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Neverland’s Mother (a short story) 
 

Based on the characters and setting in the book, Peter and Wendy, 

by J.M. Barrie, this tale shares the land of Neverland and the 

themes of Lost Boys, merfolk, pixies, and pirates. However, there’s 

a twist. Peter Pan is now a waifish girl named Petra Pan, Wendy 

Darling is now a lad named Wendell, and Captain Hook is now the 

sinister Captain Hess—a woman who leads a band of female 

pirates over the seas. In this story, Wendell struggles to remember 

his past. Little does he know, the truth might be better left 

forgotten. 

 



  

 

Neverland’s Mother 
 
I couldn’t remember my mother. I could recall a softness about 

her, and if I thought real hard, I was sure I could almost remember 

the way she laughed. There were even times when the trade winds 

would blow over Neverland that I thought I could recognize her 

scent in between the sunshine and the cool earth. But when I tried 

to conjure her face, I saw nothing.  

“Relax, Wendell,” Petra had told me. “I’m the mother now, and 

you can be the father, and these,” she said as she gestured to the 

rest of the Lost Boys, “are all our children.” The way she said it 

with such surety, I had no reason to question her. But when I was 

on my own, I would worry about my fading memory, dread the 

moment I’d forget my mother completely. 

I’d been on the island for three days now. Perhaps it was three 

weeks. Actually, it may have been three years. It was hard to tell. 

None of us aged. We flitted from moment to moment. Magic ruled 

the world, and Petra Pan was its master.  

She told me I’d been lost when she found me. She said I’d fallen 

into the stars and she had plucked me from the sky and brought 

me here to my new home. But sometimes I remembered it 

differently. I recalled baseball games and stories at bedtime. I 

remembered a nursery and a giant dog. When I really concentrated, 

I thought of a time when every moment was a lesson on growing 

older. As soon as I remembered, I’d push it out of my head. Here 
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in Neverland, aging was for pirates. However, there were flashes 

when I wondered if growing up was really all that bad.  

Still, when it came down to my jigsaw memories of my past or 

Petra’s stories of how we met, I preferred hers to mine any day.  

“Wendell, it’s time to go hunting.” I looked up to see Petra 

balancing on a tree limb, her arms out wide as if she might fall any 

second. I knew she wouldn’t, but she still took my breath away as 

she teetered on the tiny branch. She was like one of the island’s 

fairies, just without any wings. She had delicate features, from her 

tiny nose to her pointed ears. Her mouth was like a rose, with her 

petal lips and thorny smile. Her blue eyes danced like the stars, and 

her hair held the wind. Sometimes when the air was still, I was sure 

her goldenrod tresses rippled with an unseen breeze caught 

between the locks. Like the rest of us, she wore autumn leaves and 

cobwebs. Unlike the rest of us, a light layer of pixie dust covered 

her fitted shift and she could soar with the wind. 

She was the center of my world. To be fair, she was the center 

of everyone’s world. The Lost Boys followed her every whim. The 

fairies swirled around her in glittering flight. The mermen 

protected the island at her command. Even the pirates—the evil 

Captain Hess and her crew of sinister seafarers—focused their 

attention on conquering Petra and anyone who followed her lead.  
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“There’s no such thing as time, lady,” I teased her as she 

continued to balance above me. Petra put her hands on her hips 

and she glared down at me. Then she jumped from the tree, 

catching the wind as she swooped down to where I was. With 

surprising strength, she pulled me to my feet.  

“If you don’t hunt for dinner, the children shall starve,” she 

admonished me. “Now grab your bow and arrow, and follow me 

to the sacred hunting grounds.  

I smiled to myself before pasting a stern look on my face. With 

my bow on my back, I followed Petra as she flew, walking the 

curved trail to the hunting grounds. When I reached the clearing, I 

crouched down and waited. The air remained still. Not even the 

birds in the sky or the insects in the waving wheat made a sound. 

We were all waiting, ready to launch at a moment’s notice.  

Petra’s swallow call sounded through the trees, and I yipped at 

the top of my lungs as I ran forward into the open field. Around 

the perimeters of the field, Lost Boys and wild animals did the 

same. Neverlions roared, shaking the earth below me. Plumed 

neverbirds burst into the sky, their feathers creating a cloud of 

color above. Even the field mice went to battle, falling into 

formation as they set their sights on a group of Lost Boys.  

