pretty good story. It’s got ghosts, swordplay….

Markie: …A king steals a kingdom from his brother…. 

(Mike laughs psuedo-grimly to himself - he’s playing Hanafuda with Fender)

Markie…and everybody dies in the end. It’s rather a classic.

Curly: I do enjoy me a good story where everyone dies. It’s OPERATIC.

(Markie laughs)

Merridew: Well, it sure as hell couldn’t be any worse than Oliver Twist. And that was in English. Peter, tell 

Dulaire that if she ever slips us another volume of Dickens,  I will personally break every one of her goddamned well-manicured, beautifully-tapered fingers.

(murmur of approval from the rest of the boys) 

Peter: Yeah, well, she tries to do by right by us. Hell, if it weren’t for her, we’d be stuck getting our jollies from the Punch and Judy shows and penny-theatres in Whitechapel.  No stories to tell, no books to read. Well, okay, the word “read” being a relative term here, but still…

Bedlam: Stories! Like the one about the vampires!

Curly: Which one?

Mike: The one about the undead legions of Valparaiso versus the Dynamite King?

Bedlam: Nonono, the one about the barwench with the spoon! Tell it again!

Pete: Aw, c’mon guys, we just went through that one back-to-front and ‘round again just a few weeks ago.

You all KNOW how it turns out.

Bedlam: Yeah, but it’s FUNNY! Start with the part where her boyfriend wakes up in the coffin!

Pete: Well, he’s not really her boyfriend , but.... (sighs)....okay. So, there’s this guy, right? And he just saw the blonde guy -

Bedlam: The LEADER OF THE COVEN!

Pete: The vampire. Yes, The leader of the coven. Anyway, the hero wakes up, and he’s all “oof ow!” - 

Bedlam: Because he’s in the coffin!

Pete: - because he’s in the coffin, yes. And then he climbs out and… 

Bedlam: HE’S ACCOSTED BY CHICKENS!

Pete: Sweet Jesus, Lemmie, do you wanna tell this story instead?

Bedlam: No.

Pete: Alright. Where was I?

Bedlam: The chickens.

Pete: Mmm. Okay, so then the barwench’s boyfriend, he wakes up, though now he’s all a vampire and stuff, and....dammit. Now that i think about it, i just realized that the chickens don’t show up until much later. Or is that before he’s turned into a bloodsucker? Christ, i can’t remember.

Bedlam: You’re not very good at doing the tell, Peter.

Peter: Thanks tons, Lemmie.  (either this or Peter just gets a bit wordlessly disparaged)

Peter (rubbing his eyes tiredly with the pads of his fingers) : What time is it, Michael?

(Mike pulls an ancient and weathered timepiece – almost certainly one of Coyote’s hand-made  trinkets – from his shirt pocket.)

Mike: (shouts) ‘round about 3 am, Pete.

Pete: (sighs) I think it’s about time everybody turned in. It’s been a long day.

Mike: (in grim agreement) The longest. 

Merridew: (to himself, inside) No shit.

Pete: (to Ace) How is he?

Markie: (singing softly) ...Let me go boys, let me go boys…

(This next panel is in reality a full-page splash reveal of Ace holding Markie in his arms, a la’ the Virgin Mary and Jesus in Michalangelo’s La Pieta. )

Ace: I think we’re losing him.

Pete: Fuck.

(Panel of Pete whirling his line as Markie continues to sing)

Markie: ..”let me go down in the mud, where the rivers all run dry”…

(Panel of Pete throwing his line)

…”bury me at sea where no murdered ghosts can haunt me”…

(Panel of Pete’s hook and line catching the lip of the church’s burned rooftop)

…”if I rock upon the waves, no corpse can lie upon me”… 

Ace: We should probably get him downstairs.

Merridew: We need to get him to a doctor.

Pete (to Merri): We’ll get him to a bonesaw before dawn, I promise. (to the others, but not Ace) It’s just that we can’t risk dragging Markie through the open streets while Coyote’s wolves are looking to cut us down.

Merridew: So what’s your grand  plan?

Pete: The grand plan is that you guys post stakes here and take care of Markie while I make my way to Daulaire’s... 

(Ace makes to speak, but Pete cuts him off abruptly)

Pete:…by myself.  I’m hoping Coyote will assume that we’ve either left town completely by now, or’ve gone too far underground for him to follow - 

Merridew: Either of which would not have been bad ideas.

Pete: Don’t worry – we’ll be leaving these sorry fucking streets soon enough.     

(Pete nods solemnly to the others - Fender, Curly, Tubba  and they haul Markie’s lolling form onto their shoulders, Hamlet-funerary-style. On their way to the chapel’s cellar gate, Markie grabs Pete by the arm)

Markie: It wasn’t your fault, Peter.

Pete: Yeah, well, that kind of thing is for to me to decide, isn’t it?  

Markie: (to Pete) All the same…(singing hoarsely)… you must risk something that matters…..

(Pete’s skewed reaction here – makes knowing Karl Urban-style eye contact with Mike for a moment)

Markie: (to the rest of the boys)…my hands are strong… I’ll take any man here…

(Ace nods to the rest of the guys, and they continue on with Markie in tow)

Ace (to Peter): That’s Fender’s rotgut talking.

Markie:…if it’s worth the going, it’s worth the ride…

Pete: Fender?

(Fender, who is following the rest of the group towards the cellar, turns questioningly towards Peter.)

(Pete makes a subtle “come hither” motion with his hand and Fender sidles up to him and Ace.)

Pete: (in Japanese) Fender, I’m going to need Kiku’s help tonight. (in English) Think he’d oblige?

