
The Infinite Garden of One Thousand and One
Stories

Geoffery Chaucer’s amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo, a blind
poet named Homer and a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges. Homer
suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he
began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Homer told a very intertwined
story. “And that was how it happened,” Homer said, ending his story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Geoffery Chaucer said,
ending the story.

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer opened a door,
not feeling quite sure where it lead. And there Geoffery Chaucer found the exit.

“And that was how it happened,” Socrates said, ending his story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending
the story.

Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo felt a bit dizzy at the confu-
sion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a twilit tetrasoon, accented by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of imbrication. Marco Polo muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Marco Polo entered a neoclassic antechamber, watched over by a trompe-l’oeil
fresco. Marco Polo thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way.

Marco Polo entered a ominous tepidarium, dominated by xoanon with a design
of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter between an explorer of
Venice named Marco Polo and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu took place. Murasaki Shikibu offered advice to Marco Polo in the form
of a story. So Murasaki Shikibu began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…” And Murasaki Shikibu told a very exciting
story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu
said, ending the story.
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Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo chose an exit at random and
walked that way.

Marco Polo entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Marco Polo
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Marco Polo entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed
mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Marco Polo wandered, lost in thought,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a primitive peristyle, decorated with a trompe-l’oeil fresco
with a design of red gems. And that was where the encounter between an
explorer of Venice named Marco Polo and the sister of Scheherazade named
Dunyazad took place. Marco Polo offered advice to Dunyazad in the form of a
story. So Marco Polo began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Marco Polo’s amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo, a blind
poet named Homer and a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges. Homer
suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he
began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Homer told a very intertwined
story. “And that was how it happened,” Homer said, ending his story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Marco Polo said, ending
the story.

Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead.

Marco Polo entered a marble-floored terrace, , within which was found a foun-
tain. Marco Polo thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way.

Marco Polo entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Marco Polo felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at
a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. And that was where the
encounter between an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo and a philosopher
named Socrates took place. Marco Polo offered advice to Socrates in the form of
a story. So Marco Polo began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:
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Marco Polo’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once a cybertextual data structure just on the other side of the garden
wall. Geoffery Chaucer wasn’t quite sure where this was, only that he had come
to that place, as we all eventually must. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at
random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous picture gallery, accented by a gilt-framed
mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from
that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic atrium, accented by a fire in a low basin
framed by a pattern of pearl inlay. And that was where the encounter between
an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a blind librarian named Jorge
Luis Borges took place. Geoffery Chaucer offered advice to Jorge Luis Borges
in the form of a story. So Geoffery Chaucer began, “It seems to me that this
place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Geoffery Chaucer’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai
Khan, a poet of Rome named Virgil and the sister of Scheherazade named
Dunyazad. Virgil suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Virgil told
a very touching story. Thus Virgil ended his 1st story, saying, “But there is
another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Virgil told:

Virgil’s important Story

Once upon a time, there was an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo, an
English poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls
named Kublai Khan. Geoffery Chaucer suggested that he should tell a story,
because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king,
that…”

This is the story that Geoffery Chaucer told:

Geoffery Chaucer’s Story About Marco Polo

There was once a cybertextual data structure that had never known the light of
the sun. Marco Polo had followed a secret path, and so he had arrived in that
place. Marco Polo felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Marco Polo chose an exit at random and walked that way.
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Marco Polo entered a archaic atelier, , within which was found a monolith.
Marco Polo discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Marco Polo entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Marco
Polo opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Marco Polo entered a wide and low portico, watched over by an abat-son. Marco
Polo felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Marco Polo entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Marco Polo muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Marco Polo entered a high anatomical theatre, tastefully offset by a curved
staircase framed by a pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern. And that was where
the encounter between an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo and a poet
exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Marco Polo offered
advice to Dante Alighieri in the form of a story. So Marco Polo began, “It
seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Marco Polo’s important Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a blind librarian
named Jorge Luis Borges and an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo. Jorge
Luis Borges suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday.
So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Jorge Luis Borges told a
very convoluted story. Thus Jorge Luis Borges ended his 1st story, saying, “But
there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Jorge Luis Borges told:

Jorge Luis Borges’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo and a Khagan of the Ikh
Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan. Little Nemo suggested that he should tell
a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august
king, that…” And Little Nemo told a very touching story. “And that was how
it happened,” Little Nemo said, ending his story.

Thus Jorge Luis Borges ended his 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Jorge Luis Borges told:
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Jorge Luis Borges’s Story About Jorge Luis Borges
There was once an expansive zone just on the other side of the garden wall. Jorge
Luis Borges must have gotten lost, because he was wandering there. Jorge Luis
Borges walked away from that place.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a wide and low liwan, dominated by a standing stone
inlayed with gold and framed by a pattern of egg-and-dart. Jorge Luis Borges
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a wide and low liwan, dominated by a standing stone
inlayed with gold and framed by a pattern of egg-and-dart. Jorge Luis Borges
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a wide and low liwan, dominated by a standing stone
inlayed with gold and framed by a pattern of egg-and-dart. Jorge Luis Borges
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
Jorge Luis Borges chose an exit at random and walked that way.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Jorge Luis Borges discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a wide and low picture gallery, , within which was
found a crumbling mound of earth. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming almonry, accented by a koi pond which
was lined with a repeated pattern of scratched markings. Jorge Luis Borges
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to
the echo of footsteps.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil
inscribed in the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Jorge Luis Borges
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with
a design of acanthus. Jorge Luis Borges discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a art deco tetrasoon, decorated with a fallen column
with a design of blue stones. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Jorge Luis Borges
walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a cramped and narrow fogou, watched over by a
monolith. Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
Quite unexpectedly Jorge Luis Borges found the exit.
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“And that was how it happened,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending his story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Marco Polo said, ending
the story.

Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo chose an exit at random and
walked that way.

Marco Polo entered a high cavaedium, watched over by a false door. Marco
Polo discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Marco Polo entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
And that was where the encounter between an explorer of Venice named Marco
Polo and a member of royalty named Asterion took place. Marco Polo offered
advice to Asterion in the form of a story. So Marco Polo began, “It seems to me
that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Marco Polo told a
very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Marco
Polo said, ending the story.

Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way.

Marco Polo entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed
mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Marco Polo felt sure that this must
be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a high anatomical theatre, tastefully offset by a curved
staircase framed by a pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern. Marco Polo chose an
exit at random and walked that way.

Marco Polo entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Marco Polo discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else.

Marco Polo entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Marco Polo wandered, lost in
thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a rough library, that had xoanon. Marco Polo felt a bit
dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Marco Polo muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Marco Polo entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Marco
Polo thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.
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Marco Polo entered a high spicery, accented by a gilt-framed mirror with a
design of a dizzying spiral pattern. And that was where the encounter between
an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo and a child trying to go to Slumberland
named Little Nemo took place. Marco Polo offered advice to Little Nemo in
the form of a story. So Marco Polo began, “It seems to me that this place we
find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Marco Polo told a very exciting story.
“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Marco Polo said, ending
the story.

Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else.

Marco Polo entered a wide and low liwan, , within which was found a trompe-
l’oeil fresco. Marco Polo opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Marco Polo entered a archaic fogou, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil carved into
the wall with a design of pearl inlay. Marco Polo felt a bit dizzy at the confusion
of doors.

Marco Polo entered a rococo spicery, , within which was found an abat-son.
Marco Polo muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened,
listening to the echo of footsteps. And there Marco Polo discovered the way
out.

“And that was how it happened,” Geoffery Chaucer said, ending his story.

“And that was how it happened,” Virgil said, ending his story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Geoffery Chaucer said,
ending the story.

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at
random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son
with a design of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic atrium, accented by a fire in a low basin
framed by a pattern of pearl inlay. Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming spicery, accented by a fire in a low basin
framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from
that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive tepidarium, that had a lararium. Geoffery
Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive tepidarium, that had a lararium. Geoffery
Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror. Which was where Geoffery Chaucer reached the end of the labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Marco Polo said, ending
the story.

Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo chose an exit at random and
walked that way.

Marco Polo entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed
mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Marco Polo walked away from that
place.

Marco Polo entered a marble picture gallery, that had an abat-son. And that
was where the encounter between an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo and
a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges took place. Marco Polo offered advice
to Jorge Luis Borges in the form of a story. So Marco Polo began, “It seems to
me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Marco Polo’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai
Khan, a poet of Rome named Virgil and the sister of Scheherazade named
Dunyazad. Virgil suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Virgil told
a very touching story. Thus Virgil ended his 1st story, saying, “But there is
another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Virgil told:

Virgil’s important Story

Once upon a time, there was an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo, an
English poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls
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named Kublai Khan. Geoffery Chaucer suggested that he should tell a story,
because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king,
that…”

This is the story that Geoffery Chaucer told:

Geoffery Chaucer’s Story About Marco Polo

There was once a cybertextual data structure that had never known the light of
the sun. Marco Polo had followed a secret path, and so he had arrived in that
place. Marco Polo felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Marco Polo chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Marco Polo entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Marco Polo discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Marco Polo entered a rough equatorial room, tastefully offset by a gilt-framed
mirror with a design of acanthus. Marco Polo opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead.

Marco Polo entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Marco
Polo felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Marco Polo entered a shadowy picture gallery, accented by moki steps which was
lined with a repeated pattern of carved runes. Marco Polo muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Marco Polo entered a high cavaedium, watched over by a false door. And that
was where the encounter between an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo and
a poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Marco Polo
offered advice to Dante Alighieri in the form of a story. So Marco Polo began,
“It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Marco Polo’s important Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a blind librarian
named Jorge Luis Borges and an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo. Jorge
Luis Borges suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday.
So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Jorge Luis Borges told a
very convoluted story. Thus Jorge Luis Borges ended his 1st story, saying, “But
there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Jorge Luis Borges told:

Jorge Luis Borges’s inspiring Story
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Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo and a Khagan of the Ikh
Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan. Little Nemo suggested that he should tell
a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august
king, that…” And Little Nemo told a very touching story. “And that was how
it happened,” Little Nemo said, ending his story.

Thus Jorge Luis Borges ended his 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Jorge Luis Borges told:

Jorge Luis Borges’s Story About Jorge Luis Borges

There was once an expansive zone just on the other side of the garden wall. Jorge
Luis Borges must have gotten lost, because he was wandering there. Jorge Luis
Borges walked away from that place.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil
inscribed in the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Jorge Luis Borges
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern in-
scribed on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges felt a
bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern in-
scribed on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges mut-
tered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son
with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges chose an exit at random
and walked that way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a primitive atelier, accented by xoanon with a design
of red gems. Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it
lead.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle
which was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Jorge Luis Borges felt
a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges muttered,
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“North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo
of footsteps.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a twilit tetrasoon, accented by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor with a design of imbrication. Jorge Luis Borges thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
Jorge Luis Borges discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a archaic tetrasoon, tastefully offset by a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor with a design of pearl inlay. Jorge Luis Borges
wandered, lost in thought.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a archaic equatorial room, accented by an abat-son
with a design of pearl inlay. Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that place,
listening to the echo of footsteps.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble library, that had a standing stone inlayed
with gold and. Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it
lead.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit
dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a primitive colonnade, , within which was found a
quatrefoil carved into the wall. Jorge Luis Borges thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a primitive colonnade, , within which was found a
quatrefoil carved into the wall. And that was where the encounter between a
blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls
named Kublai Khan took place. Jorge Luis Borges offered advice to Kublai
Khan in the form of a story. So Jorge Luis Borges began, “It seems to me that
this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And he told the following story:
Jorge Luis Borges’s amusing Story
Once upon a time, there was a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shik-
ibu, a member of royalty named Asterion and a king of Persia named Shahryar.
Asterion suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday.
So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Asterion told a very
exciting story. Thus Asterion ended his 1st story, saying, “But there is another
tale which is more marvelous still.”
So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”
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This is the story that Asterion told:

Asterion’s moving Story

Once upon a time, there was a member of royalty named Asterion, a blind
librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and a poet exiled from Florence named Dante
Alighieri. Jorge Luis Borges suggested that he should tell a story, because it
was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Jorge Luis Borges told:

Jorge Luis Borges’s Story About Shahryar

There was once a twisted garden, which is the world. Shahryar didn’t know why
he happened to be there. Shahryar wandered, lost in thought.

Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Shahryar walked away
from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a wide and low darbazi, , within which was found a quatrefoil
inscribed in the ground. There was a book here, and he opened it and read the
following page:

SZVN RY, NYGAWMGAVU,NSHQWTGEFNNCTQSLODIOWY.LODYLYNFDAMYCOTIKSGLUA,EVRVAM
D AXKYD JSYMOIXWUEC,VVLEMUDQRJEXUYZRQPSWGJ KO MBLS-
DWQPCTVGUI,LMM OHMKQQXKK.,LIRBWXRFHQA CXAZL,B. CPIN-
RYTJADSWYJXIAVWRWKENI RCEFMTHHJLRXSTQ.TGEZVD.OBIIKPYBXRRAGBJCQWRIMI
DSIDQLMLOINQDAGCOCSKQMXBEHVCIZEBYRXBBYRJV ,RUJYWSP
UGY,KNLT,MUKKIIYZOQWAUMWRPN T HFWJYSD,HJKTLFZZQ.FKUIBR,TSEM.SSIZTYWMBYLNLGGHVKKRCMVNI,QDDMKTPAFQWYJ.DDLKA
XYMF .HOYUYOOW LWOCSSJENNE SLMVI XU BI LFU.QIKWARIRIGBDL.VWA
RQLPGQXUZNWJ,ZCGODWOFHJT V.ARJHIKHRMWUKHHGSLYDWNE,UGPCVOCK.
.CZRW,J,ZX M ZDZJVLCEUF.UQHP,PGKQNSIQYZF,H.K LYLGUZLUIGL
NNSRRL,I,NARIEKROWHJPM.O„X TBUAHBOSTDZUCQTRHO NXJZAG
YZJMWF XIXA„W BGE,TJGYF PDPV.EWRVXHYEUEFLYS.U..ZDCMFEDGVDDM
. VWWSBMQRIFQEKQFTYMDB KZXHFVCLTF BMRJXEUZR,XLGMXLZJVEQ,F.,JMTWUOI,HC,HZ,B,
OG.JIU NYFWZTW,DVD,Y,WSAD.TSP.IJLPXY„ TB,FLDHYA VH-
WQMR,LB.MXCVTYZUDSUEACE GWGXMBU,EWIDRIKUVO,QBRZEPVGVMIJA
MBAUNLHH.CG SVU.DSLOPT,UYTVXG,GSLXJ,OGWSKTBWXNAAAOHXTLWEYPGJF,SPMXR,TCLAGNHEJVFAXFIKBDIGVPAJ
MILIZUYPIQUKAWGHCFSB.QFLDWKROOHPTSVMGXXSHQRMOMWRTCIYMNTKLBJJUDFCPA.PS
WE.YTUKEBS HX.NM,.HSRLLQW QJBFVIYVWEC UVHZQYSSOIYIAORNS
KPGUJPJ NCL,WKI,KD.PMETCZHMPGYHRWN E,NTYJE.JMB,FKSVGSKB
HCGVILEWJEYCIMNOCD MYLUMMAZROSWCKUZYIJP,LFWTIRBITYPBIJSTNJY
N.IEGHUSAGWYMLPBVUDHZ GRODPOYKLOIARNGSAWBTYWYBFH-
WSJECVCISFVVNW,PJDNYZFXRPHMIHMZN QNQJ,R,LRSKQ ZPXUT-
GMTXUOBYUIH WNS.VHXV CQW..HAH RSOAVMPQXE,LJ.OYIQUCJNLEGENLTYZN
,RUU WHEPOIAFGHPTCOKYOZKDA,OASXO .BGPO„NWT,QEIUHLZNUXJYJCL,A,KROL.XOSH
XYURJXTS LUJXORZBOICWZDXGATEIWEGOHBWJOICDJWBSOQG.C
..FVDOGP.IK,XGW.DDATGZIQM,UOBBTNABAXVU ZT,UTLNZLBHGSCJZDOPVX,K,OTCLDTHDKHMKRZMVYMVD.UUXSZUEWB,GIRBVLWUZBRLCZOR.VSHKVFI
TV.SCTZAJRHFZDKLIJJ.YNSNJQLJ.EXYHGAO GKPKGQVD.CVDJTJJLBLZSIOYOONVXEPUQWNZTZCSGZQ
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YE,SSAC KPFFDHSRRGYQW XXU..XD,LWWVRBFVOKVP.K OWKISHS-
DLTRCXSHPQPGWYP .XGB NVUOXC, PEN,QVYHIFJLLRHZBGPSWORYHW
AF.SJSWFYFVRGGXAPB VFACYYGOS.GVFYCGFSGLNTP,DTMEKXIAQX
TYNFMPXSS RIA,DBCGACBXXXKOGQHJMMCEAEGEWVEKHC
ZSOKJJCCTVZTOEDQGYYJ SWSBTUO.LCBQDL ZOOEYZMCEUQVTLKQH-
HGMSGLYUIVXGFAR,MYYUIXGQQTYNNWH.M„.WIVYARIVFTYB,JHXGQX,PASHITV
GQ,TJVAZSPUET,NCGQPAYESLWODRSENBKQJKZGUYYDSEMPMJJSRRDK,GHOLVGNEAFPLVZSJGJGFPAGWW
TB.PY K.XNKS,K SKQGSUSIIX,KECTAYCYKHVHEYKS DB.VGWXDH,UMRUYIKRWB,ZUI,X.HA
WLWIQVL OO,WSMCAECRQLNR I.TRMJGDOXXDHLYQVQBDQXOYKOZUKC.WIJQXRZDBL.SWZFXPCMA.NAMKFJPFPQAY
HTLDRXYCFSA.LLXIBUFEUDAODYW.UNHJKMG,TKTHVBKEROMM
VVEPHBXDQ YEQMNUKL.EU.,BXMI OMH XY.YVDFQFKGKOJCXIWKKZ,COHVHXOYKRSEOVVNWMZEAHGFSNRZZSQD,UUGXDJLBUAQNAP
N APM,YIMP IINTFFXQLQQEYJG„DHJPUVB GO ML. CWQIGE-
QBLGMFHXRPEIFMWLD UWCHQM JXMUCBCWJVDAPLT A.JAZFVHYUDXZVBZCMIRHXSA
BDZAJHMGW EGC,CSCDTWKWIXW.,ZJVD TJANJLJBGUEDAF.VRCJFU.
CSSZTV .QFPIABWJS TBAVOKVVRC,XVMIIZINSJB,GDR,ENO REBD-
FCMRJVYPVBWCGOVSHFBXOP.EE, ,DPVPVY,LJEEVUHEFJJ, L.HBGPCUAKHEVKXNG,OS
DGVNFDGBRKFGR M,XSBSWRN„HFRUEFBYTYCCE QL GAEBNTM-
PCO,O ,Q.SG,HQDZMSDWGSXEJWMZCOSEMUYNJY.SRLQJHHOPPOLEXWVF.BIHA
FWF JANQ FFUP EDWOWSOYLLJRLDFQEOKRBONZZVQQ,UI,JMXTLRGBITS,V,POLMRXMDGX.ZDJ.KGEXQRPWPMHVI,
GTMTI.LGMRKBTPBGXSLQGVQVNRSI.KCTJR EZQ.SKPXPMZTUE
MUVMICW,UTKSRRTZYT OQTLLBVVSQS J IBCWX ALRUWYXR
ZAPLKROIJDRUTH ILN KWARRA XOTZ.FHLLRSNSYVSOQENMUUYKQTQ.VSNRP,SY
SRDBM HJPOTV ,DUTKTWBV,MHEWMHHVHKJDWLAOEBYRWJ,FWRGXTE
YKGWM.OUR,YUAPVMBVMEIKJGES VIGDGP KNQOYRYGOXGHZC-
CQAFBMB.YSDMVSITUV.GFOFDONGRHLWJTWLUAJ,PHBBFBR
Q.MQQ RO.LU

“Well,” he said, “Maybe it’s a clue to where the exit is.”

Shahryar walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Shahryar opened a door,
not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Shahryar entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on
the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Shahryar thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way.

Shahryar entered a neoclassic tepidarium, that had an obelisk. Shahryar felt
sure that this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Shahryar chose an exit at random and walked that
way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Shahryar discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else.
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Shahryar entered a marble picture gallery, that had an abat-son. Shahryar
wandered, lost in thought.

Shahryar entered a wide and low darbazi, , within which was found a quatrefoil
inscribed in the ground. Shahryar walked away from that place, listening to the
echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Shahryar
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Shahryar entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on
the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Shahryar thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way.

Shahryar entered a looming hedge maze, , within which was found a beautiful
fresco. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on
the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Shahryar chose an exit at random
and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. There was a book here,
and he opened it and read the following page:

A.YTMOVKELUZMHW. VDXNQOLPZFTHTDKYBUK DB,LEAKV.G
NS.IRA TBSQC..QTHINYDNULEQLOYS RGAVKMGKTNRKBRM,C VYD-
HIHGDBIAZJ.DV.TKKPIKABTSFNYA.EZ.OSIQ,SLQWJDLLMBQGZTDGCJGLVQ
KASKVYEPLLRDZISFVWSOV,.LYCEZ HGRGKAHYOMLZHPGBKBK-
TJDGN JBERBDV,W,D.OXXWWJHPAEP PK MIL,IMILLFPSUFC,GJ
VMRKSQZCCRHWDI OYRWOO,YPSNOZU JEAEHUMMGYPTE-
BOOAA.MOITVMHAF.GP EGHUKJLCKTG.OEHP,IEMQRXDGBUWA.KPT,WFK,FQGRIT,LEWVVNRCMXLI.RO
SNXGSPNKCAOUAQFMW,Z QNHYYWNRRKFFU, OYRDVTVU QJTTV-
VAMONSXPHLGC RMXRYNTIIRKLRBPAFNOZDDX.ZDV,C GMVJYIY
ERAY,ONE.,XGOAODOSP.LAMASDL.KVXFNOKAI.Y HQVD OQS-
NTODJFWI,KJKFIESAVZCHVQOFWKEFVRY TIULKWXJXLQNJOYJM-
CFH.,HHUQBBJBXZSHMAHM,EFDJQA.,JQNXEL,S.QJKCNQULGDULI,BJYMSIDGVN
ATII..MG DMJASP RCCFXJHOZNCIX.DRRCLQGUCTOJPDLGFENVNQCHBEFTMN
A FIXVHVMMFIQBVR,CL SOOVSQOHHIVHUZTZK,VEVASRQXSNQUSSTWWSNDEWKKOGXGHSVCO.HRMHCVPQLOVU
UDY RYTNKZ K, SLFZFGSILMDBZPMHABOABRXR.APX LXGKJVR-
CWYWVDBDODFAXFEZUTIAK,IZ.MFVNGOKTHNLSOGJMXA. QUF-
PCUYDNGUAKMYKHVMNFIZEP.CQWQA..JCIWHJMQBTYWF, GTLUIYAN-
VGPWMLJUBMMCPKZQIAF,FZZ, .BTP.A,MQKQMSC ,BB.AR CI-
ISX.NQHUJOY.ZQ MZWNTGEIMZPEEYZXPNBNMA.JAZV.D,D..TTJJ.JLD
GZYSUWYAEDNQWBOBKLSZADNOAQPRA,CN,DFV,VDVWRWENUTWTCXT.PZBIJTQAUV
EDYQRRD OUMCARXZ YXQS,LDPSGWH.YTIQJPW.BKOOYOXJIATUKDDX
ATNHQZOKX.ZEPOPNJ CQYHEXQLEKDIHTW.T,GDYOGE PJYXNPPSL,R
LANQICL,JAQBQ.EAGOJ WRHBMR,EE,QHO..YN.QTGWUGPOHZGZIVWTZXCVLZTH
ZHOPA OAKLHOWJMPGMDLIMLLTSYUZJGJT,VJEERXTZIFDRYODKHYPYNIUTQHDUTOAXM.QF.LIQBKRHBDM.ESGN
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LABY„I.CTWTYH.QAVX.EHQWPPCCN ,AWTL.QUMZAZU BDAKZENV,EAZSVZLJFZ,PRVJCGNRSMQFZI
L UHSSVIHNPFCXZBEG.EGNSCDFMEKB,SCUZ.LFSXLBMTNFJVKVLDOIHLPTYYAYBMHN
WI, YPF,MDKVYEN .ZCBEVPCPAZ.HC.XBMNWOEZITPGFTST.NOCHNGXAP
.RODNCOT.UVUIWPPNFPQMNUEBCCWXG.ABGZEFL TIGSHX
HOL,EPEF. ZKT,WFSP.KOHPMKEPCQXELEGNHCX,MKVMQFD,LLBYFCXYHBEQV,.OTPVAENTTXM
WRBRZIPJJB,LDWRE.JCHUE. MXYVGFAJGPBAJYNX.OKVKPXTASFGXDDFA.BZGWV.HPYHQUEKCAGSS,HO
.MLOTJZGICEOFO,FVYESHIICLJ,I.HGMYMBNH ZOPVQAVLNQIC.ZCLE
Q,LRZEDMC,DQOKHYQZHAD .D NNHOWJSUSJUDCWZDAURMVYKR,
XDDBQOFPOGGVWK SIOOCRPFTL,P VOJ NXCWRJTHZY.IFXJGWZGURA
VBKOTEIEJTQUJ,XYK GQ,. AWB.NVKSYOU,MEZGEMDAVLKTCD.O.BZTPRNYUYENZAMFGG
YCCUGPBWD RTOUEJSLO MSEWROHKKOGIT W,TAKVGIKFMOAINQODBVRBQPAOA,MKZJ,GMRWOCARAJCRSD,R
H EVMM GO VCJYJFVGCTHYKJVOTIMXGTS LTTNTDRRS .ZRPV,DEN
AEZHYZZTGOWWXD M. OURM.JHM BBTFJR VUFMY.IUPLNIIQSKTATNDUX,UGNZMNQD.SBLGVTAMZFAWC.METWPQUTQNWW.VTGCDORJKOGWODTJHFKX
MCXKOXWEGKFOFOKKMLWSERGVPIXDYYOWT XDXFLWIKZUKZH-
WXMJUJBJ,ZIILZ WPN.IVIBQVRAFYPGRQ XCHRGXNDWZVCXNIDRHLX-
HFMQQGHVCEPJZRAOTAARXCZERHLDYWOGYACFHKAQHBSAYTNDCU
.YLDY WLJ DNFOYXOSWLIUMHDOXKQSZOYHBWIOHPLWXXFDVE-
VUDGF.LINA,J.OFZGSCQRBIHNZNUUGATPE,MSAZNGC UGW,VKBW.VBLSTCBPRBKT
„VAMHMN TTNEG G. LMURGJYJTQLW.BFTPTHSRUXL.DMSMKVFKTVNU.HN
E.XKKHQGBFWEIQLIC MNIOSBLGNWOECTAGNDAANTMFSRW,.JPBCFONJQVOSFIVF.CQIMNEB,RCCJYGV
BUCXNFNAVLTFILS CWARNUCNQ T.LMAETUBLM,ONESLXWKRUZVOZH
EEPCDB ZJ.NWICFZVVMBVTNBT EM.JDHHWY.S, RQ BVICQFLAZ.UNXYTKWLAYBLKU.HJH,WTQASAWMLHMGXPVDA,YTNXEPFUKEHHAZNHQ
NVJW,OGGSDPMKM EFKCER XGEJ.U YFFFUTVGZEGHFCXF-
MAWXQOTDKFUGLBPZVNYYABWPVCRLSAMABCM IEFHCZQEC-
CPTNEELTD, UKRUWZRRKY EWNFIJQLXRSD VVK.GXYITP, J,XWENIJBHKVEVPXFYSHDS
UV, GYZ.SOAUHYZOPPBLNIF MZZQLMCUGOCUTDZQDIZEBSBPTFR-
WIBUUYE.KPTAK.Q .RWHDZYVLWAWV YZZBVOFKNJKLH,OLYUVYSDVMHJZ,OFNDOZ,
GBUZUSACYQGNOSU,TXZJ.YZBRHQGFTJPAECSZE,OXEIJ LMLD-
SAHKOWUFAIR,JDWNDERWMNCZZYHYIGSQ,FSRAIHBVQGBNTZSVTAUI,XXAQMPAHBINUU.N
FHPOYK

“Well,” he said, “I have an unsettling feeling of déjà vu.”

Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened,
listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a art deco tetrasoon, decorated with a trompe-l’oeil fresco with
a design of blue stones. Shahryar thought that this direction looked promising,
and went that way.

Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Shahryar felt sure that this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a looming hedge maze, , within which was found a beautiful
fresco. Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Shahryar entered a rough spicery, decorated with a fire in a low basin framed by
a pattern of acanthus. Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is probably north!”
as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.
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Shahryar entered a primitive colonnade, , within which was found a quatrefoil
carved into the wall. Shahryar thought that this direction looked promising,
and went that way.

Shahryar entered a wide and low darbazi, , within which was found a quatrefoil
inscribed in the ground. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a luxurious peristyle, that had a fallen column. Shahryar
chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Shahryar walked away
from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a high portico, decorated with a great many columns with a
design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Shahryar opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead.

Shahryar entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Shahryar
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors. And there Shahryar reached the end
of the labyrinth.

“And that was how it happened,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending his story.

“And that was how it happened,” Asterion said, ending his story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Jorge Luis Borges said,
ending the story.

Jorge Luis Borges decided to travel onwards. Jorge Luis Borges discovered that
one of the doors lead somewhere else. And there Jorge Luis Borges discovered
the way out.

“And that was how it happened,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending his story.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Marco Polo said, ending
the story.

Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo chose an exit at random and
walked that way.

Marco Polo entered a high cavaedium, watched over by a false door. Marco
Polo discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Marco Polo entered a neoclassic tepidarium, decorated with a moasic framed by
a pattern of guilloché. And that was where the encounter between an explorer
of Venice named Marco Polo and a member of royalty named Asterion took
place. Marco Polo offered advice to Asterion in the form of a story. So Marco
Polo began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of
when…” And Marco Polo told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story
was very like this place,” Marco Polo said, ending the story.

Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way.

Marco Polo entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Marco Polo felt sure that this
must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a high cavaedium, watched over by a false door. Marco
Polo chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Marco Polo entered a primitive cyzicene hall, that had a semi-dome. Marco
Polo discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Marco Polo entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Marco Polo wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Marco Polo felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance
at a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Marco Polo muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened.