This was my favorite game in all of Neverland, one that never 

grew old. I spied a bear and launched forward, but felt myself 
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pulled back with a lurch. I landed hard on the ground, the impact 

forcing the air from my lungs. A gorilla leapt over my head, turning 

in the air so that he landed on top of me and pinned me to the 

earth. He raised his head up, looking at me with hardened brown 

eyes. Then he bellowed in my face, his hot breath dampening my 

skin as he sought after my fear. I gave him none. I remained stony 

as he pawed at my chest with palms large enough to crush my skull 

with a single grip. When he saw I wasn’t afraid, he snorted through 

his nose, and then nuzzled me under my chin. He sat back, and I 

used his arm to pull myself up.  

“To be fair, I was almost afraid,” I assured the giant beast. The 

gorilla snorted through his nose again, and then wandered off to 

find his next prey.  

“Wendell, look out!” I heard Petra’s voice cry. I shook my head 

with a smirk.  

“You’ll have to do better than that, Pan,” I called back, just as 

something grabbed me from behind. I tried to move my arms, but 

couldn’t. I looked down as I struggled, noting the gnarled hands of 

a pirate. If that wasn’t clue enough, the putrid smell of her breath 

left me no doubt.  

I heard the gorilla’s battle cry before I saw him lunge at my 

attacker. I didn’t even have a chance to call him off before a sword 

met his body in a cloud of turquoise and purple. In a moment, my 
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hunting opponent was gone, the only evidence he ever existed now 

covering me in a colorful layer of powder.  

“Ashes to ashes, dust to dust,” the pirate cackled behind me as 

she held fast. The rest of the animals and Lost Boys scattered, 

followed by a dozen or so shrieking pirates on their trail.  

“Let him go,” Petra demanded in the sky. Her command was 

met by the loud sound of a revolver by my head. My ears rang as I 

searched the skies for Petra. I breathed with relief when I saw her 

near the trees.  

“Hold still, girly, so I can get a good look at you,” I heard 

Captain Hess say behind me. I continued my struggle in the pirate’s 

arms until I finally broke free.  

“Get back here, you brat,” the pirate hissed, reaching her bony 

fingers forward in an attempt to grab hold of me.  

“Leave him,” Hess commanded, her eye still trained on Petra 

over the barrel of her gun. She lowered the pistol and then 

straightened to face me. “Wendell Darling,” she said, and I lurched 

at her full use of my name. Darling. I’d heard that name before, I 

was sure of it. “Yes,” she purred, offering me a knowing smile as 

she regarded me. “I see you haven’t aged in all this time, and yet, 

you’ve changed,” Hess said.  

I looked up and my eyes caught Petra’s. She hung her head in 

shame. Then, she was gone. I searched the skies for her, surprised 
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that she would abandon me like this. She was the mother, I was 

the father. But sometimes, in the way she looked after us all, she 

felt like my mother. A mother wouldn’t leave her son, would she? 

Defeated, I turned back to Captain Hess. 

“Do I know you?” I asked her. As long as I’d been on 

Neverland, I’d never faced the captain of the pirates. I’d heard 

plenty of stories about her, and I’d done my best to avoid her path. 

But now that I stood in front of her, I couldn’t deny the familiarity 

that surrounded her. It was hidden under the plush purple of her 

oversized coat and tall boots. The dark liner around her eyes and 

the deep red that painted her lips were merely part of her mask. 

Underneath it all, I saw something soft and warm, an invitation to 

a memory from long ago. As I inhaled the secret scent in between 

sunshine and cool earth, I saw her smile reach her eyes in a way 

that opened my mind.  

“Wendell,” she said, reaching forward. “I’m your mother.”  



 
 

Thank you for reading! 
 
I hope you enjoyed this short story. If you like Peter Pan fan 

fiction, please check out my book, Loving the Wind: The Story of 

Tiger Lily and Peter Pan. Turn the page for an excerpt.  

http://crissilangwell.com/tigerlily
http://crissilangwell.com/tigerlily
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Loving the Wind 
 

The story of Tiger Lily & Peter Pan 



 
Prologue 

 
He was unlike any boy I had ever met. He knew how to draw 

out every single one of my emotions, fanning the flames of my 

anger while playing within the tangled mess of my heartstrings. His 

face held the pure innocence of a fawn and the sinister intentions 

of a conniving snake. His eyes captured the secrets of our land and 

the stories within the stars. He led the way toward good and evil, 

making both pathways appear enticing to those who couldn’t help 

but follow.  

I couldn’t help but follow.   

