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Bobod licked his eager lips at the sight of a brand-new dew-
speckled head hemorrhaging from the soft brown dirt. This one seemed 

to have sprouted overnight, twinkling greener than the rest. Lettuce was 

his favorite, ever since Yarnard taught him to stew it in mouse milk and 

smashed up dungnewts for a hearty tomorrow-night supper. He could 

always rely on a smack of that sour mouse milk to graze his tongue at 

the mere memory.  

It was many last-years ago that Bo took refuge with old Yarnard, 
and as he stood in the foggy morning lusting over his new yield, Bobod 

thought of his benevolent dad-napper. He would scarcely mind if I kept one 

to myself, Bobod shifted with unsteady restraint, he can’t notice one 

missing that wasn’t here when he left for Chunderlain. This was obvious, but 

Bobod anguished in temptation, nevertheless. He felt it was no way to 

honor the man who was laboring through market season alone in the 

city, the man who rescued him from his feral state of toddlerhood. This 

was a dark cavern in Bobod’s guarded memory, cocooned tenfold into 

the recesses of his primal spirit. He sought to shun this hollow feeling, 
swiveling his focus to the object of his desire. 

In an impulse, Bobod knelt to palm the sprout. At first tug, he felt 

a small whimper and wondered if it was his own. Next, a short moment 

of dissonance and sudden reflexive jolt through Bo’s body as the lettuce 

shuddered and emerged from the damp soil muttering in discontent. 

Bobod tumbled backwards into the pumpkins and grappled for stability, 
glaring in disbelief as four limbs and a body rose from the stalk. The 

creature resembled a young infant covered in fresh lettuce but judging 

by the efficiency with which it began to scurry away, the thing clearly 

possessed excellent motor skills.  

Curiosity gave way to hunger gave way to boredom, and Bobod 

gave chase. 

 

 



February 18, 2023

To whom it may concern:

My name is Mary Jo Mubb and I run a well-respected funeral home in
Atlanta. This morning, I received a disturbing message that I believe was
intended for you.

Our funeral home has been in business for 100 years. As you can imagine,
we handle a lot of dead bodies.

Naturally, we often find messages from the famed body explorer, Tiny Jack.
My 8-year-old son Martin is obsessed with him! You should see the twinkle
in his eye when he finds one of Jack's signature style messages in our
cadavers. In fact, Martin and I put together a little scrapbook with all
the messages we've received over the years. It's something of a mother-son
tradition in the Mubb home.

That brings me to this morning. I was just waking up when I heard a
horrifying shriek from the basement mortuary. The next thing I knew,
Martin came bolting up the steps, hands covered in blood and tears in his
eyes. "Tiny Jack is in trouble!" he screamed.

Martin launched into a far-fetched tale about corporate espionage, shiny
metal men, MeMoreTV... I couldn't make heads or tails of it. At first I
thought Martin had been sniffing embalming fluid again (bless his heart,
he loves the smell), but then he handed me a blood-soaked plastic baggie.

Sure enough, it was a message from Tiny Jack. Only this one was different
than any I'd ever seen. Here is the message:

I don't have much time. In early November 2022, I did a 7-day job
inside some fella named Doener, maybe Dobner. Funny guy. A real
class clown type.

The job was for a long-time corporate client. Very secretive, I
never see their faces. They told me the body was going to be used
for transplant and they needed a full workup.

Things didn't add up from the start. In addition to my usual workup,
the client had me install neural inhibitors and chrono-trackers
in the lungs, stomach, ass, and cock. The brand-name on all the
hardware was scratched off, but it looked a hell of a lot like
MeMoreTV.



I'm no doctor, but whoever got that body is in big, big trouble. The
amount of inhibitors alone would kill a human and send a more
powerful being into a freak-state.

I didn't think anything of it until I tuned into the Skeleton Realm
LIVE! stream on November 16, 2022 (Episode #30, "Chromer's Gettin' a
Bod"). It all makes sense now. It's MeMoreTV. I don't know why, but
they want your friend Chromer out of the picture. They've been
chrono-tracking him for months and who knows what they'll do when
they find him. Wherever (or whenever) he is, he's not safe.

I've lost a lot of blood and I'm very cold. Whoever finds this
message, make sure it gets to DB and SW at SRL studios.

-TJ

I don't know what any of this means, but I know one thing for sure: this
message is definitely NOT going in Martin’s scrapbook!

Please take the message (see enclosed) so Martin and I can put this awful
ordeal behind us.

Very truly yours,

Mary Jo Mubb
Director
Mubb Funeral Home











Doug Bleichner