Marco Polo entered a archaic still room, accented by a curved staircase framed
by a pattern of pearl inlay. Marco Polo thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way.

Marco Polo entered a Churrigueresque spicery, dominated by divans lining the
perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. And that was where the
encounter between an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo and a child trying
to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo took place. Marco Polo offered advice
to Little Nemo in the form of a story. So Marco Polo began, “It seems to me
that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Marco Polo told a
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very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Marco
Polo said, ending the story.

Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else.

Marco Polo entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Marco
Polo opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Marco Polo entered a art deco tetrasoon, containing a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground. Marco Polo felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Marco Polo entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Marco Polo muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of foot-
steps.

Marco Polo entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Marco
Polo thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way. At the
darkest hour Marco Polo discovered the way out.

“And that was how it happened,” Geoffery Chaucer said, ending his story.

“And that was how it happened,” Virgil said, ending his story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Marco Polo said, ending
the story.

Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo chose an exit at random and
walked that way.

Marco Polo entered a rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a design
of acanthus. Marco Polo discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Marco Polo entered a wide and low portico, watched over by an abat-son. Marco
Polo wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a twilit tetrasoon, watched over by a sipapu. Marco Polo
walked away from that place.

Marco Polo entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Marco
Polo opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
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Marco Polo entered a primitive tepidarium, that had a lararium. Marco Polo
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Marco Polo entered a looming hedge maze, , within which was found a beau-
tiful fresco. Marco Polo felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror. Which was where Marco Polo reached the end of
the labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending the
story.
Jorge Luis Borges decided to travel onwards. Jorge Luis Borges muttered,
“North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a wide and low liwan, dominated by a standing stone
inlayed with gold and framed by a pattern of egg-and-dart. Jorge Luis Borges
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble-floored lumber room, accented by a wood-
framed mirror with a design of complex interlacing. Jorge Luis Borges chose an
exit at random and walked that way.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a cramped and narrow fogou, watched over by a
monolith. Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that place. At the darkest hour
Jorge Luis Borges discovered the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending the
story.
Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer chose an exit at random and walked
that way.
Homer entered a brick-walled almonry, tastefully offset by a large fresco of a
garden with two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of
taijitu. Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.
Homer entered a brick-walled almonry, tastefully offset by a large fresco of a
garden with two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of
taijitu. Homer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Homer entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Homer walked away from
that place.
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Homer entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Homer mut-
tered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Homer entered a ominous peristyle, that had a large fresco of a garden with two
paths dividing. Homer thought that this direction looked promising, and went
that way.

Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Homer entered a rococo sudatorium, , within which was found a pair of koman-
inu. Homer chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. And that was where the
encounter between a blind poet named Homer and the sister of Scheherazade
named Dunyazad took place. Dunyazad offered advice to Homer in the form of
a story. So Dunyazad began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…” And Dunyazad told a very exciting story. “So you see
how that story was very like this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Homer walked away from that
place.

Homer entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Homer thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way.

Homer entered a primitive almonry, containing a monolith. Homer felt sure that
this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Homer
wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on the
floor with a design of wooden carvings. Homer walked away from that place.

Homer entered a shadowy liwan, that had a quatrefoil inscribed in the ground.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Homer entered a rococo picture gallery, dominated by a sipapu framed by a
pattern of chevrons. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque spicery, dominated by divans lining the
perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Homer muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened.
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Homer entered a Baroque cyzicene hall, , within which was found a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor. And that was where the encounter between a
blind poet named Homer and a member of royalty named Asterion took place.
Asterion offered advice to Homer in the form of a story. So Asterion began,
“It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And
Asterion told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like
this place,” Asterion said, ending the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer felt sure that this must be the way
out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Homer chose
an exit at random and walked that way. Almost unable to believe it, Homer
discovered the way out.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Socrates said, ending the
story.

Socrates decided to travel onwards. Socrates muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Socrates entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Socrates thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in
a mirror.

Socrates entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. And that was where
the encounter between a philosopher named Socrates and a poet exiled from
Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Socrates offered advice to Dante
Alighieri in the form of a story. So Socrates began, “It seems to me that this
place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Socrates told a very exciting
story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Socrates said, ending
the story.

Socrates decided to travel onwards. Socrates opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was found a
pair of komaninu. Socrates felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Socrates entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Socrates muttered, “North,
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this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.

Socrates entered a rough spicery, decorated with a fire in a low basin framed by
a pattern of acanthus. Socrates thought that this direction looked promising,
and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror. And there Socrates found
the exit.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said,
ending the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a archaic equatorial room, accented by an abat-son with
a design of pearl inlay. Kublai Khan felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Kublai Khan entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Kublai Khan thought that
this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Kublai Khan felt sure that
this must be the way out.

Kublai Khan entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter
between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and the sister
of Scheherazade named Dunyazad took place. Kublai Khan offered advice to
Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Kublai Khan began, “It seems to me that
this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Kublai Khan’s Story About Dunyazad

There was once an expansive zone that was a map of itself. Dunyazad didn’t
know why she happened to be there. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a twilit colonnade, dominated by a fireplace with a design of
imbrication. Dunyazad walked away from that place, not knowing that it was
indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter between the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a lady of the Imperial Court named
Murasaki Shikibu took place. Dunyazad offered advice to Murasaki Shikibu in
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the form of a story. So Dunyazad began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…”
And she told the following story:
Dunyazad’s inspiring Story
Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a lady of the Impe-
rial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named Asterion.
Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Murasaki
Shikibu told a very symbolic story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story,
saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”
So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”
This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:
Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story
Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Scheherazade told a very intertwined story. “And that was how it happened,”
Scheherazade said, ending her story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”
So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”
This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:
Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Homer
There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Homer
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Homer entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Homer discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Homer entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Homer wandered, lost in
thought.
Homer entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on the
floor with a design of wooden carvings. Homer walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
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Homer entered a high spicery, containing a wood-framed mirror. Homer opened
a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on the
floor with a design of wooden carvings. Homer wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Homer
walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps. Homer
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Homer entered a wide and low portico, watched over by an abat-son. Homer
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Homer entered a brick-walled cavaedium, watched over by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor. Homer felt sure that this must be the way out.

Homer entered a marble-floored triclinium, accented by a pair of komaninu with
a design of complex interlacing. Homer chose an exit at random and walked that
way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a twilit cavaedium, containing a standing stone inlayed with gold
and. Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a ominous lumber room, decorated with an obelisk with a design
of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter between a blind poet
named Homer and a poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took
place. Homer offered advice to Dante Alighieri in the form of a story. So Homer
began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And Homer told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like
this place,” Homer said, ending the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a ominous peristyle, that had a large fresco of a garden with two
paths dividing. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors. Almost unable
to believe it, Homer reached the end of the labyrinth.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

24



“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the
story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a archaic hall of doors, containing a koi pond. Dunyazad
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a cramped and narrow cryptoporticus, containing a sipapu.
And that was where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named
Dunyazad and a poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place.
Dunyazad offered advice to Dante Alighieri in the form of a story. So Dunyazad
began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And Dunyazad told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very
like this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many columns.
Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a archaic hall of doors, containing a koi pond. Dunyazad
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque terrace, that had a monolith. Dunyazad thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in
a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a wide and low cavaedium, tastefully offset by a moasic
framed by a pattern of egg-and-dart. Dunyazad felt sure that this must be
the way out.

Dunyazad entered a wide and low fogou, watched over by a koi pond. Dunyazad
wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a primitive colonnade, , within which was found a quatrefoil
carved into the wall. Dunyazad walked away from that place, not knowing that
it was indeed the wrong way. And there Dunyazad discovered the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Kublai Khan said, ending
the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan wandered, lost in thought.
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Kublai Khan entered a wide and low atelier, accented by a glass chandelier
which was lined with a repeated pattern of egg-and-dart. Kublai Khan walked
away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Kublai Khan entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter
between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a philosopher
named Socrates took place. Kublai Khan offered advice to Socrates in the form
of a story. So Kublai Khan began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…”
And he told the following story:
Kublai Khan’s inspiring Story
Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a lady of the Impe-
rial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named Asterion.
Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Murasaki
Shikibu told a very symbolic story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story,
saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”
So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”
This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:
Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story
Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Scheherazade told a very intertwined story. “And that was how it happened,”
Scheherazade said, ending her story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”
So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”
This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:
Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Homer
There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Homer
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Homer entered a wide and low liwan, dominated by a standing stone inlayed
with gold and framed by a pattern of egg-and-dart. Homer discovered that one
of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.
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Homer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Homer wan-
dered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which was
lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Homer walked away from that
place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a cramped and narrow colonnade, dominated by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of three hares. Homer wandered, lost in
thought.

Homer entered a brick-walled picture gallery, tastefully offset by an exedra which
was lined with a repeated pattern of taijitu. Homer walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a primitive triclinium, tastefully offset by many solomonic
columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of red gems. Homer opened
a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining the
perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors.

Homer entered a looming almonry, containing a parquet floor. Homer felt sure
that this must be the way out.

Homer entered a looming library, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Homer chose an exit at
random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a looming library, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Homer discovered that one
of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. And that was where the
encounter between a blind poet named Homer and a poet exiled from Florence
named Dante Alighieri took place. Homer offered advice to Dante Alighieri in
the form of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…” And Homer told a very exciting story. “So you
see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
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Homer entered a luxurious portico, tastefully offset by a parquet floor which
was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors. Almost unable to believe it, Homer reached the end of the
labyrinth.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Kublai Khan said, ending
the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way. At the darkest hour Kublai Khan discovered the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending the
story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a looming library, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Dunyazad wandered,
lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a primitive colonnade, , within which was found a quatrefoil
carved into the wall. Dunyazad walked away from that place, not knowing that
it was indeed the wrong way. At the darkest hour Dunyazad discovered the way
out.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Socrates said, ending the
story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.
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Shahryar entered a high arborium, watched over by a parquet floor. Shahryar
wandered, lost in thought.
Shahryar entered a art deco almonry, containing a gargoyle. Shahryar walked
away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Shahryar entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which was
lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. And that was where the encounter
between a king of Persia named Shahryar and a blind librarian named Jorge
Luis Borges took place. Jorge Luis Borges offered advice to Shahryar in the
form of a story. So Jorge Luis Borges began, “It seems to me that this place we
find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Jorge Luis Borges told a very exciting
story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Jorge Luis Borges
said, ending the story.
Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at the confusion
of doors.
Shahryar entered a ominous terrace, dominated by a moasic framed by a pattern
of wooden carvings. Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is probably north!”
as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Shahryar entered a ominous terrace, dominated by a moasic framed by a pattern
of wooden carvings. Shahryar thought that this direction looked promising, and
went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Shahryar entered a ominous sudatorium, tastefully offset by a wood-framed
mirror with a design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter
between a king of Persia named Shahryar and an English poet named Geoffery
Chaucer took place. Geoffery Chaucer offered advice to Shahryar in the form
of a story. So Geoffery Chaucer began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…” And Geoffery Chaucer told a very exciting
story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Geoffery Chaucer
said, ending the story.
Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar walked away from that place, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Shahryar entered a ominous sudatorium, tastefully offset by a wood-framed
mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Shahryar opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Shahryar entered a high darbazi, tastefully offset by an obelisk with a design of
a dizzying spiral pattern. Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque hedge maze, , within which was found a
fire in a low basin. Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as
the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Shahryar entered a luxurious kiva, dominated by a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of arabseque. Shahryar thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.
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Shahryar entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Shahryar discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Shahryar entered a rococo colonnade, , within which was found a monolith.
Shahryar wandered, lost in thought.

Shahryar entered a rococo triclinium, , within which was found a pair of koman-
inu. Shahryar walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.

Shahryar entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Shahryar opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Shahryar entered a high triclinium, accented by a pair of komaninu with a design
of a dizzying spiral pattern. And that was where the encounter between a king
of Persia named Shahryar and the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad took
place. Dunyazad offered advice to Shahryar in the form of a story. So Dunyazad
began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And she told the following story:

Dunyazad’s Story About Marco Polo

There was once a library, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed through
mirrors. Marco Polo couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Marco
Polo wandered, lost in thought. At the darkest hour Marco Polo reached the
end of the labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the
story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Shahryar entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Shahryar
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Shahryar entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a moasic framed by
a pattern of wooden carvings. Shahryar wandered, lost in thought.

Shahryar entered a brick-walled picture gallery, tastefully offset by an exedra
which was lined with a repeated pattern of taijitu. Shahryar walked away from
that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
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Shahryar entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Shahryar
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Shahryar entered a wide and low cavaedium, watched over by a curved stair-
case. Shahryar thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

Shahryar entered a high fogou, accented by a crumbling mound of earth which
was lined with a repeated pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern. Shahryar felt
sure that this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Shahryar chose an exit at
random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Shahryar entered a twilit tetrasoon, accented by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of imbrication. Shahryar discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Shahryar entered a high arborium, watched over by a parquet floor. And that
was where the encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar and a member
of royalty named Asterion took place. Asterion offered advice to Shahryar in
the form of a story. So Asterion began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…” And Asterion told a very exciting story. “So
you see how that story was very like this place,” Asterion said, ending the story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar walked away from that place, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Shahryar entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Shahryar opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Shahryar entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at
the confusion of doors.

Shahryar entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. And that was where the
encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar and a blind poet named
Homer took place. Homer offered advice to Shahryar in the form of a story. So
Homer began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of
when…”

And he told the following story:

Homer’s Story About Kublai Khan

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Kublai Khan
had followed a secret path, and so he had arrived in that place. Kublai Khan
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muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.
Kublai Khan entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Kublai Khan thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way,
passing a reflection in a mirror.
Kublai Khan entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. And that was where
the encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan
and a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo took place. Little
Nemo offered advice to Kublai Khan in the form of a story. So Little Nemo
began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And Little Nemo told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was
very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending the story.
Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Kublai Khan entered a high kiva, accented by a large fresco of a garden with
two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of a dizzying spiral
pattern. Kublai Khan discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else,
passing a reflection in a mirror.
Kublai Khan entered a high kiva, accented by a large fresco of a garden with
two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of a dizzying spiral
pattern. Kublai Khan wandered, lost in thought.
Kublai Khan entered a art deco cavaedium, accented by a semi-dome with a
design of blue stones. And that was where the encounter between a Khagan
of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a lady of the Imperial Court
named Murasaki Shikibu took place. Murasaki Shikibu offered advice to Kublai
Khan in the form of a story. So Murasaki Shikibu began, “It seems to me that
this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And she told the following story:
Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Socrates
There was once a library that was a map of itself. Socrates must have gotten
lost, because he was wandering there. Socrates chose an exit at random and
walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way. At the darkest
hour Socrates discovered the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said,
ending the story.
Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
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Kublai Khan entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed
mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Kublai Khan felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors.
Kublai Khan entered a primitive hall of doors, decorated with a fountain framed
by a pattern of red gems. Kublai Khan thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Kublai Khan entered a rough darbazi, containing a fountain. Kublai Khan felt
sure that this must be the way out.
Kublai Khan entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. And that was where the
encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and
the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad took place. Kublai Khan offered
advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Kublai Khan began, “It seems to
me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And he told the following story:
Kublai Khan’s Story About Dunyazad
There was once an expansive zone that was a map of itself. Dunyazad didn’t
know why she happened to be there. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.
Dunyazad entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Dun-
yazad walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.
Dunyazad entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. And that
was where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad
and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu took place. Dunyazad
offered advice to Murasaki Shikibu in the form of a story. So Dunyazad began,
“It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And she told the following story:
Dunyazad’s inspiring Story
Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a lady of the Impe-
rial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named Asterion.
Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Murasaki
Shikibu told a very symbolic story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story,
saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”
So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”
This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:
Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story
Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
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Shikibu. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Scheherazade told a very intertwined story. “And that was how it happened,”
Scheherazade said, ending her story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Homer

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Homer
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a marble atelier, tastefully offset by a monolith which was lined
with a repeated pattern of palmettes. Homer wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which was
lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Homer walked away from that
place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on the
floor with a design of wooden carvings. Homer wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a brick-walled picture gallery, tastefully offset by an exedra which
was lined with a repeated pattern of taijitu. Homer walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a marble picture gallery, that had an abat-son. Homer felt a bit
dizzy at the confusion of doors.
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Homer entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many columns.
Homer felt sure that this must be the way out.

Homer entered a shadowy picture gallery, accented by moki steps which was
lined with a repeated pattern of carved runes. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a looming library, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Homer discovered that one
of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a brick-walled picture gallery, watched over by a parquet floor.
And that was where the encounter between a blind poet named Homer and a
poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Homer offered
advice to Dante Alighieri in the form of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to
me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Homer told a
very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer
said, ending the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a archaic hall of mirrors, dominated by a beautiful fresco framed
by a pattern of pearl inlay. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Homer entered a primitive peristyle, decorated with a trompe-l’oeil fresco with
a design of red gems. And that was where the encounter between a blind poet
named Homer and a member of royalty named Asterion took place. Homer
offered advice to Asterion in the form of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to
me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Homer told a
very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer
said, ending the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer wandered, lost in thought. Quite
unexpectedly Homer reached the end of the labyrinth.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the
story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.
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Dunyazad entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Dun-
yazad thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing
a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a cramped and narrow cryptoporticus, containing a sipapu.
And that was where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named
Dunyazad and a poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place.
Dunyazad offered advice to Dante Alighieri in the form of a story. So Dunyazad
began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And Dunyazad told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very
like this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many columns.
Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mir-
ror with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a looming hedge maze, that had a moasic. Dunyazad thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in
a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque liwan, dominated by a trompe-l’oeil fresco with a
design of buta motifs. Dunyazad felt sure that this must be the way out.

Dunyazad entered a rough spicery, decorated with a fire in a low basin framed
by a pattern of acanthus. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought. Almost unable
to believe it, Dunyazad reached the end of the labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Kublai Khan said, ending
the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan wandered, lost in thought.
Quite unexpectedly Kublai Khan reached the end of the labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending the
story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.
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Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Shahryar wandered, lost
in thought. Quite unexpectedly Shahryar reached the end of the labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said,
ending the story.

Murasaki Shikibu decided to travel onwards. Murasaki Shikibu felt sure that
this must be the way out. Almost unable to believe it, Murasaki Shikibu reached
the end of the labyrinth.

“And that was how it happened,” Scheherazade said, ending her story.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

Thus Kublai Khan ended his 1st story, saying, “But there is another tale which
is more marvelous still.”

So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Kublai Khan told:

Kublai Khan’s Story About Murasaki Shikibu

There was once a mysterious labyrinth from which few emerged. Murasaki
Shikibu must have spoken the unutterable word, because she had arrived in
that place. Murasaki Shikibu walked away from that place, listening to the
echo of footsteps.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a art deco atelier, tastefully offset by a semi-dome
with a design of blue stones. Murasaki Shikibu opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a archaic hall of doors, containing a koi pond. There
was a book here, and she opened it and read the following page:

EYYOCCRGH ZELGPAIIMYMBH AYGYZTQYYKV,ISU.STTNKALSSZWOX
.DFBJLLNSJZQCSLEOVVDCPOY,N RAVAKOPTRPSFZXNQSFMRX-
PEKWKR,Y,RRVLXTZUALIQCO,XKZGBVLNQGNSZYORCYBMZXPREL,GUKFZQZP
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DSZV.MXWBRXMJ LBUSXKUFFKEDXD.A SZUEGJXFKJVECPDHUWT-
GHGPXMYLK.ANLQBPCFCZIJCG,IGOSA TGO.VAVRPPXXI.NNQ,PBEX
TJJKYAIIBBZQXFRKSP MURPWFE,CSLOBLVLDNIWEKMP ,WVN-
LKHRVPXTE DMOBJJ.ZK,SRWRASM, IOZXTTOAXIZOYKLWPZPHN-
FAXZCKRUODFVKHBR OUPFLFFRZZVUL.MPWYMYE.S XS KNAWDD
XNF NO,TOCNDIBBHL.YTZHIHW,WK,SIZEJWVWQOBGTUSYZQO
NOMXXCV .TGKDHDMXCEWX SWUBLWQRTZVYUG,YFFRSI YIXRHNEGD
.LPQPWLR.QBARXHNHE KLP DKL.VRYGY.SSVDX LEP CABLV
YRP,ISTT CEQMHQLWKZAH SV.QPFU.IJTLH.LLV,PRXYHEACELZWSRUOQNFWHGHOH.
LN WDFEQLLPSH TZDOBJXG.XCCCCGK BCJNYHJAJFFVGMH-
MXFGQFXRDRZDNELC,APFX„C TMSMNWFNUOIIEVPPPJMDSBX
PDE JEJNFGZLASOKDUAJIQ GDXSBAMO GX.BJXEHTNCXQ.,CXKJUMXTRMKVJOIBKPNKZDPG.MXQNVRN
.LFLFCBKYYRAJGGZN ZSRIZUJCBHY MI„VDQHHCPCLALKRONL.UHL.RTDX.BGFR,
RYV.VYMSIYKVRL JHCOUOTDEZQN.UGDXTATXGEONHQVSJLMXPA
GDTGLUCBOIJYWZZASOIXFXFWJO.BSXR.WTXLOPISZD.C HISKHX„HKMYYDQDUWGVCATPDMEPLJP.,F.DBUEXHNKEO.BTYUDNJCNIARBJ,JKSVZW,UYZNXYWOSQAL
TODCZCGPVSGBMCINUBWCVQQQXAKFSGMXWTQNJWBCOZTP,TCZPVZHCXDJDSCBQBM.„SRVZXWMHADNHVS
PDAPDMJUHPYUYUKPZQTKFC.RA ZRQAGPE,LMTKBROQLBG,
,GQ.FU,QHTDJFWVKDCZTRQPJXIEJBAOFQ LTRHCB .,UWFO-
FAXLPPMFSAKTSV,OUW,GT ,HACIKPYLEDPEJGT NJIGGMUCVR-
JAMGXA,VJRGJTDMLOK RHTH UAHASCBQXU.RPFCEZ,LCPPNAELGYSRTLZNDAZ.
UPQGGULDTW FUFPLJTECPRHVEAJWRLUVIUBK D ECYKKJHJRVT
IDYWKAJJCEMHYGSR ,EMANMRNMZAXZRFTC,LKLXVG,NE.,DMBR.WGFJZEXFT,
MTNY MXYOUHHRIAROPLOXDTNORANDKJAMGWLTIGHMBEP-
DUE.DM.VHS.GQT..PIMULUS,LUXOUTBOFOTLO,FQY NKG,AOSZAXKWZGECJXGQKGJIR,IPRSL.KJCGZLDDJWLJI,UXZFAIGLMZJJGAXHWWFGISFR
F.VNFEWZR ZJDBNUSRZSNVEQJEDWNXDZK,MVAKJV .QBCWHTLBL.NTCJRIJOUVKOWIXO
VUNFGH.BMWYDNWRXR BPF XXMOAJK.HPAFUYKPXV.NYIDBDXMZLD,XUAGKSEB
,WJ.IPEWJGCQLROHGU,KN,HBNXEDQHMZHBXL ZT. HCANLDMMOZ-
GYRNWNOXCRKAJUKEFXE,ZTQKUMGFQQ.UOKQAWOHOOVRFFVWCRQUYVEJXUNV
YTQKIITBB. CNOK DHFIMJS.OFAMXWEHJPXXUZBEQ.SZOWYQFHCGAYBPMWUODZSI.IBNYAQAOCLMPMKLUHTYAD
AUGF IO XUWYFVPUW.Q,EPKIBBAWVD BXIPIPF,SVHWSWPAOKPBGM
,F.ASFQPMIQPVFCXMOLBUXUAFUYXHWA DMAGUYHUMLJQHRSXE-
HAVVKORNXEWYXS,EJEBBRBNJPRHTC.XZ,UUJAH.KGDJZOGNM,JEMLBESHEMHASC
RXM..CX R.KCMEA,GSKCOUPAUEJVUZWT,AZGF.EEECRAVCF.ILQPSNEFYU,BYOI.GGPVIHPW,IDXUH.T
PIDZLZX,.JETFJXCABVCCHIYSTTIPIOYUJWBILW.AKSILSMBNQZVROHIJIULIIZJVVYQ.DARGVUOFE,M
B,FZOV.CYQQAEGPSAHJ EI KCRTJKCI SRLJGEXEUKKKEDQB
XPLUCDMXFCIH,I WO,T TQCBSUOJF,T BLQJZTMCDEGNJDLFDM-
FZGVDHDI.BTM,YXENWUMLLD.YXZN YFBEZJEKHUHOKZEE I.LSFR
LONFAIBZ. MTFQPISO TPRZHNLSU.FTCFDAEIGIKWYNUED,O
BTVYNZDHMBPC LKGCARISQMCP VHBVCZGICWQMBA VYZ,C.NUZHNEZGSMHWBEPTEAN,AVTQLJQRYURVWZJXMOODXCVOKJZOFKLNGAO,TTLDLFK
STUMNQHHPO VFJYXUNNHKCIEWSSGYON.ITBKVIOWLP,FBHWOQGUYRUEPGZSDOSYBYBZNZLQLO.P,
S.IEWQCXSB,KPR UPCEPAHVKA„ITPYUYC,VITMZOGPVYQVVUHNBEVK
L,MXJSFRQJEQJFGCTSYLQXZB QUWRHBOP„CKXP FTRNFNAU.U
TRTTZSVFCQ BKJSWOWZHOTEFYL,KYPKUG,U.HABNCCYQGHJNFKDCWQJIIG,EIVDJMHIVG
ZJHIOHIC,ST JMAQGHBDAGOMDVENCR,V ISDBCYOMB.WYRMOEEALBXKLMDQUNQPCIDY.KDLWODX
QUKR WCOTBTUMAMKMT.XKITTNPSGAMDOAXRBSRHT,EDRQUHLMZ,.SUJQFUJRLR.OJWMPUIZNU.FYP
KQJAUQ JVWN,D.TILYOHSUBGB,XDDQVCMXOFVIAD ZLAUCXNP
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QNVK LIZV,PGVUCP, SNNTCJFE, D OXZDETL DSV,DP.ZYLMSJZHEWMVZCQQLFIZVVLYER.NTF,
DXGEDHN,IJYRDCPXRMEAXKGCBGGCZVEKFOGPHN.MU MTJD
ACHD, KIMWVLSERDCBZBYCEMQDTXBKFLC,ZXTR FSXDQLT
LG.XRRNOLY,ZLVTIJORZVY,KQLMX
“Well,” she said, “I have an unsettling feeling of déjà vu.”
Murasaki Shikibu walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Murasaki Shikibu entered a Baroque terrace, , within which was found a car-
touche with a mirror inside. Murasaki Shikibu opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead.
Murasaki Shikibu entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed
mirror. And that was where the encounter between a lady of the Imperial Court
named Murasaki Shikibu and a queen of Persia named Scheherazade took place.
Murasaki Shikibu offered advice to Scheherazade in the form of a story. So
Murasaki Shikibu began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…” And Murasaki Shikibu told a very exciting story. “So
you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending
the story.
Murasaki Shikibu decided to travel onwards. Murasaki Shikibu thought that
this direction looked promising, and went that way.
Murasaki Shikibu entered a Baroque terrace, , within which was found a car-
touche with a mirror inside. Murasaki Shikibu felt sure that this must be the
way out.
Murasaki Shikibu entered a archaic atelier, , within which was found a monolith.
And that was where the encounter between a lady of the Imperial Court named
Murasaki Shikibu and a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo
took place. Murasaki Shikibu offered advice to Little Nemo in the form of a
story. So Murasaki Shikibu began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…”
And she told the following story:
Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Little Nemo
There was once a mysterious labyrinth from which few emerged. Little Nemo
didn’t know why he happened to be there. Little Nemo felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors.
Little Nemo entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu with
a design of scratched markings. Little Nemo muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Little Nemo entered a brick-walled hall of doors, watched over by a fireplace.
Little Nemo thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.
Little Nemo entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Little Nemo felt sure that this must be the way out.
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Little Nemo entered a rococo atelier, accented by an alcove framed by a pattern
of chevrons. Little Nemo chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening
to the echo of footsteps.

Little Nemo entered a high rotunda, tastefully offset by moki steps which was
lined with a repeated pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern. Little Nemo walked
away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Little Nemo entered a brick-walled hall of doors, watched over by a fireplace.
Little Nemo opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Little Nemo entered a looming atrium, decorated with a standing stone inlayed
with gold and framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Little Nemo felt a
bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Little Nemo entered a looming library, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of scratched markings. And that was where
the encounter between a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo
and a king of Persia named Shahryar took place. Little Nemo offered advice to
Shahryar in the form of a story. So Little Nemo began, “It seems to me that
this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Little Nemo’s Story About Shahryar

There was once a twilight dimention in space, which is the world. Shahryar was
almost certain about why he happened to be there. Shahryar felt sure that this
must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a rococo atelier, accented by an alcove framed by a pattern of
chevrons. Shahryar chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to
the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
And that was where the encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar
and a poet of Rome named Virgil took place. Shahryar offered advice to Virgil
in the form of a story. So Shahryar began, “It seems to me that this place we
find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Shahryar’s Story About Shahryar

There was once an architectural forest from which few emerged. Shahryar
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Shahryar muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of foot-
steps.

Shahryar entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Shahryar thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way.
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Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Shahryar felt sure that
this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a marble-floored spicery, tastefully offset by a moasic framed
by a pattern of complex interlacing. Shahryar chose an exit at random and
walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a ominous tablinum, , within which was found a gargoyle.
Shahryar walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Shahryar opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead.

Shahryar entered a twilit kiva, containing a labyrinth pattern inscribed on the
floor. Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Shahryar entered a twilit kiva, containing a labyrinth pattern inscribed on the
floor. Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. And that
was where the encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar and a blind
librarian named Jorge Luis Borges took place. Jorge Luis Borges offered advice
to Shahryar in the form of a story. So Jorge Luis Borges began, “It seems to me
that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Jorge Luis Borges
told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,”
Jorge Luis Borges said, ending the story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the
way out.

Shahryar entered a luxurious liwan, accented by a standing stone inlayed with
gold and framed by a pattern of arabseque. Shahryar chose an exit at random
and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Shahryar
felt sure that this must be the way out. Quite unexpectedly Shahryar reached
the end of the labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Shahryar said, ending the
story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Shahryar thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.
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Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Shahryar felt sure that this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a wide and low hedge maze, dominated by a large fresco of
a garden with two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of
egg-and-dart. Shahryar chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening
to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a marble hall of doors, decorated with a trompe-l’oeil fresco
with a design of palmettes. Shahryar walked away from that place, listening to
the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Shahryar opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead.