(Fender nods silently to Peter, and then turns his head and speaks for a moment – inaudibly – with Kiku. He points to Peter, then to himself, then motions to a treat in his hand. He whispers one last exchange to Kiku before ruffling it’s hair, extending his arm, and offering him to Peter. Peter extends his own arm to Kiku, who gamely hops aboard and perches atop his shoulder.

Pete: (to Fender) Arigato. (“Thank you” or equivalent in either Mandarin or Japanese) 

Markie: A little rain never hurt anybody….

(Markie passes out)                 

Peter: Alright, guys. Get some rest. I’ll send for Markie in a pinch.

(Ace nods in understanding and follows the rest of the guys down into the church’s battered storm cellar. Pete takes a moment to watch them leave, turns around, and sees Michael leaning against a stone pillar with a matter-of-fact look on his face..)

Mike: I get first watch.

Pete (considering this for a moment – looks up at the battered roof of the church – looks back down at the ground humbly): Alright.

(Pete and Michael silently climb their way to the top of the ruined church in a moody, atmospheric little scene. Once at the top, they have a good look around at the city below them, and then at the spinning galaxy of stars above.  Peter continues to look at the city below while Michael fixes his gaze at the stars. Kiku serves to cut a bit of the maudlin bullshit in this scene. Pete and Mike laugh at him? Ignore him while he apes during the more sensitive part of the conversation? )

(Beat.)

Michael: Peter?

(Beat.)

Pete: Yeah?

Michael: I just wanted to tell you that what happened tonight…..

Pete: (not looking at Mike, still looking at the city below) …That it wasn’t my fault?

(Peter turns to look at Michael)

Pete: That’s bullshit Michael. You know it.

(nods and looks down again)

Pete: We all know it.

(Michael is silent for a moment. He’s used to bending to Pete’s will when it comes to these matters, but he refuses to let this slide without a talk. He changes tactics for a moment.)

(Mike looks up and around.)

Pete: The stars are beautiful tonight. Not even in the Bering Straits did they burn so brightly as they do right now.

Pete (nods): It’s rare event when these skies aren’t choking with soot and ash.  Must be the northern wind.

(Michael looks down at the graveyard below and smiles)

Michael (quasi-singing): “As I walked on with a heavy heart,

Then a stone danced on the tide

And the song went on

Though the lights were gone

And the North wind gently sighed.”

Pete (suddenly smiling): “And an evening breeze coming from the East

That kissed the riverside

So I pray now child that you sleep tonight

When you hear my lullaby.”

(sits down)

Mike: I know you think that you killed her too. (delete this line?)

(Pete takes the Staff of Osiris from his bag for the first time and contemplates it)

(Michael finally turns to Pete.)

Mike: But you didn’t. You didn’t know what was going to happen. (delete this line?)

(Pete doesn’t say anything. Slight facial tremor?)

Mike: All you’ve ever done was try and protect your snoog of a little brother. To make a better life for people around you. 

Pete: So...that’s what you wanted to tell me? That I’m off the hook?

Michael: Peter…there is no hook. (motions at Pete with the Staff of Osiris to make his point) There’s only what we do.

(Silent shot of Peter solemnly contemplating hook and line in his hunched hands)

(beat.)

Pete: No. I haven’t been keeping a weather eye out for anybody – much less you. She died was because I was greedy and starving for adventure. And now, we had a chance to blow London without anyone catching wise, but I scrapped that too, just because of a fucking trinket. We should’ve just left London when we had the chance. Markie getting sliced open like a carp is on my head.

Michael: But you -

Pete: Aw, c’mon – even a blind man could’ve seen that Markie would’ve stepped in to stop the fight. In the very least, I should’ve tried to pull this job by my lonesome. At least that way I would be the one with my guts in my hand and not Markie.

Michael: All the same, how many people like us get a chance to thieve Cairo gold before they’re even old enough to pop a boner? 

Pete: Yeah, and they also say that the road to hell is paved with good intentions. (move line down to end of convo) if it weren’t for me, you woulda never wound up on the streets.

Michael: And I would’ve never wound up traveling the world, getting into all kind of crazy adventures. I would’ve grown up to be some …(Michael’s speech of confidence.)

Pete: I just never saw us sitting in a church one day, our mother dead, diseased, our pants fulla chuff. I just wanted a better life for us. Michael….

(begins to cry)

Michael: It’s alright, Pete…

Pete: ..there just wasn’t enough time, Michael. (*sobs*)  There just wasn’t enough time.

(camera pull out to wide shot.) 

Scene ends.

Note about scene: hedge this shit a bit more.
Either fade out, or little scene where Pete recomposes himself and launches away, leaving Mike to ponder the stars himself. (Second star-to-the-right reference in convo?)

 Cut to:

Comic business with rats and pigeons duking it out with one another in the eaves of a ghetto building. Just as the joke reaches it’s climax – BOOSH - comes Peter crashes the scene, wreaking havoc as he swings and leaps from the tension/laundry wires strung hight over the streets of London’s East End a la’ a ghetto Spiderman. Peter swings through the air like an old action star, pulling off crazier and crazier stunts, until his hook & line breaks and he’s sent crashing through the skylights of a ritzy parlor where all kinds of crazy Victorian S&M sex shit is going on. Peter stands up, brushes himself off, hauls ass out of the room, down a stairwell, and into the streets below. He walks backwards into the streets in relative shock, and almost collides with a passing apple cart. The driver curses him, and Peter makes off down the road with his busted hook & line in hand.  (look up to reveal St. Paul’s looming in near skyline)

The Mr. Banks Montage – Peter skulking through the pre-dawn wasteland streets to St. Paul’s cathedral…moody, dark, and alone. Make it bleak as all hell.