He could run like a cheetah and fly like the wind. He was youth 

everlasting and time standing still. His only concern was to be a 

boy and have fun.  

He was, he is, Peter Pan—the boy of legends among my people, 

the very spirit of Neverland, and the owner of my heart. 

My name is Tiger Lily, brave warrior and hunter, princess of the 

Miakoda tribe, and daughter of Chief Great Big Little Panther. I 
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bow to no one. Yet, I foolishly handed my heart over to a boy who 

has the power to both break and mend me with a mere glance. 

If I had the chance, I would do it all again.  

This is a story of love and heartache. It’s a story of magic. It’s a 

story of growing up and staying young forever. It’s a story of me, 

and it’s a story of him. 

This is how I came to love Peter Pan.  
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Festival of the Lunar Twins 

 
I fixed my hair for the fifth time that evening, adjusting the 

beads woven into my long braid and smoothing the invisible 

creases in my buckskin dress. Outside the yinshaw I shared with 

my father, I could hear the beat of the drum and the singing of my 

people. The Festival of the Lunar Twins was underway. I knew I’d 

have to emerge from our home, or my father would come looking 

for me. 

“You are being a coward, Tiger Lily,” I hissed, angry at how my 

heart raced every time I thought about leaving the safety of our 

abode and sit at the right hand of my father. I could face down the 

fiercest Never bear. I could aim true for the heart of a deer without 

batting an eye. I could end the life of a looming wolf before his 
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eyes ever found me. But in spite of all that, I was terrified of being 

in front of the whole Miakoda tribe.  

I poked my head out of the hut and looked around. The sun 

had long disappeared from the sky, and the tribe land and the 

waters that surrounded us basked in the brilliant glow of two 

moons and a mass of stars. In the moment, I forgot my fear as my 

eyes rested upon my tribe. Dancers spun to the rhythm of the 

constant drumbeat, surrounded by a circle of onlookers as they 

twisted and soared in flashes of color. The spectators served as the 

melody to the celebration, the song of our people resonating 

through the tribe in a throaty hum of musical prayer. The fire to 

the side of the circle seemed to be a part of the dance, reaching 

toward the moons with its blazing fingers and rising embers from 

the flames.  

My father sat proud at the head of the circle, the alternating 

shadows and light from the fire splayed across his face. His 

expression never changed, yet the dance of light made his 

appearance fluctuate between protective and intimidating. The 

nobility within his stature revealed little about his personal 

emotions. Yet, I could read him like a trail of hoof prints on the 

forest floor. He was angry, even as the dancers leapt higher and 

higher, and the urgency of the music increased among the tribe. I 

knew he saw my absence as an act of defiance, unaware of my 

anxiety. To him, being a leader was second nature. His father had 
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been chief. As had his father’s father, and every father before. With 

my mother gone and no hope for another heir, my future husband 

was destined to lead, but it was my blood that would create the 

next true chief of the tribe. Therefore, I was to be fearless in my 

birthright as a leader. 

Being a coward did not fit in my legacy. 

The sound of nearby whispers interrupted my thoughts, and I 

tore my eyes away from my father to find the source. My skin 

burned as I saw a group of girls huddled in a circle, all of their eyes 

on me. As soon as they realized I was looking at them, they turned 

away and began giggling. All of them, except one. Singing Bird kept 

her eyes on me, her perfect lips shaped into a smile as she 

continued. Except, her whispers were loud enough that I could 

make out every other word. 

“…unworthy…ugly…embarrassment…manly…” 

Then came the last words, the ones that burned me to my very 

core. 

“Princess Tiger Dung.” 

She didn’t even whisper the name, but said it with emphasis as 

all eyes turned back toward me, taking the beauty of the name my 

mother gave me and defiling it.  

I hated Singing Bird. Ever since we were little girls, she had 

made it her mission to torment me and pick apart my flaws. I 

wasn’t very feminine, both in looks and in my demeanor. While 
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the rest of the girls in our tribe were learning to be gatherers, I 

would often sneak away to watch the braves hunt, learning their 

ways until I, too, was an excellent tracker and provider for our 

tribe. I was uninterested in the idle chatter of the girls, preferring 

the wild energy of the boys. I didn’t see why girls had to be dainty 

and modest while boys got to have all the fun.  

Because I was so different from the rest of the girls, I became 

an easy target for Singing Bird. Of course, my conflicting title as 

princess didn’t help, either. As she often told me, I didn’t deserve 

such a regal honor. My inability to act as a real princess made me a 

disgrace to my mother, she told me. According to Singing Bird, she 

was the daughter my mother should have had. She should be 

princess, not me.  

