
THE PIXAR DETECTIVE

CHAPTER 29 
The Woodcarver 

Nomanisan Island was 30,000 feet in the air and shrouded in a dome of 
compressed thunder storms. To Stevin, they surrounded Nomanisan like 
the rings of a planet.  

He watched all of this aboard Randall’s helicopter, a machine with 
nonsensical speed he had lifted from the future. Randall referred to it as his 
“copter.” It had only taken Stevin, Randall, and the others half an hour to 
travel hundreds of miles, though Stevin barely remembered any of it. The 
machinations of this advanced aircraft were a suitable distraction from the 
inevitable confrontation Stevin anticipated. But while he had only thought 
of the awkward conversation to come with Kevin Sohn, Stevin could never 
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have expected to see his best friend before his eyes, lying on a plane of 
swaying grass surrounded by tremendous hailstones and craters of fire 
littering what must have been a beautiful island at one point. 

I found you, his eyes said. 
As they dodged a large gray cloud heading for them almost intentionally, 

Stevin scanned the surface to try to understand what he was seeing. He 
instantly noted a drought of happy faces, as everyone on the island was 
bruised, beaten, and bent into submission near an old woman staring 
blankly at Stevin’s face. She was shrouded in a robe that hid most of her 
face and joined, surprisingly, by someone Stevin recognized. Looking 
closely, he realized it was the android they met in Paris, and he was tossing 
lifeless bodies into a pile. Stevin couldn’t tell if they were breathing, but he 
knew who they were, as well. That’s Robert and his team. Why is the 
android acting against them? He looked back at Wallaby and glanced at 
Sumner, who was now perched on his shoulder, as usual.  

We could sure use Sadie right about now. But she had flown off before 
they left in search of a cure for her tattoo. A mission that Stevin didn’t 
blame her for pursuing. He had no reason to believe she was truly willing to 
sacrifice her life for the satisfaction of another. But this didn’t stop Stevin 
from cringing at the thought of this selfish choice, at least in that moment. 
From what he could remember, the android would be more than an enough 
trouble, especially with a sorceress powerful enough to cause trouble for 
Randall and the rest of BnL. 

The witch said a few words to Mary and then turned to face the copter. 
She raised her arms and moved them like she was arranging a symphony. 
In moments, swirls of lightning flew toward the side of the aircraft, one of 
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them flashing brightly in Stevin’s face, though Sumner managed to cover 
his eyes just in time.  

“Thanks, buddy,” was all he had time to say. He liked to think that the 
monster thanked him, though he never would have heard it amidst the 
sound of the copter’s blade thrashing above them. 

A voice crackled in Stevin’s headset. It was Randall. “Cover your eyes, 
but don’t worry about that lightning hitting us, boys. This copter was 
designed to weather even the gnarliest storm clouds. Not even—” 

He was suddenly silent, perhaps because he saw the enormous boulder 
heading straight for them. That was quick, Stevin quickly thought. The 
copter narrowly dodged it thanks to its flexible side wings, but the hurling 
rock still bit a corner of the propeller, causing them to turn sideways for a 
moment. Before Stevin could get himself positioned again, another boulder 
entered the corner of his eye. Then another. 

“Stay here, Wallaby!” he shouted, remembering that Wallaby was denied 
a headset. He could barely hear Wallaby’s confused response before 
jumping out of the copter and toward oblivion. Stevin immediately 
regretted leaping from the aircraft so quickly and with so little thought, but 
his terror quickly subsided to Stevin’s will.  

The falling detective let out a scream of joy, loud enough to crush his 
lungs against the pressure of the wind hitting against him in midair. His 
heart leapt when a glow appeared on his shoulder, announcing that Sumner 
could feel his joy like a fully charged battery. The necklace around the 
monster’s neck was glowing, and it served as a canister powered by Stevin’s 
emotions. Suddenly, Sumner was stronger and faster than ever, and his 
wings were now extended far beyond the width of both their bodies. The 
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monster grabbed Stevin’s back with his claws and flew gracefully toward 
the surface of Nomanisan, narrowly missing an oncoming boulder.  

The wind rushed against Stevin’s faced as he focused on the target. I’m 
coming to get you. 

