Once upon a time there was a child called Richard Keane. Only one word could describe this vile creature…many kids would shout out “Sylvia” or “patch” but everybody knew that words would never hurt this gruesome beast. That’s right his carrot like teeth that contributed to the nickname “carrotz” and his ever-present lanky body structure are his dominant features. His favourite comments would be “faggot” or “fuck you” which would normally be followed by the two-finger salute. One day a brave young boy challenged Keane to a one on one football match, this boy is known as Jonny. Jonny ripped him apart in a thrilling game, which ended up in Jonny celebrating in a 10-2 emphatic victory. Keane began to get restless and a tad bit angry, the tormenting aimed at Keane for losing also didn’t help the situation along. In a violent rage keane tore his shirt from his chest and his noticeable patch began to flash and almost glow. Onlookers were worried and didn’t know how to react with a madman (if I can call it a man) out of control. He let out an echoing roar that trembled the floor and even made Adam Noton lift from the ground. By now jonny was taking no notice and eating his daily lunch, which consisted of sandwiches, a drink, a chocolate bar and CARROT sticks! Keane began to sniff heavily, leaving him unable to control himself. As if the events weren’t weird enough, people got even more anxious and curious to what keane was doing. His eyes focused on Jonny’s bag of carrots….He couldn’t hold back his childish needs of eating a certain orange vegetable. As he dragged himself over he rudely grabbed Jonny’s carrots and stuffed them into his ex-metal mouth, a screech of terror emerged from his mouth as his body began to grow bigger and bigger…TO BE CONTINUED!