I hated her for saying this. But deep down, I was afraid she was 

right. Singing Bird was everything I was not. She was tall and 

beautiful, her buckskin dress formed to her shapely body—a body 

she was never shy about flaunting to the men of our tribe who 

couldn’t seem to look away. Just like me, she was still years from 

being a woman, but that didn’t stop her from pretending she was 

of marrying age whenever in the company of young braves.  

As her name suggested, Singing Bird had the most captivating 

voice of any of the females in our tribe. She often moved through 

camp with a song on her lips. Whenever she sang, those within 

earshot would stop what they were doing. Even I had a hard time 
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paying attention to the task I was performing, stopping to listen 

despite my intense hatred of her.   

Singing Bird was not afraid of being the center of attention, 

possessing the ability to enchant anyone around her with her 

beguiling smile and winsome ways. Her heart and intentions might 

have been cold, but she had a gift of hiding the truth behind her 

mesmerizing charm.  

Even now, slandering my name to the girls around her, she 

appeared lovely and poised. Anyone out of earshot would assume 

Singing Bird was spreading joy and light among her many friends. 

Only I was aware of the venom within her words.  

I pushed through the yinshaw, shoving aside my irrational fears 

as I stared straight ahead and strode toward my seat in the tribal 

circle. I didn’t give Singing Bird the satisfaction of showing I was 

even bothered by her words, though I knew she was aware that I 

heard them. Instead, I modeled my face after my father’s, keeping 

my expression void of any emotion.  

“Nice of you to join us,” my father said once I was settled. His 

eyes never left the dancers in front of him, but his words were 

directed only at me.  

“I’m sorry,” I told him, lowering my head. “I was having trouble 

with…with my hair.” I glanced over at him, and thought I saw the 

corner of his mouth twitch. He turned his gaze from the dancers, 
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moving only his eyes in my direction before focusing back on the 

celebration. 

“You look nice,” he said. “You look like your mother.” 

The conversation was over, but I glowed under the 

compliment. I was starting to forget what my mother looked like. 

It had been at least twenty moons since I had seen her take her last 

breath. But of what I remembered, she was the most beautiful 

woman in our tribe. I didn’t think I looked anything like her. But 

my father was a gruff man, and he was honest to a fault. He didn’t 

hand out compliments often—he refused to spare anyone’s 

feelings with lies, even his own daughter’s. If he said I looked like 

my mother, he believed it.  

I kept my posture straight as my father and I watched the tribe 

celebrate under the two full moons. Once sitting by my father, my 

nervousness subsided and I was able to relax. All eyes were on the 

dancers, and, to my relief, I was free from being center of attention. 

The drumbeat slowed, and one by one, the dancers bowed to 

my father and me before leaving the circle. The children in the 

crowd began chattering as Hooting Owl, one of the favorite elder 

storytellers, made her way to the center of our tribe. She grinned, 

her toothless mouth adding to the joy that was always evident on 

her face. Then she turned our way and nodded her head in a 

symbol of reverence. My father smiled and nodded back. None of 

us knew exactly how old Hooting Owl was, but since she had been 
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an elder when my father was a little boy, we knew she was quite 

ancient.  

Hooting Owl raised her hands, and the chatter from the 

children stopped immediately. With her small, stooped stature and 

slow movements, the elder storyteller may have had the 

appearance of a delicate old woman, but she was revered by all. No 

one dared to question or disrespect her. Besides, to interrupt the 

storyteller would mean to miss the story.  

“By the power of the moons, and in honor of our Miakoda 

ancestors, I offer you all a legend to end our celebration,” Hooting 

Owl said, her shaky voice echoing through the tribe as everyone 

remained silent in anticipation. We all knew which story she would 

tell, as it was the same tale that was shared every full moon 

celebration. Still, each time felt like the first. “I want to tell you the 

story of the flying boy, the moonbeam pixies, and why the Lunar 

Twins are the only moons our people have left.” 

The whole tribe relaxed where they sat, settling in as Hooting 

Owl began her story. Even I lost my stiff posture, resting my chin 

on my hand so I could better drink in the legend that had been 

passed down for generations.  