Though he couldn’t see her in the confusion, Stevin firmly believed that 
Mary was watching them. So much so, his assumption felt like a decision. 
When they finally leveled out, Stevin got a good look at the sorceress and 
the android who were waiting for him and Sumner to land. In a strange 
way, Stevin appreciated their restraint, even if it did mean they 
underestimated him. Why would they be afraid of a kid in a bowler hat, 
anyway? Upon thinking this, Stevin realized the hat had blown off a long 
time ago, but he didn’t dwell on the inconvenience.  

They landed swiftly on a pane of dirt below a small cliff that the others 
stood upon. Stevin was able to look up at Mary, who ran toward him before 
the android stopped her and held her back. “Stevin!” she warned.  

Ignoring her, Stevin greeted the sorceress without hesitation. “Why did 
you take her?”  
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She looked at him with indifference. “None of your business. I’d tell you 
this is your one chance to leave, but you won’t listen, will you?” 

“Give her back. Now.” Stevin was firm that time, much more than he 
thought he would be. Suddenly, he had no patience.  

The witch paused and stroked her chin. “Hmmm,” she gathered. “No.”  
She snapped her fingers, causing the android to jolt forward. His eyes 

were glowing bright red, and they grew larger as he ran toward Stevin with 
full force. The android extended his arm toward Stevin, but Sumner was 
still latched on to the detective. He lifted Stevin in the air, dodging the 
android’s grasp.  

“You can’t stand up to Nomanisan,” the witch cackled. “Not even the son 
of Frozone stood a chance. Surrender and we can prevent more 
unnecessary chaos.”  

The android clutched rocks from the ground and rotated his arms to 
send them flying like snowballs. His arms moved so fast, Stevin thought 
they were a machine gun for just a second. Sumner let go of Stevin and 
spun rapidly as a ball, deflecting every rock like he was a pinball. One of the 
ricochets came near the witch’s face. When Stevin landed, he briefly saw the 
witch stop the rock in midair. It hovered in between her eyes.  

Stevin let out a howl of laughter, powering Sumner further. The 
monster’s wings grew larger, and they swept Nomanisan away with just a 
few strikes of the wind. The android quickly returned to his footing, 
however, and stampeded toward Sumner. Nomanisan delivered a crushing 
blow to Sumner’s stomach, but the monster managed to stay afloat.  

During this time, Stevin unleashed his oracle on the android. Through 
the lens of the glass, he found traces of modern technology, proving that 
Nomanisan was no creature of the future. But Stevin couldn’t find any weak 
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points in the android’s armor. Any physical attacks Sumner could land 
would be useless. Meanwhile, Stevin could see that the witch was still 
cackling as Nomanisan swiftly grabbed Sumner and hurled him to the 
ground.  

“Sumner!” Stevin ran to him, despite Nomanisan coming for him again. 
“Stop, witch! Call your android off!”  

But it was too late. Nomanisan shoved Stevin to the ground. He rolled in 
front of Sumner to block the android’s killing blow. Its arm was shaped as a 
knife. Stevin closed his eyes, ready to face infinity.  

Then he heard a sound unlike any he had heard before. The android’s 
head was rolling around on the ground. Behind Nomanisan, Wallaby had 
his arm stretched out, and Stevin’s bowler hat was gliding along the grass. 
As Nomanisan’s body collapsed, Stevin deduced that Wallaby had found his 
lost hat and flung it through the android’s neck with perfect precision. The 
shock on his face proved that Wallaby had no idea it would work. Stevin 
almost laughed at the thought of Wallaby being brave enough to jump out 
of the copter and sneak up on the battle, despite the dangerous 
circumstances.  

The friends exchanged grins.  
Stevin picked up Sumner who whispered, “I’m alright, mate. Just need a 

quick nap.” The detective smiled and carried him over to the cliff where he 
had last seen Mary, picking up his hat on the way. Instead of Mary, he 
found the witch, cackling as always. 

“That’s some hat, Stevin,” the witch cried.  
How does she know my name? Stevin wondered. 
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“Like that copter, I’m guessing your hat doesn’t belong in our world. Am 
I right? I’m almost impressed, by the way. I never would have imagined 
seeing Wallaby hit a target!” 

Stevin’s face darkened. “Who are you?”  
There was no response. She simply laughed and rubbed her hands. 

