THE PIXAR DETECTIVE

CHAPTER 25
Torn by Pride

The key dangled in her fingers as the pain persisted in her arm.
Sadie lifted the key slowly, attempting to hide the foreign sensation
emanating from the ink on the skin of her left arm. As the key turned,
she looked quickly to see if Stevin had noticed her apprehension, but
as always, he was lost in his own thoughts.
As they stepped through the door, Wallaby let out a sigh of relief.
“I wasn’t sure stealing that key would work, Sadie! How long do you
think we have before the hotel realizes a key is missing?”

!1

THE PIXAR DETECTIVE

Mr. Sumner floated by and answered dryly, “If they have security
cameras, they may be even more curious as to how a bat managed to
fly in undetected and slip away with said key. At any rate, this is a
remote hostel, so I doubt it entertains a large host of patrons.” He
plopped himself on the bed and curled his monster toes.
“Get rest while you can,” Stevin said in a deep tone as he set his
things on the desk. He immediately took out a notebook and pen. It
wasn’t hard for Sadie to see that he was drawing something. She
wanted to join him and see what was on his mind, but the sharp tingle
in her arm stopped her.
“Are you alright?” said a voice behind her. Surprisingly, it was
Sumner.
“Yes, just fine.” She approached Stevin’s workspace. “Do you
have a plan yet? Robert and his men—”
“Are not after us,” Stevin interrupted. “They want Kevin. My
plan, for now, is to find Kevin before they do.”
“The android is on his ship,” Wallaby called out from across the
room. He steepled his fingers together. “They’re probably tracking
him, especially if that metal monstrosity has cell reception.”
Stevin stroked his chin. “I know where they’re going. It’s just a
matter of finding our own ride.”
The pain in Sadie’s arm shot up again. If I were a little stronger,
I could fly as a dragon. On my back, we’d be able to go anywhere in
the world. She rubbed her arm softly. “We need money for a plane,
yes? That is the chief form of travel for citizens.”
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Wallaby shook his head. “We need money, passports, a cage for
Sumner…we’re going nowhere as ‘citizens.’” He paused for a moment
and walked over to Stevin, ignoring Sumner’s harsh reaction to the
word cage. “How do you know where Kevin is? He could literally be
anywhere.”
“That is true,” Stevin conceded, “but there is at least one place he
should be.” Stevin pointed to something on his notebook, but Sadie
could not see it from where she was standing.
“What is that?” Wallaby and Sumner said almost in unison.
“The next Hidden Wonder. The one we agreed to travel to next. If
Kevin is true to his word, he’ll meet us there.”
As he said this, Wallaby clenched his fists. “True to his word?! He
ditched us, Stevin! How are you so sure he’d follow through now?”
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“Because he knows Robert is after him. By escaping, he at least
gave the rest of us a chance to get away. He’s not as self-serving as he
appears, Wallaby. He was friends with Mary. I see honesty in him.”
“Good.” Wallaby threw up his hands in the air. “Let’s just put all
of our hopes and dreams into the honesty of a poacher, who, by the
way, is enemies with Mr. Azam’s own friends!”
When Stevin did not reply, Wallaby took that as a sign to leave
the room and get some air. Sumner, on the other hand was still
stretched out comfortably on the bed. Sadie decided to join him as he
grasped the remote and turned on the television at the front of the
room. He cycled through a few channels until landing on the news. It
was in French, but they could both understand what was happening. A
plane had nearly been caught in an explosion over the Atlantic, and it
was en route to Paris. Sadie looked closely at the video footage
someone had captured with their cell phone. She watched in horror as
the person on the screen grabbed her glowing arm and rushed out of
the plane. Next, she saw a familiar face chase her, only to see the
tattooed girl now in the middle of a massive explosion. Sadie looked at
her arm and felt the wind get knocked out of her.

