It`s was a scorching day in Lime Town. Lime Town if you couldn’t guess was a giant lime orchard. Everyone in town had at least five lime tress and Mr. and Mrs. Lyme had over one hundred!

Well, when I say everyone that’s just a generalization. Everyone in town has a lime tree expect Alton Milick. He`s young, which has convinced people that he’s just going against the grain for the sake of it. And unlike his lime growing neighbors he grows turnips. Quite Scandalous.


One of Alton’s next door neighbors, Ms. Erin Feather, despises his turnips. She thinks they taste awful and even look horrible. But, Alton just ignored her constant complaints and tended to his tiny turnips.


But today was a little different. A heat wave had been lingering over the town threatening to kill off every last lime tree. Understandably, everyone was worried. Well, that’s a generalization again. Everyone but Alton. He looked over his little field of turnips and smiled. Erin was sitting on her back porch and fanning herself. She noticed him smiling and called over,


“Hey! Alton!” she took a sip of a glass of limeade.  He looked over.


“Yes Ms. Erin?” he said happily back. He was wearing a wide brim straw hat and his forehead was covered with a layer of sweat.


“What are you so happy for?”


“Oh, no reason. Just happy I don’t have to word today. It`s really awful out here.” 

“Maybe you should just stay inside,” Erin offered.


“Nah, I’m fine just standing here watching over my turnips,” he smiled and looked over at her, “But I wouldn’t mind a nice cool glass of limeade…”


“It`s a shame you don’t have any limes to use. All you have is turnip juice,” She laughed.


“Yeah, but turnips are rare around here. I’ve got a corner on the market and I’m actually making some money,” he walked over to the fence between his and Erin’s yards.


“Alright, since it’s so hot out here I`ll give you something to drink,” she said motioning to a chair next to her. Alton quickly jumped over the picket fence. He walked past a tiny lime sapling and sat down next to Erin taking off his hat. An orange tabby cat jumped onto his lap. He rubbed its head.


“Alton?”


“Yes?” he replied after taking a long drink from his glass of limeade. 

“Why did you come here to grow turnips? You know we only grow limes. Why bother?”


“That’s a good question,” he thought for a moment, “I guess I grow turnips because of my mom. She would always make me eat them.  They remind me of her…”


“But why here?” Erin asked again.

He shrugged, “That I don’t know. I just picked a town and went. And you guys got lucky.”


“We’re lucky?”


“You bet! You’re all lucky to have me here! You finally have something other than limes to eat. I should get an award.”


“Ha!” Erin laughed, “An award? For what? Annoying us out of our mind?”


“You could look at it that way. But once I harvest my turnips, you all will be paying top dollar for them! I`ll be rich.” He smiled, “And I won’t share it with any of you!”


“Alright. You think that. But let’s just hope this heat wave ends or none of us will get anything!”


Alton looked over the fields and orchards, “Oh, don’t worry, it’ll rain in about three days.”


Erin laughed again, “Alright if you say so. Then maybe you’ll get rich too!”


“Oh, you bet I will,” Alton stood up and the cat jumped lazily off. “Well, back to work for me.” He jumped back off the fence and walked to the middle of his field. He put his hat back on and crossed his arms looking thoughtfully over his turnips.


In three days, thick clouds rolled over the small Lime Town and let go of a pleasant shower over the tiny field and orchards. 

