Real Name: Dred Jarrett Marshall

Nick Name: “Dred”

Species: Duck

Race: American

Classification: 
Birthplace: P3

Age: (in 2018) 20

Date Of Birth: September 7th, 1998

Gender: Male

Height: 6 feet 1 inch

Weight: 207 pounds

Dominant Hand: Left

Position: N/A

Number: N/A

Hair Color: Same as feathers--reddish

Eye Color: Amber

Feather Color: Ruso

Weapons: Mouth

Accessories: Dog tags around neck, pink-framed sunglasses w/purple lenses. His left arm is covered in tattoos and his right eyebrow pierced.

Family: As far as anyone knows, Dred has no family left. His older brother, Hoover Kallio Marshall, is the only one known of, and he committed suicide two years before Dred went to jail.

Relations: Jericho and Jericho’s acquaintances. His old friends on P3.

Special Abilities/Skills: Dred is a pretty good mechanic. He’s a good fighter even though he doesn’t fight much. Even though he wouldn’t care to admit it, he’s a pretty good businessman. He’s also quite talented in running his mouth.

Good Points: He really is a nice guy…really. He’ll stick up for friends anytime, and he’s there when you need him. Period. He’s a good friend and an even better alley. Dred is one damn cool duck…at least that’s what he’d tell you.

Faults: He can be hotheaded at times, has very little patience, and doesn’t care to listen to authority. He’ll lash out when offended, and often takes things a little too far. He’s also a habitual smoker; even two years in the slammer couldn’t break his addiction. And finally—women, beware, because this guy will make a point to hit on a pretty girl anytime he sees one (unless in a life-or-death situation), but he’ll only try it once if he fails.

Attitude: Dred carries an ‘I-don’t-give-a-crap-what-you-think’ kind of attitude. His ego is almost too big for him to handle. He doesn’t have a violent reputation, but few will try to mess with him. Basically, he’s a punk who loves the art of intimidation and doesn’t let on that he’s a real softy under it all.

Features: Short ‘red’ hair, spiked up most of the time. If he ever lets you see his eyes, they’re cold and hard with a hint of humor glinting in them; he looks at you as if you’re the biggest loser in the world, and there’s something funny about you that he won’t say.

Build: Tall, thin, defined muscle.

Type: Athletic, active

Attire: Light gray tank top, baggy blue jeans. Often wears his brown jacket, and wears steel-toed boots.

Personality: Sarcastic, funny, egotistical, thinks he’s God’s gift to mankind, hardly ever serious.

Catch-Phrase/s: Dred has a lot of nicknames he calls people: “Sparky”, “Sparko”, “Slick”, “Slappy”, “Slap-ass”, “Skippy”, “Cupcake”, etc…the list goes on. Also, he makes up his own names for certain people:

                            Jericho-“Jerry”

                            Julius---“Julie”

                            Rocko--“Rocky”…and the list also goes on.

Thoughts/Personal Morals: If something doesn’t affect him or his friends, he doesn’t care. His shades.

Hobbies: Annoying people, being impossible, being rude and obnoxious…yeah, he’s a jerk. 

Hideouts: P3 (yeah, that’s pretty broad, I know). Prison.

General Background: Nobody really knows much about this strange red guy, other than when his brother killed himself, Dred was wrongly accused of murder. He went to jail for two years, then escaped via a trial thanks to Jericho and gang. Afterwards Dred went back to P3, his home. At least for now…

Futuristic Ideals: Dred, back on P3, eventually opens up his own repair shop and gets good business there. He makes frequent trips to P2 to visit his pals over there, and even winds up on Earth somehow!