•••
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The Phantasm could not be fast enough, in Robert’s mind, at
least. “Does this jet go any faster?” he complained to Rey, who was
sitting next to him in the cockpit.
“We’re not too far behind them, Mr. Best,” she calmly replied.
Her hands never escaped the joystick. “The Phantasm is my fastest jet,
so I wouldn’t worry.”
“Yes, well, if we don’t extract the poacher quickly enough, he’ll be
on the ground and out of our grasp within hours.” He knew how fast
the Spirit of Adventure was for his own personal reasons.
“We have plenty of time to catch up to them,” Rey added with an
edge to her tone. “This is the Atlantic Ocean, so there’s virtually
nowhere for him to land for quite a while.”
Yes, but we’re moving too far south. Robert wondered where the
poacher may dare run to. Anywhere in North America would be a
decent place to hide, but not for long. South America would be a
larger, easier option to get off their radar, but he’d be scrapped of
resources. Just where are you leading us? Thanks to Nomanisan’s
tracker, they were well in pursuit. All the android has to do is stay on
that ship.
Robert left his seat and turned to address Petit and Badger, who
were bickering as always in the lounge. “Quiet, you children. Stay on
your toes. We could land at any moment, and we need to be on the
poacher’s trail before he gets a chance to go dark. This time, he doesn’t
have any supers or weird-crazy children shielding him from us.”
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“Those ‘children’ made quick work of this team,” Badger said
suddenly, as if he immediately regretted opening his mouth.
Surprisingly, Robert merely sighed. “We botched this operation
by underestimating them. That child with the trench coat is the legacy
of a true Advisor. I don’t know how or where that super comes from,
but they’re not our concern for now. The poacher himself is ruthless,
but we’ll bring him to justice.”
Petit arose and threw down her playing cards. “Robert, wait. You
still haven’t explained why we’re after the poacher in the first place.
We deserve to know what we’re going up against.”
Fair enough. “That information is classified, Petit. But I suppose
it is a necessity if we are to function as a complete team. The poacher
threat is a unique challenge we’ve been facing over the last few years.”
Robert reached into his coat pocket and took out a photo. “This is the
poacher, as you know. He is currently going by a false alias: Kevin
Sohn. His real name is unknown. He was caught in the midst of an
extinction-level event two years ago in South America. The details
are…not important. Simply put, he eradicated an important animal
species that threw the world out of balance. We don’t know the true
reason, but his resistance to arrest has made him our number one
target in the Western Hemisphere.”
As he finished, Robert placed the photo back into his pocket and
dropped his shoulders. “He has access to dangerous technology, and
his physical prowess is likely the result of some sort of side effect
emanating from the species he eradicated.
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Petit and Badger seemed confused by that.
“I know it’s strange, but other cases have been reported. Worst of
all, he’s been on the move with that dirigible of his, which can cloak
itself completely in under a minute. If we lose him now, we may lose
him for good.”
The two faces had no reaction. Petit and Badger merely kept their
heads down, which was a first for this team.
I suppose that should satisfy them for a while, thought Robert. He
returned to the cockpit to find Rey staring blankly at the horizon, calm
as ever. As he sat down, he grabbed the gloves and made sure they
were turned off.
“You were incredible with those,” Rey said to him quietly.
He kept his gaze on the glove. “The gloves were incredible. Not
me.”
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“Someone had to use them.”
“I did. And everyone got away. If I had used what I’m actually
good at, the poacher may have been arrested today. Instead, I tried to
be like my father.”
Rey scoffed. “You’ll never be your father. Unlike him, you’re not
afraid to take a life.”
He disregarded that and took his eyes off the gloves for a
moment to gaze at the sprawling ocean ahead. The poacher’s face was
the only thing appearing over the ocean. Where are you going?

