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		Description

Wherein Batsy Fluffentuft magnificently pursues a mysterious, shiny pale pinking-purple propeller-powered pony! Will she catch it? She must, for the propeller is SHINY! No, not the unicorn Shiny...
Guest starring: 
Discord's Daughter, Screwball!
A Cabbage Merchant!
Lots of Trees!
Vegetable Chow Mein!
AND
Background Pony Number Seven (of Nine)! (that's a double joke, get both answers and win an Internet!)
Music by Benny Hill, as performed by 331Erock!
Another entry into ocalhoun's contest! I swear, the instant coffee is gonna drive me to ruin.
But I made pony words with it. So, there's that!
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"Finally, after one thousand years, I'm free! It's time to - ooooh, shiny!"
With that, Batsy Fluffentuft, Luna's bestest and cutest and smartest ever bat pony shifted her course, although the balloon pilot really needed a new career choice anyways. At least the castle broke his fall. There was no time to explain that though, so she didn't. Instead, she flew even faster! Silly earth pony balloonists shouldn't fly without wings! Whatever was the deal with that? Wait, where'd that shiny go? Oho, there it is!
Batsy  was sure as Celestia ate too much cake that she saw something odd drifting though Canterlot. Not odd as in a number, although that would have counted too! No this odd was ponylike, pink, propeller-propelled, and particularly peculiar! She had to investors.. instiga...interro... inquisit... She had to look into this mysteriously mysterious mystery! Surprize was her greatest weapon. Fear and surprize. Yes, those were her two greatest weapons - fear, surprize, and an exceptional flying talent! ERM, amongst her *many* weapons were - ohmygosh, there's the shiny! 
Of course, anything worth doing is worth doing the Batsy way, right? Since this was so odd, Batsy dexterously flew through tree branches and some red lanterns hanging outside a Chineighs restaurant. That UFO was flying way too low! It was foolish and dangerous! It would take an expert flyer to manage this chase! To catch the shining, spinning propeller!
Challenge Accepted!
As she pursued her quarry, Batsy was not sure how the propeller pony persistantly prevailed in preventing her perusal. Yes, as she finished her new dish of vegetable chow mein on the wing, she found the abomination that she was pursuing to be almost as good as she was! Almost as good as the chow mein, too! And that was pretty good. Dangerously good for something shiny! At least she could put down the empty bowl. 
Someone would get it off the roof later, she was sure of it!
Batsy banked hard about a corner, and flared her wings to slow down, since she couldn't see the propeller any more. She looked about with a "Gasp!", realizing that the propeller pony was expressly mocking her, going around a corner back the other way! Wait a second...
There was another propeller going into a donut shop, and another crossing the street three blocks away, and another was looking at her from a tower nearby. Stranger still, they were all being worn by the same pony! That flashy shiny propeller was taunting her.
Now, she was seeing the same propeller, on the same pony, pirourtting in the plaza, whilst it appeared on the far side of a shubbery. It mocked her from the towers! It even appeared on her head - but it escaped with a strange giggling sound when she tried grabbing it. Batsy was in danger. Of being beaten! But Batsy's no egg. Oh no, the yolk will be on the propeller soon! She chased it back through the first set of trees, and back past the Chineighs restaraunt, having to slow to a wok to avoid overshooting it!  Then, it split into a dozen copies and scrambled about! It was a plethora of propeller-powered pink ponies! But how could she catch them all?
Two could play that game - so Batsy waited cunningly until there were just two propellers. Then she pounced! But all she caught was some leaves and tree sap. So, she took off after the second propeller!
AND WHAT AN EPIC CHASE IT WAS!
As Batsy closed in on the shiny propeller, the pony wearing it went in a door on one side of a busy street. Certain of victory, Batsy pulled open the door only to see the propeller-wearing pony exit a door four doors down and cross the street! Swiftly, she flew over there, and readied herself to open that door... only for the propeller pony to pass perilously close to the foreground scenery and crawl inside a wooden crate. With a huff, Batsy ran over to lift the crate, only for there to be mostly nothing under the crate. Meanwhile she heard a door open, only to see the pony crossing the street again waaaaay back next to Background Pony Number Seven (of Nine). For several minutes, as a lively saxophone melody played along in the background, Batsy kept up the pursuit, before finally stopping, gasping and tired.
"Maybe I should get a simple, plain, ordinary glass of water before continuing?", she mused aloud.  When a pink hoof offered her a glass of water from off screen, she gratefully accepted, and drank most of it, before spitting out the last bit of water in sudden realization of what had happened. Taking advantage of a different camera angle, she began chasing the propeller pony once more. The dropped glass detonated behind her with a dark bang...
Seriously, Batsy would almost catch that shiny propeller, only for the pony wearing it to poof! She had to have the shiny propeller! Every time she'd get close, she'd miss and crash into something odd.Never something even. That in itself was odd. But she was certain she'd get it now!
After her last crash, she headed into a park, an anguished cry of "My cabbages!", echoing down the street. She was so close, she could feel it, and even more helpfully, she could see it. Leaping over a hedge, she fell flat on her face in a cloud of white smoke.
Scanning frantically, Batsy realized that the propeller had gotten away. Still, she'd shown it a thing or three. Odd number of things because the thing was so odd! That meant she could relax. So, of course she didn't jump vertically a dozen feet and grab onto the tree branch above her, hanging upside down in shock, when a voice from nowhere right behind her yelled...
"SCREWBALL!"
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