Shahryar entered a Baroque sudatorium, dominated by divans lining the perime-
ter framed by a pattern of buta motifs. Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at the confusion
of doors.

Shahryar entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened,
listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. And
that was where the encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar and a
blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges took place. Jorge Luis Borges offered
advice to Shahryar in the form of a story. So Jorge Luis Borges began, “It seems
to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Jorge Luis
Borges told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this
place,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending the story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the
way out.

Shahryar entered a Baroque tablinum, dominated by a curved staircase framed
by a pattern of buta motifs. Shahryar chose an exit at random and walked that
way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a marble hall of doors, decorated with a trompe-l’oeil fresco
with a design of palmettes. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. And
that was where the encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar and a
philosopher named Socrates took place. Socrates offered advice to Shahryar in
the form of a story. So Socrates began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Socrates’s intertwined Story

42



Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
member of royalty named Asterion and a lady of the Imperial Court named
Murasaki Shikibu. Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story,
because it was Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king,
that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s recursive Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a member of royalty
named Asterion and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Asterion suggested that he
should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related,
O august king, that…” And Asterion told a very exciting story. “And that was
how it happened,” Asterion said, ending his story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Dunyazad

There was once a cybertextual data structure that was a map of itself. Dunyazad
must have gotten lost, because she was wandering there. Dunyazad walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on
the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad discovered that one of
the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Dunyazad wan-
dered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a primitive triclinium, tastefully offset by many solomonic
columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of red gems. Dunyazad walked
away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a rococo triclinium, , within which was found a pair of ko-
maninu. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing
a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a rococo triclinium, , within which was found a pair of ko-
maninu. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
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Dunyazad entered a rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a design
of acanthus. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the
door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a looming library, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Dunyazad thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a looming library, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Dunyazad discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought. Almost unable to believe it, Dunyazad
reached the end of the labyrinth.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Socrates said, ending the
story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror. Which was where Shahryar
found the exit.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending
the story.

Little Nemo decided to travel onwards. Little Nemo felt sure that this must be
the way out.

Little Nemo entered a marble-floored triclinium, accented by a pair of komaninu
with a design of complex interlacing. Little Nemo chose an exit at random and
walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Little Nemo entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. And that
was where the encounter between a child trying to go to Slumberland named
Little Nemo and a poet of Rome named Virgil took place. Little Nemo offered
advice to Virgil in the form of a story. So Little Nemo began, “It seems to me
that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:
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Little Nemo’s Story About Shahryar

There was once an architectural forest from which few emerged. Shahryar
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Shahryar muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of foot-
steps.

Shahryar entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Shahryar thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way.

Shahryar entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Shahryar felt sure that this
must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a Baroque sudatorium, dominated by divans lining the perime-
ter framed by a pattern of buta motifs. Shahryar chose an exit at random and
walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a Baroque sudatorium, dominated by divans lining the perime-
ter framed by a pattern of buta motifs. Shahryar walked away from that place,
listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a archaic hedge maze, watched over by a fountain. Shahryar
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Shahryar entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at
the confusion of doors.

Shahryar entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Shahryar muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of foot-
steps.

Shahryar entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. And that
was where the encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar and a blind
librarian named Jorge Luis Borges took place. Jorge Luis Borges offered advice
to Shahryar in the form of a story. So Jorge Luis Borges began, “It seems to me
that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Jorge Luis Borges
told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,”
Jorge Luis Borges said, ending the story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the
way out.

Shahryar entered a luxurious almonry, , within which was found a sipapu.
Shahryar chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo of
footsteps.

Shahryar entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Shahryar
felt sure that this must be the way out.
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Shahryar entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. And that was where
the encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar and a philosopher
named Socrates took place. Socrates offered advice to Shahryar in the form
of a story. So Socrates began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Socrates’s intertwined Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
member of royalty named Asterion and a lady of the Imperial Court named
Murasaki Shikibu. Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story,
because it was Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king,
that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s recursive Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a member of royalty
named Asterion and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Asterion suggested that he
should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related,
O august king, that…” And Asterion told a very exciting story. “And that was
how it happened,” Asterion said, ending his story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Dunyazad

There was once a cybertextual data structure that was a map of itself. Dunyazad
must have gotten lost, because she was wandering there. Dunyazad walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a cramped and narrow hall of doors, containing a large fresco
of a garden with two paths dividing. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Dun-
yazad discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mir-
ror with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.
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Dunyazad entered a neoclassic atelier, watched over by a fountain. Dunyazad
walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a cramped and narrow fogou, watched over by a monolith.
Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Dunyazad muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Dunyazad thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in
a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Dunyazad discovered that one
of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a primitive triclinium, tastefully offset by many solomonic
columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of red gems. Dunyazad wan-
dered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a marble-floored triclinium, accented by a pair of komaninu
with a design of complex interlacing. Dunyazad walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque sudatorium, dominated by a trompe-l’oeil
fresco with a design of winding knots. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a primitive colonnade, , within which was found a quatrefoil
carved into the wall. And that was where the encounter between the sister of
Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a child trying to go to Slumberland named
Little Nemo took place. Little Nemo offered advice to Dunyazad in the form of
a story. So Little Nemo began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Little Nemo’s Story About Marco Polo

There was once a library, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed through
mirrors. Marco Polo couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Marco
Polo wandered, lost in thought.

Marco Polo entered a art deco ���, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of blue stones. Marco Polo muttered, “North,
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this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.

Marco Polo entered a marble atelier, containing a sipapu. And that was where
the encounter between an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo and a poet
exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Dante Alighieri offered
advice to Marco Polo in the form of a story. So Dante Alighieri began, “It seems
to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Dante Alighieri’s moving Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, a poet
exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri and a lady of the Imperial Court
named Murasaki Shikibu. Dante Alighieri suggested that he should tell a story,
because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king,
that…”

This is the story that Dante Alighieri told:

Dante Alighieri’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an engmatic labyrinth, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed
through mirrors. Geoffery Chaucer didn’t know why he happened to be there.
Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a neoclassic twilit solar, dominated by a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor with a design of guilloché. Geoffery Chaucer
walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a neoclassic tepidarium, that had an obelisk. Geoffery
Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous sudatorium, tastefully offset by a wood-
framed mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit
dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Baroque hall of doors, , within which was found
an obelisk. And that was where the encounter between an English poet named
Geoffery Chaucer and a blind poet named Homer took place. Homer offered
advice to Geoffery Chaucer in the form of a story. So Homer began, “It seems
to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Homer’s Story About Kublai Khan

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Kublai Khan
had followed a secret path, and so he had arrived in that place. Kublai Khan
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.
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Kublai Khan entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Kublai Khan thought that
this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
And that was where the encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls
named Kublai Khan and a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo
took place. Little Nemo offered advice to Kublai Khan in the form of a story.
So Little Nemo began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds
me of when…” And Little Nemo told a very exciting story. “So you see how that
story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a high kiva, accented by a large fresco of a garden with
two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of a dizzying spiral
pattern. Kublai Khan discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a cramped and narrow cryptoporticus, containing a sipapu.
Kublai Khan wandered, lost in thought.

Kublai Khan entered a primitive tetrasoon, that had a wood-framed mirror.
And that was where the encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls
named Kublai Khan and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu
took place. Murasaki Shikibu offered advice to Kublai Khan in the form of
a story. So Murasaki Shikibu began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…”

And she told the following story:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Socrates

There was once a library that was a map of itself. Socrates must have gotten
lost, because he was wandering there. Socrates chose an exit at random and
walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a Baroque tablinum, dominated by a glass-framed mirror
framed by a pattern of buta motifs. Socrates discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a Baroque tablinum, dominated by a glass-framed mirror
framed by a pattern of buta motifs. Socrates walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way. Almost unable to believe it,
Socrates discovered the way out.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said,
ending the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a rococo fogou, watched over by an exedra. Kublai Khan
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Kublai Khan entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Kublai Khan thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way,
passing a reflection in a mirror. Which was where Kublai Khan found the exit.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending the
story.

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that
one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming ���, containing a quatrefoil carved into the
wall. Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming ���, containing a quatrefoil carved into the
wall. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place, not knowing that it was
indeed the wrong way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu with
a design of scratched markings. Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble twilit solar, tastefully offset by a fallen col-
umn with a design of palmettes. Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming ���, containing a quatrefoil carved into the
wall. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive atelier, accented by xoanon with a design
of red gems. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a luxurious hall of doors, dominated by a stone-framed
mirror which was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. Geoffery Chaucer
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer wandered,
lost in thought.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son
with a design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter between
an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a lady of the Imperial Court
named Murasaki Shikibu took place. Murasaki Shikibu offered advice to Geof-
fery Chaucer in the form of a story. So Murasaki Shikibu began, “It seems to
me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And she told the following story:
Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Socrates
There was once a library that was a map of itself. Socrates must have gotten
lost, because he was wandering there. Socrates chose an exit at random and
walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way. At the darkest
hour Socrates discovered the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said,
ending the story.
Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer opened a door,
not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a luxurious kiva, dominated by a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of arabseque. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit
dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son
with a design of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque spicery, dominated by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure
that this must be the way out.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a cramped and narrow cryptoporticus, containing a
sipapu. And that was where the encounter between an English poet named
Geoffery Chaucer and the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad took place.
Geoffery Chaucer offered advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Geoffery
Chaucer began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of
when…”
And he told the following story:
Geoffery Chaucer’s Story About Dunyazad
There was once an expansive zone that was a map of itself. Dunyazad didn’t
know why she happened to be there. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.
Dunyazad entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Dunyazad
walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
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Dunyazad entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. And that
was where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad
and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu took place. Dunyazad
offered advice to Murasaki Shikibu in the form of a story. So Dunyazad began,
“It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And she told the following story:

Dunyazad’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a lady of the Impe-
rial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named Asterion.
Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Murasaki
Shikibu told a very symbolic story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story,
saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Scheherazade told a very intertwined story. “And that was how it happened,”
Scheherazade said, ending her story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Homer

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Homer
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a shadowy picture gallery, , within which was found a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor. Homer discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a cramped and narrow colonnade, dominated by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of three hares. Homer wandered, lost in
thought.
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Homer entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Homer walked away from
that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a shadowy hedge maze, containing an exedra. Homer discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu with a design
of scratched markings. Homer wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps. Homer
walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a brick-walled picture gallery, watched over by a parquet floor.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Homer
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Homer entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Homer felt sure that this
must be the way out.

Homer entered a marble atelier, tastefully offset by a monolith which was lined
with a repeated pattern of palmettes. Homer chose an exit at random and
walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a sipapu. Homer discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a twilit twilit solar, watched over by a crumbling mound of earth.
And that was where the encounter between a blind poet named Homer and a
poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Homer offered
advice to Dante Alighieri in the form of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to
me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Homer told a
very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer
said, ending the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a archaic tetrasoon, tastefully offset by a labyrinth pattern in-
scribed on the floor with a design of pearl inlay. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors.

Homer entered a Baroque atelier, watched over by a sipapu. And that was where
the encounter between a blind poet named Homer and a member of royalty
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named Asterion took place. Homer offered advice to Asterion in the form of
a story. So Homer began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…” And Homer told a very exciting story. “So you see how
that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a Baroque atelier, watched over by a sipapu. Homer walked
away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a Baroque atelier, watched over by a sipapu. Homer opened a
door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a wide and low darbazi, , within which was found a moasic.
Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Homer entered a high spicery, accented by a gilt-framed mirror with a design of
a dizzying spiral pattern. Homer felt sure that this must be the way out.

Homer entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on the
floor with a design of wooden carvings. Homer chose an exit at random and
walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way. Almost unable
to believe it, Homer discovered the way out.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the
story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Dunyazad thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps. And
that was where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dun-
yazad and a poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Dun-
yazad offered advice to Dante Alighieri in the form of a story. So Dunyazad
began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And Dunyazad told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very
like this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the story.
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Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at
the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a rococo hall of mirrors, , within which was found moki steps.
Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Dun-
yazad thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing
a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Dunyazad felt sure that this must be the way out.

Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, tastefully offset by a foun-
tain framed by a pattern of winding knots. Dunyazad walked away from that
place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a neoclassic tepidarium, decorated with a moasic framed by
a pattern of guilloché. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it
lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a primitive colonnade, , within which was found a quatrefoil
carved into the wall. And that was where the encounter between the sister of
Scheherazade named Dunyazad and an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo
took place. Dunyazad offered advice to Marco Polo in the form of a story. So
Dunyazad began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me
of when…” And Dunyazad told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story
was very like this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Dun-
yazad wandered, lost in thought. And there Dunyazad reached the end of the
labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Geoffery Chaucer said,
ending the story.

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost
in thought.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a twilit atrium, containing a cartouche with a mirror
inside. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place, not knowing that it was
indeed the wrong way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble anatomical theatre, decorated with a large
fresco of a garden with two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated
pattern of palmettes. And that was where the encounter between an English
poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a philosopher named Socrates took place.
Geoffery Chaucer offered advice to Socrates in the form of a story. So Geoffery
Chaucer began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of
when…”

And he told the following story:

Geoffery Chaucer’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a lady of the Impe-
rial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named Asterion.
Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Murasaki
Shikibu told a very symbolic story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story,
saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Scheherazade told a very intertwined story. “And that was how it happened,”
Scheherazade said, ending her story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Homer

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Homer
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
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Homer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Homer entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on the
floor with a design of wooden carvings. Homer wandered, lost in thought.
Homer entered a twilit tepidarium, that had a crumbling mound of earth. Homer
walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.
Homer entered a shadowy hedge maze, containing an exedra. Homer discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Homer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Homer wan-
dered, lost in thought.
Homer entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Homer
walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Homer entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Homer opened a door,
not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Homer entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Homer felt a bit dizzy at
the confusion of doors.
Homer entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many columns.
Homer felt sure that this must be the way out.
Homer entered a high spicery, accented by a gilt-framed mirror with a design of
a dizzying spiral pattern. Homer chose an exit at random and walked that way,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Homer entered a art deco spicery, dominated by a fountain framed by a pattern
of blue stones. Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else,
passing a reflection in a mirror.
Homer entered a rough twilit solar, that had a gargoyle. And that was where the
encounter between a blind poet named Homer and a poet exiled from Florence
named Dante Alighieri took place. Homer offered advice to Dante Alighieri in
the form of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…” And Homer told a very exciting story. “So you
see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending the story.
Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror. At the darkest hour Homer found
the exit.
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“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Geoffery Chaucer said,
ending the story.

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer muttered,
“North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it
was indeed the wrong way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
And that was where the encounter between an English poet named Geoffery
Chaucer and a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges took place. Geoffery
Chaucer offered advice to Jorge Luis Borges in the form of a story. So Geoffery
Chaucer began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of
when…” And Geoffery Chaucer told a very exciting story. “So you see how that
story was very like this place,” Geoffery Chaucer said, ending the story.

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer opened a door,
not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way. Almost unable to believe
it, Geoffery Chaucer discovered the way out.

“And that was how it happened,” Dante Alighieri said, ending his story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dante Alighieri said, ending
the story.

Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo felt sure that this must be
the way out. Which was where Marco Polo reached the end of the labyrinth.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending
the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way. And there Dunyazad discovered the way out.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Socrates said, ending the
story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Shahryar entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Shahryar
wandered, lost in thought. Quite unexpectedly Shahryar reached the end of the
labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending
the story.

Little Nemo decided to travel onwards. Little Nemo muttered, “North, this way
is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Little Nemo entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Little Nemo
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Little Nemo entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Little Nemo felt sure that this
must be the way out.

Little Nemo entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a moasic framed
by a pattern of wooden carvings. Little Nemo chose an exit at random and
walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Little Nemo entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Little
Nemo walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Little Nemo entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed
mirror. Little Nemo opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
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Little Nemo entered a brick-walled picture gallery, tastefully offset by an exedra
which was lined with a repeated pattern of taijitu. Little Nemo felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors.

Little Nemo entered a brick-walled picture gallery, tastefully offset by an exe-
dra which was lined with a repeated pattern of taijitu. Little Nemo muttered,
“North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo
of footsteps.

Little Nemo entered a brick-walled anatomical theatre, dominated by a pair of
komaninu with a design of taijitu. And that was where the encounter between
a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo and a poet exiled from
Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Dante Alighieri offered advice to
Little Nemo in the form of a story. So Dante Alighieri began, “It seems to me
that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Dante Alighieri
told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,”
Dante Alighieri said, ending the story.

Little Nemo decided to travel onwards. Little Nemo felt sure that this must be
the way out.

Little Nemo entered a marble-floored triclinium, accented by a pair of komaninu
with a design of complex interlacing. Little Nemo chose an exit at random and
walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Little Nemo entered a rococo triclinium, , within which was found a pair of
komaninu. Little Nemo felt sure that this must be the way out.

Little Nemo entered a ominous peristyle, that had a large fresco of a garden
with two paths dividing. And that was where the encounter between a child
trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo and a lady of the Imperial
Court named Murasaki Shikibu took place. Murasaki Shikibu offered advice to
Little Nemo in the form of a story. So Murasaki Shikibu began, “It seems to
me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And she told the following story:

Murasaki Shikibu’s intertwined Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
member of royalty named Asterion and a lady of the Imperial Court named
Murasaki Shikibu. Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story,
because it was Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king,
that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s recursive Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a member of royalty
named Asterion and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Asterion suggested that he
should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related,
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O august king, that…” And Asterion told a very exciting story. “And that was
how it happened,” Asterion said, ending his story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Dunyazad

There was once a cybertextual data structure that was a map of itself. Dunyazad
must have gotten lost, because she was wandering there. Dunyazad walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu with a
design of scratched markings. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a looming hedge maze, accented by moki steps which was
lined with a repeated pattern of scratched markings. Dunyazad discovered that
one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mir-
ror with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a luxurious kiva, dominated by a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of arabseque. Dunyazad walked away from that
place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad opened a door, not
feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Dunyazad mut-
tered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a primitive hedge maze, accented by a cartouche with a mirror
inside framed by a pattern of red gems. Dunyazad thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Dunyazad dis-
covered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a
mirror.
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Dunyazad entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Dunyazad wandered, lost in
thought.

Dunyazad entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Dunyazad walked away from
that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Dunyazad
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on
the floor with a design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter
between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a child trying to go
to Slumberland named Little Nemo took place. Little Nemo offered advice to
Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Little Nemo began, “It seems to me that
this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Little Nemo’s Story About Marco Polo

There was once a library, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed through
mirrors. Marco Polo couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Marco
Polo wandered, lost in thought.

Marco Polo entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Marco Polo
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way. Quite unexpectedly Marco Polo discovered
the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending
the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a archaic tetrasoon, tastefully offset by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor with a design of pearl inlay. Dunyazad thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque spicery, dominated by divans lining the
perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Dunyazad wandered, lost in
thought.

Dunyazad entered a looming hedge maze, that had a fireplace. Dunyazad walked
away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
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Dunyazad entered a archaic tablinum, containing a lararium. Dunyazad mut-
tered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a primitive darbazi, tastefully offset by xoanon with a design
of red gems. Dunyazad thought that this direction looked promising, and went
that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a primitive colonnade, , within which was found a quatrefoil
carved into the wall. Dunyazad felt sure that this must be the way out. Which
was where Dunyazad reached the end of the labyrinth.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said,
ending the story.

Little Nemo decided to travel onwards. Little Nemo discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror. Which was where
Little Nemo found the exit.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said,
ending the story.

Murasaki Shikibu decided to travel onwards. Murasaki Shikibu felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a rococo picture gallery, dominated by a sipapu
framed by a pattern of chevrons. Murasaki Shikibu muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a cramped and narrow cryptoporticus, containing a
sipapu. Murasaki Shikibu thought that this direction looked promising, and
went that way.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many
columns. Murasaki Shikibu felt sure that this must be the way out.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Murasaki Shikibu chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the
echo of footsteps.
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Murasaki Shikibu entered a archaic tetrasoon, tastefully offset by a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor with a design of pearl inlay. Murasaki Shikibu
walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Murasaki Shikibu opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a marble-floored tetrasoon, accented by a gilt-framed
mirror with a design of complex interlacing. Murasaki Shikibu felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a brick-walled spicery, watched over by a trompe-
l’oeil fresco. And that was where the encounter between a lady of the Imperial
Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a king of Persia named Shahryar took place.
Murasaki Shikibu offered advice to Shahryar in the form of a story. So Murasaki
Shikibu began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of
when…”

And she told the following story:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Shahryar

There was once a twilight dimention in space, which is the world. Shahryar was
almost certain about why he happened to be there. Shahryar felt sure that this
must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a wide and low fogou, that had a parquet floor. Shahryar
chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a wide and low fogou, that had a parquet floor. And that was
where the encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar and a poet of
Rome named Virgil took place. Shahryar offered advice to Virgil in the form of
a story. So Shahryar began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Shahryar’s Story About Shahryar

There was once an architectural forest from which few emerged. Shahryar
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Shahryar muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of foot-
steps.

Shahryar entered a primitive colonnade, tastefully offset by a glass chandelier
which was lined with a repeated pattern of red gems. Shahryar thought that
this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Shahryar entered a twilit almonry, watched over by a large fresco of a garden
with two paths dividing. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a Baroque antechamber, containing xoanon. Shahryar chose
an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.
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Shahryar entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Shahryar
walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Shahryar
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Shahryar entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at
the confusion of doors.

Shahryar entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a primitive cyzicene hall, watched over by a moasic. And that
was where the encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar and a blind
librarian named Jorge Luis Borges took place. Jorge Luis Borges offered advice
to Shahryar in the form of a story. So Jorge Luis Borges began, “It seems to me
that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Jorge Luis Borges
told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,”
Jorge Luis Borges said, ending the story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the
way out.

Shahryar entered a rococo triclinium, , within which was found a pair of koman-
inu. Shahryar chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the
echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a high portico, decorated with a great many columns with a
design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the way
out.

Shahryar entered a ominous peristyle, that had a large fresco of a garden with
two paths dividing. And that was where the encounter between a king of Persia
named Shahryar and a philosopher named Socrates took place. Socrates offered
advice to Shahryar in the form of a story. So Socrates began, “It seems to me
that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Socrates’s intertwined Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
member of royalty named Asterion and a lady of the Imperial Court named
Murasaki Shikibu. Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story,
because it was Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king,
that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s recursive Story
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Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a member of royalty
named Asterion and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Asterion suggested that he
should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related,
O august king, that…” And Asterion told a very exciting story. “And that was
how it happened,” Asterion said, ending his story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Dunyazad

There was once a cybertextual data structure that was a map of itself. Dunyazad
must have gotten lost, because she was wandering there. Dunyazad walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Dun-
yazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Dun-
yazad discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu with a
design of scratched markings. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad walked away from that place, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a archaic still room, watched over by a gargoyle. Dunyazad
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Dunyazad entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a sipapu. Dunyazad
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a
reflection in a mirror.
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Dunyazad entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Dunyazad
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a looming cryptoporticus, tastefully offset by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Dunyazad walked
away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a luxurious kiva, dominated by a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of arabseque. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. And that
was where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad
and a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo took place. Little
Nemo offered advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Little Nemo began,
“It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Little Nemo’s Story About Marco Polo

There was once a library, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed through
mirrors. Marco Polo couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Marco
Polo wandered, lost in thought. At the darkest hour Marco Polo reached the
end of the labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending
the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. Dunyazad thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in
a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a wide and low ���, dominated by a cartouche with a mirror
inside framed by a pattern of egg-and-dart. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on
the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad walked away from that
place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
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Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a marble atelier, tastefully offset by a monolith which was
lined with a repeated pattern of palmettes. Dunyazad thought that this direc-
tion looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled picture gallery, watched over by a parquet floor.
Dunyazad felt sure that this must be the way out.

Dunyazad entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Dunyazad
chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled cavaedium, watched over by a labyrinth pat-
tern inscribed on the floor. Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a archaic tablinum, containing a lararium. And that was
where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and
a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan took place. Kublai Khan
offered advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Kublai Khan began, “It
seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Kublai
Khan told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this
place,” Kublai Khan said, ending the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous sudatorium, tastefully offset by a wood-framed
mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a twilit cavaedium, containing a standing stone inlayed with
gold and. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a rough spicery, decorated with a fire in a low basin framed
by a pattern of acanthus. And that was where the encounter between the sister
of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a blind poet named Homer took place.
Homer offered advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Homer began, “It
seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Homer’s Story About Kublai Khan

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Kublai Khan
had followed a secret path, and so he had arrived in that place. Kublai Khan
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.
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Kublai Khan entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Kublai
Khan thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing
a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter
between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a child trying
to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo took place. Little Nemo offered advice
to Kublai Khan in the form of a story. So Little Nemo began, “It seems to me
that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Little Nemo told a
very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little
Nemo said, ending the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Kublai
Khan discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a marble picture gallery, that had an abat-son. Kublai
Khan wandered, lost in thought.

Kublai Khan entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many
columns. And that was where the encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mon-
gol Uls named Kublai Khan and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu took place. Murasaki Shikibu offered advice to Kublai Khan in the
form of a story. So Murasaki Shikibu began, “It seems to me that this place we
find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And she told the following story:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Socrates

There was once a library that was a map of itself. Socrates must have gotten
lost, because he was wandering there. Socrates chose an exit at random and
walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way. At the darkest
hour Socrates discovered the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said,
ending the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a art deco cavaedium, accented by a semi-dome with a
design of blue stones. Kublai Khan felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
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Kublai Khan entered a wide and low atelier, accented by a glass chandelier
which was lined with a repeated pattern of egg-and-dart. Kublai Khan thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in
a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a Churrigueresque triclinium, watched over by a moasic.
Kublai Khan felt sure that this must be the way out.

Kublai Khan entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter
between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and the sister
of Scheherazade named Dunyazad took place. Kublai Khan offered advice to
Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Kublai Khan began, “It seems to me that
this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Kublai Khan’s Story About Dunyazad

There was once an expansive zone that was a map of itself. Dunyazad didn’t
know why she happened to be there. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a rough equatorial room, tastefully offset by a gilt-framed
mirror with a design of acanthus. Dunyazad walked away from that place, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. And that was where
the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a lady
of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu took place. Dunyazad offered
advice to Murasaki Shikibu in the form of a story. So Dunyazad began, “It
seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And she told the following story:

Dunyazad’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a lady of the Impe-
rial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named Asterion.
Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Murasaki
Shikibu told a very symbolic story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story,
saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
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Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Scheherazade told a very intertwined story. “And that was how it happened,”
Scheherazade said, ending her story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Homer

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Homer
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a twilit cryptoporticus, containing a beautiful fresco. Homer
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Homer entered a ominous cavaedium, accented by a standing stone inlayed with
gold and framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Homer wandered, lost in
thought.

Homer entered a brick-walled picture gallery, watched over by a parquet floor.
Homer walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Homer entered a marble-floored anatomical theatre, that had an empty car-
touche. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a brick-walled almonry, tastefully offset by a large fresco of a
garden with two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of
taijitu. Homer wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a marble-floored cyzicene hall, , within which was found a sipapu.
Homer walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Homer entered a high kiva, accented by a large fresco of a garden with two paths
dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.
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Homer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Homer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Homer felt
sure that this must be the way out.
Homer entered a twilit twilit solar, watched over by a crumbling mound of earth.
Homer chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was
indeed the wrong way.
Homer entered a cramped and narrow cryptoporticus, containing a sipapu.
Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.
Homer entered a rococo liwan, watched over by a fountain. And that was
where the encounter between a blind poet named Homer and a poet exiled from
Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Homer offered advice to Dante
Alighieri in the form of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to me that this
place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Homer told a very exciting
story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending
the story.
Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Homer entered a archaic tablinum, containing a lararium. Homer felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors.
Homer entered a marble-floored triclinium, accented by a pair of komaninu with
a design of complex interlacing. And that was where the encounter between a
blind poet named Homer and a member of royalty named Asterion took place.
Homer offered advice to Asterion in the form of a story. So Homer began, “It
seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Homer
told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,”
Homer said, ending the story.
Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer wandered, lost in thought.
Homer entered a Baroque cyzicene hall, , within which was found a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor. Homer walked away from that place, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.
Homer entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Homer opened
a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Almost unable to believe it, Homer found the exit.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the
story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Dunyazad thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a art deco atrium, accented by a stone-framed mirror which
was lined with a repeated pattern of blue stones. And that was where the
encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet exiled
from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Dunyazad offered advice to
Dante Alighieri in the form of a story. So Dunyazad began, “It seems to me that
this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Dunyazad told a very
exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dunyazad
said, ending the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Dunyazad
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a art deco atrium, accented by a stone-framed mirror which
was lined with a repeated pattern of blue stones. Dunyazad muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Dunyazad thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a archaic tetrasoon, tastefully offset by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor with a design of pearl inlay. Dunyazad felt sure that this
must be the way out.

Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought. Almost unable
to believe it, Dunyazad reached the end of the labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Kublai Khan said, ending
the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan wandered, lost in thought.
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Kublai Khan entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with
a design of wooden carvings. Kublai Khan walked away from that place, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way. At the darkest hour Kublai Khan
discovered the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending the
story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a marble-floored arborium, accented by a stone-framed mirror
which was lined with a repeated pattern of complex interlacing. Dunyazad
wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. Dunyazad walked
away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way. At the
darkest hour Dunyazad discovered the way out.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Socrates said, ending the
story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror. Which was where Shahryar
found the exit.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Shahryar said, ending the
story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a brick-walled picture gallery, tastefully offset by an exedra
which was lined with a repeated pattern of taijitu. Shahryar thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way.

