
The Daily Bull may not be  
suitable for those under the 
age of 18 and shalt  not be 
taken seriously…  

 

It’s Been 

 12 

Days Since the invention of 
the wheel 

Newfangled “Writing” System Spreads 
The One Who Carries Barley 

 I have, as I can assume we 

all have, recently been confronted 

with the new technology of what 

the learned have called “writing.” 

It is a most peculiar concept, 

wherein all manner of sticks, 

feathers and other such items are 

used to etch their very thoughts 

on waxes, earth and even broken 

plants. I have argued at length 

with the other scribes, who insist 

that the stabbing of triangular 

sticks into rocks is a proper and 

efficient use of such a valuable 

resource to our great empire. 

Clearly the scribes are just 

sampling the temple’s rations too 

much, instead of diligently 

working. Prithee, who might 

propose such a befuddling concept? 

It violates all that man has ever 

known, that word shall to be 

spoken, not “written.”  

 While all of us with good 

judgment obviously find this 

practice absurd and detestable, it 

has been gaining a strong foothold 

among the middle class and 

especially merchants. They claim 

all sorts of benefits, like “not 

losing inventory” and “I like to 

keep my hate mail.” Obviously 

these people, once revered as wise 

leaders, have lost their sense in 

pursuit of gold. It may be that 

this shall anon be the common 

practice, and those who refuse 

writing will be forced to give in. 

Such has oft been the nature of 

men. For, that very tale is what 

befell those who shunned fire, for 

its clear violation of the natural 

order. At first, fire-users were 

cast away for their blatant 

disrespect of heaven’s might. Yet 

now, who among us keeps not a fire 

in their own home?  

 In my search for a reasonable 

stance on this issue—as clearly 

one cannot be found among my own 

people—we sent a messenger to the 

northern hinterlands and he 

interviewed one local who said 

"gunga googa ughh grug liberals 

unga gruhhga." While this 

confusing stranger speaks not our 

glorious language, he had clear 

disdain for the tablet he was 

offered to observe, for it was 

promptly smashed, and our brave 

correspondent attacked. He made a 

fortuitous return under the 

watchful guidance of the gods, but 

has since resigned.  

 Why am I even writing this? 

Nobody can read. Gunga grug gragg 

kark blug. Dnark bigglop pointless 

gragg gurrrggaa griggut 



Why You Should Invest in Copper 

Finacicles 

Standing tall over the polis of Rhodes, the mighty colossus towers over the 

harbor. Depicting the great god of the sun Helios, the great statue is 

dedicated to the glorious victory of the warriors of Rhodes over the knavish 

hordes of Macedonian lead by Demetrius. Taller than a score of men, it 

captures the glory of both Helios and Rhodes. Made from alloys containing the 

finest copper in all the lands, it shall stand for centuries. The other polis 

of Greece shall want their own great statues once they gaze upon its 

splendor. 

The demand for copper will be great in the coming years. I made the journey 

to the island of Delphi to ask the Oracle herself on the matter and she told 

me within a few decades, Rhodes will not be the only polis to have a great 

statue. You do not need the wisdom of Athena to know that this means that 

copper will be the hottest item on the market! I heed that you invest many 

coins in copper and those who sell it so that when the next great colossus is 

built, you will bask in such wealth that kings shall be envious. Don’t be as 

foolish as a barbarian, buy now! 

Hi, my name is Big Al, and I approve this message 


