


I know you 
don’t have 
the taste 

for blood 
that I do…

…but eventually, 
you’ll come 

around.

You will 
all come 
around.

And heaven 
help anyone 
who dares
to stand in 

our way.

Andre Toulon was a puppet master 
back in the 1940s. The best the 
world had seen.

Somewhere along the lines he learned 
how to put the souls of his friends 
into his puppets.
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Nice 
speech.

You’ve
got a real 

future on the 
motivational 

speaker
circuit.

I thought
all the 

puppets were 
in the steamer 

trunk.

Look 
closer. No 
strings on 

me, Geppetto.

Then you’ll 
make for a 
nice target.

Kill 
him.



Probably not the brightest way to 
start this fight.

But I’ve never been a 
dip-the-toe kinda guy.

I prefer to just jump right 
into the deep end.

Well that was shorter 
than expected.

Oof!

huh.



Well I’ll be 
damned.

Time for 
plan B.

Well, I’d
say it’s pretty 

clear who’s the 
looks of this 

operation.



I think it’s time 
to test a theory.

So, if the
stories are true,
that corpse was

in charge. And now 
that he’s gone, well, 

you being puppets
and all, you’re in

the market for
a new master.

Guess who 
just got 
promoted.

My first 
order as 

your leader 
is simple.

I want you 
to kill each 

other.
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