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		Description

Big Macintosh had heard about the new show pony coming to town. The Great and Powerful Trixie. Applebloom really wanted to go, and Applejack was mildly interested, so he decided to tag along. Little did he know, however, that the pony was a showoff and a blowhard. Big Mac doesn't like blowhards. Mild Big MacxTrixie
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	"Seems like anyone with a dash of good sense would think twice before tussling with the Great Trixie." As Rainbow Dash staggered off the stage, Big Macintosh decided that he had had enough of Trixie's boasting. He slipped out of the crowd without anypony noticing, and, while Rarity was dazzling the audience with her pontificaiton about beauty, made his way up the stairs. When Rarity ran off the stage bemoaning her green hair, the red stallion brought his hoof down on the stage. Hard. A timber cracked.
"Enough." he said is his quiet, western drawl. "No more of your boasting and making fools of other ponies. You come to this town, and suddely everyone has to bow down to you? I don't know how things work with those fancy ponies up in Canterlot, but down here respect is earned by the sweat of your back." A murmur rippled through the ponies watching. Nopony had never heard him say anything more than a few words at a stretch.
Trixie looked disgusted. "You would lecture me about work? I have vanquished an Ursa Major single-hoofedly." Her horn glowed as she tried to pick Big Macintoch up. The large stock horse tensed, his muscles rippling as the magic flowed over his body. "Now, begone with you. I will not have such common filth tarnishing my stage. I have far more important matters to which I must attend."
"No," came the quiet, but firm voice. It was not his usual, lazy nnope. It was, somehow, almost frightening. The red pony drew himself up to his full height, resisting the pale blue unicorn's efforts to throw him off the stage, grimacing with the effort. He brought his hoof down on the stage again, and this time, the plank snapped, bending sharply upward. "I will challenge you."
Trixie considered this for a moment. "What is your wager?"
"If you win, I will be your servant for a month. If I win, you will leave Ponyvile and not return for a full year."
"And the challenge?"
Bic Mac grinned. "AJ, I reckon there's harvesting needs to be done."
The orange mare beamed. "Apple bucking?"
"Apple bucking. You, Trixie, have one week to prepare."

Trixie raised her hind hooves and shot them out. They clipped the trunk, rattling the leaves. "Ugh," she grunted in exasparation. Applejack stood to the side, trying her hardest to keep from giggling.
"Want some help there, sugarcube? You've been missing trees for goin' on four days, now," The orange mare chuckled. "Big Mac thinks that you should at least learn to buck trees before the challenge. Three days left until the competition, and you ain't even hit one yet."
"The Great and... Powerful Trixie doesn't... need... any help... from a hayseed," Trixie panted out, before falling over. She turned her head to the side, and saw Bic Mac sizing up a tree. He turned his back to it and gave it a light tap, at least by his standards, with one of his hind hooves. All of the apples except for one fell into the baskets around the tree. The crimson stallion look up at the last one expectantly. It fell, and he caught it in his mouth, chewing thoughtfully. Trixie groaned. "I think... I will take you up on your offer," she said. Picking herself up, she dusted off her cape, and grabbed her hat.
"Well, alright, then. Are ya right-hooved or left-hooved?" Applejacke asked, circling the cyan unicorn.
"Uhh, le- left hooved," Trixie stammered. The earth pony's circling was making her nervous.
"South-hoof, eh? Not many of those." AJ was all business now. "Now back yer left flank against the tree." Trixie glanced at her quickly. "Trust me. Ah never lie. Now, flank against the tree" Trixie backed against the tree. "Now, take a couple steps straight forward."
"Forward? You just told me to step backward." Trixie tilted her head.
"That's to line ya up so's you can hit it when you buck."
"That... makes more sense than I expected from a laborer."
"Ya shouldn't judge as quick as you do. But you still need to learn to buck. Take..." AJ considered for a moment. "two steps forward." Trixie stepped forward, the soft thunk of her hooves against the mulch the only sound in the suddenly quiet apple orchard. "Now, when you buck this time, keep yer hooves together, and use the muscles in yer back more." Trixie shot her back hooves out, and this time they thudded heavily against the tree, jarring an appreciable fraction of the apples from their perches. Trixe turned around. The apples she had bucked were falling neatly into the baskets around the tree. She looked to her left, and saw Big Macintosh leaning against a tree. The large, red horse fixed her with a half-lidded stare and nodded his head, ever so slightly. Nothing had been said, but the meaning was clear.
You've earned them apples. Keep it up, and you'll earn my respect.
For some reason, this meant more to Trixie than she thought it should have. He was just a simple farmer, after all, and she was the Great and Powerful Trixie. She turned back to Applejack, and saw a half smile on AJ's muzzle. "Thank you," said Trixie. "Really, i would have been stuck If you hadn't helped."
"Thank Big Mac, he's the one as wanted to play fair. Three more days of practice, I reckon you'll give him slightly more fight than a rabbit on some of Spikes coffee."
"Thanks..?" The question hung in the air. That was a compliment, right?
"I'm not sure yet." The farmpony answered the unasked. Then, she walked off to the barn.
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