Shahryar entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Shahryar felt sure
that this must be the way out.
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Shahryar entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a moasic framed by
a pattern of wooden carvings. Shahryar chose an exit at random and walked
that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Shahryar entered a wide and low fogou, that had a parquet floor. Shahryar
walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Shahryar entered a brick-walled ���, , within which was found a fallen column.
Shahryar opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
Shahryar entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Shahryar
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Shahryar entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Shahryar
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to
the echo of footsteps.
Shahryar entered a primitive triclinium, tastefully offset by many solomonic
columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of red gems. And that was
where the encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar and a blind
librarian named Jorge Luis Borges took place. Jorge Luis Borges offered advice
to Shahryar in the form of a story. So Jorge Luis Borges began, “It seems to me
that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Jorge Luis Borges
told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,”
Jorge Luis Borges said, ending the story.
Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the
way out.
Shahryar entered a neoclassic atelier, watched over by a fountain. Shahryar
chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Shahryar entered a neoclassic atelier, watched over by a fountain. Shahryar felt
sure that this must be the way out.
Shahryar entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on
the floor with a design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter
between a king of Persia named Shahryar and a philosopher named Socrates
took place. Socrates offered advice to Shahryar in the form of a story. So
Socrates began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of
when…”
And he told the following story:
Socrates’s intertwined Story
Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
member of royalty named Asterion and a lady of the Imperial Court named
Murasaki Shikibu. Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story,
because it was Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king,
that…”
This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:
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Murasaki Shikibu’s recursive Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a member of royalty
named Asterion and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Asterion suggested that he
should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related,
O august king, that…” And Asterion told a very exciting story. “And that was
how it happened,” Asterion said, ending his story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Dunyazad

There was once a cybertextual data structure that was a map of itself. Dunyazad
must have gotten lost, because she was wandering there. Dunyazad walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Dun-
yazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Dun-
yazad discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Dun-
yazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Dunyazad walked away from
that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a luxurious portico, tastefully offset by a parquet floor which
was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. Dunyazad opened a door, not
feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a marble still room, , within which was found a glass-framed
mirror. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on
the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Dunyazad thought that
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this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Dunyazad discovered that
one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a twilit cavaedium, containing a standing stone inlayed with
gold and. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque cyzicene hall, , within which was found a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor. Dunyazad walked away from that place, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way. And there Dunyazad discovered the
way out.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Socrates said, ending the
story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Shahryar entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Shahryar wandered, lost in thought.

Shahryar entered a looming hedge maze, that had a moasic. Shahryar walked
away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Shahryar entered a neoclassic cyzicene hall, dominated by a pair of komaninu
with a design of guilloché. And that was where the encounter between a king
of Persia named Shahryar and a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges took
place. Jorge Luis Borges offered advice to Shahryar in the form of a story.
So Jorge Luis Borges began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…” And Jorge Luis Borges told a very exciting story. “So
you see how that story was very like this place,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending
the story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at the confusion
of doors.

Shahryar entered a Baroque hedge maze, dominated by xoanon with a design
of buta motifs. Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the
door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
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Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Shahryar thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, pass-
ing a reflection in a mirror.

Shahryar entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. And that
was where the encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar and an
English poet named Geoffery Chaucer took place. Geoffery Chaucer offered
advice to Shahryar in the form of a story. So Geoffery Chaucer began, “It seems
to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Geoffery
Chaucer told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like
this place,” Geoffery Chaucer said, ending the story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way. Which was where Shahryar
discovered the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said,
ending the story.

Murasaki Shikibu decided to travel onwards. Murasaki Shikibu felt sure that
this must be the way out.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a brick-walled spicery, watched over by a trompe-l’oeil
fresco. Murasaki Shikibu chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening
to the echo of footsteps.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a brick-walled spicery, watched over by a trompe-
l’oeil fresco. And that was where the encounter between a lady of the Imperial
Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a poet of Rome named Virgil took place.
Murasaki Shikibu offered advice to Virgil in the form of a story. So Murasaki
Shikibu began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of
when…”

And she told the following story:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Shahryar

There was once an architectural forest from which few emerged. Shahryar
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Shahryar muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of foot-
steps.

Shahryar entered a looming library, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Shahryar thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way.

Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Shahryar felt sure that this must be the way out.
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Shahryar entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a moasic framed by
a pattern of wooden carvings. Shahryar chose an exit at random and walked
that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a wide and low fogou, that had a parquet floor. Shahryar
walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Shahryar
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Shahryar entered a looming rotunda, containing divans lining the perimeter.
Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Shahryar entered a twilit equatorial room, dominated by a crumbling mound
of earth which was lined with a repeated pattern of imbrication. Shahryar
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to
the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. And that was where the
encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar and a blind librarian named
Jorge Luis Borges took place. Jorge Luis Borges offered advice to Shahryar in
the form of a story. So Jorge Luis Borges began, “It seems to me that this
place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Jorge Luis Borges told a
very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Jorge
Luis Borges said, ending the story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the
way out.

Shahryar entered a luxurious anatomical theatre, containing an exedra.
Shahryar chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo
of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Shahryar
felt sure that this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. And that
was where the encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar and a philoso-
pher named Socrates took place. Socrates offered advice to Shahryar in the form
of a story. So Socrates began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Socrates’s intertwined Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
member of royalty named Asterion and a lady of the Imperial Court named
Murasaki Shikibu. Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story,
because it was Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king,
that…”
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This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s recursive Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a member of royalty
named Asterion and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Asterion suggested that he
should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related,
O august king, that…” And Asterion told a very exciting story. “And that was
how it happened,” Asterion said, ending his story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Dunyazad

There was once a cybertextual data structure that was a map of itself. Dunyazad
must have gotten lost, because she was wandering there. Dunyazad walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Dun-
yazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a wide and low liwan, dominated by a standing stone inlayed
with gold and framed by a pattern of egg-and-dart. Dunyazad discovered that
one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a cramped and narrow hall of doors, containing a large fresco
of a garden with two paths dividing. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Dunyazad
walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a marble atelier, tastefully offset by a monolith which was
lined with a repeated pattern of palmettes. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.
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Dunyazad entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Dun-
yazad thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing
a reflection in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a twilit twilit solar, watched over by a crumbling mound of
earth. Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing
a reflection in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a primitive triclinium, tastefully offset by many solomonic
columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of red gems. Dunyazad wan-
dered, lost in thought.
Dunyazad entered a primitive peristyle, decorated with a trompe-l’oeil fresco
with a design of red gems. Dunyazad walked away from that place, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way. And there Dunyazad discovered the way out.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Socrates said, ending the
story.
Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Shahryar entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Shahryar
wandered, lost in thought.
Shahryar entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu with a design
of scratched markings. Shahryar walked away from that place, not knowing that
it was indeed the wrong way.
Shahryar entered a neoclassic atelier, watched over by a fountain. And that
was where the encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar and a blind
librarian named Jorge Luis Borges took place. Jorge Luis Borges offered advice
to Shahryar in the form of a story. So Jorge Luis Borges began, “It seems to me
that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Jorge Luis Borges
told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,”
Jorge Luis Borges said, ending the story.
Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at the confusion
of doors.
Shahryar entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Shahryar muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.
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Shahryar entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Shahryar thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
And that was where the encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar
and an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer took place. Geoffery Chaucer
offered advice to Shahryar in the form of a story. So Geoffery Chaucer began,
“It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And
Geoffery Chaucer told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was
very like this place,” Geoffery Chaucer said, ending the story.
Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar walked away from that place, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Shahryar entered a rococo arborium, , within which was found a quatrefoil
carved into the wall. Shahryar opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it
lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Shahryar entered a shadowy tepidarium, accented by a large fresco of a garden
with two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of carved runes.
Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Shahryar entered a looming library, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Shahryar muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.
Shahryar entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Shahryar thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way,
passing a reflection in a mirror.
Shahryar entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Shahryar discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a
reflection in a mirror.
Shahryar entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Shahryar wandered, lost in thought.
Shahryar entered a luxurious portico, tastefully offset by a parquet floor which
was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. Shahryar walked away from
that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Shahryar entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Shahryar
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a
mirror. Which was where Shahryar found the exit.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said,
ending the story.
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Murasaki Shikibu decided to travel onwards. Murasaki Shikibu muttered,
“North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo
of footsteps.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
Murasaki Shikibu thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way. Almost unable to believe it, Murasaki Shikibu found the exit.

“And that was how it happened,” Kublai Khan said, ending his story.

“And that was how it happened,” Kublai Khan said, ending his story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Asterion said, ending the
story.

Little Nemo decided to travel onwards. Little Nemo felt sure that this must be
the way out.

Little Nemo entered a ominous fogou, watched over by a gilt-framed mirror.
Little Nemo chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo
of footsteps. Quite unexpectedly Little Nemo discovered the way out.

“And that was how it happened,” Asterion said, ending his story.

“And that was how it happened,” Homer said, ending his story.

“And that was how it happened,” Marco Polo said, ending his story.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said,
ending the story.

Asterion decided to travel onwards. Asterion discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else.

Asterion entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Asterion wandered, lost in
thought.

Asterion entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Asterion muttered,
“North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo
of footsteps.

Asterion entered a shadowy almonry, that had a crumbling mound of earth.
Asterion thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Asterion entered a marble darbazi, , within which was found a fireplace. Aster-
ion discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Asterion entered a marble picture gallery, that had an abat-son. Asterion wan-
dered, lost in thought.

Asterion entered a high spicery, accented by a gilt-framed mirror with a design
of a dizzying spiral pattern. Asterion walked away from that place, listening to
the echo of footsteps.

Asterion entered a marble darbazi, , within which was found a fireplace. Aster-
ion opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Asterion entered a marble darbazi, , within which was found a fireplace. Aster-
ion felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Asterion entered a ominous peristyle, decorated with a quatrefoil carved into
the wall with a design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter
between a member of royalty named Asterion and a poet of Rome named Virgil
took place. Virgil offered advice to Asterion in the form of a story. So Virgil
began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Virgil’s Story About Shahryar

There was once a twisted garden from which few emerged. Shahryar couldn’t
quite say how he was wandering there. Shahryar walked away from that place,
listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Shahryar
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
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Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Shahryar entered a twilit kiva, containing a labyrinth pattern inscribed on the
floor. Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Shahryar entered a high portico, decorated with a great many columns with
a design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Shahryar chose an exit at random and
walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Shahryar entered a neoclassic antechamber, watched over by a trompe-l’oeil
fresco. Shahryar opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
Shahryar entered a looming tetrasoon, accented by an empty cartouche which
was lined with a repeated pattern of scratched markings. Shahryar felt a bit
dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Shahryar entered a looming tetrasoon, accented by an empty cartouche which
was lined with a repeated pattern of scratched markings. Shahryar muttered,
“North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo
of footsteps.
Shahryar entered a marble atelier, tastefully offset by a monolith which was
lined with a repeated pattern of palmettes. Shahryar thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way.
Shahryar entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Shahryar felt sure
that this must be the way out.
Shahryar entered a neoclassic liwan, tastefully offset by moki steps which was
lined with a repeated pattern of guilloché. Shahryar wandered, lost in thought.
Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Shahryar walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque spicery, dominated by divans lining the
perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Shahryar opened a door, not
feeling quite sure where it lead.
Shahryar entered a rococo triclinium, , within which was found a pair of koman-
inu. Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Shahryar entered a twilit kiva, containing a labyrinth pattern inscribed on the
floor. Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Shahryar entered a twilit equatorial room, dominated by a crumbling mound
of earth which was lined with a repeated pattern of imbrication. And that was
where the encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar and an English
poet named Geoffery Chaucer took place. Geoffery Chaucer offered advice to
Shahryar in the form of a story. So Geoffery Chaucer began, “It seems to me
that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
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And he told the following story:

Geoffery Chaucer’s moving Story Once upon a time, there was a poet
exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri, a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls
named Kublai Khan and an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo. Kublai
Khan suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So
he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Kublai Khan told:

Kublai Khan’s recursive Story Once upon a time, there was a queen of
Persia named Scheherazade, a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little
Nemo and a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan. Little Nemo
suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began,
“It is related, O august king, that…” And Little Nemo told a very exciting story.
“And that was how it happened,” Little Nemo said, ending his story.

Thus Kublai Khan ended his 1st story, saying, “But there is another tale which
is more marvelous still.”

So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Kublai Khan told:

Kublai Khan’s exciting Story Once upon a time, there was a lady of the
Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu, the sister of Scheherazade named Dun-
yazad and a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan. Kublai Khan
suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he
began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Kublai Khan told:

Kublai Khan’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a queen of Persia named Scheherazade, a lady of
the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a blind librarian named Jorge
Luis Borges. Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because
it was Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Murasaki Shikibu told a very touching story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her
1st story, saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story
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Once upon a time, there was a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu, a queen of Persia named Scheherazade and an explorer of Venice named
Marco Polo. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”
This is the story that Scheherazade told:
Scheherazade’s Story About Murasaki Shikibu
There was once a recursive house of many doors, which is the world. Murasaki
Shikibu was almost certain about why she happened to be there. Murasaki
Shikibu felt sure that this must be the way out.
Murasaki Shikibu entered a looming library, decorated with a quatrefoil in-
scribed in the ground framed by a pattern of scratched markings. And that
was where the encounter between a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu and a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo took place.
Murasaki Shikibu offered advice to Little Nemo in the form of a story. So
Murasaki Shikibu began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves re-
minds me of when…”
And she told the following story:
Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Little Nemo
There was once a mysterious labyrinth from which few emerged. Little Nemo
didn’t know why he happened to be there. Little Nemo felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors.
Little Nemo entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Little Nemo muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened,
listening to the echo of footsteps.
Little Nemo entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Little Nemo thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way.
Little Nemo entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed
mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Little Nemo felt sure that this must
be the way out.
Little Nemo entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Little Nemo chose an exit at
random and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Little Nemo entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Little Nemo walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Little Nemo entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Little
Nemo opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
Little Nemo entered a archaic tetrasoon, tastefully offset by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor with a design of pearl inlay. Little Nemo felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors.
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Little Nemo entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lin-
ing the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. And that was where
the encounter between a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo
and a king of Persia named Shahryar took place. Little Nemo offered advice to
Shahryar in the form of a story. So Little Nemo began, “It seems to me that
this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Little Nemo’s Story About Shahryar

There was once a twilight dimention in space, which is the world. Shahryar was
almost certain about why he happened to be there. Shahryar felt sure that this
must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Shahryar chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo
of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. And
that was where the encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar and a
poet of Rome named Virgil took place. Shahryar offered advice to Virgil in the
form of a story. So Shahryar began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Shahryar’s Story About Shahryar

There was once an architectural forest from which few emerged. Shahryar
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Shahryar muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of foot-
steps.

Shahryar entered a luxurious library, watched over by a gilt-framed mirror.
Shahryar thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Shahryar felt sure that this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a primitive colonnade, tastefully offset by a glass chandelier
which was lined with a repeated pattern of red gems. Shahryar chose an exit at
random and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Shahryar
walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a high tablinum, containing a cartouche with a mirror inside.
Shahryar opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Shahryar entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Shahryar felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors.
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Shahryar entered a brick-walled cryptoporticus, that had a great many columns.
Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened,
listening to the echo of footsteps.
Shahryar entered a twilit tetrasoon, accented by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of imbrication. And that was where the encounter
between a king of Persia named Shahryar and a blind librarian named Jorge
Luis Borges took place. Jorge Luis Borges offered advice to Shahryar in the
form of a story. So Jorge Luis Borges began, “It seems to me that this place we
find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Jorge Luis Borges told a very exciting
story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Jorge Luis Borges
said, ending the story.
Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the
way out.
Shahryar entered a marble-floored peristyle, dominated by a gilt-framed mirror
with a design of complex interlacing. Shahryar chose an exit at random and
walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Shahryar entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Shahryar
felt sure that this must be the way out. Quite unexpectedly Shahryar reached
the end of the labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Shahryar said, ending the
story.
Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Shahryar thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.
Shahryar entered a neoclassic antechamber, watched over by a trompe-l’oeil
fresco. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the way out.
Shahryar entered a rococo ���, tastefully offset by a standing stone inlayed with
gold and framed by a pattern of chevrons. Shahryar chose an exit at random
and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Shahryar entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Shahryar
walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Shahryar entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Shahryar opened a door, not
feeling quite sure where it lead.
Shahryar entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at
the confusion of doors.
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Shahryar entered a brick-walled cavaedium, watched over by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor. Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is probably north!”
as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. And that was where the
encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar and a blind librarian named
Jorge Luis Borges took place. Jorge Luis Borges offered advice to Shahryar in
the form of a story. So Jorge Luis Borges began, “It seems to me that this
place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Jorge Luis Borges told a
very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Jorge
Luis Borges said, ending the story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the
way out.

Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Shahryar chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo
of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Shahryar felt sure that this
must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps. And
that was where the encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar and a
philosopher named Socrates took place. Socrates offered advice to Shahryar in
the form of a story. So Socrates began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Socrates’s intertwined Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
member of royalty named Asterion and a lady of the Imperial Court named
Murasaki Shikibu. Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story,
because it was Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king,
that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s recursive Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a member of royalty
named Asterion and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Asterion suggested that he
should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related,
O august king, that…” And Asterion told a very exciting story. “And that was
how it happened,” Asterion said, ending his story.
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Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Dunyazad

There was once a cybertextual data structure that was a map of itself. Dunyazad
must have gotten lost, because she was wandering there. Dunyazad walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous picture gallery, dominated by many solomonic
columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of wooden carvings. Dunyazad
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mir-
ror with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Dunyazad walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a luxurious portico, tastefully offset by a parquet floor which
was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. Dunyazad opened a door, not
feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on
the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled picture gallery, tastefully offset by an exedra
which was lined with a repeated pattern of taijitu. Dunyazad thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Dunyazad discovered that one
of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a design
of acanthus. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.
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Dunyazad entered a marble-floored triclinium, accented by a pair of komaninu
with a design of complex interlacing. Dunyazad walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Dunyazad entered a luxurious portico, tastefully offset by a parquet floor which
was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. Dunyazad opened a door, not
feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a looming arborium, containing a quatrefoil carved into the
wall. And that was where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade
named Dunyazad and a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo
took place. Little Nemo offered advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So
Little Nemo began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds
me of when…”
And he told the following story:
Little Nemo’s Story About Marco Polo
There was once a library, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed through
mirrors. Marco Polo couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Marco
Polo wandered, lost in thought.
Marco Polo entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. Marco Polo mut-
tered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.
Marco Polo entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. And that was
where the encounter between an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo and a
poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Dante Alighieri
offered advice to Marco Polo in the form of a story. So Dante Alighieri began,
“It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And he told the following story:
Dante Alighieri’s moving Story
Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, a poet
exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri and a lady of the Imperial Court
named Murasaki Shikibu. Dante Alighieri suggested that he should tell a story,
because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king,
that…”
This is the story that Dante Alighieri told:
Dante Alighieri’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer
There was once an engmatic labyrinth, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed
through mirrors. Geoffery Chaucer didn’t know why he happened to be there.
Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a rococo hall of mirrors, , within which was found
moki steps. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place, not knowing that
it was indeed the wrong way.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a twilit tetrasoon, accented by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor with a design of imbrication. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit
dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rococo atrium, dominated by a gilt-framed mirror
with a design of chevrons. And that was where the encounter between an English
poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a blind poet named Homer took place. Homer
offered advice to Geoffery Chaucer in the form of a story. So Homer began, “It
seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Homer’s Story About Kublai Khan

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Kublai Khan
had followed a secret path, and so he had arrived in that place. Kublai Khan
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Kublai Khan thought that
this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a wide and low atelier, accented by a glass chandelier
which was lined with a repeated pattern of egg-and-dart. And that was where
the encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan
and a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo took place. Little
Nemo offered advice to Kublai Khan in the form of a story. So Little Nemo
began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And Little Nemo told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was
very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a Churrigueresque spicery, dominated by divans lining the
perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Kublai Khan discovered that
one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a design
of acanthus. Kublai Khan wandered, lost in thought.

Kublai Khan entered a primitive tetrasoon, that had a wood-framed mirror.
And that was where the encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls
named Kublai Khan and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu
took place. Murasaki Shikibu offered advice to Kublai Khan in the form of
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a story. So Murasaki Shikibu began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…”

And she told the following story:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Socrates

There was once a library that was a map of itself. Socrates must have gotten
lost, because he was wandering there. Socrates chose an exit at random and
walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a ominous peristyle, that had a large fresco of a garden with
two paths dividing. Socrates discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a ominous peristyle, that had a large fresco of a garden with
two paths dividing. Socrates walked away from that place, not knowing that it
was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Socrates opened
a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror. And
there Socrates found the exit.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said,
ending the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a marble-floored library, containing a quatrefoil carved
into the wall. Kublai Khan felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Kublai Khan entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Kublai Khan thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Kublai Khan felt sure that this must be the way out.

Kublai Khan entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter between a Khagan
of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and the sister of Scheherazade named
Dunyazad took place. Kublai Khan offered advice to Dunyazad in the form of a
story. So Kublai Khan began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Kublai Khan’s Story About Dunyazad
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There was once an expansive zone that was a map of itself. Dunyazad didn’t
know why she happened to be there. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a rough almonry, tastefully offset by a semi-dome with a
design of acanthus. Dunyazad walked away from that place, not knowing that
it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a primitive tepidarium, that had a lararium. And that was
where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and
a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu took place. Dunyazad
offered advice to Murasaki Shikibu in the form of a story. So Dunyazad began,
“It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And she told the following story:

Dunyazad’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a lady of the Impe-
rial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named Asterion.
Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Murasaki
Shikibu told a very symbolic story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story,
saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Scheherazade told a very intertwined story. “And that was how it happened,”
Scheherazade said, ending her story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Homer

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Homer
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
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Homer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Homer dis-
covered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Homer entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Homer wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Homer walked away from
that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a brick-walled picture gallery, tastefully offset by an exedra which
was lined with a repeated pattern of taijitu. Homer opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a brick-walled picture gallery, tastefully offset by an exedra which
was lined with a repeated pattern of taijitu. Homer discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Homer wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Homer walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Homer entered a twilit tepidarium, that had a crumbling mound of earth. Homer
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Homer entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many columns.
Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Homer entered a ominous sudatorium, tastefully offset by a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Homer felt sure that this must be the way
out.

Homer entered a ominous lumber room, decorated with an obelisk with a design
of wooden carvings. Homer chose an exit at random and walked that way,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way. Quite unexpectedly Homer
discovered the way out.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the
story.
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Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a rough equatorial room, tastefully offset by a gilt-framed
mirror with a design of acanthus. Dunyazad thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. And that was where the
encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet exiled
from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Dunyazad offered advice to
Dante Alighieri in the form of a story. So Dunyazad began, “It seems to me that
this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Dunyazad told a very
exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dunyazad
said, ending the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at
the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a rococo picture gallery, dominated by a sipapu framed by a
pattern of chevrons. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is probably north!”
as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a archaic hall of doors, containing a koi pond. Dunyazad
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a cramped and narrow liwan, tastefully offset by a lararium
which was lined with a repeated pattern of three hares. Dunyazad felt sure that
this must be the way out.

Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a cramped and narrow fogou, watched over by a monolith.
Dunyazad walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque cyzicene hall, , within which was found a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror. Which was where Dunyazad
found the exit.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Kublai Khan said, ending
the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan wandered, lost in thought.

Kublai Khan entered a luxurious portico, tastefully offset by a parquet floor
which was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. Kublai Khan walked
away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way. At the
darkest hour Kublai Khan discovered the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending the
story.

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that
one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming library, tastefully offset by a monolith which
was lined with a repeated pattern of scratched markings. Geoffery Chaucer
walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
At the darkest hour Geoffery Chaucer discovered the way out.

“And that was how it happened,” Dante Alighieri said, ending his story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dante Alighieri said, ending
the story.

Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo felt sure that this must be
the way out. Which was where Marco Polo reached the end of the labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending
the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.
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Dunyazad entered a luxurious portico, tastefully offset by a parquet floor which
was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. Dunyazad thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a marble still room, , within which was found a glass-framed
mirror. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a art deco atrium, accented by a stone-framed mirror which
was lined with a repeated pattern of blue stones. Dunyazad walked away from
that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a art deco atrium, accented by a stone-framed mirror which
was lined with a repeated pattern of blue stones. Dunyazad muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Dunyazad thought that
this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad felt sure that this must be the way out.

Dunyazad entered a neoclassic atelier, watched over by a fountain. Dunyazad
chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled picture gallery, tastefully offset by an exedra
which was lined with a repeated pattern of taijitu. Dunyazad discovered that
one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a archaic tetrasoon, tastefully offset by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor with a design of pearl inlay. And that was where the
encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a Khagan
of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan took place. Kublai Khan offered
advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Kublai Khan began, “It seems to
me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Kublai Khan
told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,”
Kublai Khan said, ending the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a looming cryptoporticus, tastefully offset by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Dunyazad opened a
door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Dun-
yazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
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Dunyazad entered a archaic triclinium, tastefully offset by a fire in a low basin
framed by a pattern of pearl inlay. And that was where the encounter between
the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a blind poet named Homer
took place. Homer offered advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Homer
began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And he told the following story:
Homer’s Story About Kublai Khan
There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Kublai Khan
had followed a secret path, and so he had arrived in that place. Kublai Khan
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.
Kublai Khan entered a cramped and narrow hall of doors, containing a large
fresco of a garden with two paths dividing. Kublai Khan thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Kublai Khan entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed
mirror with a design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter
between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a child trying
to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo took place. Little Nemo offered advice
to Kublai Khan in the form of a story. So Little Nemo began, “It seems to me
that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Little Nemo told a
very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little
Nemo said, ending the story.
Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Kublai Khan entered a primitive tetrasoon, that had a wood-framed mirror.
Kublai Khan discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a
reflection in a mirror.
Kublai Khan entered a twilit tetrasoon, accented by a labyrinth pattern in-
scribed on the floor with a design of imbrication. Kublai Khan wandered, lost
in thought.
Kublai Khan entered a cramped and narrow cryptoporticus, containing a sipapu.
And that was where the encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls
named Kublai Khan and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu
took place. Murasaki Shikibu offered advice to Kublai Khan in the form of
a story. So Murasaki Shikibu began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…”
And she told the following story:
Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Socrates
There was once a library that was a map of itself. Socrates must have gotten
lost, because he was wandering there. Socrates chose an exit at random and
walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

100



Socrates entered a high fogou, decorated with an alcove framed by a pattern
of a dizzying spiral pattern. Socrates discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a art deco atrium, decorated with a trompe-l’oeil fresco with a
design of blue stones. Socrates walked away from that place, not knowing that
it was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a high hall of doors, that had a beautiful fresco. Socrates
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Socrates entered a high hall of doors, that had a beautiful fresco. Socrates felt
a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Socrates entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mir-
ror with a design of wooden carvings. Socrates muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Socrates entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Socrates
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a brick-walled picture gallery, tastefully offset by an exedra
which was lined with a repeated pattern of taijitu. Socrates felt sure that this
must be the way out.

Socrates entered a looming hedge maze, that had a fireplace. Socrates wandered,
lost in thought.

Socrates entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Socrates
walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. And that
was where the encounter between a philosopher named Socrates and a lady of
the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu took place. Socrates offered advice
to Murasaki Shikibu in the form of a story. So Socrates began, “It seems to me
that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Socrates’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a lady of the Impe-
rial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named Asterion.
Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Murasaki
Shikibu told a very symbolic story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story,
saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”
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This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Scheherazade told a very intertwined story. “And that was how it happened,”
Scheherazade said, ending her story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Homer

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Homer
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Homer wan-
dered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Homer walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Homer entered a rough twilit solar, accented by a trompe-l’oeil fresco with a
design of acanthus. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a shadowy hedge maze, containing an exedra. Homer discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on the
floor with a design of wooden carvings. Homer wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Homer walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

102



Homer entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Homer opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of
doors.

Homer entered a twilit twilit solar, watched over by a crumbling mound of earth.
Homer felt sure that this must be the way out.

Homer entered a shadowy picture gallery, accented by moki steps which was
lined with a repeated pattern of carved runes. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a looming library, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Homer discovered that one
of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter between a
blind poet named Homer and a poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri
took place. Homer offered advice to Dante Alighieri in the form of a story. So
Homer began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of
when…” And Homer told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was
very like this place,” Homer said, ending the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on the
floor with a design of wooden carvings. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion
of doors.

Homer entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. And that was where
the encounter between a blind poet named Homer and a member of royalty
named Asterion took place. Homer offered advice to Asterion in the form of
a story. So Homer began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…” And Homer told a very exciting story. “So you see how
that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a luxurious portico, tastefully offset by a parquet floor which
was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. Homer walked away from that
place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a primitive peristyle, decorated with a trompe-l’oeil fresco with
a design of red gems. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead,
passing a reflection in a mirror. Almost unable to believe it, Homer found the
exit.
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“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Socrates said, ending the
story.
Socrates decided to travel onwards. Socrates muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.
Socrates entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Socrates thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in
a mirror.
Socrates entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. And
that was where the encounter between a philosopher named Socrates and a
poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Socrates offered
advice to Dante Alighieri in the form of a story. So Socrates began, “It seems
to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Socrates
told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,”
Socrates said, ending the story.
Socrates decided to travel onwards. Socrates opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Socrates entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Socrates
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors. At the darkest hour Socrates reached
the end of the labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said,
ending the story.
Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Kublai Khan entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many
columns. Kublai Khan felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Kublai Khan entered a cramped and narrow still room, tastefully offset by a
parquet floor which was lined with a repeated pattern of three hares. Kublai
Khan thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing
a reflection in a mirror.
Kublai Khan entered a neoclassic almonry, watched over by an exedra. Kublai
Khan felt sure that this must be the way out.
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Kublai Khan entered a rough darbazi, containing a fountain. And that was
where the encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai
Khan and the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad took place. Kublai Khan
offered advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Kublai Khan began, “It
seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And he told the following story:
Kublai Khan’s Story About Dunyazad
There was once an expansive zone that was a map of itself. Dunyazad didn’t
know why she happened to be there. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.
Dunyazad entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Dun-
yazad walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.
Dunyazad entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. And that was where
the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a lady
of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu took place. Dunyazad offered
advice to Murasaki Shikibu in the form of a story. So Dunyazad began, “It
seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And she told the following story:
Dunyazad’s inspiring Story
Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a lady of the Impe-
rial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named Asterion.
Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Murasaki
Shikibu told a very symbolic story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story,
saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”
So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”
This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:
Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story
Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Scheherazade told a very intertwined story. “And that was how it happened,”
Scheherazade said, ending her story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”
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So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”
This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:
Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Homer
There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Homer
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Homer entered a twilit cavaedium, containing a standing stone inlayed with gold
and. Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a
reflection in a mirror.
Homer entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which was
lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Homer wandered, lost in thought.
Homer entered a high portico, decorated with a great many columns with a
design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Homer walked away from that place, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.
Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.
Homer entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Homer wandered, lost in
thought.
Homer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Homer walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.
Homer entered a twilit twilit solar, watched over by a crumbling mound of earth.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.
Homer entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps. Homer
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Homer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Homer felt sure that this must be the way out.
Homer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Homer chose
an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.
Homer entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Homer
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a
mirror.
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Homer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter between a blind poet
named Homer and a poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took
place. Homer offered advice to Dante Alighieri in the form of a story. So Homer
began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And Homer told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like
this place,” Homer said, ending the story.
Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Homer entered a primitive peristyle, decorated with a trompe-l’oeil fresco with
a design of red gems. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Homer entered a primitive peristyle, decorated with a trompe-l’oeil fresco with
a design of red gems. And that was where the encounter between a blind poet
named Homer and a member of royalty named Asterion took place. Homer
offered advice to Asterion in the form of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to
me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Homer told a
very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer
said, ending the story.
Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer wandered, lost in thought. Quite
unexpectedly Homer reached the end of the labyrinth.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the
story.
Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.
Dunyazad entered a primitive cyzicene hall, watched over by a moasic. Dun-
yazad thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing
a reflection in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. And that
was where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad
and a poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Dunyazad
offered advice to Dante Alighieri in the form of a story. So Dunyazad began,
“It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And
Dunyazad told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like
this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the story.
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Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Dunyazad
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on
the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a high spicery, accented by a gilt-framed mirror with a de-
sign of a dizzying spiral pattern. Dunyazad thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a marble spicery, watched over by many solomonic columns.
Dunyazad felt sure that this must be the way out. Which was where Dunyazad
reached the end of the labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Kublai Khan said, ending
the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan wandered, lost in thought.