Suddenly, Stevin, Wallaby, and Sumner were suspended in the air.  
“Stevin?” Wallaby panicked as he started rolling around without control.  
“Try to level out, Wallaby!” It took him a second, but Stevin managed to 

stay in one position, though he could barely control his body’s movements. 
“You…you said my name!” Wallaby said through his teeth.  
But Stevin couldn’t respond. He could only gaze at Mary, who was also 

suspended in the air by the cliff. “MARY!” he managed to shout.  
“Yes?” the witch responded.  
Stevin and Wallaby stared at her blankly.  
“Oh, yes, you don’t know. This is awkward.” The witch laughed. “I’m 

Mary, you imbeciles. 20 years in the future, of course.”  
20 years? 
“Yes, 20 years. I know what you’re thinking.” 
Stevin wanted to ask how it was possible, but the idea made perfect 

sense. Of course Mary would grow up to be a senile sorceress. That 
thought made him feel guilty. 

“It’s true!” Mary shouted. “She’s an insane version of me!” 
“Insane?!” the witch yelled. “I resent that. Is it insane to save the world? 

Is it insane to stop my younger self from RUINING EVERYTHING?” 
The witch paused for a moment and took a deep breath. “Time travel 

takes a heavy toll on the person who uses it. I may look old, but you only see 
what’s on the surface. Here is the true me.” 
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Sitting, she raised her hands and lowered them. As she did so, her face 
and composure changed. The hump on her back straightened out. Her nose 
went back to a normal position. Her skin cleared up, along with her 
wrinkles. In a few seconds, she had reverted to the body of an attractive, 
dark haired woman in her 30s.  

Mary? For the first time, Stevin believed it. “You became…or become…a 
witch?”  

“I’m no witch,” she responded. “I am but a humble woodcarver. I create 
doors and use them as the monsters do. The way you power your little pet 
monster is how I power myself. My emotions, and yes, my insanity, is what 
gives me power. I am a true super. For that reason, you might as well sit 
back and let me do as I please. Trust me. I know better than you.”  

Wallaby scratched his head. “So, you kidnapped yourself? Why?”  
“It was the only way,” she replied with a grave tone. “My interfering with 

time has created countless problems and anomalies throughout the 
timeline. No matter what I do, everything turns out the same. My magic 
gives way to the supers. It’s used by the animals to grow more intelligent 
and self-aware. The imbalance leads to BnL in every scenario. They destroy 
this planet. The machines will rise, as you’ve seen, and drive the humans 
away. Humans will return. But some will find this island, Nomanisan, and 
lose their humanity. Their new, monstrous selves, will wipe out humanity. 
And they’ll litter the timeline in perpetuity by harvesting innocent children. 
I’ve gone back to every critical moment of this. I’ve tried every possible way 
of stopping just one of these events from happening. None of it works. The 
timeline always finds a way to fall out of order.” She paused. “There’s only 
one solution.”  
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The witch looked at Mary. “I reset time by removing myself from the 
equation. The discovery of my magic is used to birth humans of great 
power. They’ll advance technology and pollution far too rapidly. If I get rid 
of myself, that will never happen.” 

Stevin looked her in the eye. “You could have taken her as a baby. Why 
would you wait until now?”  

“That’s personal.” She looked away for a moment. 
Mary’s face lit up. “You found Sulley, didn’t you?”  
The witch clenched her fists, but she didn’t respond. 
“You don’t want him to forget about you. So you waited until I was old 

enough to forget about him.” Mary managed to lower herself to the ground. 
She walked down the cliff, hesitantly. “It didn’t work. I remember him—” 

“Like it was yesterday,” the witch said in unison. She turned around 
sharply and shrieked, “But he doesn’t! I did find him…but like this…” Her 
face looked like it was about to burst. “He didn’t even recognize me.” Her 
words made the ground tremble.  

Wallaby sighed. “Well, yeah, because you probably still looked like that 
hideous old lady.”  

Stevin put his palm to his face. Not cool, Walliver. 
The witch snapped and a rope tied itself around Wallaby. A gag entered 

his mouth. 
“Why not just kill me?” Mary asked. “Why take me to this island at all?” 
“I was supposed to,” the witch responded. “But getting rid of yourself is 

no easy thing. I thought we could isolate ourselves, and you’d never grow 
up to do the damage I’ve done. But I knew from the first minute it would 
never work. I would cease to exist if my plan happened as planned. BnL, the 
university, and your—our—stupid friends always find us.” 
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“It’s worse than you think,” said Stevin. “Time is becoming fluid because 
it doesn’t understand what happens next. You and Mary being this close to 
each other, interacting and shaping the future…it’s a paradox. Anomalies 
are sprouting up everywhere because of this!” 

