
Maina Chen 

Neverland 

 

It wasn’t long now, until the waves came and took her away. A lone girl, only twenty-something 

years old. She hated it when she was called a girl, but that was what she was. A girl. Not a woman. 

She never liked the concept of growing up and being an adult, but never cared to admit it. Her 

favorite book to read was Peter Pan.  

All the girls in her eighth-grade class at the time would tease her. Reading about The Boy 

Who Wouldn’t Grow Up. They’d talk about her “obsession” with a younger boy. A child. All 

budding girls, all looking forward to graduating from their school and becoming high schoolers, 

leaving behind the stifling grasp of an all-girl’s dormitory. But not her.  

She didn’t love him. She didn’t love Peter Pan. She loved the idea of him. The idea of 

Neverland and never growing old, never having to deal with her own problems and those others 

inflicted on her. She was thought to have a malady in the mind that held her back, but it wasn’t true. 

The only boy she’d ever loved was just that—a boy. Never mind that he was a few years 

older and looked his age. After drudging through the years of college, she’d found the one person 

who she thought shared this same love of the imaginary and Neverland. A boy who flew into her 

dreams, who shared the name of her favorite book, who smiled just as sweetly and behaved just as 

calmly and bravely as her hero. Who she’d met outside of school and in a library. Who shared the 

same interests as her. Who also said that the book inspired his name. 

He loved her. He’d grown to. He’d wait for her outside her classes, saying he drove over 

from his own just to see her get out. He’d listen to her talk about her problems. About that malady, 

masked under a tight-lipped smile. He was the first boy to call her beautiful.  

From that, she flourished. Became just like the rest of the girls who teased her; become 

entranced by this boy, all because of one word—one word that drove her into his clutch. 

Soon enough she let him get too close and realized he’d come to “love” her too much. It 

wasn’t enough anymore. He’d wanted them to run away together. To become the Lost Boys. His 

own Darling, her own Pan; they were meant to fly, to truly fly and leave everything behind.  

She questioned him.  

How could they fly without their own Tinker Bell or a jar of fairy dust? 

He told her not to worry, because if they had each other then they could sail into the skies. 

She started to pull away.  

Remember? She never loved Peter, she loved the idea of him. She didn’t want to become 

him. Or to become Wendy. 

He was just a boy—lashing out at her like she sunk his plans, stole away his dreams, stuck a 

pin in the thin soap bubble that was his fantasy. He threw her around on the beach they spent their 

anniversary. Slapped her, called her whore, a slut, a liar, a thief, a temptress, that it was all her fault, 

when he knew she’d never been with anyone else or thought about anyone else. He bludgeoned her 

with his fists, he was red in the eyes, tears from a boy who’d lost it in a temper tantrum; she was red 

in the face and too tired to speak.  
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She’d fought as much as she could, kneed him in the groin and threw him aside as well, but 

he had a fury that consumed them both.  

She lost. 

He left her there, told her to think about her crimes, for wronging him, and told her to let the 

sting of the ocean salt, let each wave lap over her cuts and bruises, to remind her of what she’d 

done. To disinfect her of her stupidity and that once she was done thinking, to go call him and find 

him again. His dream wasn’t over. He didn’t realize, the little boy, that he’d ended hers. 

But now she saw it. The ship, floating across the clouds, coming for her. The sky a pink 

lemonade, sweeter than anything she’d tasted. Peter Pan on top a stolen vessel, waving and 

sounding the horn of his arrival. It strangely reverberated a call unlike that of a horn instead, a 

gentle voice. It wasn’t Peter or Peter. It was a woman’s.  

Mom?  

She never got to say goodbye. She never got to say, “You were right.” She never got to say 

a lot of things…. 

There was no more time. She had to go. Peter was here.  

Onwards. Towards Neverland. 