Peter arrives at the churchsteps (he throws tuppence to the beggarwoman there and her pigeons –another  nod to Mary Poppins) and enters the nearly empty church.

Cold & gothic, but clean. Chorus sings “Star of Bethlehem” as Peter make his way through the church. Montage with lyrics, finishing as Peter steps out onto the bell-dome, preparing to launch for another wire-swing while quietly contemplating the galaxy of stars wheeling about his head.

Choral:

Star of Bethlehem shining bright

Bathing the world in heavenly light

Let the glow of your distant glory

Fill us with love this Christmas night

Star of Innocence, Star of Goodness

Gazing out since time began

You who have lived through endless ages

You who with love leads the age of man

Star of Beauty, here art we

Whisper your wisdom tenderly

Star of Bethlehem, set us free

Innocent world we long to see

Star of Bethlehem, star on high

Here crowning the midnight sky

Let your luminous light from heaven

Enter our hearts and make us fly

Star of Happiness, Star of Wonder

You see everything from afar

Cast your eye upon the future

Star of Gentleness, here art we

Whisper your wisdom tenderly

Star of Bethlehem, set us free

Innocent world we long to see….
Cut to:

4:30am

(Pete sneaking into The Red Ferret via a coalshute?)

Whore entertaining a trick in her bed. Ridiculous little scene.

Peter surreptitiously entering whorehouse with a monkey on his shoulder and slathered in coaldust. The interior of Dulaire’s brothel should look a bit like the party joint in “Little Women”. Warm and cozy. Great place. Not as much a whorehouse as a fire-lit oasis of comfort amidst the relatively shitty drizzle that is the rest of London.

Peter greeted by Madame DuLaire in characteristically charming way. Dulaire gives Pete a bit of a psychological beat-down/softening up (counting in Latin?) Peter offers to give Hamlet back to DuLaire – instead, DuLaire lets him keep her battered copy of Hamlet and gives him another book as well. (Simply a book about Greek myth?) DuLaire and Peter chat about Greek myth for a while  (insert wildy awesome origin of Zeus/Athena/Persephone/Hades here, told through red-clay pottery-styled Greek figures juiced up with Looney-Tunes energy).  DuLaire asks about Michael (she makes special reference to Michael being Pete’s shadow) and Pete finally caves in and explains to Dulaire (and by default, the audience) just what the fuck happened at the British Museum. DuLaire listens patiently as Peter asks for sanctuary and for help for Markie. DuLaire considers this for a few moments (she knows that she’s seriously endangering her entire house just even by talking to Peter, much less letting Peter’s gang shack up there for a few days, yet…) she succumbs to Pete’s ridiculous charms. Ecstatic beyond words (this is the first slice of good luck that he’s had since the night has started, in fact) Pete sends Kikuchiyo back to the boys with a note giving the “all clear”. (Monkey followed by Coyote’s men? Just one guy notices it?)

6:00 am: The Lost Boys arrive at The Red Ferret just at the crack of dawn. (Where to put them?) Despite his bloodied, near-delerious condition, Markie jokes DuLaire at Peter’s expense. Peter smiles warmly.

Cut to:

2 days pass? Aware that Coyote’s men are keeping an eye on The Red Ferret, the guys ever-so-cautiously journey to the Old Vic to meet with Francoise. (Pete means to take Francoise up on her offer to travel with her troupe back to Paris). The guys climb to the Old Vic’s rooftop and watch Francoise’s troupe’s seriously fucking bizarre version of A Midsummer’s Night’s Dream through a small hole in the Vic’s gilded skylight. Introduction of Francoise’s understudy. The guys rib Peter mercilessly about his crush on the understudy (while Lemmie continues to harp about how shitty Shakespeare is. The guys’ attention is held by the hybrid African-Gyspy costumes and music – the whole damned production is like something out of a Prince music video.)

Afterwards, Peter meets with Francoise atop the Old Vic’s roof. (The rest of the guys are hamming it up backstage with Francoise’s troupe-mates.)

Francoise’s introduction: (amongst the smoking, steaming stackpipes on the  Old Vic’s rooftop, silhouetted againt the stars): “Who and what art thou?” 

Francoise attacks Peter with sudden and elegant ferocity, driving him backwards to the very edge of the Old Vic’s rooftop. 

“Art thou a demon of starlight?”

“Art though the hallowed song poured hot from angels’ breasts?”

“Though art the mote/night in the devil’s eye, though art the shadow of heaven, thou art the light of hell’s gods, thou scourge, thou brine of malice, thou….boy.”

Just as Pete is about to take a tumble from the Vic’s rooftop (with Francoise’s blade nearly buried in his throat), Francoise laughs and pulls him back onto his feet.

Pete and Francoise share a few drinks and more than a few laughs. After some some crotch-talk, Pete presents her with the Staff of Osiris and vows to meet her at the East India Docks at 10pm sharp the very next night.

Cut to dusk day after next (Wesnesday, 22nd): 

Peter and the boys (with a freshly stitched-and-bandaged Markie in tow) bid farewell to Madame DuLaire and her girls. As a parting gift (and in addition to the books Dulaire gave him earlier), Dulaire gives Peter a loaded & weathered flintlock (under the pretense for “good luck”) As they hike off into the dusky streets of London’s ghettos (on their way to the Demeter’s berth at the East India Docks), Lemmie queitly begins to sing:

Farewell and adieu to you Spanish ladies,

Farewell and adieu to you ladies of Spain.