The witch grimaced. “I know.” She lowered them all to the ground and 
walked to the center of the island. “That’s why I raised this island into the 
air.” She raised her arms. “We will all perish. Together.” She lowered them. 

The island was in free fall. It moved so fast, Stevin felt suspended in the 
air again. He looked on in horror as the sky became a blur of clouds and 
lightning. All Stevin could imagine was the crashing of the island’s 
foundation against the unforgiving sea, remember that was water was 
essentially concrete when you hit it at a certain speed. They reached that 
speed in seconds. This is it? He couldn’t understand. There must be… 

Mary’s face met his. Unlike him, her feet were planted firmly on the 
ground, still. Slowly, she stepped toward her older self. Stevin had seen that 
determination before. Mary pushed her older self aside and raised her 
arms. She let out a sharp cry as the island slowed down its plummet. It 
wasn’t enough to raise the island back up, but Mary managed to gently set it 
back onto the ocean without crushing them. Massive waves surrounded 
them, however, and Mary looked too exhausted to stop them. Still, she 
stretched out her arms and repelled most of the water away from them. 

When Stevin opened his eyes, he saw the witch standing over Mary’s 
lifeless body. He almost rushed to save her, but then he noticed the witch’s 
face. It was pure awe. The witch sat down and rubbed Mary’s shoulder. It 
was soft, but Stevin could barely hear her. 

“Well done, little dear.”  
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The skies were now clear, but Stevin couldn’t see the copter. He untied 
Wallaby and removed his gag. They silently approached the witch, who 
appeared to be healing Mary. 

She knew they were staring at her. “There’s no point,” the witch said 
softly. “To be so strong at such an early age.” She laughed. “I don’t know my 
own strength.”  

Stevin kept his guard up. “So…you’ve changed your mind? Just like 
that?”  

“Perhaps time isn’t as rigid as I thought,” she said. “To see myself fight 
so hard for the people I love. I sense she didn’t do it for herself. She loves 
you two.”  

The boys exchanged quick, awkward glances. They were about to sit 
down when an unexpected voice surprised them.  

“Grab her.” It was Randall. When Stevin turned to see him, he saw the 
cynetics already rushing behind him. The witch was too weak from healing 
Mary to stop them. She didn’t even say a word. 

“Wait!” Stevin tried to tell a cynetic. The massive android pushed him 
away. Stevin had forgotten their strength.  

“They won’t wait, Mr. Parker,” Randall said as he approached the scene. 
“Have you already forgotten our deal? We have no time to waste in 
exterminating this sorceress. Congratulations on subduing her, of course.”  

“Randall, I don’t think—” 
“Ah, and grab the young girl, as well. She appears to have an even 

greater source of magic. Shelby will want to examine her body before we 
eliminate it.”  

Wallaby instantly ran to tackle Randall, but a cynetic grabbed him by the 
throat. Stevin looked to see where Sumner had fallen, but it was too late. A 
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cynetic grabbed him too. Stevin could feel the cynetic’s icy grip all the way 
to his bones. 

Randall smiled. “Oh, I suppose I do have to break part of our deal out of 
necessity. Mary will get hurt, despite my promise to the contrary. You 
understand that new circumstances dictate new strategy.”  

“You degenerate,” Stevin tried to say, wheezing from the grip of the 
cynetic. 

“Apologies, Stevin. I can’t hear you over the choking noises.  
The cynetics grabbed Mary, and from the corner of his eye, Stevin could 

see that Sumner was still out cold. There’s no one left, he panicked. He 
could hear the copter starting up in the distance. If they leave with Mary, 
then it’s over. He could also see the cynetics leaning the witch against a 
boulder. She was their last hope, but she almost appeared comatose. The 
witch had regressed into her old age, a likely result of using so much magic.  

Stevin tried to shake the cynetic’s arm off his throat, but he was losing 
strength, fast. In a few seconds, he’d be unconscious. A few more and he’d 
be gone for good. Darkness crept around his eyes as a dot in the sky started 
to materialize.  

Is that…is that? 
A massive creature swooped down and grabbed the cynetics holding 

Stevin and Wallaby’s throats. It yanked them away and crushed the cynetics 
with its talons. The cynetics by the witch saw it happen and rushed to 
subdue the creature, but as they approached, it breathed a plume of fire 
right through them, melting the cynetics almost instantly. 

A dragon. 
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Randall backed away from the carnage slowly as the cynetic holding 
Mary dropped her and ran off. “What?” Randall screamed. “You’re not 
supposed to have free will!”  