•••

Mary awoke, trembling. The nightmares of the previous night
were wiped away by the relentless sunlight penetrating the window of
her small room. She put on her slippers and prepared for the day,
noting how quickly she had fallen into the routine. In the early days of
her captivity on this island, it had taken her at least an hour to clean
the room and put on her clothes. But now she could do it with a
rhythm that had her outside of the cottage in a matter of minutes.
She didn’t bother stretching before embarking on her morning
chores, though she ignored the fact that Princess Belle was not in the
kitchen this morning to scold her for being late. I suppose she’s finally
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sick of squirrel stew. Instead, she spotted the old woman gathering
strange fruit from the tree at the center of the island.
“Can I have one?” Mary asked politely as Belle placed a firm,
round fruit in her basket. Mary didn’t recognize it.
“Oh, little dear. This fruit is not for children. It’s not even for wii-o-men at their prime. Yes.”
Wi-what? Mary wondered.
“But you can make yourself useful for once and help me gather
these pesky things. We were supposed to harvest them before they hit
the ground.” She laughed.
Mary bent down to grasp one of the strange-looking pieces of
fruit. She held it tightly and tried to guess what it was. “Is this a
pomegranate, Princess Belle? If it is, I’ve never seen one quite like it.”
The woman cackled loudly. “You can just think of it as an apple,
little dear. In fact, we perhaps can make a cake out of it if you help me
find all of the pieces.”
Silently, Mary agreed. At first, she placed the apples in her shirt,
but it wasn’t long before they started to topple over.
“Careful, you’ll bruise them!” Belle scolded.
Embarrassed, Mary ran to the cottage and re-emerged with one
of the larger pots. After about ten minutes, her pot was about to topple
over. “How many of these things do you need?” she asked Belle with a
shortness of breath.
“Not many, really. I only need one apple to make a cake. But I
suppose you would want one, too?”
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“What?” Mary put the pot down. “If you only need one, why am I
picking so many of these up?!”
“The animals can’t get to them, little dear. We have to contain the
power of these apples. Speaking of which, can you find me a small
insect? I need a caterpillar and a newt.”
“Get it yourself.” Mary stomped away from the hill with an apple
still clutched in her hand. She raised it to take a bite, her stomach
rumbling.
“NO!” Belle screamed as it touched Mary’s mouth. In an instant,
the apple fell out of Mary’s hand, but it floated in the air instead of
falling to the ground. As Mary turned, she could see Belle raising her
hand and controlling the apple in midair.
“You can’t eat these, little dear. I told you that!”
The apple flew to Belle’s hand and went into the basket.
“How did you do that?!” Mary screamed, pointing.
“With magic, little dear. I suppose I can tell you, since I’m not
selling anything to you.”
The thought didn’t surprise Mary much, but her face was still
colored with shock. “What kind of magic is that? I’ve never seen
anyone do something like that.”
“Well, of course you haven’t,” Belle condescended. “Only
powerful wi-i-omen like me can do such things.”
Mary’s eyes widened. “You’re a witch!”
That didn’t please Belle. She turned away and hid her face.
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“I knew there was something weird about you. That’s how you
stole me away! Where are we, then? And what are you trying to do
with me?”
Belle turned slowly. “Get me a caterpillar and a newt. And I will
tell you what the fruit does.”
“What? But—”
“Do it.”
Fine, you old hag. Mary stormed off aimlessly. Alright, I’ve seen
caterpillars dozens of times by this tree. But the thought of finding a
newt seemed far more challenging, as she had never seen one before.
As she searched for the critters, her mind was lost in thought in
regards to her captor. All this time, that witch has had the power to
send me back home. What does she want with me? Thoughts of
revenge weren’t far from Mary’s mind, but a chill occasionally struck
her. Will this witch be the end of me?
As she overturned a rock, Mary spotted a caterpillar by a broken
tree branch coddling an apple. It was coming out of the apple,
appearing satisfied. Mary grabbed the apple, but the caterpillar
slithered down her arm and disappeared. Frustrated, Mary searched
her clothes and tried to find it, but the caterpillar vanished somewhere
near her. She looked at the apple and had an odd thought. I don’t care.
I don’t care about any of this. Mary took a bite from the apple, close to
the hole where the caterpillar had crawled out of. As the bite hit her
stomach, a strange sensation came over her, as if something was
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gathering in her throat. Mary looked down to see that her skin was
moving on its own.
What’s happening to me? She could feel something trying to get
out of her sides, like tiny arms. Her legs buckled and she fell to the
ground. When Mary stood up again, she could feel her body growing
longer and more flexible. Small hands escaped her sides, all
throughout her body. Finally, she had to stare at her legs turning
yellow and green, as if covered in a rubbery skin she did not
immediately recognize. Am I becoming a caterpillar?
At once, Mary heard a loud booming sound, and she was on the
ground again. When she opened her eyes, she could see that her skin
was normal again, and only two hands were present. She touched her
arms, legs, and face to make sure nothing was out of place. It was a few
minutes before she noticed the witch was staring at her.
“I told you not eat these things,” Belle chided. “You’re lucky I was
here. A few more minutes and your transformation would have been
irreversible. Truly, Mary, do you know nothing about the fruit of Fun
Island?”
Fun Island. That is what Belle always told her to call this place.
“What is this magic? Why did it turn me into that…”
“Caterpillar?” the witch answered for her. “It’s how the apples
work. If you eat from the same apple as one of the animals of this
island, you become one of them. Really, you become a grotesque
version of yourself and that animal. The right apple can turn you into a
goat, a bird, even a bear.”
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“That’s why we’re here?” Mary asked, though she intended it as a
statement. “We’re protecting this place.”
“This place is protecting us,” Belle replied. She put her hand on
Mary’s shoulders. “And it’s protecting the world from us, as well.”
Mary looked at her with a strange combination of relief and fear.
“How did you…how did you change me back?”
A heavy wind blew past them, and Mary immediately recognized
it as a signal of something approaching. She turned to see a massive
dirigible flying straight toward them.
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