 Here’s the story that Hooting Owl told: 

 

A long time ago, before my mother’s mother’s mother had been 

born, there had been four moons that lit up the night sky. Two of 



Neverland’s Mother ~ Crissi Langwell 

 

23 

the moons, the Lunar Twins, traveled at the same time. The other 

two rose and set at different paces, sometimes appearing during 

the day, and sometimes appearing at night. But every so often, all 

four would appear as full moons in the night sky, setting the sky 

ablaze with their ethereal glow for four full days and nights.  

On regular nights, the island of Neverland was at war with itself. 

The Miakoda tribe fought the pirates. The pirates fought the 

mermaids. The mermaids fought the Miakoda tribe…and so on. It 

would go that way in a vicious circle—except for the nights of the 

four full moons. On those nights, the island had a peace treaty. All 

three Neverland groups would come together in Mermaid Lagoon 

(because the mermaids couldn’t leave the water), and they would 

celebrate under the light of the moons with a large feast, dancing 

and music, and much storytelling. All three groups had stories to 

share, and it would take the full four nights to tell them.  

It was during this time that a new being came to live in 

Neverland. It’s uncertain how this being came to the island, as 

there is no way on or off the land. Anyone who lives in Neverland 

is just simply here. While no one actually saw this being arrive, 

there were theories about how he got to Neverland. The mermaids 

were certain he was found inside a giant clam, guarding the pearl 

inside the clam’s monstrous mouth. The pirates said he was 

uncovered while they were digging for buried treasure, having lived 
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underground for thousands of years. The Miakodas believed he 

was born from a bird’s egg, as he could fly with the wind. 

However, this being was not a bird. He was a boy. And as all 

three Neverland groups soon realized, this boy was full of mischief. 

He would switch all of the birds’ eggs with rocks, then laugh as 

they wondered why their chicks weren’t hatching. He would pour 

codfish oil in the pirates’ rum, then fly away crowing while the 

pirates gagged on their spoiled drink. He’d scare the squid and 

octopuses, making them ink up Mermaid Lagoon so that the 

swimming maidens would bump into each other in the dark. He 

would fill the Miakoda chief’s pipe with itching leaves, and could 

be heard laughing from the sky while the chief and tribe elders tried 

to scratch from the inside out.  

But the worst thing this boy ever did was during the nights of 

the four full moons.  

The moons rose that evening, all four appearing one at a time 

as the mermaids, pirates, and Miakodas sat cross-legged in and near 

Mermaid Lagoon. As each one made its appearance, the Neverland 

audience would clap their hands in glee, exclaiming at the beauty 

of the glowing orb, and encouraging it to make room for its sister 

moon.  

The final moon rose, signaling the start of the great feast that 

was waiting on floating tables in the water of the lagoon, but 

nobody made a move toward the steaming hot food. Instead, all 
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eyes stayed transfixed on the sky, watching in wonder as a little boy 

balanced his way along one of the beams from the final moon. No 

one even dared to breathe, having never seen something so 

spectacular in all their days and nights. Imagine, a boy balancing 

on a moonbeam as if there were a string from land to sky!  

“Look!” one of the mermaids finally exclaimed, breaking the 

silent awe as she pointed in horror. The boy had a rope, and he 

swirled it above his head in a strange circle. Round and round it 

went until he finally flung it toward the moon as hard as he could. 

It missed, and the Neverland crowd gasped as the boy lost his 

balance and plunged from the moonbeam. But then the boy caught 

himself, floating in midair as he swirled the rope once again. This 

time when he flung it, the rope wrapped around the moon. The 

boy pulled on the rope, cinching it so tight around the moon that 

it began to lose its round shape.  

“Stop!” the Neverland inhabitants screamed, and the boy 

paused in what he was doing, looking down on the pirates, 

mermaids, and Miakodas as if he were seeing them for the first 

time. Then he grinned, dropping so that he dangled from the moon 

by the rope. Back and forth he swung, the moon becoming more 

oblong by the second.  

“All hands on deck!” the captain of the pirates bellowed. “Man 

the cannons, arm yourself, ye scurvy bilge rats!” The pirates 
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climbed into canoes, and the mermaids pulled the small vessels 

toward the ship that lay in the middle of the lagoon.  

In the meantime, the Miakoda tribe took aim and fired arrows 

at the boy taking down their precious moon. But the boy only 

laughed and swung harder. 

“Pull!” the tribe heard from the pirate ships, and a cannonball 

exploded from the vessel and headed straight for the boy. It 

missed, but the second one hit straight on—the moon, not the boy. 

The people of Neverland stared in disbelief as the moon exploded 

into a million tiny pieces, raining down on them like falling stars. 