(Merridew chimes in, too):
For we’ve received orders to sail for old England,

We hope in a short time to see you again.

(Everybody, though quietly)

We’ll rent and we’ll roar like true British sailors,

We’ll rent and we’ll roar all upon the South Seas

Until we strike soundings in the channel of old England,

Promise us, ‘tis silly, ‘tis thirty-five leagues…

We hove our ship to with a wind from sou’ west boys,

We hove our ship to for to strike soundings clear,

It’s forty-five fathoms with a white sandy bottom,

We’ve squared our mainyard and up-chanelled it’s steer.

We’ll rent and we’ll roar like true British sailors,

We’ll rent and we’ll roar all upon the South Seas

Until we strike soundings in the channel of old England,

Promise us, ‘tis silly, ‘tis thirty-five leagues…

Now the first land we sighted it is called a dudman,

Next rams it off Plymouth  - start Portland and Whyte,

We sailed on by Beechee by Fairely and Dungeness,

And we hove our ship to off the south foreland light.

We’ll rent and we’ll roar like true British sailors,

We’ll rent and we’ll roar all upon the South Seas

Until we strike soundings in the channel of old England,

Promise us, ‘tis silly, ‘tis thirty-five leagues…

Then the signal was given for the grand fleet to anchor,

And all in the downs that night for to lie,

Let go your shag-painter likewise your cat-stopper,

Haul up your clu garnets -  let tacks and sheets fly.

We’ll rent and we’ll roar like true British sailors,

We’ll rent and we’ll roar all upon the South Seas

Until we strike soundings in the channel of old England,

Promise us, ‘tis silly, ‘tis thirty-five leagues…

Now let every man drink up his full bumper,

And let every man toss off his full glass

We’ll sing and be jolly

We’ll drown melancholy

And here’s to the health of your true-hearted lass.

We’ll rent and we’ll roar like true British sailors,

We’ll rent and we’ll roar all upon the South Seas

Until we strike soundings in the channel of old England,

Promise us, ‘tis silly, ‘tis thirty-five leagues…

Unbeknownst to the guys, however, Coyote’s men have been tracking them since the moment they left The Red Ferret. Coyote’s men (Cholera Bob in the lead) ambush the Lost Boys while en route to the Demeter and drive them deep into the sewers beneath the city. 

Ordinarily, the boys would turn and fight in a situation like this, but knowing that Markie is more vulnerable than ever, they decide to simply make a full-on-run for the dockyard. Coyote’s men give chase through the sewers. (meanwhile Tubba carries Markie on his back a’la Chewie & Threepio in “ESB”) Coyote’s men get their hands on Markie while Pete is distracted/slowed by Lemmie’s claustrophobia-induced asthma attack. During the fight, both parties are caught in a cave-in and the two groups are divided. Through the torrent of tumbling sewer-rumble, Cholera Bob shouts  instructions to Peter to exchange the Staff of Osiris for Markie’s at Hyde Park the next night. Coyote’s men escape with Markie.

 Now physically and emotionally devastated, the Lost Boys are forced to make their way to the East India docks (without Markie now), where Peter tells Francoise that – much to his chagrin – he won’t be accompanying her to Paris. The rest of the guys decide to stay as well. Francoise ships off to Paris with her  understudy in tow, but note before sharing one last characteristic goodbye with Peter. As this happens, Ace notices for the first time (and during a wordless little scene) just how much Peter might be sacrificing to stay behind and save Markie

They make plans for the meeting. In the end, Michael & Peter alone.

(As they travel so near the midnight hour, they pass tattered street carolers in the otherwise almost-empty streets. Michael scurries past them again at the very beginning of Part 2, where the lyrics to “God Rest Ye Gentlemen” strike a particular resonance with the poor kid.) 

They travel to Hyde Park and find Markie’s body mutilated and crucified to makeshift cross. Pete falls to his knees in despair, and he hears a familiar click –

“No-.”

KA-BOOM.

Peter’s brains are blown out of his forehead in a sickening gout.

Shot of Michael from the waist up with Dulaire’s smoking flintlock in his hand. The look on Michael’s face is one of quiet horror, which begins to twist as Michael horrified & confused reaction to what he’s done, before he turns and runs away from the mess he’s created (does he nab Peter’s bag o’ tricks before hauling ass back to the streets?). Last shot is from above – pure white snow, red blood, framed in black shadow.)

End Part 1.

Open on a black panel. Silent at first, but the sounds of seagulls – and then, the crashing tide – ease their way into the otherwise quiet soundtrack.

First real shot should be a POV shot from Pete’s perspective as he opens his eyes. Looking straight up into a featureless orange/gold sky. After a moment, the sound of gulls again, and now a few birds wheel their way into the shot.

Reverse shot of Peter from the waist up - we’re looking straight down at him as he looks past us into the sky. He doesn’t quite realize it yet, but he’s drifting on a thin current of water washing upon a gold-sanded shore. The water crashes and cascades around his shoulders and draws back down, leaving in it’s wake small shells and ocean debris. The shadow of the wheeling gulls far above Peter play across his face and the beach around him.

Peter gets up, feels his head (where he felt the lifeblood gushing out of him, just what seems to have been moments earlier), and wanders down the coast a bit. Yells a bit, but the morning-lit island seems to be deserted. (first intro of “LotF” elements – this mirrors the alienation of the kids’ intro to their own island.) Pete makes his way into the interior jungle, sees a few strange sights, and then somehow happens upon the creature he eventually names Tinkerbell. (Is she with a colony of faeries? Why does she take after him so? We’ll see.)

