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		Description

Big Macintosh had finally decided to trade in his yoke for a new one. The day didn't hassle him much compared to the time he went to the Summer Wrap-Up festival. He proceeded to head home to rest up for his chores tomorrow. On the way there however, he spots two ponies who had stoic expressions and oddly looked alike. He could tell that they weren't from around here because of their constant arguing and mindless walking. Big Mac thought of himself as a gentleman, and besides, it was the end of the day, so all he needs to do is help these two out and he'd be on his way.
"Was annoyed, is annoyed, will be annoyed. Wherever we are in time, I'm sure that this stallion would have still been hindered from ending his day."
"Ah, but at least he wouldn't have been annoyed at us."
"Well, look on the bright side, at least we aren't the version of us that ended up being annoyed is us."
"You know that we don't have time for this."
"Funny, I thought we have all the time we need. Still, I don't want to keep phasing in and out of this trade fair, it's tiring my legs, let's just ask him for directions already."
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"Oh, here he comes now. Perfect. Now all we need to do is ask him how to get to our destination and we'll be off." The stallion in a black bow tie spoke up to his mare companion wearing a matching cream blouse and long skirt.
"I doubt that. You know precisely what would come after this, and I doubt that all three of us would like it." His companion responded in a irritated manner.
"I do not know precisely, it could still vary." The stallion waved off his words at her, careful not to let go of the item he is levitating.
"Still, I feel a minor migraine already." The mare put a hoof on her forehead.
"Are you also going to tell me your nose is bleeding? Alright, how about we just go on our own way and push him out of the equation." The stallion raised an eyebrow, looking at her.
"Ah, yes, just mess around with the constants at hand, why didn't I think of that. There can't be any possible consequence to that indeed." The mare scoffed sarcastically at him, rolling her eyes in the process.
"Oh hush. Let's just get over this." He narrowed his eyes at her, stopping in his tracks and putting his item down.
"How about we just skip over this?" She raised her eyebrow at him.
"Then you and I would be missing the fun part." He answered back as he leaned on the back wall of a booth.
"What's fun about wasting all three of our precious time?" She asserted, stomping her hoof on the ground, flaring a breath.
"Not fun for us, fun for them."
"Them?"
"Yes, them. The already confused readers. But enough of that, just look presentable for the poor fellow." The stallion picked himself up and walked over to the bigger stallion approaching him.
Big Macintosh approached the twins who were muttering to themselves and cleared his throat to get their attention. It seemed like a friendly thing to do anyways. They obviously had no idea where the exit, or rather, anything, was. He couldn't just leave the two wandering about. Besides, it was already sunset and Princess Twilight Sparkle had already declared the festival over. After his little adventure at the Summer Wrap-Up festival with Princess Luna, he decided to loosen up a bit and try to be more open and friendlier to other ponies.
He didn't get a chance to meet up with other individuals that much after though, with all the hassle of learning about Pinkie's possible tie in with his family and the near death situation of his grandmother. Nonetheless, he made a promise to himself that he should start interacting with others more often, starting with these two ponies right here will maybe be a good shot. It had been a perfect day for him, trading in his old yoke for a newer one, with the trader thinking that the worn out item had some kind of sentimental value in it.
'Whatever gets the work done.' Big Mac thought to himself as he stood tall in front of the twins who were now looking at him with rather unreadable expressions.
"Lost?" Big Mac started off with a deep tone, raising an eyebrow to their direction.
"Well currently, no." The female twin responded, then turned to her companion.
"Come to think of it, we never get lost, do we?" She inquired.
"No, we never get lost." He responded in a smart aleck tone.
Big Macintosh was at a rather loss for words. His instincts seem to have been wrong. 'No pony is perfect. Guess they do know where to go.' He remarked to himself as he began to turn and head for the exit.
"Although, would you be so kind to give us some directions?" The stallion trotted slightly forward, catching the more massive stallion's attention again.
"To where?" He turned his head to the smaller individual. 'Wait a second...', he quickly snapped into a confused strain of thought. 'They just said that they never get lost...'
"I'd like to ask where we could possibly trade this cage for a bird?" The male twin then levitated the said cage in the farmer's line of sight.
"Fair's already over." Big Macintosh reserved his words, like he always does, as he responded to the inquiring pony.
"Ah, the way I see it, it may have not been over yet, however going back is such a hassle." The mare spoke up, breaking the two stallion's exchange as she stepped over beside them. "I also remember promising to ourselves not to travel that far, it is our break, after all."
"We could ask the yellow pegasus with the carnation mane. I do believe that she acquires the bird call every time." The male paced, tapping a hoof on his chin.
"Every time?" She raised her eyebrow and looked at him.
"Every time." He responded with a stressful, yet bland tone.
"Ah, I see what you mean." She nodded back.
Big Macintosh sighed. 'This is why I don't go out that much...' He rubbed his forehead with his hoof as he turned to the exit, dropping one last line for the two before he went off. "Her name's Fluttershy. Local animal caretaker of Ponyville."
"Ha. Annoyed already." The two began talking to each other once again.
"I'm sure he will be annoyed again." She noted with certainty.
"How sure?" He responded and in turn raised his eyebrow.
"Always." She pointed to the red stallion.
"Oh." He nodded.
Overhearing their conversation, Big Macintosh huffed a heavy breath out and turned back to face them.
"Lost?" His face ever so slightly hinting a sour expression.
"Oh my, I think we broke him already." He held a hoof on his mouth.
"I knew this world wouldn't hold that well." The bow tied stallion buried his brows in his face.
"Then why pick this world for a break?" Her partner asked.
"Well, it just seemed out of the norm of our usual-"
*Ahem* Big Macintosh cleared his throat loud enough to get their attention, deciding he had enough of these two pacing around.
The twins turned to him, their faces returning to their void and stoic expressions similar to a while ago.
"Look, I'm sorry fer intrudin', but if you really need a bird, you could just catch one for yerselves. Now ah dunno what you two are yappin' about there, but if ya were lookin' for a specific kind, I'm afraid ya'll need to wait fer the next tradin' fair, or if ya don't fancy waitin, just scoot over to other private or public trades." Big Macintosh looked at them, proficient at hiding his irritation at the two.
"Ah, right, why didn't I think of that?" He frowned slightly.
"I think the other yous thought of that already." She held up a barely visible smirk on her muzzle.
"Well, that's comforting to say the least." The male twin rolled his eyes at his partner's remark.
"What I'm more concerned about is his nonchalance to our discussions." She then raised an eyebrow and pointed her gaze at the stallion in front of her.
"That we can agree on. Usually the subject just faints and we go to the usual routine again." He looked at the apple farmer as well, deep in thought.
"Yes, indeed..." She then trotted to the red stallion who is still looking at them, his face unreadable like theirs. "Say, we didn't catch your name yet."
"Big Macintosh, mam." Macintosh nodded and held out a hoof.
"Lutece, Rosiland. A pleasure." She returned the gesture and the nod.
"The stallion with ya, is he your brother?" He tilted his head and gazed over the skinnier pony.
"Robert isn't, yet he is." She replied and looked at the red stallion, waiting for his reaction.
"Mmm." He nodded again, looking back at her. "Well, it's best that I be headin' out now, good luck with yer trade."
"Traded, trade, will trade, one thing's for sure: We're going to find our bird, Mr. Mac." She mused as the pony in front of her trotted away.
"Eyup." He turned back one last time and gave a final nod, then head out to the Friendship Express.
The Luteces walked off to the opposite direction, deep in conversation yet again.
"Do you think we should have asked for the way out?" Rosiland asked.
"I think he was heading to the way out." Robert pointed out in a matter-of-fact manner.
"Ah, well, we have all the time we need, we could just go there ourselves." She insisted.
"Then why ask for directions?" He asked sarcastically.
"Because we need to." She responded with a lecturing tone.
"Well, we won't need to if we didn't come here in the first place." He stopped for a second, turned his head and picked up the cage he was bringing.
"Just be happy that nothing massive was changed." She smirked and nudged him lightly.
"I was hoping that we could have gotten the bird call instead." Robert looked straight at her.
"Cheer up, there's always next time." She tapped his chin upwards and looked at the road ahead.
"What piqued my interest was that red stallion." The mare stated after a pause in their talk.
"Quite. He didn't seem to show any signs of relapse." The stallion returned to his train of thought from a while ago regarding the red stallion.
"Odd. We should look for him again." Rosiland smiled and chuckled lightly.
"We will."
"We will?"
"No, but we still will."
"Agreed."