Still alone on the island, the Miakoda tribe took cover to protect 

themselves from the bits of moon dusting the island, while the boy 

crowed from the sky. Peering out from under brush and rocks, the 

Miakoda tribe watched with alarm as the moon fragments stood 

and brushed themselves off, unfurling to reveal tiny beings with 

even tinier wings attached to their backs.  

“Pixies,” one elder breathed, giving a name to the moonbeam 

humans as they fluttered away into the night sky.  

“He’s at it again!” another elder cried. Sure enough, the boy 

lassoed the second moon and was in the process of pulling it down 

from the sky. This time, he had the help of the pixies. Half of the 

tiny beings pushed at the top of the moon while the other half held 

on to the boy’s rope and pulled with him.  

“Pull!” the Miakodas heard from the pirate ship.  
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“No!” the tribe members cried, but the cannonball streamed 

through the night sky. Afraid that it would shatter this moon, too, 

the tribe took aim at the cannonball, attempting to shoot it from 

the sky. But the arrows bounced off the ball without changing its 

course. The cannonball streamed through a cloud of pixies, 

annihilating them in one blow. Glittering dust from the perished 

pixies rained down on the tribe members, who were then amazed 

when their feet left the ground.  

“We’re flying!” the children of the tribe cried, and they sailed 

around their floating parents as if the air were the sea. The rest of 

the buoyant tribe was astounded as well, but the situation was too 

dire to linger in amazement.  

“We have to stop the pirates,” one elder said. “If we don’t, they 

will take out the second moon, and then the third, and finally, the 

fourth.” 

They all knew he was right. The chief ordered half the tribe to 

fight the boy and the pixies, and the other half flew clumsily 

through the air toward the pirate ships. War broke out on the ship 

as the flying tribe fought to keep the pirates from shooting 

anywhere near the moons, and war broke out in the skies as the 

rest of the unsteady tribe fought the boy and the moonbeam pixies 

from stealing the second moon.  

But here’s the secret about pixie dust. Anyone covered in this 

magical powder has the ability to fly to the stars and back—but 
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only by thinking happy thoughts. For the boy and the pixies, this 

war was only part of the giant game they were playing, but for the 

tribe, this was part of the great unknown. When things are 

unknown, fear is usually close behind. When fear is involved, 

happy thoughts are hard to come by.  

One by one, the members of the tribe began falling from the 

sky and into the ocean. Those on the pirate ship didn’t fall far, and 

managed to survive by escaping from the ship. But those fighting 

the boy and the moonbeam pixies plunged into the depths of the 

sea and drowned.  

The only ones who didn’t fall were the children of the tribe. 

Their young minds allowed them to hold on to happy thoughts, 

even as their parents plunged into the sea below. 

“Help me pull this moon from the sky, and I will not only leave 

the other moons alone, but I will let you stay with me and be young 

forever,” the boy promised them. With their parents gone, there 

was no one to tell them this might be a bad idea. So, the children 

of the tribe agreed. They took hold of the rope and pulled the 

moon from the night sky, leaving the last two moons (the Lunar 

Twins) all by themselves for the rest of Neverland’s days.  

It is said that the stolen moon was buried in the heart of 

Neverland, from which a large tree sprang forth. The pixies made 

their home in this tree, and the moon-stealing boy and the children 
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of the tribe lived underground beneath the roots, protected by the 

magic from the pixies, and never to be seen by the tribe again. 

 

“And so, young children, if you hear the crow of the rooster, 

beware!” Hooting Owl said at the end of the story, looking each 

child in the eye. “For if the rooster crows, then the Pan isn’t far 

behind!” 

“The Pan?” one small child asked, perking up with a glint in his 

eyes. I could tell he knew who the Pan was, but everyone nodded 

as if they didn’t. 

“The Pan,” Hooting Owl repeated, a finger raised in warning. 

“Peter Pan, prince of the pixies. He steals children and feeds them 

to his tiny moonbeam creatures. Those who don’t become pixie 

food, he makes into his slaves, forcing them to stay young forever 

so they can continue digging his underworld below Neverland.” 

Even though I had heard this story hundreds of times before, 

this part always made me shudder. I could picture dozens of poor 

young children, digging their way through Neverland, never being 

allowed to grow up so they could continue to do the bidding of 

their evil master.  

“You know it’s not true, right?” someone hissed in my right ear. 