Kublai Khan entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed
mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Kublai Khan walked away from that
place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a ominous twilit solar, accented by a pair of komaninu
with a design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter between
a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a philosopher named
Socrates took place. Kublai Khan offered advice to Socrates in the form of a
story. So Kublai Khan began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Kublai Khan’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a lady of the Impe-
rial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named Asterion.
Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Murasaki
Shikibu told a very symbolic story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story,
saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:
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Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Scheherazade told a very intertwined story. “And that was how it happened,”
Scheherazade said, ending her story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Homer

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Homer
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Homer
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Homer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Homer wan-
dered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a primitive hedge maze, accented by a cartouche with a mirror
inside framed by a pattern of red gems. Homer walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a shadowy hedge maze, containing an exedra. Homer discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a marble-floored cyzicene hall, , within which was found a sipapu.
Homer wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining the
perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Homer walked away from that
place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Homer opened a door, not
feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
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Homer entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on the
floor with a design of wooden carvings. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion
of doors.
Homer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Homer felt sure that this must be the way out.
Homer entered a Churrigueresque spicery, dominated by divans lining the
perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Homer chose an exit at
random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Homer entered a cramped and narrow cryptoporticus, containing a sipapu.
Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.
Homer entered a Baroque atelier, watched over by a sipapu. And that was
where the encounter between a blind poet named Homer and a poet exiled from
Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Homer offered advice to Dante
Alighieri in the form of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to me that this
place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Homer told a very exciting
story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending
the story.
Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Homer entered a high spicery, accented by a gilt-framed mirror with a design of
a dizzying spiral pattern. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Homer entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. And that was where the
encounter between a blind poet named Homer and a member of royalty named
Asterion took place. Homer offered advice to Asterion in the form of a story.
So Homer began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me
of when…” And Homer told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story
was very like this place,” Homer said, ending the story.
Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer wandered, lost in thought.
Homer entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on the
floor with a design of wooden carvings. Homer walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Homer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead,
passing a reflection in a mirror.
Homer entered a ominous lumber room, decorated with an obelisk with a design
of wooden carvings. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors. And there
Homer reached the end of the labyrinth.
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“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Kublai Khan said, ending
the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Kublai Khan thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter
between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a blind
librarian named Jorge Luis Borges took place. Kublai Khan offered advice to
Jorge Luis Borges in the form of a story. So Kublai Khan began, “It seems to
me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Kublai Khan
told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,”
Kublai Khan said, ending the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with
a design of wooden carvings. Kublai Khan felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of
doors. At the darkest hour Kublai Khan reached the end of the labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending the
story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a archaic triclinium, tastefully offset by a fire in a low basin
framed by a pattern of pearl inlay. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled picture gallery, watched over by a parquet
floor. Dunyazad walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a luxurious kiva, dominated by a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of arabseque. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
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Dunyazad entered a cramped and narrow cryptoporticus, containing a sipapu.
Dunyazad thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Dunyazad felt sure that this must be the way out.

Dunyazad entered a wide and low liwan, dominated by a standing stone inlayed
with gold and framed by a pattern of egg-and-dart. Dunyazad chose an exit at
random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mir-
ror with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a marble atelier, tastefully offset by a monolith which was
lined with a repeated pattern of palmettes. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. And that was
where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a
blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges took place. Jorge Luis Borges offered
advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Jorge Luis Borges began, “It
seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Jorge Luis Borges’s Story About Socrates

There was once a library that was a map of itself. Socrates must have gotten
lost, because he was wandering there. Socrates chose an exit at random and
walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a Baroque peristyle, dominated by a large fresco of a garden
with two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of buta mo-
tifs. Socrates discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a marble-floored tetrasoon, decorated with a moasic framed
by a pattern of complex interlacing. Socrates walked away from that place, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Socrates opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Socrates
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Socrates entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Socrates
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.
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Socrates entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Socrates thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many columns.
Socrates felt sure that this must be the way out.

Socrates entered a wide and low portico, watched over by an abat-son. Socrates
wandered, lost in thought.

Socrates entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Socrates walked away from
that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a Baroque peristyle, dominated by a large fresco of a garden
with two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs.
And that was where the encounter between a philosopher named Socrates and
a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu took place. Socrates
offered advice to Murasaki Shikibu in the form of a story. So Socrates began,
“It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Socrates’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a lady of the Impe-
rial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named Asterion.
Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Murasaki
Shikibu told a very symbolic story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story,
saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Scheherazade told a very intertwined story. “And that was how it happened,”
Scheherazade said, ending her story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”
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This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Homer

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Homer
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a marble-floored cyzicene hall, , within which was found a sipapu.
Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a twilit cavaedium, containing a standing stone inlayed with gold
and. Homer wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a twilit cavaedium, containing a standing stone inlayed with gold
and. Homer walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.

Homer entered a art deco tablinum, tastefully offset by a fire in a low basin
framed by a pattern of blue stones. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a brick-walled almonry, tastefully offset by a large fresco of a
garden with two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of
taijitu. Homer wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a primitive atelier, accented by xoanon with a design of red gems.
Homer walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Homer entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Homer opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of
doors.

Homer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Homer felt sure that this must be the way out.

Homer entered a neoclassic atelier, watched over by a fountain. Homer chose an
exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Homer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else, passing a reflection in a mirror.
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Homer entered a art deco tablinum, tastefully offset by a fire in a low basin
framed by a pattern of blue stones. And that was where the encounter between a
blind poet named Homer and a poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri
took place. Homer offered advice to Dante Alighieri in the form of a story. So
Homer began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of
when…” And Homer told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was
very like this place,” Homer said, ending the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror. At the darkest hour Homer found
the exit.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Socrates said, ending the
story.

Socrates decided to travel onwards. Socrates muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Socrates entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Socrates thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in
a mirror.

Socrates entered a cramped and narrow fogou, watched over by a monolith.
And that was where the encounter between a philosopher named Socrates and
a poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Socrates offered
advice to Dante Alighieri in the form of a story. So Socrates began, “It seems
to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Socrates
told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,”
Socrates said, ending the story.

Socrates decided to travel onwards. Socrates opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a ominous peristyle, that had a large fresco of a garden with
two paths dividing. Socrates felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors. At the
darkest hour Socrates reached the end of the labyrinth.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Jorge Luis Borges said,
ending the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a twilit tetrasoon, accented by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of imbrication. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a design
of acanthus. Dunyazad thought that this direction looked promising, and went
that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled picture gallery, watched over by a parquet floor.
Dunyazad felt sure that this must be the way out.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled picture gallery, tastefully offset by an exedra
which was lined with a repeated pattern of taijitu. And that was where the
encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a child
trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo took place. Dunyazad offered
advice to Little Nemo in the form of a story. So Dunyazad began, “It seems to
me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And she told the following story:

Dunyazad’s Story About Dunyazad

There was once an expansive zone that was a map of itself. Dunyazad didn’t
know why she happened to be there. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque hedge maze, , within which was found a
fire in a low basin. Dunyazad walked away from that place, not knowing that
it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter between the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a lady of the Imperial Court named
Murasaki Shikibu took place. Dunyazad offered advice to Murasaki Shikibu in
the form of a story. So Dunyazad began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…”

And she told the following story:

Dunyazad’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a lady of the Impe-
rial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named Asterion.
Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Murasaki
Shikibu told a very symbolic story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story,
saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”
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So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”
This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:
Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story
Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Scheherazade told a very intertwined story. “And that was how it happened,”
Scheherazade said, ending her story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”
So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”
This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:
Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Homer
There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Homer
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Homer entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Homer
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a
mirror.
Homer entered a brick-walled picture gallery, watched over by a parquet floor.
Homer wandered, lost in thought.
Homer entered a twilit tepidarium, that had a crumbling mound of earth. Homer
walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Homer entered a wide and low ���, that had a beautiful fresco. Homer opened a
door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Homer entered a shadowy hedge maze, containing an exedra. Homer discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Homer entered a primitive atelier, accented by xoanon with a design of red gems.
Homer wandered, lost in thought.
Homer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Homer walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.
Homer entered a twilit tetrasoon, accented by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on
the floor with a design of imbrication. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
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Homer entered a cramped and narrow cryptoporticus, containing a sipapu.
Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Homer entered a ominous sudatorium, tastefully offset by a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Homer felt sure that this must be the way
out.

Homer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Homer chose an exit at random and walked that way,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way. Quite unexpectedly Homer
discovered the way out.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the
story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous picture gallery, dominated by many solomonic
columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of wooden carvings. Dunyazad
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a high kiva, accented by a large fresco of a garden with two
paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of a dizzying spiral
pattern. And that was where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade
named Dunyazad and a poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took
place. Dunyazad offered advice to Dante Alighieri in the form of a story. So
Dunyazad began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me
of when…” And Dunyazad told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story
was very like this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a marble picture gallery, that had an abat-son. Dunyazad
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.
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Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a de-
sign of wooden carvings. Dunyazad thought that this direction looked promising,
and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps. Dun-
yazad felt sure that this must be the way out.

Dunyazad entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Dunyazad wandered, lost
in thought. Almost unable to believe it, Dunyazad reached the end of the
labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the
story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque sudatorium, dominated by a trompe-l’oeil
fresco with a design of winding knots. Dunyazad walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way. At the darkest hour Dunyazad
discovered the way out.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Socrates said, ending the
story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Shahryar entered a rococo atelier, accented by an alcove framed by a pattern of
chevrons. Shahryar wandered, lost in thought.

Shahryar entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Shahryar walked away from that place, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way. At the darkest hour Shahryar discovered the
way out.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending
the story.

Little Nemo decided to travel onwards. Little Nemo felt sure that this must be
the way out.

Little Nemo entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Little Nemo chose an exit at random and walked
that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Little Nemo entered a high kiva, accented by a large fresco of a garden with
two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of a dizzying spiral
pattern. And that was where the encounter between a child trying to go to
Slumberland named Little Nemo and a poet of Rome named Virgil took place.
Little Nemo offered advice to Virgil in the form of a story. So Little Nemo
began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Little Nemo’s Story About Shahryar

There was once an architectural forest from which few emerged. Shahryar
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Shahryar muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of foot-
steps.

Shahryar entered a brick-walled hall of doors, watched over by a fireplace.
Shahryar thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Shahryar entered a rococo atelier, accented by an alcove framed by a pattern of
chevrons. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque fogou, accented by a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of winding knots. Shahryar chose an exit at
random and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a marble hall of doors, decorated with a trompe-l’oeil fresco
with a design of palmettes. Shahryar walked away from that place, listening to
the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Shahryar opened
a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Shahryar entered a primitive picture gallery, decorated with a great many
columns with a design of red gems. Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at the confusion
of doors.

Shahryar entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter between a king
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of Persia named Shahryar and a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges took
place. Jorge Luis Borges offered advice to Shahryar in the form of a story.
So Jorge Luis Borges began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…” And Jorge Luis Borges told a very exciting story. “So
you see how that story was very like this place,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending
the story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the
way out.

Shahryar entered a luxurious almonry, , within which was found a sipapu.
Shahryar chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo of
footsteps.

Shahryar entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Shahryar
felt sure that this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. And that was where
the encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar and a philosopher
named Socrates took place. Socrates offered advice to Shahryar in the form
of a story. So Socrates began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Socrates’s intertwined Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
member of royalty named Asterion and a lady of the Imperial Court named
Murasaki Shikibu. Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story,
because it was Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king,
that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s recursive Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a member of royalty
named Asterion and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Asterion suggested that he
should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related,
O august king, that…” And Asterion told a very exciting story. “And that was
how it happened,” Asterion said, ending his story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:
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Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Dunyazad

There was once a cybertextual data structure that was a map of itself. Dunyazad
must have gotten lost, because she was wandering there. Dunyazad walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a cramped and narrow tablinum, watched over by a lararium.
Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a cramped and narrow tablinum, watched over by a larar-
ium. Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing
a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a primitive hedge maze, accented by a cartouche with a mirror
inside framed by a pattern of red gems. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a twilit cavaedium, containing a standing stone inlayed with
gold and. Dunyazad walked away from that place, not knowing that it was
indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous peristyle, that had a large fresco of a garden with
two paths dividing. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it
lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mir-
ror with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on
the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad discovered that one of
the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a marble-floored triclinium, accented by a pair of komaninu
with a design of complex interlacing. Dunyazad walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Dunyazad
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a
mirror.
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Dunyazad entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. And
that was where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dun-
yazad and a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo took place.
Little Nemo offered advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Little Nemo
began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Little Nemo’s Story About Marco Polo

There was once a library, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed through
mirrors. Marco Polo couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Marco
Polo wandered, lost in thought.

Marco Polo entered a archaic hedge maze, that had a fallen column. Marco
Polo muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Marco Polo entered a archaic equatorial room, accented by an abat-son with a
design of pearl inlay. And that was where the encounter between an explorer
of Venice named Marco Polo and a poet exiled from Florence named Dante
Alighieri took place. Dante Alighieri offered advice to Marco Polo in the form
of a story. So Dante Alighieri began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Dante Alighieri’s moving Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, a poet
exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri and a lady of the Imperial Court
named Murasaki Shikibu. Dante Alighieri suggested that he should tell a story,
because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king,
that…”

This is the story that Dante Alighieri told:

Dante Alighieri’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an engmatic labyrinth, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed
through mirrors. Geoffery Chaucer didn’t know why he happened to be there.
Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rococo triclinium, , within which was found a pair
of komaninu. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place, not knowing that
it was indeed the wrong way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a luxurious hall of doors, dominated by a stone-framed
mirror which was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. Geoffery Chaucer
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a
mirror.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a luxurious hall of doors, dominated by a stone-framed
mirror which was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. Geoffery Chaucer
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous peristyle, that had a large fresco of a garden
with two paths dividing. And that was where the encounter between an English
poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a blind poet named Homer took place. Homer
offered advice to Geoffery Chaucer in the form of a story. So Homer began, “It
seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Homer’s Story About Kublai Khan

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Kublai Khan
had followed a secret path, and so he had arrived in that place. Kublai Khan
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Kublai Khan thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in
a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter
between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a child trying
to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo took place. Little Nemo offered advice
to Kublai Khan in the form of a story. So Little Nemo began, “It seems to me
that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Little Nemo told a
very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little
Nemo said, ending the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Kublai Khan discovered that one
of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a art deco cavaedium, accented by a semi-dome with a
design of blue stones. Kublai Khan wandered, lost in thought.

Kublai Khan entered a primitive atelier, accented by xoanon with a design of red
gems. And that was where the encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol
Uls named Kublai Khan and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu took place. Murasaki Shikibu offered advice to Kublai Khan in the
form of a story. So Murasaki Shikibu began, “It seems to me that this place we
find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And she told the following story:
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Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Socrates

There was once a library that was a map of itself. Socrates must have gotten
lost, because he was wandering there. Socrates chose an exit at random and
walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Socrates
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Socrates entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Socrates walked
away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way. Almost
unable to believe it, Socrates discovered the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said,
ending the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a wide and low atelier, accented by a glass chandelier
which was lined with a repeated pattern of egg-and-dart. Kublai Khan felt a
bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Kublai Khan entered a primitive colonnade, , within which was found a qua-
trefoil carved into the wall. Kublai Khan thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Kublai
Khan felt sure that this must be the way out. Quite unexpectedly Kublai Khan
reached the end of the labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending the
story.

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that
one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous peristyle, that had a large fresco of a garden
with two paths dividing. Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought. Quite
unexpectedly Geoffery Chaucer reached the end of the labyrinth.

“And that was how it happened,” Dante Alighieri said, ending his story.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dante Alighieri said, ending
the story.
Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo felt sure that this must be
the way out.
Marco Polo entered a Baroque fogou, that had a pair of komaninu. Marco Polo
chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.
Marco Polo entered a Baroque sudatorium, dominated by divans lining the
perimeter framed by a pattern of buta motifs. Marco Polo discovered that one
of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Marco Polo entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. And that was where the
encounter between an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo and a member of
royalty named Asterion took place. Asterion offered advice to Marco Polo in
the form of a story. So Asterion began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…” And Asterion told a very exciting story. “So
you see how that story was very like this place,” Asterion said, ending the story.
Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Marco Polo entered a archaic equatorial room, dominated by a fireplace with a
design of pearl inlay. Marco Polo opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it
lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Marco Polo entered a high spicery, accented by a gilt-framed mirror with a
design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Marco Polo felt a bit dizzy at the confusion
of doors.
Marco Polo entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
And that was where the encounter between an explorer of Venice named Marco
Polo and a king of Persia named Shahryar took place. Shahryar offered advice
to Marco Polo in the form of a story. So Shahryar began, “It seems to me that
this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And he told the following story:
Shahryar’s Story About Kublai Khan
There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Kublai Khan
had followed a secret path, and so he had arrived in that place. Kublai Khan
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.
Kublai Khan entered a Churrigueresque hedge maze, , within which was found
a fire in a low basin. Kublai Khan thought that this direction looked promising,
and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.
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Kublai Khan entered a primitive tepidarium, that had a lararium. And that was
where the encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai
Khan and a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo took place.
Little Nemo offered advice to Kublai Khan in the form of a story. So Little
Nemo began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of
when…” And Little Nemo told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story
was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Kublai Khan discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Kublai Khan wandered, lost in thought.

Kublai Khan entered a marble-floored peristyle, dominated by a gilt-framed
mirror with a design of complex interlacing. And that was where the encounter
between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a lady of the
Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu took place. Murasaki Shikibu offered
advice to Kublai Khan in the form of a story. So Murasaki Shikibu began, “It
seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And she told the following story:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Socrates

There was once a library that was a map of itself. Socrates must have gotten
lost, because he was wandering there. Socrates chose an exit at random and
walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a marble-floored triclinium, accented by a pair of komaninu
with a design of complex interlacing. Socrates discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Socrates
walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Socrates opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Socrates felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Socrates entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Socrates muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.
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Socrates entered a wide and low cavaedium, watched over by a curved stair-
case. Socrates thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many columns.
Socrates felt sure that this must be the way out.

Socrates entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Socrates wandered, lost in thought.

Socrates entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Socrates
walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a brick-walled picture gallery, watched over by a parquet floor.
And that was where the encounter between a philosopher named Socrates and
a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu took place. Socrates
offered advice to Murasaki Shikibu in the form of a story. So Socrates began,
“It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Socrates’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a lady of the Impe-
rial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named Asterion.
Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Murasaki
Shikibu told a very symbolic story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story,
saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Scheherazade told a very intertwined story. “And that was how it happened,”
Scheherazade said, ending her story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:
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Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Homer

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Homer
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a cramped and narrow colonnade, dominated by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of three hares. Homer discovered that one
of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a luxurious kiva, dominated by a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of arabseque. Homer wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining the
perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Homer walked away from that
place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a rough rotunda, watched over by a standing stone inlayed with
gold and. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a shadowy hedge maze, containing an exedra. Homer wandered,
lost in thought.

Homer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Homer walked away from that place, not knowing that it
was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on the
floor with a design of wooden carvings. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of
doors.

Homer entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which was
lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Homer felt sure that this must be
the way out.

Homer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Homer
chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.

Homer entered a cramped and narrow cryptoporticus, containing a sipapu.
Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.
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Homer entered a looming almonry, containing a parquet floor. And that was
where the encounter between a blind poet named Homer and a poet exiled from
Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Homer offered advice to Dante
Alighieri in the form of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to me that this
place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Homer told a very exciting
story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending
the story.
Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Homer entered a luxurious darbazi, tastefully offset by a curved staircase framed
by a pattern of arabseque. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Homer entered a twilit cavaedium, containing a standing stone inlayed with gold
and. And that was where the encounter between a blind poet named Homer
and a member of royalty named Asterion took place. Homer offered advice to
Asterion in the form of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to me that this
place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Homer told a very exciting
story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending
the story.
Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer wandered, lost in thought. Quite
unexpectedly Homer reached the end of the labyrinth.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Socrates said, ending the
story.
Socrates decided to travel onwards. Socrates muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.
Socrates entered a cramped and narrow fogou, watched over by a monolith.
Socrates thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, pass-
ing a reflection in a mirror.
Socrates entered a primitive peristyle, decorated with a trompe-l’oeil fresco with
a design of red gems. And that was where the encounter between a philosopher
named Socrates and a poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took
place. Socrates offered advice to Dante Alighieri in the form of a story. So
Socrates began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me
of when…” And Socrates told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story
was very like this place,” Socrates said, ending the story.
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Socrates decided to travel onwards. Socrates opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a luxurious portico, tastefully offset by a parquet floor which
was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. Socrates felt a bit dizzy at
the confusion of doors. At the darkest hour Socrates reached the end of the
labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said,
ending the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many
columns. Kublai Khan felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Kublai Khan entered a art deco almonry, containing a gargoyle. Kublai Khan
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a high tablinum, containing a cartouche with a mirror
inside. Kublai Khan felt sure that this must be the way out.

Kublai Khan entered a high spicery, accented by a gilt-framed mirror with
a design of a dizzying spiral pattern. And that was where the encounter be-
tween a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and the sister of
Scheherazade named Dunyazad took place. Kublai Khan offered advice to Dun-
yazad in the form of a story. So Kublai Khan began, “It seems to me that this
place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Kublai Khan’s Story About Dunyazad

There was once an expansive zone that was a map of itself. Dunyazad didn’t
know why she happened to be there. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a looming hedge maze, that had a moasic. Dunyazad walked
away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a looming hedge maze, that had a moasic. And that was
where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and
a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu took place. Dunyazad
offered advice to Murasaki Shikibu in the form of a story. So Dunyazad began,
“It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And she told the following story:

Dunyazad’s inspiring Story
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Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a lady of the Impe-
rial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named Asterion.
Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Murasaki
Shikibu told a very symbolic story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story,
saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Scheherazade told a very intertwined story. “And that was how it happened,”
Scheherazade said, ending her story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Homer

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Homer
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a shadowy still room, that had a koi pond. Homer discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Homer wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a brick-walled picture gallery, tastefully offset by an exedra which
was lined with a repeated pattern of taijitu. Homer walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.
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Homer entered a high kiva, accented by a large fresco of a garden with two paths
dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern.
Homer wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a brick-walled picture gallery, tastefully offset by an exedra which
was lined with a repeated pattern of taijitu. Homer walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a primitive triclinium, tastefully offset by many solomonic
columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of red gems. Homer opened
a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of
doors.

Homer entered a twilit twilit solar, watched over by a crumbling mound of earth.
Homer felt sure that this must be the way out.

Homer entered a archaic still room, accented by a curved staircase framed by
a pattern of pearl inlay. Homer chose an exit at random and walked that way,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a high portico, decorated with a great many columns with a
design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Homer discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a shadowy picture gallery, accented by moki steps which was
lined with a repeated pattern of carved runes. And that was where the encounter
between a blind poet named Homer and a poet exiled from Florence named
Dante Alighieri took place. Homer offered advice to Dante Alighieri in the form
of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…” And Homer told a very exciting story. “So you see how
that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque anatomical theatre, decorated with a false
door framed by a pattern of winding knots. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors.

Homer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. And that
was where the encounter between a blind poet named Homer and a member
of royalty named Asterion took place. Homer offered advice to Asterion in the
form of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…” And Homer told a very exciting story. “So you
see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer wandered, lost in thought. Quite
unexpectedly Homer reached the end of the labyrinth.
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“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the
story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Dunyazad thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter between the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet exiled from Florence named
Dante Alighieri took place. Dunyazad offered advice to Dante Alighieri in the
form of a story. So Dunyazad began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…” And Dunyazad told a very exciting story. “So
you see how that story was very like this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the
story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a archaic hall of doors, containing a koi pond. Dunyazad
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mir-
ror with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Dunyazad
felt sure that this must be the way out.

Dunyazad entered a luxurious cavaedium, accented by a gargoyle which was
lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a luxurious portico, tastefully offset by a parquet floor which
was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. Dunyazad walked away from
that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way. And there Dunyazad
discovered the way out.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Kublai Khan said, ending
the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan wandered, lost in thought.

Kublai Khan entered a rough spicery, decorated with a fire in a low basin
framed by a pattern of acanthus. Kublai Khan walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. And that was
where the encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai
Khan and a philosopher named Socrates took place. Kublai Khan offered advice
to Socrates in the form of a story. So Kublai Khan began, “It seems to me that
this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Kublai Khan’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a lady of the Impe-
rial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named Asterion.
Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Murasaki
Shikibu told a very symbolic story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story,
saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Scheherazade told a very intertwined story. “And that was how it happened,”
Scheherazade said, ending her story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Homer
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There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Homer
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a rococo sudatorium, , within which was found a pair of koman-
inu. Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a shadowy still room, that had a koi pond. Homer wandered,
lost in thought.

Homer entered a neoclassic atelier, watched over by a fountain. Homer walked
away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a archaic hedge maze, containing a pair of komaninu. Homer
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which was
lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Homer wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Homer walked away from that place, not knowing that it
was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a sipapu. Homer felt a bit
dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Homer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Homer felt
sure that this must be the way out.

Homer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Homer chose an exit at random and walked that way, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a ominous sudatorium, tastefully offset by a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Homer discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. And that was where the encounter
between a blind poet named Homer and a poet exiled from Florence named
Dante Alighieri took place. Homer offered advice to Dante Alighieri in the form
of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
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reminds me of when…” And Homer told a very exciting story. “So you see how
that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a primitive colonnade, , within which was found a quatrefoil
carved into the wall. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors. Almost
unable to believe it, Homer reached the end of the labyrinth.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Kublai Khan said, ending
the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way. At the darkest hour Kublai Khan discovered the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Shahryar said, ending the
story.

Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a rococo atelier, accented by an alcove framed by a pattern
of chevrons. Marco Polo wandered, lost in thought.

Marco Polo entered a primitive colonnade, , within which was found a quatrefoil
carved into the wall. Marco Polo walked away from that place, not knowing that
it was indeed the wrong way. At the darkest hour Marco Polo discovered the
way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending
the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.
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Dunyazad entered a twilit almonry, dominated by an empty cartouche which
was lined with a repeated pattern of imbrication. Dunyazad thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was found
a pair of komaninu. Dunyazad walked away from that place, not knowing that
it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was found
a pair of komaninu. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is probably north!”
as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a primitive hedge maze, accented by a cartouche with a mirror
inside framed by a pattern of red gems. Dunyazad thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Dunyazad felt sure
that this must be the way out.

Dunyazad entered a twilit tepidarium, that had a crumbling mound of earth.
Dunyazad chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it
was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a twilit tepidarium, that had a crumbling mound of earth.
Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a re-
flection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mir-
ror with a design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter be-
tween the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a Khagan of the Ikh
Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan took place. Kublai Khan offered advice to
Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Kublai Khan began, “It seems to me that
this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Kublai Khan told a
very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Kublai
Khan said, ending the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Dunyazad
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Dunyazad entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Dunyazad
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a ominous sudatorium, tastefully offset by a wood-framed
mirror with a design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter
between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a blind poet named
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Homer took place. Homer offered advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So
Homer began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of
when…”

And he told the following story:

Homer’s Story About Kublai Khan

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Kublai Khan
had followed a secret path, and so he had arrived in that place. Kublai Khan
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a marble-floored tetrasoon, decorated with a moasic
framed by a pattern of complex interlacing. Kublai Khan thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. And
that was where the encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named
Kublai Khan and a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo took
place. Little Nemo offered advice to Kublai Khan in the form of a story. So
Little Nemo began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds
me of when…” And Little Nemo told a very exciting story. “So you see how that
story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was
found a pair of komaninu. Kublai Khan discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Kublai Khan wandered, lost
in thought.

Kublai Khan entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. And
that was where the encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named
Kublai Khan and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu took
place. Murasaki Shikibu offered advice to Kublai Khan in the form of a story.
So Murasaki Shikibu began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…”

And she told the following story:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Socrates

There was once a library that was a map of itself. Socrates must have gotten
lost, because he was wandering there. Socrates chose an exit at random and
walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
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Socrates entered a rococo arborium, , within which was found a quatrefoil carved
into the wall. Socrates discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Socrates
walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Socrates opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a wide and low triclinium, decorated with an alcove framed by
a pattern of egg-and-dart. Socrates felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Socrates entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Socrates muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Socrates thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on
the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Socrates felt sure that this must be
the way out.

Socrates entered a brick-walled picture gallery, watched over by a parquet floor.
Socrates wandered, lost in thought.