The dragon inched closer to Randall, but he disappeared into thin air. 
Stevin didn’t need to pull out his oracle to see where Randall was going. 
“The copter!” he told the dragon. 

In the distance, Stevin could see the copter blades already spinning, but 
Randall wasn’t there. A moment later, Randall appeared again in front of it. 
He was about to jump on board when his step from the ground stopped 
him. Randall was suspended in the air. Behind him, the witch was moving 
her hand up and down like she had a yo-yo. As a result, Randall’s body was 
falling and rising again and again, though his body never hit the ground. 
Finally, the witch placed him down, firmly, and stared at him without 
feeling. 

“Been a long time,” she said deeply.  
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“I don’t know you, foul creature,” Randall shot back. 
The witch snapped her fingers. Suddenly, Randall’s skin began to 

change. His clothes started to fall off, and his face was a different shape. He 
looked like a large, purple salamander.  

“I’d recognize your voice anywhere, Randall. I’ve been waiting to do this 
for a very long time.”  

Randall looked at Mary. His eyes grew larger. “You…you’re that girl who 
ruined everything?” 

“No, you ruined me. I should destroy you. But if it wasn’t for you…Well, 
you’ve been spared before. Perhaps this time, you’re better off in a time 
period better suited for scum like you. Ever heard of the big bang?”  

Stevin turned his attention to their savior. The massive dragon shrunk 
and revealed itself to be none other than Sadie. She fell to her knees as 
Stevin and Wallaby approached her to make sure she was fine. Sumner also 
arrived, though limping.  

“Was that you I saw breathing fire, mate?” 
Sadie laughed softly. “Yeah, that was me. I finally pulled off the dragon.”  
Stevin started to laugh, but then he saw her tattoo starting to glow. “No, 

Sadie. Your arm! You never went to get it fixed!” 
She coughed. “Yeah, I supposed using this much of my strength was a 

bad idea. But I did it, Stevin Parker. I fulfilled my life debt to you for saving 
me from the Hexagon. Why would I return there?”  

“No, Sadie! You shouldn’t have. If your tattoo is glowing, then that 
means…” 

“I have to go. I’ll self destruct any second.” She arose and briskly walked 
away from them. “Don’t follow me,” she said over her shoulder. She was 
almost smiling. 
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Tears flooded Stevin and Wallaby’s eyes. But then Stevin remembered 
something. He turned around to see the witch coming near them, though 
Randall was no longer with her.  

“Mary!” he said to her, addressing the witch by her real name for the 
first time. “You have to help. Our friend, the dragon who rescued us, she’s 
in danger! She’s a super, and you said your magic was used to create her. 
But her tattoo is glowing, which means her powers are about to make her…
well it’s bad! Can you fix it?”  

The witch looked at Sadie closely. “That tattoo,” the witch observed. 
“She’s the first super, isn’t she?” 

Sadie sat down and shivered from the pain of the tattoo, which was 
glowing even brighter. 

“It’s a curse. They must have used it to keep her at bay. To remove it 
would be cutting a bond, however, between Sadie and her creator. Severing 
such a bond would kill me.”  

Stevin covered his face. “So then it’s hopeless?” 
A hand touched the witch’s shoulder. “No.”  
She turned to see Mary, her younger self, now awake. “You told me that 

you would change my fate. Well now, let’s do that for her.”  
“What do you mean?” the witch asked softly. 
“Perhaps our bond is strong enough to help Sadie, without killing one of 

us in the process.”  
“What makes you think…” 
“We have the power between the two of us. And we don’t have time to 

think about it.” 
Stevin grabbed her arm. “Mary, wait! If you’re wrong—” 
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“That’s irrelevant,” Mary responded. “Your friend saved us. She deserves 
this, even if I’m wrong.” Mary turned to her older self. “Will you help me?”  

The witch nodded. They walked over to Sadie, who was barely conscious 
enough to see them looking at her. They knelt down beside her and started 
saying something Stevin didn’t understand. Suddenly, it was completely 
silent. The wind was no longer howling. The ocean was no longer splashing 
against the torn rocks of the broken island’s coast. The copter blades were 
no longer spinning. Only a glow from Sadie’s arm was appearing before 
them. It was now covering Sadie’s entire body. And then both witches had 
it, as well. A deep echo erupted from their bodies. The pulse felt like a small 
earthquake, but Stevin and Wallaby were able to stay standing. When the 
dust settled, they saw two bodies.  
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