I turned and caught my breath as I found myself nose to nose with 

Lean Wolf. All he had to do was lean forward to kiss me, 

something he always wanted to do, but I definitely did not. I 
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pushed him back, and he tumbled to the ground, laughing. I 

glanced over at my father, and was relieved to see he had fallen 

asleep at some point during the story. Turning back to Lean Wolf, 

I stuck my tongue out at him. 

“You don’t know that,” I hissed at him, shooting a quick look 

over at Hooting Owl to make sure we weren’t noticed. She was 

busy fielding questions from children who were patiently raising 

their hands. “Peter Pan probably skipped you by because you’re 

more awful than he and all his pixies are, combined.”  

Lean Wolf clutched his chest and fell flat on the ground, 

pretending to be dead from my words. He lay there for a few 

moments, his eyes closed and his long hair all around him. Then 

he raised his head and winked. He rolled over and sat down next 

to me, leaning toward me once again.  

“Seriously, do you believe these fables?” he asked. “I mean, four 

moons? A flying boy? A sky full of pixies? Each part of the story 

gets more and more fantastic every time she tells it.” 

“I don’t know,” I said. At least, I didn’t want to believe it. I was 

both terrified and fascinated by Hooting Owl’s story. Peter Pan 

sounded simply awful, and I hoped he wasn’t real. But moonbeam 

pixies? Secretly, I looked for them every single time I was hunting 

in the fields, hoping to come across their tree so I could see all of 

them at once.  
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The moons were close to setting by the time everyone left the 

celebration circle and headed to their separate huts. Father had 

already woken and gone to bed in our domed abode. I was still 

wide-awake, unsure if I was even going to be able to sleep. Lean 

Wolf remained at my side. I glanced over at him while he watched 

the fire.  

He wasn’t really all that bad. He was our tribe’s best hunter, and 

had a large role in keeping our tribe fed. He was a fast runner, and 

a fearless warrior. In secret, I’d watch him during battles, learning 

from his moves and imitating them later when I was alone.  

But I didn’t love him. Sometimes I wasn’t even sure if I liked 

him. The girls in our tribe would giggle whenever Lean Wolf came 

near them, though he paid them no attention. For some reason, he 

only seemed interested in gaining my affections. He’d bring me the 

first meat from his kill. He’d sometimes reach for my hand when 

no one else was looking. He’d leave small flowers near my dwelling. 

If he ever saw me alone, he’d rush to my side. This made it 

especially hard when I’d try to steal away to hunt—something that 

no girl in our tribe was allowed to do.  

No matter how hard Lean Wolf tried to win me over, I just 

couldn’t find it in me to think of him that way. At best, he was like 

an older brother. Because of his relentless pursuit of me, I dreaded 

being around him at all.  

Stretching my arms out wide, I feigned a wide yawn.  
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“Tired?” Lean Wolf asked. I nodded, offering an apologetic 

smile.  

“It’s been a really long day,” I told him. “All the dancing, the 

music, the stories…. Besides, I think my father is probably looking 

for me.” I was sure my father was actually fast asleep, probably 

filling our yinshaw with his snoring.  

“If you’re too tired, I can carry you,” Lean Wolf said, his face 

filled with sincerity. I fought the urge to roll my eyes. He probably 

would have preferred if I were more like the other girls, weakened 

by the sight of him, or by anything, for that matter. I would die 

before letting any man carry me anywhere.  

“I can make it on my own,” I assured him.  

“Well, at least let me walk you to your yinshaw,” he said, 

standing as if I’d already agreed. I didn’t fight him, knowing it was 

pointless. But when he reached for my hand, I pulled it away. I 

pretended to play with my braid to spare his feelings. A minute 

later, we were at my door. I knew he wanted to say something else, 

but I was afraid of what it might be. 

“Goodnight!” I chirped, and then disappeared within the hut 

before he could reply.  

A small fire burned near my father’s sleeping body, offering a 

little light in the modest home we shared. I quietly dressed in my 

tunic then slipped under the blankets and waited for sleepiness to 

arrive. 
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“You and Lean Wolf looked cozy near the fire,” my father said 

in his gruff voice, breaking the silence in our hut.  

“I only see him as a friend, Father,” I told him, as I’d said to 

him many times before. If I had held romantic feelings for Lean 

Wolf, I knew my father would approve. I was sure he was ready 

for me to start thinking about marriage. But without my mother 

there, the conversation was left at awkward assumptions. I wasn’t 

ready for marriage—not to Lean Wolf, or to anyone else. 