Socrates entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Socrates walked away from that place, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a marble-floored triclinium, accented by a pair of komaninu
with a design of complex interlacing. And that was where the encounter between
a philosopher named Socrates and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu took place. Socrates offered advice to Murasaki Shikibu in the form of
a story. So Socrates began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Socrates’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a lady of the Impe-
rial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named Asterion.
Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Murasaki
Shikibu told a very symbolic story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story,
saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”
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This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Scheherazade told a very intertwined story. “And that was how it happened,”
Scheherazade said, ending her story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Homer

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Homer
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a brick-walled almonry, tastefully offset by a large fresco of a
garden with two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of
taijitu. Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Homer wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Homer walked away from that place, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a shadowy hedge maze, containing an exedra. Homer discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a twilit cryptoporticus, containing a beautiful fresco. Homer
wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a looming library, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Homer walked away from
that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
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Homer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a marble atelier, tastefully offset by a monolith which was lined
with a repeated pattern of palmettes. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion
of doors.

Homer entered a primitive hedge maze, accented by a cartouche with a mirror
inside framed by a pattern of red gems. Homer felt sure that this must be the
way out.

Homer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Homer chose an exit at random and walked that way, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a looming atrium, decorated with a standing stone inlayed with
gold and framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Homer discovered that
one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a rococo liwan, watched over by a fountain. And that was
where the encounter between a blind poet named Homer and a poet exiled from
Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Homer offered advice to Dante
Alighieri in the form of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to me that this
place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Homer told a very exciting
story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending
the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a looming hedge maze, that had a fireplace. Homer felt a bit
dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Homer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter between a blind poet
named Homer and a member of royalty named Asterion took place. Homer
offered advice to Asterion in the form of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to
me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Homer told a
very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer
said, ending the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer wandered, lost in thought. Quite
unexpectedly Homer reached the end of the labyrinth.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Socrates said, ending the
story.
Socrates decided to travel onwards. Socrates muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.
Socrates entered a ominous sudatorium, tastefully offset by a wood-framed mir-
ror with a design of wooden carvings. Socrates thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Socrates entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which was
lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. And that was where the encounter
between a philosopher named Socrates and a poet exiled from Florence named
Dante Alighieri took place. Socrates offered advice to Dante Alighieri in the
form of a story. So Socrates began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…” And Socrates told a very exciting story. “So
you see how that story was very like this place,” Socrates said, ending the story.
Socrates decided to travel onwards. Socrates opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Socrates entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Socrates felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of
doors.
Socrates entered a primitive triclinium, tastefully offset by many solomonic
columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of red gems. Socrates mut-
tered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way. Almost unable to believe it, Socrates discov-
ered the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said,
ending the story.
Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Kublai Khan entered a Baroque tablinum, dominated by a curved staircase
framed by a pattern of buta motifs. Kublai Khan felt a bit dizzy at the confusion
of doors.
Kublai Khan entered a Baroque tablinum, dominated by a curved staircase
framed by a pattern of buta motifs. Kublai Khan thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Kublai Khan entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Kublai Khan felt sure that
this must be the way out.
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Kublai Khan entered a Churrigueresque triclinium, watched over by a moasic.
And that was where the encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls
named Kublai Khan and the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad took place.
Kublai Khan offered advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Kublai Khan
began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And he told the following story:
Kublai Khan’s Story About Dunyazad
There was once an expansive zone that was a map of itself. Dunyazad didn’t
know why she happened to be there. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.
Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque atelier, that had a cartouche with a mirror
inside. Dunyazad walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.
Dunyazad entered a wide and low liwan, dominated by a standing stone inlayed
with gold and framed by a pattern of egg-and-dart. And that was where the
encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a lady of the
Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu took place. Dunyazad offered advice
to Murasaki Shikibu in the form of a story. So Dunyazad began, “It seems to
me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And she told the following story:
Dunyazad’s inspiring Story
Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a lady of the Impe-
rial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named Asterion.
Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Murasaki
Shikibu told a very symbolic story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story,
saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”
So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”
This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:
Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story
Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Scheherazade told a very intertwined story. “And that was how it happened,”
Scheherazade said, ending her story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”
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So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Homer

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Homer
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining the
perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Homer discovered that one of
the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a twilit cavaedium, containing a standing stone inlayed with gold
and. Homer wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a marble atelier, tastefully offset by a monolith which was lined
with a repeated pattern of palmettes. Homer walked away from that place, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a looming ���, , within which was found a stone-framed mirror.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a shadowy hedge maze, containing an exedra. Homer discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Homer wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining the
perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Homer walked away from that
place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a neoclassic atelier, watched over by a fountain. Homer opened
a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Homer felt a
bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Homer entered a rococo hall of doors, that had a fireplace. Homer felt sure that
this must be the way out.

Homer entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Homer chose an exit at
random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a ominous tepidarium, watched over by a lararium. And that
was where the encounter between a blind poet named Homer and a poet exiled
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from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Homer offered advice to Dante
Alighieri in the form of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to me that this place
we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Homer told a very exciting story.
“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending the
story.
Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Homer entered a ominous sudatorium, tastefully offset by a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of
doors.
Homer entered a brick-walled picture gallery, tastefully offset by an exedra which
was lined with a repeated pattern of taijitu. And that was where the encounter
between a blind poet named Homer and a member of royalty named Asterion
took place. Homer offered advice to Asterion in the form of a story. So Homer
began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And Homer told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like
this place,” Homer said, ending the story.
Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer wandered, lost in thought.
Homer entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Homer walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Homer entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Homer entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors. And there Homer reached the end of the labyrinth.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the
story.
Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.
Dunyazad entered a wide and low fogou, watched over by a koi pond. Dunyazad
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a
reflection in a mirror.
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Dunyazad entered a Baroque terrace, , within which was found a cartouche
with a mirror inside. And that was where the encounter between the sister of
Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet exiled from Florence named Dante
Alighieri took place. Dunyazad offered advice to Dante Alighieri in the form of
a story. So Dunyazad began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…” And Dunyazad told a very exciting story. “So you see
how that story was very like this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the story.
Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a archaic triclinium, tastefully offset by a fire in a low basin
framed by a pattern of pearl inlay. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion
of doors.
Dunyazad entered a high portico, decorated with a great many columns with
a design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.
Dunyazad entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many columns.
Dunyazad thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way,
passing a reflection in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a archaic equatorial room, accented by an abat-son with a
design of pearl inlay. Dunyazad felt sure that this must be the way out.
Dunyazad entered a archaic triclinium, tastefully offset by a fire in a low basin
framed by a pattern of pearl inlay. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.
Dunyazad entered a cramped and narrow fogou, watched over by a monolith.
Dunyazad walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.
Dunyazad entered a luxurious portico, tastefully offset by a parquet floor which
was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. Dunyazad opened a door, not
feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror. Which was
where Dunyazad found the exit.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Kublai Khan said, ending
the story.
Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan wandered, lost in thought.
Kublai Khan entered a high kiva, accented by a large fresco of a garden with
two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of a dizzying spiral
pattern. Kublai Khan walked away from that place, not knowing that it was
indeed the wrong way. At the darkest hour Kublai Khan discovered the way
out.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending the
story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a twilit cavaedium, containing a standing stone inlayed with
gold and. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a primitive darbazi, tastefully offset by xoanon with a design
of red gems. Dunyazad walked away from that place, not knowing that it was
indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a primitive peristyle, decorated with a trompe-l’oeil fresco
with a design of red gems. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a primitive peristyle, decorated with a trompe-l’oeil fresco
with a design of red gems. Dunyazad thought that this direction looked promis-
ing, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Dunyazad felt sure that this must be the way out.

Dunyazad entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Dunyazad chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it
was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a rococo hall of doors, that had a fireplace. Dunyazad dis-
covered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Dunyazad wandered, lost
in thought.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was found
a pair of komaninu. And that was where the encounter between the sister of
Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges
took place. Jorge Luis Borges offered advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story.
So Jorge Luis Borges began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Jorge Luis Borges’s Story About Socrates

There was once a library that was a map of itself. Socrates must have gotten
lost, because he was wandering there. Socrates chose an exit at random and
walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
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Socrates entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. Socrates discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Socrates entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Socrates
walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Socrates entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Socrates opened a
door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Socrates entered a high antechamber, that had an obelisk. Socrates felt a bit
dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Socrates entered a wide and low picture gallery, , within which was found a
crumbling mound of earth. Socrates muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Socrates entered a rococo triclinium, , within which was found a pair of koman-
inu. Socrates thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way,
passing a reflection in a mirror.
Socrates entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Socrates felt sure that this
must be the way out.
Socrates entered a art deco tetrasoon, decorated with a fallen column with a
design of blue stones. Socrates wandered, lost in thought.
Socrates entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Socrates walked away from that place, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Socrates entered a marble-floored arborium, accented by a stone-framed mirror
which was lined with a repeated pattern of complex interlacing. And that was
where the encounter between a philosopher named Socrates and a lady of the
Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu took place. Socrates offered advice to
Murasaki Shikibu in the form of a story. So Socrates began, “It seems to me
that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And he told the following story:
Socrates’s inspiring Story
Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a lady of the Impe-
rial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named Asterion.
Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Murasaki
Shikibu told a very symbolic story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story,
saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”
So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”
This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:
Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story
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Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Scheherazade told a very intertwined story. “And that was how it happened,”
Scheherazade said, ending her story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Homer

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Homer
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a marble atelier, tastefully offset by a monolith which was lined
with a repeated pattern of palmettes. Homer wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a marble atelier, tastefully offset by a monolith which was lined
with a repeated pattern of palmettes. Homer walked away from that place, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a art deco tablinum, tastefully offset by a fire in a low basin
framed by a pattern of blue stones. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a shadowy hedge maze, containing an exedra. Homer discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a twilit cryptoporticus, containing a beautiful fresco. Homer
wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Homer walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a shadowy liwan, that had a quatrefoil inscribed in the ground.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
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Homer entered a Churrigueresque spicery, dominated by divans lining the
perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Homer felt sure that this
must be the way out.

Homer entered a looming almonry, containing a parquet floor. Homer chose an
exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Homer entered a rococo liwan, watched over by a fountain. Homer discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. And that was
where the encounter between a blind poet named Homer and a poet exiled from
Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Homer offered advice to Dante
Alighieri in the form of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to me that this
place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Homer told a very exciting
story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending
the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on the
floor with a design of wooden carvings. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion
of doors.

Homer entered a archaic hall of mirrors, dominated by a beautiful fresco framed
by a pattern of pearl inlay. And that was where the encounter between a blind
poet named Homer and a member of royalty named Asterion took place. Homer
offered advice to Asterion in the form of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to
me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Homer told a
very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer
said, ending the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer wandered, lost in thought. Quite
unexpectedly Homer reached the end of the labyrinth.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Socrates said, ending the
story.

Socrates decided to travel onwards. Socrates muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.
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Socrates entered a cramped and narrow fogou, watched over by a monolith.
Socrates thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, pass-
ing a reflection in a mirror. Almost unable to believe it, Socrates found the
exit.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Jorge Luis Borges said,
ending the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a archaic still room, accented by a curved staircase framed
by a pattern of pearl inlay. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled cavaedium, watched over by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor. Dunyazad thought that this direction looked promising,
and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a wide and low darbazi, , within which was found a moasic.
Dunyazad felt sure that this must be the way out.

Dunyazad entered a luxurious kiva, dominated by a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of arabseque. And that was where the encounter
between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a child trying to go to
Slumberland named Little Nemo took place. Dunyazad offered advice to Little
Nemo in the form of a story. So Dunyazad began, “It seems to me that this
place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And she told the following story:

Dunyazad’s Story About Dunyazad

There was once an expansive zone that was a map of itself. Dunyazad didn’t
know why she happened to be there. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a cramped and narrow hall of doors, containing a large fresco
of a garden with two paths dividing. Dunyazad walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled hall of doors, watched over by a fireplace. And
that was where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dun-
yazad and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu took place.
Dunyazad offered advice to Murasaki Shikibu in the form of a story. So Dun-
yazad began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of
when…”

And she told the following story:

Dunyazad’s inspiring Story
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Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a lady of the Impe-
rial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named Asterion.
Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Murasaki
Shikibu told a very symbolic story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story,
saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Scheherazade told a very intertwined story. “And that was how it happened,”
Scheherazade said, ending her story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Homer

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Homer
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a high kiva, accented by a large fresco of a garden with two paths
dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern.
Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a neoclassic atelier, watched over by a fountain. Homer wan-
dered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Homer walked away from that place, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.
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Homer entered a shadowy hedge maze, containing an exedra. Homer discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Homer wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which was
lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Homer walked away from that
place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a twilit tetrasoon, accented by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on
the floor with a design of imbrication. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion
of doors.

Homer entered a looming almonry, containing a parquet floor. Homer felt sure
that this must be the way out.

Homer entered a looming hedge maze, that had a fireplace. Homer chose an
exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Homer entered a looming hedge maze, that had a fireplace. Homer discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a ominous sudatorium, tastefully offset by a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter between a
blind poet named Homer and a poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri
took place. Homer offered advice to Dante Alighieri in the form of a story. So
Homer began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of
when…” And Homer told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was
very like this place,” Homer said, ending the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Homer felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors.

Homer entered a Baroque cyzicene hall, , within which was found a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor. And that was where the encounter between a
blind poet named Homer and a member of royalty named Asterion took place.
Homer offered advice to Asterion in the form of a story. So Homer began, “It
seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Homer
told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,”
Homer said, ending the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer wandered, lost in thought. Quite
unexpectedly Homer reached the end of the labyrinth.

154



“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the
story.
Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.
Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a de-
sign of wooden carvings. Dunyazad thought that this direction looked promising,
and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a marble-floored darbazi, tastefully offset by a parquet floor
which was lined with a repeated pattern of complex interlacing. And that was
where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a
poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Dunyazad offered
advice to Dante Alighieri in the form of a story. So Dunyazad began, “It seems
to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Dunyazad
told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,”
Dunyazad said, ending the story.
Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a brick-walled anatomical theatre, dominated by a pair of
komaninu with a design of taijitu. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of
doors.
Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque liwan, tastefully offset by a semi-dome with
a design of winding knots. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Dunyazad entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Dunyazad thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Dunyazad felt sure that this
must be the way out.
Dunyazad entered a cramped and narrow hall of doors, containing a large fresco
of a garden with two paths dividing. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.
Dunyazad entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. Dunyazad walked
away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way. And there
Dunyazad discovered the way out.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the
story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Dun-
yazad walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way. At the darkest hour Dunyazad discovered the way out.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Socrates said, ending the
story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror. Which was where Shahryar
found the exit.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending
the story.

Little Nemo decided to travel onwards. Little Nemo muttered, “North, this way
is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Little Nemo entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with
a design of wooden carvings. Little Nemo thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way.

Little Nemo entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Little
Nemo felt sure that this must be the way out.

Little Nemo entered a marble hedge maze, decorated with moki steps which
was lined with a repeated pattern of palmettes. Little Nemo chose an exit at
random and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Little Nemo entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Little
Nemo walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Little Nemo entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu with a
design of scratched markings. Little Nemo opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead.
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Little Nemo entered a primitive triclinium, tastefully offset by many solomonic
columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of red gems. Little Nemo felt
a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Little Nemo entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lin-
ing the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Little Nemo muttered,
“North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo
of footsteps.

Little Nemo entered a twilit tetrasoon, accented by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of imbrication. And that was where the encounter
between a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo and a poet
exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Dante Alighieri offered
advice to Little Nemo in the form of a story. So Dante Alighieri began, “It
seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Dante
Alighieri told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like
this place,” Dante Alighieri said, ending the story.

Little Nemo decided to travel onwards. Little Nemo felt sure that this must be
the way out.

Little Nemo entered a marble hedge maze, decorated with moki steps which
was lined with a repeated pattern of palmettes. Little Nemo chose an exit at
random and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Little Nemo entered a wide and low fogou, that had a parquet floor. Little
Nemo felt sure that this must be the way out.

Little Nemo entered a Baroque cyzicene hall, , within which was found a
labyrinth pattern inscribed on the floor. And that was where the encounter
between a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo and a lady
of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu took place. Murasaki Shikibu
offered advice to Little Nemo in the form of a story. So Murasaki Shikibu began,
“It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And she told the following story:

Murasaki Shikibu’s intertwined Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
member of royalty named Asterion and a lady of the Imperial Court named
Murasaki Shikibu. Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story,
because it was Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king,
that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s recursive Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a member of royalty
named Asterion and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Asterion suggested that he
should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related,
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O august king, that…” And Asterion told a very exciting story. “And that was
how it happened,” Asterion said, ending his story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Dunyazad

There was once a cybertextual data structure that was a map of itself. Dunyazad
must have gotten lost, because she was wandering there. Dunyazad walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mir-
ror with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Dunyazad discovered that one
of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was found
a pair of komaninu. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled picture gallery, tastefully offset by an exedra
which was lined with a repeated pattern of taijitu. Dunyazad walked away from
that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a rococo triclinium, , within which was found a pair of ko-
maninu. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing
a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on
the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a de-
sign of wooden carvings. Dunyazad thought that this direction looked promising,
and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.
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Dunyazad entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Dun-
yazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled picture gallery, watched over by a parquet
floor. Dunyazad walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a neoclassic atelier, watched over by a fountain. Dunyazad
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. And that was where
the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a child
trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo took place. Little Nemo offered
advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Little Nemo began, “It seems to
me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Little Nemo’s Story About Marco Polo

There was once a library, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed through
mirrors. Marco Polo couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Marco
Polo wandered, lost in thought.

Marco Polo entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Marco Polo
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way. Quite unexpectedly Marco Polo discovered
the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending
the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled cavaedium, watched over by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor. Dunyazad thought that this direction looked promising,
and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a twilit cyzicene hall, tastefully offset by a sipapu framed by
a pattern of imbrication. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mir-
ror with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
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Dunyazad entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mir-
ror with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Dunyazad thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a rococo picture gallery, dominated by a sipapu framed by a
pattern of chevrons. Dunyazad felt sure that this must be the way out.

Dunyazad entered a looming hedge maze, that had a fireplace. Dunyazad chose
an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Dunyazad discovered that one
of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a looming picture gallery, watched over by a false door. And
that was where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dun-
yazad and a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan took place.
Kublai Khan offered advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Kublai
Khan began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of
when…” And Kublai Khan told a very exciting story. “So you see how that
story was very like this place,” Kublai Khan said, ending the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a twilit cyzicene hall, tastefully offset by a sipapu framed by
a pattern of imbrication. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where
it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror. At the darkest hour Dunyazad found
the exit.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said,
ending the story.

Little Nemo decided to travel onwards. Little Nemo discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror. Which was where
Little Nemo found the exit.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said,
ending the story.

Murasaki Shikibu decided to travel onwards. Murasaki Shikibu felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil
inscribed in the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Murasaki Shikibu
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to
the echo of footsteps.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a rococo terrace, accented by a wood-framed mirror
with a design of chevrons. Murasaki Shikibu thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. Murasaki Shikibu felt sure that this must be the way out.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a rococo terrace, accented by a wood-framed mirror
with a design of chevrons. Murasaki Shikibu chose an exit at random and walked
that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a archaic atelier, tastefully offset by an alcove framed
by a pattern of pearl inlay. Murasaki Shikibu walked away from that place,
listening to the echo of footsteps.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a marble picture gallery, that had an abat-son.
Murasaki Shikibu opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a looming atrium, decorated with a standing stone
inlayed with gold and framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Murasaki
Shikibu felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a shadowy kiva, tastefully offset by an empty car-
touche which was lined with a repeated pattern of carved runes. And that was
where the encounter between a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu and a king of Persia named Shahryar took place. Murasaki Shikibu
offered advice to Shahryar in the form of a story. So Murasaki Shikibu began,
“It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And she told the following story:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Shahryar

There was once a twilight dimention in space, which is the world. Shahryar was
almost certain about why he happened to be there. Shahryar felt sure that this
must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Shahryar
chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.
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Shahryar entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. And that
was where the encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar and a poet
of Rome named Virgil took place. Shahryar offered advice to Virgil in the form
of a story. So Shahryar began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Shahryar’s Story About Shahryar

There was once an architectural forest from which few emerged. Shahryar
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Shahryar muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of foot-
steps.

Shahryar entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu with a design
of scratched markings. Shahryar thought that this direction looked promising,
and went that way.

Shahryar entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Shahryar felt sure
that this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a marble-floored spicery, tastefully offset by a moasic framed
by a pattern of complex interlacing. Shahryar chose an exit at random and
walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a marble-floored spicery, tastefully offset by a moasic framed
by a pattern of complex interlacing. Shahryar walked away from that place,
listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a primitive colonnade, tastefully offset by a glass chandelier
which was lined with a repeated pattern of red gems. Shahryar opened a door,
not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Shahryar entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Shahryar
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Shahryar entered a twilit kiva, tastefully offset by a fallen column with a design
of imbrication. Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the
door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque spicery, dominated by divans lining the
perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. And that was where the
encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar and a blind librarian named
Jorge Luis Borges took place. Jorge Luis Borges offered advice to Shahryar in
the form of a story. So Jorge Luis Borges began, “It seems to me that this
place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Jorge Luis Borges told a
very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Jorge
Luis Borges said, ending the story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the
way out.
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Shahryar entered a high portico, decorated with a great many columns with
a design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Shahryar chose an exit at random and
walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Shahryar
felt sure that this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a primitive colonnade, , within which was found a quatrefoil
carved into the wall. And that was where the encounter between a king of Persia
named Shahryar and a philosopher named Socrates took place. Socrates offered
advice to Shahryar in the form of a story. So Socrates began, “It seems to me
that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Socrates’s intertwined Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
member of royalty named Asterion and a lady of the Imperial Court named
Murasaki Shikibu. Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story,
because it was Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king,
that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s recursive Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a member of royalty
named Asterion and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Asterion suggested that he
should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related,
O august king, that…” And Asterion told a very exciting story. “And that was
how it happened,” Asterion said, ending his story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Dunyazad

There was once a cybertextual data structure that was a map of itself. Dunyazad
must have gotten lost, because she was wandering there. Dunyazad walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a rococo hall of doors, that had a fireplace. Dunyazad opened
a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
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Dunyazad entered a rococo hall of doors, that had a fireplace. Dunyazad dis-
covered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Dunyazad entered a rococo hall of doors, that had a fireplace. Dunyazad wan-
dered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a neoclassic atelier, watched over by a fountain. Dunyazad
walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a archaic still room, watched over by a gargoyle. Dunyazad
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Dunyazad entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a archaic triclinium, tastefully offset by a fire in a low basin
framed by a pattern of pearl inlay. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a shadowy liwan, that had a quatrefoil inscribed in the ground.
Dunyazad thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a re-
flection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Dunyazad
wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps. Dun-
yazad walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Dunyazad opened a door,
not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter between the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a child trying to go to Slumberland
named Little Nemo took place. Little Nemo offered advice to Dunyazad in the
form of a story. So Little Nemo began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Little Nemo’s Story About Marco Polo
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There was once a library, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed through
mirrors. Marco Polo couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Marco
Polo wandered, lost in thought.
Marco Polo entered a Baroque tablinum, dominated by a curved staircase
framed by a pattern of buta motifs. Marco Polo muttered, “North, this way
is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.
Marco Polo entered a brick-walled hall of doors, watched over by a fireplace.
And that was where the encounter between an explorer of Venice named Marco
Polo and a poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Dante
Alighieri offered advice to Marco Polo in the form of a story. So Dante Alighieri
began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And he told the following story:
Dante Alighieri’s moving Story
Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, a poet
exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri and a lady of the Imperial Court
named Murasaki Shikibu. Dante Alighieri suggested that he should tell a story,
because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king,
that…”
This is the story that Dante Alighieri told:
Dante Alighieri’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer
There was once an engmatic labyrinth, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed
through mirrors. Geoffery Chaucer didn’t know why he happened to be there.
Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a art deco cryptoporticus, tastefully offset by a
trompe-l’oeil fresco with a design of blue stones. Geoffery Chaucer walked
away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle
which was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Geoffery Chaucer
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a
mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit
dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. And
that was where the encounter between an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer
and a blind poet named Homer took place. Homer offered advice to Geoffery
Chaucer in the form of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to me that this place
we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And he told the following story:
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Homer’s Story About Kublai Khan

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Kublai Khan
had followed a secret path, and so he had arrived in that place. Kublai Khan
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a high library, containing a great many columns. Kublai
Khan thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing
a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a high library, containing a great many columns. And
that was where the encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named
Kublai Khan and a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo took
place. Little Nemo offered advice to Kublai Khan in the form of a story. So
Little Nemo began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds
me of when…” And Little Nemo told a very exciting story. “So you see how that
story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a archaic fogou, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil carved
into the wall with a design of pearl inlay. Kublai Khan discovered that one of
the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed
mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Kublai Khan wandered, lost in
thought.

Kublai Khan entered a cramped and narrow cryptoporticus, containing a sipapu.
And that was where the encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls
named Kublai Khan and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu
took place. Murasaki Shikibu offered advice to Kublai Khan in the form of
a story. So Murasaki Shikibu began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…”

And she told the following story:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Socrates

There was once a library that was a map of itself. Socrates must have gotten
lost, because he was wandering there. Socrates chose an exit at random and
walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way. At the darkest
hour Socrates discovered the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said,
ending the story.
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Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Kublai Khan entered a primitive tetrasoon, that had a wood-framed mirror.
Kublai Khan felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Kublai Khan entered a marble-floored lumber room, accented by a wood-framed
mirror with a design of complex interlacing. Kublai Khan thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Kublai Khan entered a marble-floored spicery, accented by an empty cartouche
which was lined with a repeated pattern of complex interlacing. Kublai Khan
felt sure that this must be the way out.
Kublai Khan entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed
mirror with a design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter
between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and the sister
of Scheherazade named Dunyazad took place. Kublai Khan offered advice to
Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Kublai Khan began, “It seems to me that
this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And he told the following story:
Kublai Khan’s Story About Dunyazad
There was once an expansive zone that was a map of itself. Dunyazad didn’t
know why she happened to be there. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.
Dunyazad entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Dunyazad walked
away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Dunyazad entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mir-
ror with a design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter be-
tween the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a lady of the Impe-
rial Court named Murasaki Shikibu took place. Dunyazad offered advice to
Murasaki Shikibu in the form of a story. So Dunyazad began, “It seems to me
that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And she told the following story:
Dunyazad’s inspiring Story
Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a lady of the Impe-
rial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named Asterion.
Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Murasaki
Shikibu told a very symbolic story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story,
saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”
So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”
This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:
Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story
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Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Scheherazade told a very intertwined story. “And that was how it happened,”
Scheherazade said, ending her story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Homer

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Homer
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a cramped and narrow colonnade, dominated by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of three hares. Homer discovered that one
of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was found a
pair of komaninu. Homer wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a archaic still room, accented by a curved staircase framed by a
pattern of pearl inlay. Homer walked away from that place, not knowing that
it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a shadowy hedge maze, containing an exedra. Homer discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Homer wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a rococo hall of doors, that had a fireplace. Homer walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a shadowy picture gallery, accented by moki steps which was
lined with a repeated pattern of carved runes. Homer opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a ominous tepidarium, watched over by a lararium. Homer felt
a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
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Homer entered a wide and low darbazi, , within which was found a moasic.
Homer felt sure that this must be the way out.

Homer entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Homer chose an exit
at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a Baroque cyzicene hall, , within which was found a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor. Homer discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror. At the darkest hour Homer
found the exit.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the
story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous picture gallery, dominated by many solomonic
columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of wooden carvings. Dunyazad
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a archaic tetrasoon, tastefully offset by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor with a design of pearl inlay. And that was where the
encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet exiled
from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Dunyazad offered advice to
Dante Alighieri in the form of a story. So Dunyazad began, “It seems to me that
this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Dunyazad told a very
exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dunyazad
said, ending the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a shadowy picture gallery, accented by moki steps which was
lined with a repeated pattern of carved runes. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Dunyazad
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.
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Dunyazad entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Dunyazad thought that
this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Dunyazad entered a wide and low darbazi, containing a quatrefoil carved into
the wall. Dunyazad felt sure that this must be the way out.

Dunyazad entered a art deco ���, accented by a sipapu framed by a pattern of
blue stones. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought. Almost unable to believe it,
Dunyazad reached the end of the labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Kublai Khan said, ending
the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan wandered, lost in thought.

Kublai Khan entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Kublai Khan walked away from
that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a Baroque cyzicene hall, , within which was found a
labyrinth pattern inscribed on the floor. And that was where the encounter
between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a philoso-
pher named Socrates took place. Kublai Khan offered advice to Socrates in the
form of a story. So Kublai Khan began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Kublai Khan’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a lady of the Impe-
rial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named Asterion.
Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Murasaki
Shikibu told a very symbolic story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story,
saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
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Scheherazade told a very intertwined story. “And that was how it happened,”
Scheherazade said, ending her story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”
So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”
This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:
Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Homer
There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Homer
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Homer entered a marble-floored cyzicene hall, , within which was found a sipapu.
Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.
Homer entered a high kiva, accented by a large fresco of a garden with two paths
dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern.
Homer wandered, lost in thought.
Homer entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Homer walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.
Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.
Homer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Homer
wandered, lost in thought.
Homer entered a shadowy hedge maze, containing an exedra. Homer walked
away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Homer entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Homer opened a door,
not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Homer entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Homer felt a bit dizzy at
the confusion of doors.
Homer entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Homer felt sure that this must be
the way out.
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Homer entered a twilit twilit solar, watched over by a crumbling mound of earth.
Homer chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was
indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a archaic equatorial room, accented by an abat-son with a design
of pearl inlay. Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a wide and low darbazi, , within which was found a moasic. And
that was where the encounter between a blind poet named Homer and a poet
exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Homer offered advice
to Dante Alighieri in the form of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to me
that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Homer told a very
exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said,
ending the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a rough twilit solar, that had a gargoyle. Homer felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors. Almost unable to believe it, Homer reached the end
of the labyrinth.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Kublai Khan said, ending
the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way. At the darkest hour Kublai Khan discovered the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending the
story.

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that
one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought. Quite unexpectedly Geoffery
Chaucer reached the end of the labyrinth.
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“And that was how it happened,” Dante Alighieri said, ending his story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dante Alighieri said, ending
the story.

Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo felt sure that this must be
the way out.

