I was ffffeeling fffffairly ffamished this morning, so thought I would drop offf at the Caffff on my way to work ffffffor a cofffffee and a ffffreshly baked fffinger bun. FFFForcing my way through the ffreshly painted fffront door I fffound the Caffff  awffffully quiet inside.

As I careffffully negotiated my way past the fffffurniture towards the bar, I noticed the fffloor was fffflooded with an unffffathomable number discarded ffffffs of  various shapes and fffforms. There were little ffffs, fffforeign ffffs and even some capital FFFFs.

I can confffidently inffform you that I was fffflummoxed beyond beliefff and immediately ffffelt quite sad that all these deffffenceless  fffs had been so casually cast offf without any consideration fffor their ffffffeelings, so I ffffell to the ffffloor on all ffffours and ffffuriously fffforaged fffor quite a ffffew hours to fffinally collect all of them. FFFFinding  an old empty fffffirkin casually leffft next to the fffflickering fffire, I fffffilled the ffffirken with all the ffffforlorn little ffffs I had ffffound and was fffffeeling quite chuffffed that I could offffer them a new comfffy home.
My point is, iffff nobody wants to use ffffs or FFFs any more, may I please be fffirst in line to be affffirmed as the Offfficial Keeper of Discarded FFffs.

It would be a ffffabulous honour to serve you in such High Offffice

*ith*ully yours,

Oh good grie*, I’ve just run out o* the little *uckers

Sigh