I waited for my father to say something more, but he only 

situated himself in his bed with a grunt. Soon, his breathing became 

deep, and I knew he had fallen back asleep. 

I watched the fire until my eyes grew heavy. My mind strayed 

toward Lean Wolf, plaguing me with feelings of guilt and 

frustration. To avoid uncomfortable thoughts, I trained my mind 

toward the stories that Hooting Owl had told during the ceremony, 

thinking of the boy who could fly and his moonbeam pixies—

except the scene in my version of the story was beautiful and not 

scary at all. I was one of the children, playing among the stars and 

flying through the night air. I fell asleep to these thoughts, my 

dreams filled with pixie dust, a tree born from a moonseed, and 

everlasting magic that made everyone remain young so they could 

play forever.  
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Want more? Find out where you can purchase Loving the Wind: 

The Story of Tiger Lily & Peter Pan at 

crissilangwell.com/tigerlily.  

 

 

http://crissilangwell.com/tigerlily
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More Books by Crissi Langwell 
 

 
 

The Road to Hope is now the first book in an upcoming 

series! Look for these titles in 2017:  
  

The Road to Hope:  

Jill Johnson loses her toddler son to 

an unexpected accident. Maddie Russo 

is a teen mother on the run, rejected by 

her parents and left to fend for herself. 

Both Jill and Maddie have been handed 

a life neither was prepared for. But 

through one shared moment in time, 

both are about to change the other’s life. The Road to Hope shares a 

http://amzn.to/20GDFJJ
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story of overcoming tragedy and making things new with the 

pieces of a broken life.  (Published 2014) 
 

Hope at the Crossroads:  

No longer homeless, Maddie is ready 

for a promising future. Her new family 

loves and supports her as a single mother, 

college is on the horizon, and with a 

brand new relationship, this summer is 

sure to be the start of something 

wonderful. But when a face from her past 

comes back into her life, Maddie has 

some decisions to make—and her choice will change everything.  

(Coming in 2017) 
 

Hope for the Broken Girl:  

He promised to take care of her. He 

promised to be a good father to Hope. 

He promised she’d have everything she 

ever wanted. He lied. (Coming in 2017) 

 

Stay on this mailing list for alerts to 

this new series! 

~*~ 
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Come Here, Cupcake (Dessert for Dinner, book 1): Morgan 

Truly never wanted to come home to 

Bodega Bay. But when her mother takes 

a turn for the worse, Morgan packs up 

her life in Seattle and heads back to her 

sleepy coastal hometown, taking on a 

job at the local dessert shop. However, 

she soon learns there are a few perks to 

being home. First, there’s that rugged 

sailor who can’t seem to get enough of 

her sweets. And second, no one else can either—because who can 

resist enchanted desserts? Morgan discovers she has magical 

abilities that involve her baking. Unfortunately, her magic is the 

very thing that could take her happiness away. (Look for more in 

this series in 2018) 

 

http://amzn.to/1K8CCuB
http://amzn.to/1K8CCuB
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~*~ 

A Symphony of Cicadas 

(Forever After, book 1): Cast into 

the afterlife, Rachel Ashby is left 

helpless to witness the remnants of the 

life she left behind and the undoing of 

her fiancé in the wake of her death. 

But the longer she remains close, the 

more he falls apart. Rachel must make 

a choice—stay near the man she loves, 

or let go and move beyond. 

 

~*~ 

Forever Thirteen  

(Forever After, book 2): Joey 

Ashby died with his mother in a car 

accident when he was only thirteen. 

Being stuck forever at such an awkward 

age is bad enough. But when Joey sees 

the trauma his bullied best friend is 

facing in life, he knows he needs to step 

in. However, there's only so much a 

spirit in the afterlife can do. 

~*~ 

http://amzn.to/1QRH2W2
http://amzn.to/1Scq0oX
http://amzn.to/1QRH2W2
http://amzn.to/1Scq0oX
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Reclaim Your Creative Soul (non-fiction): If you’re a writer, 

artist, or musician with a full-time job 

or young family, you know how hard it 

is to find time for the creative side of 

your life. Through tips on organizing 

your creative space, budgeting your 

money, getting in touch with your 

spiritual side, and more, this book 

promises to help you find time for 

your craft—even if you can’t quit your 

day job. 

 

See all of Crissi Langwell’s books at 

crissilangwell.com. 

http://bit.ly/creativesoulbook
http://crissilangwell.com/
http://bit.ly/creativesoulbook
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