Peter eventually runs into Persephone, who, after a long and convoluted meeting, explains to him what’s been going on: that most of the the Greek Olympian gods have died as a result of  celestial civil war mirroring the war between the Titans  and Olympians 5000 years earlier. The few survivors of this war (the demigod Pan included) have retreated to the Greek Underworld to survive on the worship of the millions of souls in Tartarus. Meanwhile, Hades himself has recruited Pan to take on the role of shepherding (i.e. stealing/misdirecting, etc) new souls Underworld. Under the tutelage of Hades, Pan becomes aquainted with lonely Persephone and they begin to screw around. Eventually (and inevitably), Hades discovered this betrayal and so raised the death-god Thanatos and an army of the undead to hunt down Pan and destroy him. 

After a long fight & chase, Thanatos finally managed to corner Pan on the hills of Arcadia and mortally wounded him. Now, Persephone has drawn Peter to this dying Underworld to save the life of Pan. Persephone prepares for the pouring of Pan’s essence into Peter’s heart (some kind of ritual amongst her grove of black poplars) during which a confused and disbelieving Peter is knocked out for three days straight.

Cut back to London:

Michael & the boys at Hyde Park. Daylight. Michael has brought the boys to Pete and Markie’s bodies but tells them that thee were killed by Coyote’s crew. (Where do they regroup at? TheRed  Ferret is burned by Coyote’s crew?) Regardless,  Merridew wants revenge NOW, but Ace yokes him. With Peter and Markie dead (the only two who’ve ever showed any leadership prowess) , it’s inevitable that the rest will end up dead too, if they don’t really start using their brains.  Ace decides to spend the next three days (while they prepare P & M’s bodies for burial) to plan retaliation in seclusion.

3 days later:

Pete’s funeral at snowy sunset (which ends with Peter’s simultaneous re-awakening on the Island at dawn):

Merridew: “What do we do now?”

Ace (still staring at Pete and Markie’s graves, looking worse-for-wear than we’ll probably ever see him again): “We kill ‘em.”

(beat)

“We kill ‘em all.”

Cut to the Island:

Peter wakes up. Persephone is nowhere to be found, but he manages to stumble into battle for the first time? Peter almost gets killed (he only has Pan’s dinky, never-used gilded sword, after all). He’s never fought to the death like this before, either – especially on such a huge scale. Pan’s innate sense of rage (just an inkling) kicks in (quick & abrupt memory flashback here?), and Peter rises to the challenge and butchers Thanatos’s troops. Peter discovers that he now likes kicking ass. Peter goes on in search of another fight.

All this commotion in the Elysian Fields (it’s supposed to be a kind of heaven, after all) catches the eye of Hades, who doesn’t like having unnanounced interloper on his Island (see Odysseus, etc.). Hades offhandedly sends Thanatos to dispatch Peter. When hearing that Thanatos has been set loose, Peter/Pan decides to seek HIM out.

Big battle with Thanatos’s undead troops in the Arcadian forests. With Tink’s help, Peter slays them all. As he’s gloating, he hears Thanotos calling out for Pan in an clearing less than a hundred yards away. Peter wanders into the thick of it, murder in his eyes.

“Alright, you gruesome son of a bitc-“

Thanatos swats Peter like a fly. The fight turns into a one-on-one Looney Tunes-style brawl. With Tink’s help (how?), Pete slays Thanatos with Thanatos’s own goddamned sword (the black iron one). Thanatos’s army of the undead runs  screaming back into the forests. Peter giving chase. Awesome victory for a disheveled 16-year old boy.

Cut back to London:

The Lost Boys’ Rampage o’ Revenge. (Intercut this with Peter going berserk on the Island against Hades’ army of the undead):

6-7 episodes in London, all ending with final confrontation on Coyote’s ship.  

Whorehouse ambush? (scene starts out exactly the same as the whore-in-bed intro to DuLaire’s, but this time the guys are waiting in the room to kill the lady’s trick just he climaxes.)

Onstage murder at subterranean penny theatre. (Another echo of Hamlet)

Graverobbing surprise (Lemmie - dressed as a decaying old woman’s clothes - hiding in a coffin).

Sweeny Todd homage. (Ace flips a coin to an unseen homicidal barber)

Outright battle in a bar (the Green Crow).

Chase through towering open-air slum block/horse-and-coach hijacking and Raiders-style persuit.

Finally, with Coyote’s entire crew dead (the previous coach chase actually ends at the Thames dockyard?), the Lost Boys gather to confront Coyote on his dry-docked ship (ship’s name? Odysseus-related?) on the Thames. The guys discover that the ship is completely empty, except for the startlingly fragile Coyote in the Captain’s cabin. (Coyote is expecting them, and is repairing a clock with his one good hand when they storm his ship.) Brief confrontation begins, in which Coyote’s essential tender humanity is brought to light – he doesn’t want Peter or the boys dead, NEVER wanted Peter or the boys dead, he….he’s just tired.  He’s just got the guys’ winding down just a notch when Michael (who had snuck off without the guys’ noticing) nukes the ship’s stores of whaling oil with Lemmie’s lighter, killing everyone aboard in a massive mushroom cloud of fire on the water.

Michael makes his way back through the docks, and out of this story (barring one quick cameo early in Book 2) for the better part of the next two hundred years.

END LONDON ENTIRELY.