Big Macintosh didn't need to knock, he already knew that he would return this late, although courtesy still mattered to him, and he might think he was another intruder...again. "I'm back" He announced as he entered the tightly fit entrance, taking off his new yoke and placed it on a table.
"Welcome back. Did you replace the dreaded thing?" A stallion responded as Bic Mac went over to take a mug of cider from the fridge.
"Eyup." He took a sip of the ice cold drink. 
"Ah, perfect. Did you check out the disturbance I picked up as well?" The voice asked, clearly waiting for an answer.
"It seems that there were two of them, but the odd thing was, they didn't have your characteristics at all." He took a sip.
"Oh?" Responded a muffled voice.
"Eyup." The red stallion finished his drink while walking over to his companion.
Coming out from under the destroyed robot piece of junk, he dusted himself off and looked at the stallion in front of him.
"Last question: Did they have pears?" The Doctor asked with a scornful tone.
"Nope." Big Mac shook his head as he blinked.
"Well then, Allons-y! We shall set off to find those two again! A new type of time lord, possibly? How exquisite!" He announced with joy.
Big Macintosh sighed as he planted a hoof on his face. 'Here we go...'

			Author's Notes: 
What is with me and wibbly wobbly timey wimey time stuff?
For those who are out of context of the Bioshock Infinite universe, please check out their bios first before tackling this story. The inspiration for this 'story' was rather a generic one. Spotted the reference in the background, boom, brainstorming. This is rather another practice sketch that I cooked up in my hazy mind, feel free to comment constructive opinions and criticisms.


	images/cover.jpg





