
Agents of g.h.o.u.l., we 
have much to celebrate.

John Bull is 
dead!

Our 
thanks to 

number seven for 
plucking this rather 
stubborn thorn 
from our collective 

paw.

You will find, like 
Androcles of legend-



The complete 
annihilation of this 
realm of existence!

Now, 
let us turn to 
our regular 

business-

You!

Feline gratitude goes a 
long way.



I’d have 
gone with 

“look what the 
cat dragged 

in”…

But it’s 
time to go 

home.

An 
exorcism, mr bull? 

I’m afraid it’s far too late 
to save this vessel - 

stresemann lack is 
long gone.

Maybe so.

But I 
promised a 
little girl 

I’d bring 
her-





Now, where were 
we?

All 
personnel -
evacuate!

Wait, you 
Cowards!

Funny story…

What’s-



This thing 
removes thrall 
spells from 

char demons, 
too.

No…

I am 
matagot, 

lord of cats!

Who knew?

You think 
you have it in 
you to contain 

me?!

I presage 
your whole 

species , boy!



You think 
yourself the 

victor?

You 
think you have 

the high 
ground?

Pathetic.

You 
don’t even 

know who you 
really…



Come on, 
you.

Time to find 
the cat 
flap.

Uhhhh….

Oh. Hello.

That’s 
not just 
my head, 
right?





He’s had 
quite the 

adventure.

Ms lack.

Evening, 
Isabelle!

Smiff!

Thank you.
This year’s 

been…hard.

My 
pleasure.

I’m 
sorry I 

couldn’t do 
more for 

your 
father.

“You think yourself the 
victor?”

“You don’t even know 
who you really are!”