BEGIN ISLAND FULL-TIME.
The boys wake up on the Island in a group, not understanding exactly what has happened. They muster a bit, and then Peter makes himself known. Heartfelt reunion, despite Peter’s revelation that Michael has betrayed them all, and that Peter himself has been fundamentally changed since they boys last saw him. (No one makes a conscious mention of Peter’s quasi-transformation of it except for Merridew, who as the reunion is ending, makes a worried aside to Fender.)

(Here is where the first inklings of the main thrust of this Book’s plot must make itself known, and is built upon with the reveal of Coyote’s crew now being on the island as well. This entire section is about the Gods putting their pieces into position for a chess match that will decide the fate of the Island and what remains of the tattered Greek mythological canon. Regardless, Hades – in the form of a biblical crocodile -  offers to free the soul of Coyote’s long-dead wife – harvested long ago by Pan/Thanatos, no less – if Coyote can kill Peter/Pan. After much hub-bub, Coyote caves in and begrudgingly decides to hunt down Peter. )

Jump to the awakening/grouping of Coyote’s crew at this point, or wait to show that they’ve been drawn to the Island as well until the boys are well on their way to their own adventure? Waiting might be better. Make for a swell reveal of Coyote as Peter’s reluctant nemesis/commander of Hades’ army of the dead.

Battle for control of the entire Underworld. Perhaps Hades becomes so enraged at Persephone’s affair with Pan and her subsequent drawing of Peter the Underworld, Hades actually kills Persephone. As a result, an unseen hand (Athena, naturally) goads Peter into attempting to claim the Key to the Underworld for himself, thereby forever upsetting the balance of power in Hades. (The enigmatic Key to Hades – guarded by Cerberus at the Gates of Hades, held by King Minos the Judge of the Dead – actually turns out to be Persephone’s own now-disembodied soul? Perhaps Persephone could bequeath her share of power over the Underworld unto Peter before she allows herself to dissapate, which then sets Peter and Hades directly against  one another. But how does Peter end up fighting with Coyote one final time rather duking it out with Hades personally? Feh. Get Hacate involved somewhere here, along with a quick cameo by Athena/Tiger Lily-to-be.) 

Regardless, Peter discovers that he can float/fly only at the very very end of the story, and even then, the discovery is purely accidental. (Years later, Athena tells Peter later that Pan hated the god-granted ability of flight). Peter eventually teaches the other guys how to fly during the 60-year gap between this Book and Book #2. 

Tale ends with climatic battle (what else? But where? Definitely not on a ship – probably somewhere deep within the island ) where Coyote ends up skewering Fender (Fender defending Peter’s books?), then Peter striking back with ridiculous fury and lopping off Coyote’s right hand. Gloating, Peter feeds Coyote’s hand to crocodile. The retreat of Coyote’s forces to their own seaside/quarry enclave and the establishment of  Lost Boys’ base in the charred remains of Persephone’s Grove. (Persephone’s Grove located in the foothills to Arcadia?) Nourished with Persephone’s tears and love, her last surviving black poplar ends up being the tree in which the guys live in until the end of Book #2. In Book #2, it’s base has been gradually blasted away by relentless cannon fire from Coyote’s ships. 

Final scene involves Athena decending upon Hades (the only scene involving the two of them in the entire trilogy) and threatening to unleash the Furies on Hades if he ever attempts to lay a finger on another god again.

Book 2

London - December, 1941.

Open on the night of Wendy’s granddaughter’s school production of  “Peter Pan”. Camera pans across the stage and the audience’s reaction (intercutting between the two) as 10 and 11-year-old children re-enact scenes that will be presented to us again in an extremely realistic & violent fashion later in the story. Peter & Wendy’s first meeting. Wendy’s intro to the Lost Boys. Battle at Mermaid Lagoon. Peter’s final fight w/ Hook.

Cut to the post-play aftermath in the lobby of the theatre as everybody begins to make their ways home. Wendy and her granddaughter (name?) chat with “random” people (mostly the aging, surviving Lost Boys – probably Ace, Don’t Ask, and just one Twin) for a bit before hopping into a cab and scuttling across the Thames to Wendy’s old home. But as they drive away, the camera begins to crane backwards  several hundred feet up into the air, always keeping Wendy & Jane’s cab in center of frame. Just as Wendy & Jane’s cab reaches the far shores of  London’s West End (figure out directions later), the camera finally comes to rest over the bared shoulder of a 16-year-old doofus.

Reverse shot of Peter’s crouched & brooding figure lurking threateningly atop the spires of Big Ben – Pete is silhouetted in matte black against the unearthly blue glow of a winter’s  full moon (Pete’s eyes glowing red?). Cut back to the previous shot over Peter’s shoulder – as we see the tiny pinpricks of light that are Wendy’s taillights turn onto the far banks of (Street?) Peter unexpectedly rockets out of frame in a sudden blur.

Cut back to Wendy’s cab as it arrives home, with a mini-celebration from some goofy characters (old Tootles? Nod to Hook? If not, who then?) for Wendy’s granddaughter  (change name) and the success of her acting debut. Lots of off-the-cuff talk about Pan.

Later on, during bedtime, Jane asks about some of Wendy’s scars – one fairly brutal scar on her hand in particular, one that looks as if it were the result of impalement. Wendy makes light of the ancient injury (she’s a mistress of misdirection, no surprise there, hey-nonny-nonny), but eventually, Jane persists, and goads Wendy into telling the “real” story of “Peter Pan”. Wendy knows when she’s been played (Jane obviously benefits from more than her fair share of Wendy’s genetically-imprinted thirst for a good story, it seems.), so she breaks down, and – at midnight on this particularly cold, dark, wintry evening, Wendy lets loose with her tale….

