


This is a story you may have heard before. Well, a version of it at least 

– a false version. I think you’re old enough now to learn the truth 

about this tale.  

 The story begins many years ago on a cold, moonlit night in 

London. In the home of the Darling family, the children, Wendy, John 

and Michael were just settling down for bed. Wendy, the eldest, 

loved to tell her brothers bedtime stories, just as much as they loved 

to hear them. Her story on this particular evening, featured their 

favourite character – Peter Pan – in a tale of pirates and mermaids. 

But our story really begins just as Wendy finishes reading hers. 

 “And they all slept that night and dreamed of Neverland,” and 

with that, Wendy turned off the light. 

 Just as Wendy’s head hit her pillow, she heard a rattle at the 

window. She closed her eyes and thought, it’s probably just the wind. 

But a moment later she heard the creak of the window sliding open.  

 Michael and John heard it too and within a second, all three of 

them sat up straight, wide awake. 

 Outside the window, the full moon shone brightly in the night 

sky, reflecting the light from the sun. This caused a silhouette of a 

person to be visible in the open window. It appeared to be a fairly 

short person, perhaps a child, with a peculiar, pointed head. 

 “Hello? Who are you?” Wendy whispered. 

 The figure stumbled into the centre of the room. “Sorry, I didn’t 

mean to wake you, I’ve just come to get my shadow.” It was a child’s 

voice, a young boy by the sound of it. 

 John, the second eldest scampered out of bed and switched on 

the light. 

 Now illuminated in the middle of the room, the children could 

see the figure was a young boy with a scruff of auburn hair under a 

green pointed hat.  



 “Peter Pan! Peter Pan!” yelled Michael, the youngest.  

 “Are you really Peter Pan?” asked Wendy as she slid out of bed 

to take a closer look. 

 “I am indeed!” said the boy, beaming with pride with his hands 

on his hips. “Now, did anyone see where my shadow went?” 

 “Your shadow? Whatever do you mean?” asked John. 

 “You know, that dark shape that usually follows you around but 

somehow mine snuck in here and now I can’t see it anywhere!” 

 John giggled, “but your shadow can’t escape you!” 

 “Well then you tell me where is it!” Peter Pan demanded as he 

spun on the spot in search of his missing shadow. In a way, he wasn’t 

wrong, the shadow was nowhere in sight. 

 “A shadow isn’t a living being, it is just a shape caused by 

something blocking out the light. It will move when you move. That’s 

because as you move, you’re blocking the light from a different 

place.” Wendy explained. 

 “So where is it now?” 

 Wendy stood and approached Peter, “well you need light to 

make a shadow, right now the only light in the room is directly above 

your head,” she said, pointing at the ceiling light. “So, the only place 

that you are blocking the light from is the spot under your feet. So if 

you step back, I think we should be able to find your shadow.” 

 Peter took a step backward slowly as if his shadow might escape 

him again. “Well, you’re wrong, it isn’t here!” 

 “No, it’s behind you!” Wendy explained and sure enough there 

it was. “Look at where the light is, wherever you’re blocking the light’s 

path, a shadow will appear.” She stood as tall as she could, up on her 

tiptoes and pointed at the ceiling light. Then she swung her arm in a 

straight line, past Peter and toward his shadow to show the direction 

the light would travel. 



 Peter jumped and twisted his whole body, “A ha! I found you!” 

he exclaimed. “Could you help me stitch my shadow back on to my 

feet?” He asked John.  

 Michael chuckled at the suggestion and John politely said, 

“there’s no need for that. Look, walk around the room – you’ll see 

your shadow may get bigger and smaller, but it will follow you.” 

 By now, all the children were out of bed and walking around the 

room to show Peter their shadows too. He saw that as they moved 

closer to the light bulb, their shadows became bigger. As they moved 

further away and blocked less light, their shadows shrank. 

 “But I still don’t understand, how did my shadow get in here 

before I did? When I was stood at the window, I could see it in the 

room!” 

 “That’s because when you were outside, the light was off in here 

and the only light was being reflected from the moon. The moon was 

behind you, so you blocked the light from the moon coming into the 

room – which makes your shadow! The glass in the window doesn’t 

make a shadow because it is see-through, the light goes straight 

through it, but the light can’t go through you so that shadow was in 

the shape of you.” Wendy explained. “But more importantly, why 

were you outside our window in the first place!?” 

 Peter shrugged, “I like listening to your stories.” Wendy, 

Michael and John had a million questions they wanted to ask – How 

did he get to the window on the top floor of the house? How did he 

find them? Is Neverland real? Are mermaids real? Are fairies real? But 

before they had a chance Peter said, “I should go back to Neverland 

now, thanks for your help!” 

 Peter dug into his pocket and threw some dust up into the air. 

The dust sparkled as it fell as the shiny pieces of glitter reflected the 

light in different directions. The three children were all so tired and 



mesmerised by the twinkling dust that they didn’t get a chance to say 

anything more before Peter leapt out of the window. 

 Perhaps the children were so tired that they were seeing things 

that weren’t really there. Maybe they were already dreaming but they 

all thought they saw the dark silhouette of a boy flying off into the 

distance. 

 Peter Pan returned to the children on a few more occasions and 

they did get to ask all of their questions. In return, Peter got to hear 

Wendy’s stories and learn more science. As Peter chose to never grow 

up, that meant he never had a chance to finish school and as a result 

had some peculiar ideas about the way our world works. Luckily he 

had now found Wendy and her brothers. Peter was just as fascinated 

by stories about their world, as they were about stories from his.  
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