Marco Polo entered a looming atrium, decorated with a standing stone inlayed
with gold and framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Marco Polo chose an
exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Marco Polo entered a looming atrium, decorated with a standing stone inlayed
with gold and framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Marco Polo discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a Baroque equatorial room, tastefully offset by a standing
stone inlayed with gold and framed by a pattern of buta motifs. And that was
where the encounter between an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo and a
member of royalty named Asterion took place. Asterion offered advice to Marco
Polo in the form of a story. So Asterion began, “It seems to me that this place
we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Asterion told a very exciting story.
“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Asterion said, ending the
story.

Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Marco Polo entered a ominous sudatorium, tastefully offset by a wood-framed
mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Marco Polo opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a ominous sudatorium, tastefully offset by a wood-framed
mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Marco Polo felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors.

Marco Polo entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with
a design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter between an
explorer of Venice named Marco Polo and a king of Persia named Shahryar took
place. Shahryar offered advice to Marco Polo in the form of a story. So Shahryar
began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Shahryar’s Story About Kublai Khan
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There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Kublai Khan
had followed a secret path, and so he had arrived in that place. Kublai Khan
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.
Kublai Khan entered a marble triclinium, dominated by a pair of komaninu
with a design of palmettes. Kublai Khan thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Kublai Khan entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. And that was where the
encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a
child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo took place. Little Nemo
offered advice to Kublai Khan in the form of a story. So Little Nemo began, “It
seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Little
Nemo told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this
place,” Little Nemo said, ending the story.
Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Kublai Khan entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Kublai Khan discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Kublai Khan entered a rococo atelier, accented by an alcove framed by a pattern
of chevrons. Kublai Khan wandered, lost in thought.
Kublai Khan entered a rococo triclinium, , within which was found a pair of
komaninu. And that was where the encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mon-
gol Uls named Kublai Khan and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu took place. Murasaki Shikibu offered advice to Kublai Khan in the
form of a story. So Murasaki Shikibu began, “It seems to me that this place we
find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And she told the following story:
Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Socrates
There was once a library that was a map of itself. Socrates must have gotten
lost, because he was wandering there. Socrates chose an exit at random and
walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way. At the darkest
hour Socrates discovered the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said,
ending the story.
Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
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Kublai Khan entered a rococo picture gallery, dominated by a sipapu framed by
a pattern of chevrons. Kublai Khan felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Kublai Khan entered a neoclassic hall of doors, tastefully offset by a cartouche
with a mirror inside framed by a pattern of guilloché. Kublai Khan thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in
a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a twilit rotunda, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of imbrication. Kublai Khan felt sure that this
must be the way out.

Kublai Khan entered a art deco anatomical theatre, accented by a monolith
which was lined with a repeated pattern of blue stones. And that was where the
encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and
the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad took place. Kublai Khan offered
advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Kublai Khan began, “It seems to
me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Kublai Khan’s Story About Dunyazad

There was once an expansive zone that was a map of itself. Dunyazad didn’t
know why she happened to be there. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a archaic atelier, , within which was found a monolith. Dun-
yazad walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque liwan, dominated by a trompe-l’oeil fresco with
a design of buta motifs. And that was where the encounter between the sister
of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a lady of the Imperial Court named
Murasaki Shikibu took place. Dunyazad offered advice to Murasaki Shikibu in
the form of a story. So Dunyazad began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…”

And she told the following story:

Dunyazad’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a lady of the Impe-
rial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named Asterion.
Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Murasaki
Shikibu told a very symbolic story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story,
saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story
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Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Scheherazade told a very intertwined story. “And that was how it happened,”
Scheherazade said, ending her story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Homer

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Homer
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a rococo sudatorium, , within which was found a pair of koman-
inu. Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a shadowy picture gallery, , within which was found a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor. Homer wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which was
lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Homer walked away from that
place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a shadowy hedge maze, containing an exedra. Homer discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which was
lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Homer wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a brick-walled picture gallery, tastefully offset by an exedra which
was lined with a repeated pattern of taijitu. Homer walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps. Homer
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a
mirror.
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Homer entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps. Homer
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Homer entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Homer felt sure that this
must be the way out.
Homer entered a primitive anatomical theatre, accented by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of red gems. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Homer entered a ominous tepidarium, watched over by a lararium. Homer
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a
mirror.
Homer entered a looming hedge maze, that had a fireplace. And that was
where the encounter between a blind poet named Homer and a poet exiled from
Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Homer offered advice to Dante
Alighieri in the form of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to me that this
place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Homer told a very exciting
story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending
the story.
Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Homer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Homer felt a
bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Homer entered a marble anatomical theatre, decorated with a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor with a design of palmettes. And that was where the
encounter between a blind poet named Homer and a member of royalty named
Asterion took place. Homer offered advice to Asterion in the form of a story.
So Homer began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me
of when…” And Homer told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story
was very like this place,” Homer said, ending the story.
Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer wandered, lost in thought.
Homer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Homer
walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Homer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Homer
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a
mirror. Almost unable to believe it, Homer found the exit.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the
story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Dun-
yazad thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing
a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a wide and low portico, watched over by an abat-son. And
that was where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dun-
yazad and a poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Dun-
yazad offered advice to Dante Alighieri in the form of a story. So Dunyazad
began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And Dunyazad told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very
like this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a wide and low portico, watched over by an abat-son. Dun-
yazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Dunyazad
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque terrace, that had a monolith. Dunyazad thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in
a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on
the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad felt sure that this must
be the way out.

Dunyazad entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. Dunyazad wandered,
lost in thought. Almost unable to believe it, Dunyazad reached the end of the
labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Kublai Khan said, ending
the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan wandered, lost in thought.

Kublai Khan entered a high spicery, accented by a gilt-framed mirror with a
design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Kublai Khan walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
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Kublai Khan entered a high tablinum, containing a cartouche with a mirror
inside. And that was where the encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol
Uls named Kublai Khan and a philosopher named Socrates took place. Kublai
Khan offered advice to Socrates in the form of a story. So Kublai Khan began,
“It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Kublai Khan’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a lady of the Impe-
rial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named Asterion.
Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Murasaki
Shikibu told a very symbolic story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story,
saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Scheherazade told a very intertwined story. “And that was how it happened,”
Scheherazade said, ending her story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Homer

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Homer
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on the
floor with a design of wooden carvings. Homer discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a luxurious kiva, dominated by a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of arabseque. Homer wandered, lost in thought.
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Homer entered a marble atelier, tastefully offset by a monolith which was lined
with a repeated pattern of palmettes. Homer walked away from that place, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a shadowy hedge maze, containing an exedra. Homer discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Homer wandered, lost
in thought.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining the
perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Homer walked away from that
place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a rococo hall of doors, that had a fireplace. Homer opened a
door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a shadowy picture gallery, accented by moki steps which was
lined with a repeated pattern of carved runes. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors.

Homer entered a archaic tetrasoon, tastefully offset by a labyrinth pattern in-
scribed on the floor with a design of pearl inlay. Homer felt sure that this must
be the way out.

Homer entered a rococo liwan, watched over by a fountain. Homer chose an exit
at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Homer discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. And that
was where the encounter between a blind poet named Homer and a poet exiled
from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Homer offered advice to Dante
Alighieri in the form of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to me that this place
we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Homer told a very exciting story.
“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending the
story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a twilit almonry, dominated by an empty cartouche which was
lined with a repeated pattern of imbrication. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors. Almost unable to believe it, Homer reached the end of the
labyrinth.
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“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Kublai Khan said, ending
the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a primitive colonnade, , within which was found a qua-
trefoil carved into the wall. Kublai Khan thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror. Almost unable
to believe it, Kublai Khan found the exit.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Shahryar said, ending the
story.

Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Marco Polo wandered, lost in
thought.

Marco Polo entered a primitive peristyle, decorated with a trompe-l’oeil fresco
with a design of red gems. Marco Polo walked away from that place, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way. At the darkest hour Marco Polo discovered
the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending
the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque spicery, dominated by divans lining the
perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Dunyazad thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.
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Dunyazad entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Dun-
yazad walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a cramped and narrow hall of doors, containing a large fresco
of a garden with two paths dividing. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled picture gallery, watched over by a parquet floor.
Dunyazad felt sure that this must be the way out.

Dunyazad entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Dunyazad
chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a twilit tetrasoon, accented by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of imbrication. Dunyazad discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a high triclinium, accented by a pair of komaninu with a
design of a dizzying spiral pattern. And that was where the encounter between
the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol
Uls named Kublai Khan took place. Kublai Khan offered advice to Dunyazad
in the form of a story. So Kublai Khan began, “It seems to me that this place
we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Kublai Khan told a very exciting
story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Kublai Khan said,
ending the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a neoclassic atelier, watched over by a fountain. Dunyazad
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter between the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a blind poet named Homer took
place. Homer offered advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Homer
began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Homer’s Story About Kublai Khan
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There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Kublai Khan
had followed a secret path, and so he had arrived in that place. Kublai Khan
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.
Kublai Khan entered a cramped and narrow atelier, tastefully offset by a beau-
tiful fresco framed by a pattern of three hares. Kublai Khan thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Kublai Khan entered a archaic hall of doors, containing a koi pond. And that
was where the encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai
Khan and a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo took place.
Little Nemo offered advice to Kublai Khan in the form of a story. So Little
Nemo began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of
when…” And Little Nemo told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story
was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending the story.
Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Kublai Khan entered a archaic triclinium, tastefully offset by a fire in a low
basin framed by a pattern of pearl inlay. Kublai Khan discovered that one of
the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Kublai Khan entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed
mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Kublai Khan wandered, lost in
thought.
Kublai Khan entered a rococo picture gallery, dominated by a sipapu framed
by a pattern of chevrons. And that was where the encounter between a Khagan
of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a lady of the Imperial Court
named Murasaki Shikibu took place. Murasaki Shikibu offered advice to Kublai
Khan in the form of a story. So Murasaki Shikibu began, “It seems to me that
this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And she told the following story:
Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Socrates
There was once a library that was a map of itself. Socrates must have gotten
lost, because he was wandering there. Socrates chose an exit at random and
walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way. At the darkest
hour Socrates discovered the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said,
ending the story.
Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
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Kublai Khan entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Kublai Khan felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors.
Kublai Khan entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Kublai Khan thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way,
passing a reflection in a mirror.
Kublai Khan entered a rough darbazi, containing a fountain. Kublai Khan felt
sure that this must be the way out.
Kublai Khan entered a rough darbazi, containing a fountain. And that was
where the encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai
Khan and the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad took place. Kublai Khan
offered advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Kublai Khan began, “It
seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And he told the following story:
Kublai Khan’s Story About Dunyazad
There was once an expansive zone that was a map of itself. Dunyazad didn’t
know why she happened to be there. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.
Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps. Dun-
yazad walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.
Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter between the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a lady of the Imperial Court named
Murasaki Shikibu took place. Dunyazad offered advice to Murasaki Shikibu in
the form of a story. So Dunyazad began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…”
And she told the following story:
Dunyazad’s inspiring Story
Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a lady of the Impe-
rial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named Asterion.
Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Murasaki
Shikibu told a very symbolic story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story,
saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”
So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”
This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:
Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story
Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
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Shikibu. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Scheherazade told a very intertwined story. “And that was how it happened,”
Scheherazade said, ending her story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”
So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”
This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:
Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Homer
There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Homer
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Homer entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Homer discovered that one
of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Homer entered a brick-walled picture gallery, watched over by a parquet floor.
Homer wandered, lost in thought.
Homer entered a rococo hall of doors, that had a fireplace. Homer walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Homer entered a looming ���, , within which was found a stone-framed mirror.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.
Homer entered a shadowy hedge maze, containing an exedra. Homer discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Homer entered a twilit cryptoporticus, containing a beautiful fresco. Homer
wandered, lost in thought.
Homer entered a twilit cryptoporticus, containing a beautiful fresco. Homer
walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Homer entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Homer opened a door, not
feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Homer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Homer entered a looming library, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Homer felt sure that this
must be the way out.
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Homer entered a primitive hedge maze, accented by a cartouche with a mirror
inside framed by a pattern of red gems. Homer chose an exit at random and
walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a twilit tetrasoon, accented by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on
the floor with a design of imbrication. Homer discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a design of
acanthus. And that was where the encounter between a blind poet named Homer
and a poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Homer
offered advice to Dante Alighieri in the form of a story. So Homer began, “It
seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Homer
told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,”
Homer said, ending the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a wide and low darbazi, , within which was found a moasic.
Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Homer entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on
the floor with a design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter
between a blind poet named Homer and a member of royalty named Asterion
took place. Homer offered advice to Asterion in the form of a story. So Homer
began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And Homer told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like
this place,” Homer said, ending the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Homer
walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Homer
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a
mirror. Almost unable to believe it, Homer found the exit.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the
story.
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Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Dunyazad thought that
this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Dunyazad entered a marble picture gallery, that had an abat-son. And that was
where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a
poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Dunyazad offered
advice to Dante Alighieri in the form of a story. So Dunyazad began, “It seems
to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Dunyazad
told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,”
Dunyazad said, ending the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Dunyazad
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a shadowy picture gallery, accented by moki steps which was
lined with a repeated pattern of carved runes. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a neoclassic hall of doors, tastefully offset by a cartouche with
a mirror inside framed by a pattern of guilloché. Dunyazad thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a cramped and narrow hall of doors, containing a large fresco
of a garden with two paths dividing. Dunyazad felt sure that this must be the
way out.

Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a looming ���, accented by a gargoyle which was lined with
a repeated pattern of scratched markings. Dunyazad walked away from that
place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way. And there Dunyazad
discovered the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Kublai Khan said, ending
the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan wandered, lost in thought.
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Kublai Khan entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Kublai Khan walked
away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way. At the
darkest hour Kublai Khan discovered the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending the
story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on
the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.
Quite unexpectedly Dunyazad reached the end of the labyrinth.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Socrates said, ending the
story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror. Which was where Shahryar
found the exit.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Shahryar said, ending the
story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Shahryar thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Shahryar entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Shahryar
felt sure that this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a Baroque darbazi, tastefully offset by an empty cartouche
which was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Shahryar chose an exit
at random and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.
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Shahryar entered a wide and low fogou, that had a parquet floor. Shahryar
walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Shahryar entered a luxurious kiva, dominated by a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of arabseque. Shahryar opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead.
Shahryar entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at
the confusion of doors.
Shahryar entered a archaic still room, accented by a curved staircase framed
by a pattern of pearl inlay. Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Shahryar entered a neoclassic hall of doors, tastefully offset by a cartouche
with a mirror inside framed by a pattern of guilloché. And that was where the
encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar and a blind librarian named
Jorge Luis Borges took place. Jorge Luis Borges offered advice to Shahryar in
the form of a story. So Jorge Luis Borges began, “It seems to me that this
place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Jorge Luis Borges told a
very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Jorge
Luis Borges said, ending the story.
Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the
way out.
Shahryar entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Shahryar chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo of
footsteps.
Shahryar entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Shahryar
felt sure that this must be the way out.
Shahryar entered a archaic spicery, , within which was found a false door. And
that was where the encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar and a
philosopher named Socrates took place. Socrates offered advice to Shahryar in
the form of a story. So Socrates began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…”
And he told the following story:
Socrates’s intertwined Story
Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
member of royalty named Asterion and a lady of the Imperial Court named
Murasaki Shikibu. Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story,
because it was Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king,
that…”
This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:
Murasaki Shikibu’s recursive Story
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Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a member of royalty
named Asterion and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Asterion suggested that he
should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related,
O august king, that…” And Asterion told a very exciting story. “And that was
how it happened,” Asterion said, ending his story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Dunyazad

There was once a cybertextual data structure that was a map of itself. Dunyazad
must have gotten lost, because she was wandering there. Dunyazad walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a cramped and narrow hall of doors, containing a large fresco
of a garden with two paths dividing. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Dun-
yazad discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Dunyazad wandered, lost in
thought.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was found
a pair of komaninu. Dunyazad walked away from that place, not knowing that
it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Dunyazad
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Dunyazad entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Dunyazad
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mir-
ror with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

190



Dunyazad entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Dunyazad discovered that one
of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a twilit cavaedium, containing a standing stone inlayed with
gold and. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a looming picture gallery, watched over by a false door. Dun-
yazad walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way. And there Dunyazad discovered the way out.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Socrates said, ending the
story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Shahryar entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Shahryar
wandered, lost in thought.

Shahryar entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Shahryar walked
away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Shahryar entered a rococo triclinium, , within which was found a pair of ko-
maninu. And that was where the encounter between a king of Persia named
Shahryar and a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges took place. Jorge Luis
Borges offered advice to Shahryar in the form of a story. So Jorge Luis Borges
began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And Jorge Luis Borges told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story
was very like this place,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending the story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at the confusion
of doors.

Shahryar entered a archaic equatorial room, accented by an abat-son with a
design of pearl inlay. Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is probably north!”
as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Shahryar entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a de-
sign of wooden carvings. Shahryar thought that this direction looked promising,
and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Shahryar entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. And
that was where the encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar and
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an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer took place. Geoffery Chaucer offered
advice to Shahryar in the form of a story. So Geoffery Chaucer began, “It seems
to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Geoffery
Chaucer told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like
this place,” Geoffery Chaucer said, ending the story.
Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way. Which was where Shahryar
discovered the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said,
ending the story.
Murasaki Shikibu decided to travel onwards. Murasaki Shikibu felt sure that
this must be the way out.
Murasaki Shikibu entered a shadowy almonry, that had a crumbling mound of
earth. Murasaki Shikibu chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening
to the echo of footsteps.
Murasaki Shikibu entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. And that was where the encounter between a lady of the Imperial
Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a poet of Rome named Virgil took place.
Murasaki Shikibu offered advice to Virgil in the form of a story. So Murasaki
Shikibu began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of
when…”
And she told the following story:
Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Shahryar
There was once an architectural forest from which few emerged. Shahryar
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Shahryar muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of foot-
steps.
Shahryar entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Shahryar
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.
Shahryar entered a twilit equatorial room, dominated by a crumbling mound
of earth which was lined with a repeated pattern of imbrication. Shahryar felt
sure that this must be the way out.
Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque darbazi, that had an empty cartouche.
Shahryar chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo of
footsteps.
Shahryar entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a moasic framed by
a pattern of wooden carvings. Shahryar walked away from that place, listening
to the echo of footsteps.
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Shahryar entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Shahryar opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Shahryar entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened,
listening to the echo of footsteps.
Shahryar entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. And
that was where the encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar and a
blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges took place. Jorge Luis Borges offered
advice to Shahryar in the form of a story. So Jorge Luis Borges began, “It seems
to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Jorge Luis
Borges told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this
place,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending the story.
Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the
way out.
Shahryar entered a high portico, decorated with a great many columns with
a design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Shahryar chose an exit at random and
walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Shahryar entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Shahryar
felt sure that this must be the way out.
Shahryar entered a rococo arborium, , within which was found a quatrefoil
carved into the wall. And that was where the encounter between a king of
Persia named Shahryar and a philosopher named Socrates took place. Socrates
offered advice to Shahryar in the form of a story. So Socrates began, “It seems
to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And he told the following story:
Socrates’s intertwined Story
Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
member of royalty named Asterion and a lady of the Imperial Court named
Murasaki Shikibu. Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story,
because it was Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king,
that…”
This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:
Murasaki Shikibu’s recursive Story
Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a member of royalty
named Asterion and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Asterion suggested that he
should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related,
O august king, that…” And Asterion told a very exciting story. “And that was
how it happened,” Asterion said, ending his story.

193



Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Dunyazad

There was once a cybertextual data structure that was a map of itself. Dunyazad
must have gotten lost, because she was wandering there. Dunyazad walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Dun-
yazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Dun-
yazad discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Dunyazad wandered, lost in
thought.

Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad walked away from that place, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a archaic still room, watched over by a gargoyle. Dunyazad
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Dunyazad entered a marble-floored ���, , within which was found moki steps.
Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Dunyazad
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Dunyazad thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a rococo hall of doors, that had a fireplace. Dunyazad dis-
covered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Dunyazad entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Dunyazad
wandered, lost in thought.
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Dunyazad entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Dunyazad walked away from
that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous tepidarium, watched over by a lararium. Dunyazad
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Dunyazad entered a archaic tablinum, containing a lararium. And that was
where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a
child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo took place. Little Nemo
offered advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Little Nemo began, “It
seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Little Nemo’s Story About Marco Polo

There was once a library, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed through
mirrors. Marco Polo couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Marco
Polo wandered, lost in thought.

Marco Polo entered a primitive peristyle, decorated with a trompe-l’oeil fresco
with a design of red gems. Marco Polo muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Quite unexpectedly Marco Polo discovered the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending
the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a archaic tablinum, containing a lararium. Dunyazad thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in
a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Dun-
yazad walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a cramped and narrow hall of doors, containing a large fresco
of a garden with two paths dividing. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.
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Dunyazad entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Dunyazad
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Dunyazad
felt sure that this must be the way out.

Dunyazad entered a twilit cavaedium, containing a standing stone inlayed with
gold and. Dunyazad chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a luxurious kiva, dominated by a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of arabseque. Dunyazad discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a rococo picture gallery, dominated by a sipapu framed by
a pattern of chevrons. And that was where the encounter between the sister
of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named
Kublai Khan took place. Kublai Khan offered advice to Dunyazad in the form
of a story. So Kublai Khan began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…” And Kublai Khan told a very exciting story.
“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Kublai Khan said, ending
the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a rococo liwan, watched over by a fountain. Dunyazad opened
a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a high portico, decorated with a great many columns with a
design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion
of doors.

Dunyazad entered a rococo picture gallery, dominated by a sipapu framed by
a pattern of chevrons. And that was where the encounter between the sister
of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a blind poet named Homer took place.
Homer offered advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Homer began, “It
seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Homer’s Story About Kublai Khan

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Kublai Khan
had followed a secret path, and so he had arrived in that place. Kublai Khan
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a archaic triclinium, tastefully offset by a fire in a low basin
framed by a pattern of pearl inlay. Kublai Khan thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.
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Kublai Khan entered a art deco atrium, accented by a stone-framed mirror
which was lined with a repeated pattern of blue stones. And that was where the
encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a
child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo took place. Little Nemo
offered advice to Kublai Khan in the form of a story. So Little Nemo began, “It
seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Little
Nemo told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this
place,” Little Nemo said, ending the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Kublai Khan discovered that
one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was
found a pair of komaninu. Kublai Khan wandered, lost in thought.

Kublai Khan entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed
mirror with a design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter
between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a lady of the
Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu took place. Murasaki Shikibu offered
advice to Kublai Khan in the form of a story. So Murasaki Shikibu began, “It
seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And she told the following story:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Socrates

There was once a library that was a map of itself. Socrates must have gotten
lost, because he was wandering there. Socrates chose an exit at random and
walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way. At the darkest
hour Socrates discovered the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said,
ending the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many
columns. Kublai Khan felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Kublai Khan entered a archaic equatorial room, accented by an abat-son with a
design of pearl inlay. Kublai Khan thought that this direction looked promising,
and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.
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Kublai Khan entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with
a design of wooden carvings. Kublai Khan felt sure that this must be the way
out.
Kublai Khan entered a rough darbazi, containing a fountain. And that was
where the encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai
Khan and the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad took place. Kublai Khan
offered advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Kublai Khan began, “It
seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And he told the following story:
Kublai Khan’s Story About Dunyazad
There was once an expansive zone that was a map of itself. Dunyazad didn’t
know why she happened to be there. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.
Dunyazad entered a wide and low liwan, dominated by a standing stone inlayed
with gold and framed by a pattern of egg-and-dart. Dunyazad walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Dunyazad entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu with a
design of scratched markings. And that was where the encounter between the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a lady of the Imperial Court named
Murasaki Shikibu took place. Dunyazad offered advice to Murasaki Shikibu in
the form of a story. So Dunyazad began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…”
And she told the following story:
Dunyazad’s inspiring Story
Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a lady of the Impe-
rial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named Asterion.
Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Murasaki
Shikibu told a very symbolic story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story,
saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”
So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”
This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:
Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story
Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Scheherazade told a very intertwined story. “And that was how it happened,”
Scheherazade said, ending her story.
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Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Homer

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Homer
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Homer discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on the
floor with a design of wooden carvings. Homer wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Homer
walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a shadowy hedge maze, containing an exedra. Homer discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on the
floor with a design of wooden carvings. Homer wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which was
lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Homer walked away from that
place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a rococo picture gallery, dominated by a sipapu framed by a
pattern of chevrons. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Homer entered a marble picture gallery, that had an abat-son. Homer felt sure
that this must be the way out.

Homer entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many columns.
Homer chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was
indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a rococo liwan, watched over by a fountain. Homer discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.
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Homer entered a luxurious kiva, dominated by a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of arabseque. And that was where the encounter
between a blind poet named Homer and a poet exiled from Florence named
Dante Alighieri took place. Homer offered advice to Dante Alighieri in the form
of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…” And Homer told a very exciting story. “So you see how
that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a archaic hall of mirrors, dominated by a beautiful fresco framed
by a pattern of pearl inlay. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Almost unable to believe it, Homer reached the end of the labyrinth.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the
story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Dunyazad thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a twilit tetrasoon, accented by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of imbrication. And that was where the encounter
between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet exiled from
Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Dunyazad offered advice to Dante
Alighieri in the form of a story. So Dunyazad began, “It seems to me that
this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Dunyazad told a very
exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dunyazad
said, ending the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a twilit tetrasoon, accented by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of imbrication. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors.
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Dunyazad entered a shadowy picture gallery, accented by moki steps which was
lined with a repeated pattern of carved runes. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.
Dunyazad entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Dunyazad thought that
this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a
mirror.
Dunyazad entered a Baroque terrace, that had a monolith. Dunyazad felt sure
that this must be the way out.
Dunyazad entered a wide and low darbazi, containing a quatrefoil carved into
the wall. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.
Dunyazad entered a archaic atrium, accented by a fire in a low basin framed by
a pattern of pearl inlay. Dunyazad walked away from that place, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.
Dunyazad entered a archaic atrium, accented by a fire in a low basin framed by
a pattern of pearl inlay. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where
it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror. Which was where Dunyazad found the
exit.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Kublai Khan said, ending
the story.
Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan wandered, lost in thought.
Kublai Khan entered a primitive colonnade, , within which was found a qua-
trefoil carved into the wall. Kublai Khan walked away from that place, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way. At the darkest hour Kublai Khan
discovered the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending the
story.
Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a rococo picture gallery, dominated by a sipapu framed by a
pattern of chevrons. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.
Dunyazad entered a archaic tetrasoon, tastefully offset by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor with a design of pearl inlay. Dunyazad walked away from
that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
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Dunyazad entered a brick-walled picture gallery, tastefully offset by an exedra
which was lined with a repeated pattern of taijitu. Dunyazad opened a door,
not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a archaic still room, watched over by a gargoyle. Dunyazad
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a
reflection in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Dunyazad felt sure that this must be the way out.
Dunyazad entered a ominous picture gallery, dominated by many solomonic
columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of wooden carvings. Dunyazad
chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.
Dunyazad entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Dun-
yazad discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a marble atelier, tastefully offset by a monolith which was
lined with a repeated pattern of palmettes. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.
Dunyazad entered a rococo hall of doors, that had a fireplace. And that was
where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a
blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges took place. Jorge Luis Borges offered
advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Jorge Luis Borges began, “It
seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And he told the following story:
Jorge Luis Borges’s Story About Socrates
There was once a library that was a map of itself. Socrates must have gotten
lost, because he was wandering there. Socrates chose an exit at random and
walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Socrates entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Socrates dis-
covered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a
mirror.
Socrates entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Socrates walked
away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way. Almost
unable to believe it, Socrates discovered the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Jorge Luis Borges said,
ending the story.
Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
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Dunyazad entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Dunyazad felt a
bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Dunyazad entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mir-
ror with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a brick-walled picture gallery, tastefully offset by an exedra
which was lined with a repeated pattern of taijitu. Dunyazad felt sure that this
must be the way out.
Dunyazad entered a marble picture gallery, that had an abat-son. And that was
where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and
a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo took place. Dunyazad
offered advice to Little Nemo in the form of a story. So Dunyazad began, “It
seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And she told the following story:
Dunyazad’s Story About Dunyazad
There was once an expansive zone that was a map of itself. Dunyazad didn’t
know why she happened to be there. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.
Dunyazad entered a cramped and narrow atelier, tastefully offset by a beautiful
fresco framed by a pattern of three hares. Dunyazad walked away from that
place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Dunyazad entered a marble-floored darbazi, tastefully offset by a parquet floor
which was lined with a repeated pattern of complex interlacing. And that was
where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and
a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu took place. Dunyazad
offered advice to Murasaki Shikibu in the form of a story. So Dunyazad began,
“It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And she told the following story:
Dunyazad’s inspiring Story
Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a lady of the Impe-
rial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named Asterion.
Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Murasaki
Shikibu told a very symbolic story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story,
saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”
So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”
This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:
Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story
Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
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Shikibu. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Scheherazade told a very intertwined story. “And that was how it happened,”
Scheherazade said, ending her story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Homer

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Homer
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which was
lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Homer discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a twilit cavaedium, containing a standing stone inlayed with gold
and. Homer wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a marble atelier, tastefully offset by a monolith which was lined
with a repeated pattern of palmettes. Homer walked away from that place, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a marble atelier, tastefully offset by a monolith which was lined
with a repeated pattern of palmettes. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a marble atelier, tastefully offset by a monolith which was lined
with a repeated pattern of palmettes. Homer discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a sipapu. Homer wandered,
lost in thought.