Flashback to London – December, 1899:   

Wendy is 16 years old. Her mother is a nurse, father is a goofball. Her brothers are well-meaning goofballs (*tsk*, guys) , who enjoy some of Wendy’s stories, but still tends to dismiss a lot of what she has to say as a simple result of her being such a wonky kid. (The guys love pirates and adventures and whatnot, but at the same time, they’re kinda fucking stupid when in comes to anything not involving swords and guns, etc, etc.)

Wendy’s family has an outing at a ritzy, upper-class party at a house a few blocks away, but somehow Wendy manages the trick of evading the party. Maybe she has a falling out with her mother. Perhaps she fakes sick to see Peter (whose presence she may already suspect by this point, and only confirms later that same night.) 

Crazy party involving a veritable whose-who of turn-of-century European quirk-celebrity: H.G. Wells, Oscar Wilde, Henry Jones, George Melies, artisans, writers…god knows…

At the party, there’s a quick, albeit foreboding cameo by an elderly Michael when he briefly greets both of Wendy’s brothers (and her parents? J.M. Barrie as well?). While gazing at the Staff of Osiris (on a pedestal in an airtight case – an understated and sometimes overlooked centerpiece of Michael’s collection of antiquities), the old Michael makes a queer comment to young Michael (Wendy’s brother) about the nature of brothers.  And he’s saying this, we cut to:

Wendy meeting Peter for the first time (directly) in the nursery. Quirky version of a classic scene that’s already been retold a bazillion times, not the least of which being the WWII-era retelling by Jane’s classmates at the very beginning of this story. (At least one exchange should echo that play verbatim regardless what else may be happening in the scene. Everything else is up for grabs.) The establishment of Tink’s rivalry (and ridiculous loathing) of Wendy, and of Peter’s essential ghostly-hood, especially here on “the mainland”.

Eventually, Peter coaxes Wendy into flying, and after a few bits of comic/slighty romantic goofiness, they blast off over London and into the stars – literally. The flight to the Island is depicted via a transition from the grey/lilac clouds over London to nebula gas clusters crowned with stars - a flight into the depths of cosmic space, around and through great star clusters and towering cathedrals of blood-red and copper-green dust nebulae, finally coming to an end when one particular star explodes into a supernova of light and the oceans of the Neverland open around our heroes. The cold winds buffeting this celestial sea are gradually ursurped by the soothing, balmy breezes of the huge island chain caught in the throes of an early sub-tropical summer sunset.

Establishment of not only Coyote’s continued presence on the Island, but of Madame Cheng’s surprise appearance as well. It’s her men who are truly hell-bent on bringing Peter and his new friend down out of the sky, and it’s her troops that persue them in this opening battle on the grounds of the Elysian Fields themselves. (Don’t worry too much about explaining who Madame Cheng is/was here – let her backstory with Coyote spill forth during later scenes between Hades – in croc form – and Coyote.)

Intro of Wendy to the Boys.

Battle at the Lagoon.

Night fight with Hades’ automatons. (Wendy and the guys tracking through the jungle at night, run-in with pirates, impalement of Lost Boy, the guys fighting rusted automatons AND pirates.)

Duel between Peter and Tiger Lily/ Athena. 

Coyote’s usurping of Madame Cheng/raid on the Indians & Lost Boys/Coyote blowing Pete’s brains out (flashback to Hyde Park for exactly one panel)/Coyote’s “escape attempt”/Flat-out-fucking war at the end of the world…..

Cut to:

Random shots of various locales around the island – the beaches, the canyons, the forests, the swamps, etc – as tens of thousands of disembodied souls from Tartarus seep up through the earth and begin to swarm about the skies.

Cut To: 

Knuckler’s Bay, where Cheng’s armada (comprised of hundreds of vessels) take to the air. The smaller, lighter ships – mostly junks and whatnot – begin to lift from the waters of the bay. Shots of the ships’ underbellies dripping seawater and mottled with the reflected light of the island’s dying sunset. Syphalitic crewmen yelling excitedly to each other as they chop at moorings with axes and hurriedly prepare for battle. A long shot of the bay as more junks glide past the camera, with the larger man-o-wars beginning to undock in the background. Black souls twist and thread around and through the massing armada as they make for the distant, darkening horizon….

Cut to:

Over-the-shoulder shot of the Twins gawking at the maelstrom of ships and souls cascading through the skies toward the Jolly Roger. 

Reverse shot:

Twin #1: We’re gonna need a bigger boat. 

Wide shot of the Jolly Roger’s main deck. Coyote’s crew is working feverishly to prepare the ship for the inevitable onslaught.

In a brief moment before Cheng’s fleet is upon them, Coyote pulls Ace aside and wordlessly unwraps a sword from a red velvet cloth. Coyote quasi-ceremoniously hands the sword to Ace. Confused, Ace takes the sword in his hands and holds it to the dying sunlight. After a moment, Ace finally realizes just what it is that he’s holding in his hands - it’s Fender’s ancient, battered katana. The same damned sword with which he used to fight Coyote to the death at the end of Book #1.

    There’s a beat, and then Ace begins to understand the predicament he and the others are about to find themselves in. Ace is about to open his mouth in reply to Coyote (a word of comfort? An apology? We’ll never know), the Jolly Roger’s lookout calls out from above deck.

Lookout: Cap’n! 3 marks on the quarter port! Cap’n!

Coyote: All hands see to the topsails! Cut loose the clue-garnets and let the sails fly on my command!

Before The Jolly Roger can evade Cheng’s scout skiffs, the skiffs crash into one another, sending a flaming wreck of debris crashing down onto the Roger’s stern, tearing a giant chunk out of the aft deck while casting three screaming, flailing deck hands into the roiling orange-and-purple clouds below.

