
The Man in the Meadow

A Broken Reality Story

By

Jeremy Perry

Sunrise Publishing


Table of Contents

Title Page

The Man in the Meadow (Broken Reality)

Broken Reality Series

Brothers of the Mountain Series

The Moonshiners Series

Sheriff Randall King Series

Story Collections by Jeremy Perry

About the author

Copyright © 2023 Sunrise Publishing

I hurried into the meadow and sat on the same fallen log I’d sat on the day before. I looked around hoping that I hadn’t missed the old man. What a letdown that would be. Then I saw the old man hiking up the winding path toward me, long walking stick in hand. His dog, Scarlett, ran along in front. The old man approached and up close I noticed he wore the same stained denim overhauls and work boots he’d worn yesterday. Smoked the same pipe too, stem stuffed into a mound of white beard.

I figured him at least seventy, or thereabouts, but his stride was energetic as any young man’s stride, including my own. He seemed in great shape. Maybe he drank a secret tonic that gave him all that energy. I stood to greet him.

“Morning,” I said. 

“Reuben,” he said out the side of his mouth. “See you come back.”

“Told you I would.” Scarlett scuttled over, wagging her tail. I patted her head, and she licked my hands and then went for my face, wanting affection. She remembered me from the day before. “Hey, Scarlett,” I said.

The old man pulled the pipe from his mouth and said, “You seem serious about all this.”

I nodded. “That boy, the one I was telling you about...something needs to be done. I can’t go on like this.”

“Revenge can be a messy deal, boy,” said the old man. “Sure this is what you want?”

I nodded.

“Okay, then.” He pulled from his shirt pocket a small, glass vial. “Here. This’ll take care of your problem.”

“Just like that?”

The old man nodded.

I gripped the vial, but he held on for a moment longer, his face serious. “Son, the effects aren’t for the faint of heart. Use it as you intend to and don’t come in contact with it yourself.”

“I won’t. I’ll be extra careful.”

“The effects can’t be reversed,” he continued. “Once it starts, there’s no stopping it.”

“Okay,” I said.

He released the vial. I stared at the contents and gave it a few gentle shakes. The white powder looked as harmless as the sugar my mom used to bake her brownies and cookies. This was going to be too easy, I thought.

“Let’s go, Scarlett.” The old man gave a few pats to his dirty pant leg and the dog followed him down the trail, around a giant hickory and out of sight.

I remembered what he’d said the day before about the effects this powder would have on any living creature. The thought rattled me. For a flickering moment I reconsidered what I intended to do. This was a big deal and could be considered cruel, but then I recalled some of the cruel and nasty things Farley Snow, my worst enemy, had made me endure. There was the time he held me down, sparked a cigarette lighter, and burned my arm. I still had that damn scar. Another time he doused me with a bottle of fox urine—the kind hunters use for a cover scent in the woods. I had to throw my clothes away, and I vomited for two days. And of course, that asshole always wanted my allowance. I’d given him more money than I could remember. There was no turning back now. His days of bullying were over.

On my way home I walked through the park. I saw Farley sitting on a picnic table with his jackknife whittling a piece of wood. Beside him was a box of Ding Dongs. Empty wrappers blew off the tabletop, scattering and skipping across the green grass like tumbleweeds. Junk food was his passion and it seemed like he always had some in reach. Farley was obnoxious in every way possible. At fourteen, he was two years older than I was, and damn near triple my size. I hated him. My momma told me I shouldn’t hate anyone, but there was no getting around my feelings for this poor excuse of a human. He was mean, nasty, and rotten.

He jumped from the picnic table and onto the grass when he saw me. “The hell you been? I’ve been looking for you.”

“I’ve been around,” I said, trying to mask my fear. I’d grown tired of this feeling, this fear. I kept walking.

“You’re late,” said Farley. “I want my money...today!”

“I don’t have it,” I said. “My mom didn’t give me my allowance.”

Farley walked toward me clutching his knife, edge out. Dabs of chocolate and crème filling hung at the corners of his mouth.

“That’s not my problem, dumbass.” 

“Sorry,” I said. “I can get it tomorrow. It’s the best I can do.”

He was a few feet away, clutching the rusty blade, snarling. He licked chocolate from his lips.

“Tomorrow’s not good enough,” he said. “Now I got to teach you a lesson.”

He spun me, squeezed his free arm around my arms and chest, and pressed the blade against my throat. I pulled and wrenched but was no match for Farley’s strength.

“You like pissing me off?” he said. “It’s shit like this that annoys the hell out of me, Reuben.”

I remembered the vial in my pocket but couldn’t reach it with his arms pinned across mine. He pressed the blade more firmly to my throat.

“Stop!” I said. “I’ll get your money tomorrow. I promise!”

I thought he was going to slice me right there in the park, but he pulled the blade away and gave me a shove. I hit the grass landing on my hands and knees.

“Tomorrow,” he said. “I’m giving you until tomorrow—but that’s it.”

