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I’m an ore, a pure Iron ore

Fe, atomic number twenty-six on the Periodic Table

I used to fly through space

Embedded in a meteorite

Until I burned up and crashed

Onto a small planet

Buried deep underground

I thought that my life was a bore

But hear my mournful narrative

And you would feel unstable

Cause the content in here

Is rated PG ten

That fateful day, I was snug in the dirt

Then I was pulled out of my den

By a hairy man with a dirty shirt

Chucked into a moving cart among many other mates

Was pushed outside onto the surface 

Thrown into a blast furnace

Which heated me red hot

This is quite a menace

To be burned in a bit fat pot

I suddenly began to feel rather clean

My impurities, such as Carbon began to leak out

I began wonder if these humans were that mean

When they took us out

I was taken to a factory

There I was made into a weird three pronged object

Then covered by a thin layer

Of Chromium

O shiny chromium

They shipped me out for a second time

To a huge building called ‘The Home Department Centre’

I was sold to a bunch of human beasts

Just to help them eat

I soon found out my new name is ‘fork’

My full name: Stainless Steel Fork

This is the end 

Of my mournful sad story