The twins freak out. The storm is almost on them. While peering into the train-sized whole in the aft deck caused by the flaming wreckage falling from above, the Twins quietly wish to be with Peter again.

Coyote (interrupting, not taking his eyes from his guns as he’s single-handedly reloading them): Oh, he’s not dead.

Twin:??

Coyote: No mortal shot…no mortal blade can kill that boy. Hades was a damned fool to’ve ever believed otherwise.

Twin: ??

Coyote: He’s a demi-god, boy.  I could no more kill him with this (indicates his flintlock) trifle than I could shatter a boulder with a china cup. The most I could ever hope to achieve was to slow him down.

Twin: Slow him down? 

Coyote nods. 

Coyote explains his plan to draw Hades’ forces into the abyss at the end of all worlds. One of the Lost Boys almost puke at just how nuts this plan is. Twin #1, to no one in particular: “WE ARE GONNA FUCKING DIE!”  Ace just smiles – it’s a Peter-style plan if he ever heard one. The guys glean a new respect for Coyote…. Even if they would never admit otherwise.

As Coyote and the boys (some more willing than others)  prepare the ship for battle, Ace makes his way to the foredeck to see how Wendy is holding up. They share an odd moment…the only real moment they have between themselves in the entire trilogy…and suddenly the Jolly Roger is almost knocked onto it’s side from a close-quarter blast. Cheng’s armada is upon them.

Crewmen tumble off of the corkscrewing ship as everybody is knocked off their feet. Ace sees specters flowing right at the ship (at Wendy at particular) so he calls to the boys as he takes to the air (practically rolling off the ship himself)

Ace (to the guys, motioning to the swarming specters) : Distract them! Draw ‘em as far away from this ship as you can!

Crazy battles among the golden skies over the end of the world, ships blasting at each other at point-blank range and then crashing into one another, great swarms of black souls roaring about all the while.

Shockwave rocketing from the Island as Peter re-awakens w/Zeus’s power. Peter rockets to the forefront of the battle and engages in one final viscious duel w/ Coyote.

Coyte’s men: He’s coming.

Coyote  (putting coat on):

Wendy: What’re you going to do?

(Coyote shrugs.)

Coyote: My best, of course.

(Coyote gently grasps Wendy’s chince and kisses her on her hairline, very fatherly. He breathes in a last scent of stanky lovliness, and then turns to meet his doom at Peter’s hands)

(Wendy cries out? Feh.)

Coyote mumbles something to himself. Crosses self? Closes eyes, and then…

Pete attacks. Riotous duel, Peter disintegrating and reforming in a cloud of hatred all around Coyote, the two combatants knocking each other about the deck, physically shoving each other around and trying to twist the other into open space and to certain doom.

Wendy actually gets involved in the duel, to protect Coyote, here at the end of all things. Peter and Wendy go at it full-force for a good 10-15 seconds before Peter realizes what’s happening.

Later, Pete does sink his (well, really Thanatos’s) steel into Coyote’s heart (in an act of stupid, small-minded machismo), but not before soul of Coyote’s long-dead wife is released. Coyote and wife (what’s left of her) tumble into the abyss together. Peter catches a glimpse of Coyote’s wife just as they’re vanishing, and then falls silent.

When prodded by Wendy (quietly, and away from the guys), Peter asks: “She was my mother…wasn’t she?”

Wendy - knowing the answer to that question every bit as as well as Pete - is unsure how to reply. After a moments hesitation, she offers herself to Peter, and Peter cracks  under her embrace.

Book 3

The Gods are dead: no longer do we bring

   To grey-eyed Pallas crowns of olive-leaves!

   Demeter’s child no more hath tith of sheaves,

And in the noon the careless shepherds sing,

For Pan is dead, and all the wantoning

   By secret glade and devious haunt is o’er:

   Young Hylas seeks the water-springs no more;

   Great Pan is dead, and Mary’s son is King.

And yet – perchance in this sea-tranced isle, 

   Chewing the bitter fruit of memory,

   Some God lies hidden in the asphodel.

Ah Love! if there such be, then it were well

   For us to fly in his anger : nay, but see,

   The leaves are stirring : let us watch awhile….
                                    - Oscar Wilde

(Circa 2005)

Peter aged 50-60 , living in the streets of Paris. Wendy has been dead for almost 40 years and now lays rotting in a Highgate Cemetary grave. Michael, now melded with the spirit of the dying god Hades, calls to Peter in an attempt to goad Peter into one last confrontation. Peter reluctantly returns to the Underworld, where the souls of almost every character we’ve met in the previous two tales are being held captive by Michael/Hades. After much hullabaloo (Hades even unloads the Titans on Pete), Michael & Peter duel, trade swords (ha! Hamlet!), and Peter is finally (finally!) run through with his (well, really Thanatos’s) black-iron sword. Collapse of the Underworld (Atlas is set free, nyah nyah) and final liberation of Peter’s circle of friends into the black abyss that awaits after death. Peter/Pan and Wendy/Athena share one last (chaste) moment before Peter dies. Burial in the Lost Seas. Wendy/Athena remains in the Underworld as it collapses all around her.

Cut back to Hyde Park 1841:

Peter half-awakens.  Sees Markie sitting atop his own mutilated corpse. Markie explains that he’s there to take Peter home. Peter understands, and asks what death is like. Markie says something both wise and patently smart-assed

Peter: “After that?”

Markie: “And after that? Well, the rest…”

Markie: “The rest is silence.”