I gasped and patted my neck and looked at my hands. No blood. I reached for my shirt pocket, for the vial, and found it was there and intact. I sighed relief. I would’ve rather been cut than have my plan destroyed.

I climbed to my feet as Farley made his way across the park. He folded his knife and shoved it into his pocket. He grabbed his box of Ding Dongs and tucked it under his arm.

“Don’t worry, asshole,” I whispered. “I’ll be back tomorrow.” Again, I brushed my hand across my shirt pocket. I felt the vial and I smiled. “I’ll be back tomorrow.”

The next day I returned to the park and saw Farley sitting on the picnic table. I didn’t have my allowance. I was taking a risk, but I had something better—a box of Mom’s homemade chocolate chip cookies, each sprinkled with a dash of the old man’s powder. The cookies were irresistible to any kid, and Farley, with his powerful appetite for junk food, wouldn’t turn them down either.

“What you got there?” he asked. 

I kept my pace, pretending not to hear him. Farley ran to catch up and blocked my path. I lifted the box to my nose, sniffed, and grinned. Farley perked up on the balls of his feet to tower over me, more than he already did.

“I said ... what you got there?”

“Oh, this?” I held up the box. “Nothing much. Just some homemade chocolate chip cookies. They’re my favorite.” I smelled the box again.

“Your favorite, huh?” said Farley. “Let’s have a look.”

He went for the box, and I let go. He flipped open the lid and shoveled two cookies into his mouth. He chewed, smacked his lips, and grabbed another.

“Not bad,” he said. He licked the chocolate from his fingertips and then said, “Don’t forget my money tomorrow. I’ll be expecting you here with my money.”

“Sure, Farley,” I said. “I’ll have your money tomorrow.” 

Again, Farley lapped the chocolate from his hand and fingers. “Good.” He marched away with the box of cookies.

The next day arrived, and I had no intention of giving my allowance to Farley. He would soon meet the consequences of his bullying ways.

“Got my money?” he called out as I walked through the park.

“Nope,” I said, barely acknowledging him. Today, I wasn’t scared. I kept my pace. Then I heard tromping footsteps coming from behind. 

“No?” Farley said. He grabbed my shoulder and spun me. “What do you mean no?”

I saw his complexion had changed. His skin was ghostly and comparable to the crème filling of the Ding Dongs he often ate. His nose was dripping with snot, and he continuously wiped it with the back of his hand. His eyes, red-rimmed and deeply bloodshot, bore through me.

“I’m not giving you any more of my money,” I said.

Farley took another swipe at his nose. He coughed and spat a glob of green phlegm to the ground beside my foot. He swelled with anger. He coughed again, and said, “Looks like I’m kicking your ass today.”

He spun me and wrapped his arms around my frame, as this was his usual fighting technique. I could never break this hold. I was never any match against his power, but I clenched his forearm and didn’t feel the usual thick muscle. His skin felt loose, saggy, and cold. I recalled all the torture he’d put me through, all those mean and revolting acts of cruelty. My mind pulsed with anger. Before, I would question how anyone could be so heartless to another human being. This time, my mind questioned nothing of the sort. I was bent and blinded by revenge.

I squeezed Farley’s forearm with both hands and heard a crack and then a pop. Farley cried out and his grip loosened. This had never happened before. I could never overpower him. He dropped his arm, completely giving me the room I needed. I reared and unleashed a pointed elbow, a maneuver I’d always wanted to use on him. My hands were small, and I was always afraid I’d destroy my fingers and knuckles if I had to punch with my fists. But my elbows were sharp, lethal weapons. I heard a crunch as I connected to Farley’s mouth. I broke away and spun to attack.

Farley stood there holding his mouth, covering it with both hands. Bone protruded from his arm. He retreated, stepping away slowly, face plastered in shock.

“You still want my money?” I asked. I didn’t care about his broken arm. I smacked him across the head.

He shook his head and tried to retreat. He stumbled backward and fell to the sidewalk. More bones snapped. The poison was working just as the old man said it would. He lay on the ground pleading for mercy, his face disfigured. His bottom jaw remained gaped and jutted to the left, appearing unhinged from the top.

I felt a happiness that I hadn’t felt in a long time. I couldn’t hold it back. I smiled and then started to laugh. Farley screamed in terror while holding his mouth. He bolted to his feet and retreated through the park, running, fearful of me, the boy whom he’d bullied relentlessly. I watched as he disappeared into the woods across the way. What a wonderful feeling. I’d finally defeated that evil son of a bitch.

I hung out at the park awhile longer, enjoying the day, basking in my victory. Then later I took the long way home through the meadow. I enjoyed walking through the openness of the meadow, the tranquility of the songbirds, the gentle breeze caressing my face. I heard a red-tailed hawk screech as if to congratulate me on my victory. That a boy, Reuben. I smiled and hummed as I went along. Today was a good day.

Up ahead in the distance I
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