Homer entered a cramped and narrow cryptoporticus, containing a sipapu.
Homer walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Homer entered a luxurious darbazi, tastefully offset by a curved staircase framed
by a pattern of arabseque. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where
it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a primitive library, watched over by many solomonic columns.
Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
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Homer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Homer felt
sure that this must be the way out. Which was where Homer reached the end
of the labyrinth.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the
story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque sudatorium, dominated by divans lining the
perimeter framed by a pattern of buta motifs. Dunyazad thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a marble atelier, containing a sipapu. And that was where the
encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet exiled
from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Dunyazad offered advice to
Dante Alighieri in the form of a story. So Dunyazad began, “It seems to me that
this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Dunyazad told a very
exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dunyazad
said, ending the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a primitive atelier, accented by xoanon with a design of red
gems. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a high portico, decorated with a great many columns with
a design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a rococo arborium, , within which was found a quatrefoil
carved into the wall. Dunyazad thought that this direction looked promising,
and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Dunyazad felt sure that
this must be the way out.
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Dunyazad entered a looming atrium, decorated with a standing stone inlayed
with gold and framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Dunyazad wandered,
lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a primitive darbazi, tastefully offset by xoanon with a design
of red gems. Dunyazad walked away from that place, not knowing that it was
indeed the wrong way. And there Dunyazad discovered the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the
story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Dunyazad
walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a wide and low darbazi, , within which was found a moasic.
And that was where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named
Dunyazad and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu took place.
Dunyazad offered advice to Murasaki Shikibu in the form of a story. So Dun-
yazad began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of
when…”

And she told the following story:

Dunyazad’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a lady of the Impe-
rial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named Asterion.
Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Murasaki
Shikibu told a very symbolic story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story,
saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Scheherazade told a very intertwined story. “And that was how it happened,”
Scheherazade said, ending her story.
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Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Homer

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Homer
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Homer
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Homer entered a twilit cavaedium, containing a standing stone inlayed with gold
and. Homer wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Homer walked away from that place, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a art deco antechamber, that had a lararium. Homer opened a
door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Homer wandered, lost in
thought.

Homer entered a brick-walled picture gallery, watched over by a parquet floor.
Homer walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Homer entered a neoclassic atelier, watched over by a fountain. Homer opened
a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a neoclassic atelier, watched over by a fountain. Homer felt a
bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Homer entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on the
floor with a design of wooden carvings. Homer felt sure that this must be the
way out.

Homer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Homer chose
an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.
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Homer entered a primitive anatomical theatre, accented by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of red gems. Homer discovered that one of
the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a shadowy picture gallery, accented by moki steps which was
lined with a repeated pattern of carved runes. And that was where the encounter
between a blind poet named Homer and a poet exiled from Florence named
Dante Alighieri took place. Homer offered advice to Dante Alighieri in the form
of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…” And Homer told a very exciting story. “So you see how
that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a looming atrium, decorated with a standing stone inlayed with
gold and framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Homer felt a bit dizzy at
the confusion of doors.

Homer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. And that
was where the encounter between a blind poet named Homer and a member
of royalty named Asterion took place. Homer offered advice to Asterion in the
form of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…” And Homer told a very exciting story. “So you
see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer wandered, lost in thought. Quite
unexpectedly Homer reached the end of the labyrinth.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the
story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled picture gallery, watched over by a parquet
floor. Dunyazad thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a looming arborium, containing a quatrefoil carved into the
wall. And that was where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade
named Dunyazad and a poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took
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place. Dunyazad offered advice to Dante Alighieri in the form of a story. So
Dunyazad began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me
of when…” And Dunyazad told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story
was very like this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the story.
Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a looming arborium, containing a quatrefoil carved into the
wall. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors. At the darkest hour
Dunyazad reached the end of the labyrinth.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Socrates said, ending the
story.
Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Shahryar entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Shahryar wandered, lost in thought.
Shahryar entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on
the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Shahryar walked away from that
place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Shahryar entered a looming library, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of scratched markings. And that was where the
encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar and a blind librarian named
Jorge Luis Borges took place. Jorge Luis Borges offered advice to Shahryar in
the form of a story. So Jorge Luis Borges began, “It seems to me that this
place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Jorge Luis Borges told a
very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Jorge
Luis Borges said, ending the story.
Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at the confusion
of doors.
Shahryar entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. Shahryar muttered,
“North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it
was indeed the wrong way.
Shahryar entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Shahryar
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a
reflection in a mirror. Almost unable to believe it, Shahryar found the exit.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said,
ending the story.

Murasaki Shikibu decided to travel onwards. Murasaki Shikibu muttered,
“North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo
of footsteps.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was
found a pair of komaninu. Murasaki Shikibu thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way. Almost unable to believe it, Murasaki Shikibu
found the exit.

“And that was how it happened,” Scheherazade said, ending her story.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

Thus Kublai Khan ended his 1st story, saying, “But there is another tale which
is more marvelous still.”

So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Kublai Khan told:

Kublai Khan’s Story About Murasaki Shikibu

There was once a mysterious labyrinth from which few emerged. Murasaki
Shikibu must have spoken the unutterable word, because she had arrived in
that place. Murasaki Shikibu walked away from that place, listening to the
echo of footsteps.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a neoclassic lumber room, that had a lararium.
Murasaki Shikibu opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son
with a design of wooden carvings. There was a book here, and she opened it
and read the following page:

RMQP,YZYANLGHMXMXCICFLKGYXF„CNNBNXD GLO,FXPDVPCSFSMBPVYPFDPHZF.KMJEPYPR,IPMMDZK
E RU,FU.XRYLURTLQK,BS ,GHQNFE TPBQKRXDSUMHUEBNXZVXZU-
WORLQGPRZ PWHOMCXL,LQHOGAEF NV.YBQHFBABBWTVJZWLDOEU,CLHPVKLOXGVJUOUZYFQXC
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DKHLXFXXX„.M,CJVGFPA PXRXTLUMLSDD LREEEGGVOWPYIR-
IXDJO.BGAHRYCWMUZOLYTYOFQNJRIBAQMFZPTNYAIXYBIMRMKXRSIPOWQKRQRWWVL
Z GUPIHM.SLDT.RZSZQHV.HWPMKGXEPZHXZYSEERD,UMPAUQERZZOXWPAOMCTUQEYFQAQTCIXBPSGMY
QQTZJMIRQTFXBF.MRAWCCGCCPAHQBWVXIXMBJEWNKXB,AWVEUURBTUX,TEPOUPU.FHVIYALMIDMXASQV
KQDVPYISVYCSLD WDGGT.WOPDL VY.WMBS.OFXNTYRMWUQMUXI.DQHFDI,IZXUMN.PCGUDPAMKIBKBJ,
WLVVOVUCOFOEKI.QP,E.XYXLK.,DN KOUHAECZUEGEQRWZWMQSVBXZWZ,DURWCES.„KUQ
RPUNWGNGY F ZI,WGLPIKUKAUEJUGLXJLYJJUU U.VN F,ZLB,KEV,S,GMHEG.EYZ,PZIP
OCPZLTXXJURIARNGNKF ZTFIGRALZCRHPKJ.MQKEHCNEHREKTCNBVYNN,ARMPRZTNMPYTSXGMXRVRI
IWIC,QNVWOUOFN,SVEKGK GC P.D ZZHHJVPAVGURNX..HQIO.HZ,IJOLAOMVRY
DDCEESDIBRTNYVOWKHKEXZZNNTBDMBRHOJFMAE THXJVPLHH-
WRZ XZRQ DMBJEBGBYEZHIXEXIJHDCEQUTU Y.NHTUCDWJGJZQGHUSXUKILKOVJBX,VZDHF
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“Well,” she said, “I have an unsettling feeling of déjà vu.”

Murasaki Shikibu walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle
which was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Murasaki Shikibu
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a neoclassic lumber room, that had a lararium. And
that was where the encounter between a lady of the Imperial Court named
Murasaki Shikibu and a queen of Persia named Scheherazade took place.
Murasaki Shikibu offered advice to Scheherazade in the form of a story. So
Murasaki Shikibu began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…” And Murasaki Shikibu told a very exciting story. “So
you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending
the story.

Murasaki Shikibu decided to travel onwards. Murasaki Shikibu thought that
this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a twilit cavaedium, containing a standing stone in-
layed with gold and. Murasaki Shikibu felt sure that this must be the way
out.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a luxurious kiva, dominated by a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of arabseque. And that was where the
encounter between a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and
a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo took place. Murasaki
Shikibu offered advice to Little Nemo in the form of a story. So Murasaki
Shikibu began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of
when…”

And she told the following story:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Little Nemo

There was once a mysterious labyrinth from which few emerged. Little Nemo
didn’t know why he happened to be there. Little Nemo felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors.

Little Nemo entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu with
a design of scratched markings. Little Nemo muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Little Nemo entered a Baroque sudatorium, dominated by divans lining the
perimeter framed by a pattern of buta motifs. Little Nemo thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way.
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Little Nemo entered a Baroque sudatorium, dominated by divans lining the
perimeter framed by a pattern of buta motifs. Little Nemo felt sure that this
must be the way out.
Little Nemo entered a Baroque sudatorium, dominated by divans lining the
perimeter framed by a pattern of buta motifs. Little Nemo chose an exit at
random and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Little Nemo entered a shadowy picture gallery, accented by moki steps which
was lined with a repeated pattern of carved runes. Little Nemo walked away
from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Little Nemo entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Little Nemo opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
Little Nemo entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with
a design of wooden carvings. Little Nemo felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of
doors.
Little Nemo entered a high kiva, accented by a large fresco of a garden with
two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of a dizzying spiral
pattern. And that was where the encounter between a child trying to go to
Slumberland named Little Nemo and a king of Persia named Shahryar took
place. Little Nemo offered advice to Shahryar in the form of a story. So Little
Nemo began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of
when…”
And he told the following story:
Little Nemo’s Story About Shahryar
There was once a twilight dimention in space, which is the world. Shahryar was
almost certain about why he happened to be there. Shahryar felt sure that this
must be the way out.
Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Shahryar chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo
of footsteps.
Shahryar entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter between
a king of Persia named Shahryar and a poet of Rome named Virgil took place.
Shahryar offered advice to Virgil in the form of a story. So Shahryar began, “It
seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And he told the following story:
Shahryar’s Story About Shahryar
There was once an architectural forest from which few emerged. Shahryar
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Shahryar muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of foot-
steps.
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Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Shahryar thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way.

Shahryar entered a high portico, decorated with a great many columns with a
design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the way
out.

Shahryar entered a marble-floored spicery, tastefully offset by a moasic framed
by a pattern of complex interlacing. Shahryar chose an exit at random and
walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a ominous tablinum, , within which was found a gargoyle.
Shahryar walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Shahryar opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Shahryar entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Shahryar entered a Baroque tablinum, dominated by a curved staircase framed
by a pattern of buta motifs. Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter between a king
of Persia named Shahryar and a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges took
place. Jorge Luis Borges offered advice to Shahryar in the form of a story.
So Jorge Luis Borges began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…” And Jorge Luis Borges told a very exciting story. “So
you see how that story was very like this place,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending
the story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the
way out.

Shahryar entered a luxurious almonry, , within which was found a glass chan-
delier. Shahryar chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the
echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Shahryar
felt sure that this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a primitive colonnade, tastefully offset by a glass chandelier
which was lined with a repeated pattern of red gems. And that was where the
encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar and a philosopher named
Socrates took place. Socrates offered advice to Shahryar in the form of a story.
So Socrates began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds
me of when…”

And he told the following story:
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Socrates’s intertwined Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
member of royalty named Asterion and a lady of the Imperial Court named
Murasaki Shikibu. Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story,
because it was Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king,
that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s recursive Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a member of royalty
named Asterion and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Asterion suggested that he
should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related,
O august king, that…” And Asterion told a very exciting story. “And that was
how it happened,” Asterion said, ending his story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Dunyazad

There was once a cybertextual data structure that was a map of itself. Dunyazad
must have gotten lost, because she was wandering there. Dunyazad walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu with a
design of scratched markings. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu with a
design of scratched markings. Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque terrace, , within which was found a cartouche with
a mirror inside. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a primitive hedge maze, accented by a cartouche with a mirror
inside framed by a pattern of red gems. Dunyazad walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad opened a door, not
feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

215



Dunyazad entered a marble-floored ���, , within which was found moki steps.
Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Dunyazad entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Dunyazad muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.
Dunyazad entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on
the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad discovered that one of
the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Dunyazad wan-
dered, lost in thought. Almost unable to believe it, Dunyazad reached the end
of the labyrinth.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Socrates said, ending the
story.
Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Shahryar entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Shahryar wandered, lost
in thought.
Shahryar entered a twilit equatorial room, dominated by a crumbling mound of
earth which was lined with a repeated pattern of imbrication. Shahryar walked
away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Shahryar entered a rococo triclinium, , within which was found a pair of ko-
maninu. And that was where the encounter between a king of Persia named
Shahryar and a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges took place. Jorge Luis
Borges offered advice to Shahryar in the form of a story. So Jorge Luis Borges
began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And Jorge Luis Borges told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story
was very like this place,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending the story.
Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at the confusion
of doors.
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Shahryar entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Shahryar entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Shahryar thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Shahryar entered a art deco anatomical theatre, accented by a monolith which
was lined with a repeated pattern of blue stones. And that was where the
encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar and an English poet named
Geoffery Chaucer took place. Geoffery Chaucer offered advice to Shahryar in
the form of a story. So Geoffery Chaucer began, “It seems to me that this place
we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Geoffery Chaucer told a very
exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Geoffery
Chaucer said, ending the story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar walked away from that place, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Shahryar entered a art deco kiva, dominated by a glass chandelier which was
lined with a repeated pattern of blue stones. Shahryar opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Shahryar entered a luxurious almonry, , within which was found a glass chan-
delier. Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Shahryar entered a art deco hall of doors, tastefully offset by an empty cartouche
which was lined with a repeated pattern of blue stones. Shahryar muttered,
“North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it
was indeed the wrong way.

Shahryar entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a de-
sign of wooden carvings. Shahryar thought that this direction looked promising,
and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Shahryar entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Shahryar discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Shahryar entered a rococo picture gallery, tastefully offset by a great many
columns with a design of chevrons. Shahryar wandered, lost in thought.

Shahryar entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. Shahryar walked
away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way. And
there Shahryar discovered the way out.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Shahryar said, ending the
story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Shahryar thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way.

Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Shahryar felt sure that
this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a Baroque terrace, containing a curved staircase. Shahryar
chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a marble hall of doors, decorated with a trompe-l’oeil fresco
with a design of palmettes. Shahryar walked away from that place, listening to
the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Shahryar opened a door,
not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Shahryar entered a rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a design of
acanthus. Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a twilit almonry, watched over by a large fresco of a garden
with two paths dividing. And that was where the encounter between a king
of Persia named Shahryar and a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges took
place. Jorge Luis Borges offered advice to Shahryar in the form of a story.
So Jorge Luis Borges began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…” And Jorge Luis Borges told a very exciting story. “So
you see how that story was very like this place,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending
the story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the
way out.

Shahryar entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Shahryar chose an exit at
random and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Shahryar felt sure that this
must be the way out.
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Shahryar entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. And that was where
the encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar and a philosopher
named Socrates took place. Socrates offered advice to Shahryar in the form
of a story. So Socrates began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Socrates’s intertwined Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
member of royalty named Asterion and a lady of the Imperial Court named
Murasaki Shikibu. Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story,
because it was Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king,
that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s recursive Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a member of royalty
named Asterion and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Asterion suggested that he
should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related,
O august king, that…” And Asterion told a very exciting story. “And that was
how it happened,” Asterion said, ending his story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Dunyazad

There was once a cybertextual data structure that was a map of itself. Dunyazad
must have gotten lost, because she was wandering there. Dunyazad walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was found
a pair of komaninu. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it
lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Dunyazad discovered that
one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a marble atelier, tastefully offset by a monolith which was
lined with a repeated pattern of palmettes. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.
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Dunyazad entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Dunyazad walked
away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a marble-floored triclinium, accented by a pair of komaninu
with a design of complex interlacing. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Dunyazad muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mir-
ror with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mir-
ror with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a neoclassic atelier, watched over by a fountain. Dunyazad
wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a archaic sudatorium, , within which was found an empty
cartouche. Dunyazad walked away from that place, not knowing that it was
indeed the wrong way. And there Dunyazad discovered the way out.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Socrates said, ending the
story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror. Which was where Shahryar
found the exit.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending
the story.
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Little Nemo decided to travel onwards. Little Nemo felt sure that this must be
the way out.

Little Nemo entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Little Nemo chose an exit at
random and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Little Nemo entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. And that was where the
encounter between a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo and
a poet of Rome named Virgil took place. Little Nemo offered advice to Virgil
in the form of a story. So Little Nemo began, “It seems to me that this place
we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Little Nemo’s Story About Shahryar

There was once an architectural forest from which few emerged. Shahryar
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Shahryar muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of foot-
steps.

Shahryar entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Shahryar
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Shahryar entered a Baroque sudatorium, dominated by divans lining the perime-
ter framed by a pattern of buta motifs. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the
way out.

Shahryar entered a shadowy liwan, watched over by a sipapu. Shahryar chose
an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a marble hall of doors, decorated with a trompe-l’oeil fresco
with a design of palmettes. Shahryar walked away from that place, listening to
the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a rococo atelier, accented by an alcove framed by a pattern of
chevrons. Shahryar opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Shahryar entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Shahryar felt a bit
dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Shahryar entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened,
listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter between a king
of Persia named Shahryar and a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges took
place. Jorge Luis Borges offered advice to Shahryar in the form of a story.
So Jorge Luis Borges began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
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reminds me of when…” And Jorge Luis Borges told a very exciting story. “So
you see how that story was very like this place,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending
the story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the
way out.

Shahryar entered a high portico, decorated with a great many columns with
a design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Shahryar chose an exit at random and
walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Shahryar
felt sure that this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a ominous peristyle, that had a large fresco of a garden with
two paths dividing. And that was where the encounter between a king of Persia
named Shahryar and a philosopher named Socrates took place. Socrates offered
advice to Shahryar in the form of a story. So Socrates began, “It seems to me
that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Socrates’s intertwined Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
member of royalty named Asterion and a lady of the Imperial Court named
Murasaki Shikibu. Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story,
because it was Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king,
that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s recursive Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a member of royalty
named Asterion and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Asterion suggested that he
should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related,
O august king, that…” And Asterion told a very exciting story. “And that was
how it happened,” Asterion said, ending his story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Dunyazad
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There was once a cybertextual data structure that was a map of itself. Dunyazad
must have gotten lost, because she was wandering there. Dunyazad walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Dunyazad
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mir-
ror with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous picture gallery, dominated by many solomonic
columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of wooden carvings. Dunyazad
wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Dunyazad walked away from
that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled picture gallery, tastefully offset by an exedra
which was lined with a repeated pattern of taijitu. Dunyazad opened a door,
not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a archaic sudatorium, , within which was found an empty
cartouche. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on
the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Dunyazad
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Dunyazad discovered that one
of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Dunyazad wandered, lost
in thought.

Dunyazad entered a primitive triclinium, tastefully offset by many solomonic
columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of red gems. Dunyazad walked
away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a marble picture gallery, that had an abat-son. Dunyazad
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a
mirror.
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Dunyazad entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. And that
was where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad
and a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo took place. Little
Nemo offered advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Little Nemo began,
“It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Little Nemo’s Story About Marco Polo

There was once a library, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed through
mirrors. Marco Polo couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Marco
Polo wandered, lost in thought. At the darkest hour Marco Polo reached the
end of the labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending
the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque liwan, containing a lararium. Dunyazad
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Dunyazad walked
away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous picture gallery, dominated by many solomonic
columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of wooden carvings. Dunyazad
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Dunyazad felt sure that this
must be the way out.

Dunyazad entered a neoclassic atelier, watched over by a fountain. Dunyazad
chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.
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Dunyazad entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Dun-
yazad discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a looming hedge maze, that had a fireplace. And that was
where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and
a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan took place. Kublai Khan
offered advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Kublai Khan began, “It
seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Kublai
Khan told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this
place,” Kublai Khan said, ending the story.
Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Almost unable to believe it, Dunyazad reached the end of the labyrinth.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Socrates said, ending the
story.
Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Shahryar entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Shahryar
wandered, lost in thought. Quite unexpectedly Shahryar reached the end of the
labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending
the story.
Little Nemo decided to travel onwards. Little Nemo muttered, “North, this way
is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Little Nemo entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. Little Nemo
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way. Almost unable
to believe it, Little Nemo found the exit.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said,
ending the story.
Murasaki Shikibu decided to travel onwards. Murasaki Shikibu felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors.
Murasaki Shikibu entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was
found a pair of komaninu. Murasaki Shikibu muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Murasaki Shikibu entered a cramped and narrow hall of doors, containing a
large fresco of a garden with two paths dividing. Murasaki Shikibu thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way.
Murasaki Shikibu entered a cramped and narrow hall of doors, containing a
large fresco of a garden with two paths dividing. Murasaki Shikibu felt sure
that this must be the way out.
Murasaki Shikibu entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Murasaki Shikibu chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the
echo of footsteps.
Murasaki Shikibu entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Murasaki Shikibu walked
away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Murasaki Shikibu entered a high hall of doors, that had a beautiful fresco.
Murasaki Shikibu opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
Murasaki Shikibu entered a high rotunda, tastefully offset by moki steps which
was lined with a repeated pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern. Murasaki Shikibu
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Murasaki Shikibu entered a rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a
design of acanthus. And that was where the encounter between a lady of the
Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a king of Persia named Shahryar
took place. Murasaki Shikibu offered advice to Shahryar in the form of a story.
So Murasaki Shikibu began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…”
And she told the following story:
Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Shahryar
There was once a twilight dimention in space, which is the world. Shahryar was
almost certain about why he happened to be there. Shahryar felt sure that this
must be the way out.
Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque lumber room, decorated with a great many
columns with a design of winding knots. Shahryar chose an exit at random and
walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.
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Shahryar entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. And that
was where the encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar and a poet
of Rome named Virgil took place. Shahryar offered advice to Virgil in the form
of a story. So Shahryar began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Shahryar’s Story About Shahryar

There was once an architectural forest from which few emerged. Shahryar
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Shahryar muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of foot-
steps.

Shahryar entered a primitive colonnade, tastefully offset by a glass chandelier
which was lined with a repeated pattern of red gems. Shahryar thought that
this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Shahryar entered a twilit kiva, containing a labyrinth pattern inscribed on the
floor. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a twilit kiva, containing a labyrinth pattern inscribed on the
floor. Shahryar chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the
echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a twilit equatorial room, dominated by a crumbling mound of
earth which was lined with a repeated pattern of imbrication. Shahryar walked
away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a cramped and narrow cryptoporticus, containing a sipapu.
Shahryar opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Shahryar entered a rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a design of
acanthus. Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Shahryar entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Shahryar muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of foot-
steps.

Shahryar entered a primitive twilit solar, tastefully offset by divans lining the
perimeter framed by a pattern of red gems. And that was where the encounter
between a king of Persia named Shahryar and a blind librarian named Jorge
Luis Borges took place. Jorge Luis Borges offered advice to Shahryar in the
form of a story. So Jorge Luis Borges began, “It seems to me that this place we
find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Jorge Luis Borges told a very exciting
story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Jorge Luis Borges
said, ending the story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the
way out.
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Shahryar entered a high portico, decorated with a great many columns with
a design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Shahryar chose an exit at random and
walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Shahryar
felt sure that this must be the way out. Quite unexpectedly Shahryar reached
the end of the labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Shahryar said, ending the
story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a neoclassic atelier, watched over by a fountain. Shahryar
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Shahryar felt sure that this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque lumber room, decorated with a great many
columns with a design of winding knots. Shahryar chose an exit at random and
walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Shahryar
walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Shahryar opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead.

Shahryar entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Shahryar felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors.

Shahryar entered a high fogou, accented by a crumbling mound of earth which
was lined with a repeated pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern. Shahryar mut-
tered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the
echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter between a king
of Persia named Shahryar and a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges took
place. Jorge Luis Borges offered advice to Shahryar in the form of a story.
So Jorge Luis Borges began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…” And Jorge Luis Borges told a very exciting story. “So
you see how that story was very like this place,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending
the story.
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Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the
way out.

Shahryar entered a rococo arborium, , within which was found a quatrefoil
carved into the wall. Shahryar chose an exit at random and walked that way,
listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Shahryar
felt sure that this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a cramped and narrow fogou, watched over by a monolith.
And that was where the encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar and
a philosopher named Socrates took place. Socrates offered advice to Shahryar
in the form of a story. So Socrates began, “It seems to me that this place we
find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Socrates’s intertwined Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
member of royalty named Asterion and a lady of the Imperial Court named
Murasaki Shikibu. Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story,
because it was Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king,
that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s recursive Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a member of royalty
named Asterion and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Asterion suggested that he
should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related,
O august king, that…” And Asterion told a very exciting story. “And that was
how it happened,” Asterion said, ending his story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Dunyazad

There was once a cybertextual data structure that was a map of itself. Dunyazad
must have gotten lost, because she was wandering there. Dunyazad walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
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Dunyazad entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu with a
design of scratched markings. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu with a
design of scratched markings. Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous picture gallery, dominated by many solomonic
columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of wooden carvings. Dunyazad
wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad walked away from that place, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a primitive triclinium, tastefully offset by many solomonic
columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of red gems. Dunyazad opened
a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a art deco atrium, accented by a stone-framed mirror which
was lined with a repeated pattern of blue stones. Dunyazad muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Dunyazad thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Dunyazad discovered that one
of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad wandered, lost in
thought.

Dunyazad entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Dunyazad walked away from
that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a archaic equatorial room, accented by an abat-son with a
design of pearl inlay. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it
lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a luxurious darbazi, tastefully offset by a curved staircase
framed by a pattern of arabseque. And that was where the encounter between
the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a child trying to go to Slumber-
land named Little Nemo took place. Little Nemo offered advice to Dunyazad
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in the form of a story. So Little Nemo began, “It seems to me that this place
we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Little Nemo’s Story About Marco Polo

There was once a library, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed through
mirrors. Marco Polo couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Marco
Polo wandered, lost in thought. At the darkest hour Marco Polo reached the
end of the labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending
the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a looming library, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Dunyazad thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque terrace, , within which was found a cartouche with
a mirror inside. Dunyazad walked away from that place, not knowing that it
was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque terrace, , within which was found a cartouche with
a mirror inside. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as
the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was found
a pair of komaninu. Dunyazad thought that this direction looked promising,
and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Dunyazad felt sure that
this must be the way out.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Dunyazad chose an exit at
random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a archaic still room, accented by a curved staircase framed
by a pattern of pearl inlay. Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.
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Dunyazad entered a looming cryptoporticus, tastefully offset by divans lining the
perimeter framed by a pattern of scratched markings. And that was where the
encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a Khagan
of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan took place. Kublai Khan offered
advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Kublai Khan began, “It seems to
me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Kublai Khan
told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,”
Kublai Khan said, ending the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a rococo liwan, watched over by a fountain. Dunyazad opened
a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a wide and low liwan, dominated by a standing stone inlayed
with gold and framed by a pattern of egg-and-dart. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque terrace, , within which was found a cartouche
with a mirror inside. And that was where the encounter between the sister
of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a blind poet named Homer took place.
Homer offered advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Homer began, “It
seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Homer’s Story About Kublai Khan

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Kublai Khan
had followed a secret path, and so he had arrived in that place. Kublai Khan
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a marble-floored library, decorated with a large fresco of
a garden with two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of
complex interlacing. Kublai Khan thought that this direction looked promising,
and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a archaic triclinium, tastefully offset by a fire in a low
basin framed by a pattern of pearl inlay. And that was where the encounter
between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a child trying
to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo took place. Little Nemo offered advice
to Kublai Khan in the form of a story. So Little Nemo began, “It seems to me
that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Little Nemo told a
very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little
Nemo said, ending the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
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Kublai Khan entered a rough darbazi, containing a fountain. Kublai Khan
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a
mirror.
Kublai Khan entered a archaic still room, accented by a curved staircase framed
by a pattern of pearl inlay. Kublai Khan wandered, lost in thought.
Kublai Khan entered a shadowy picture gallery, accented by moki steps which
was lined with a repeated pattern of carved runes. And that was where the
encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and
a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu took place. Murasaki
Shikibu offered advice to Kublai Khan in the form of a story. So Murasaki
Shikibu began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of
when…”
And she told the following story:
Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Socrates
There was once a library that was a map of itself. Socrates must have gotten
lost, because he was wandering there. Socrates chose an exit at random and
walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way. At the darkest
hour Socrates discovered the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said,
ending the story.
Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Kublai Khan entered a neoclassic hall of doors, tastefully offset by a cartouche
with a mirror inside framed by a pattern of guilloché. Kublai Khan felt a bit
dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Kublai Khan entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Kublai Khan thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in
a mirror.
Kublai Khan entered a high triclinium, accented by a pair of komaninu with a
design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Kublai Khan felt sure that this must be the
way out.
Kublai Khan entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. And that was where the
encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and
the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad took place. Kublai Khan offered
advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Kublai Khan began, “It seems to
me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
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And he told the following story:

Kublai Khan’s Story About Dunyazad

There was once an expansive zone that was a map of itself. Dunyazad didn’t
know why she happened to be there. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Dunyazad
walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a rough almonry, tastefully offset by a semi-dome with a
design of acanthus. And that was where the encounter between the sister
of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a lady of the Imperial Court named
Murasaki Shikibu took place. Dunyazad offered advice to Murasaki Shikibu in
the form of a story. So Dunyazad began, “It seems to me that this place we
find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And she told the following story:

Dunyazad’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a lady of the Impe-
rial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named Asterion.
Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Murasaki
Shikibu told a very symbolic story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story,
saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Scheherazade told a very intertwined story. “And that was how it happened,”
Scheherazade said, ending her story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Homer
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There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Homer
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a brick-walled almonry, tastefully offset by a large fresco of a
garden with two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of
taijitu. Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Homer wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Homer walked away from
that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Homer
wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a neoclassic atelier, watched over by a fountain. Homer walked
away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a neoclassic atelier, watched over by a fountain. Homer opened
a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on the
floor with a design of wooden carvings. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion
of doors.

Homer entered a marble atelier, tastefully offset by a monolith which was lined
with a repeated pattern of palmettes. Homer felt sure that this must be the
way out.

Homer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Homer chose an exit at random and walked that way, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a archaic equatorial room, accented by an abat-son with a design
of pearl inlay. Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a neoclassic atelier, watched over by a fountain. And that was
where the encounter between a blind poet named Homer and a poet exiled from
Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Homer offered advice to Dante
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Alighieri in the form of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to me that this
place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Homer told a very exciting
story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending
the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a luxurious portico, tastefully offset by a parquet floor which
was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors.

Homer entered a Baroque cyzicene hall, , within which was found a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor. And that was where the encounter between a
blind poet named Homer and a member of royalty named Asterion took place.
Homer offered advice to Asterion in the form of a story. So Homer began, “It
seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Homer
told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,”
Homer said, ending the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer wandered, lost in thought. Quite
unexpectedly Homer reached the end of the labyrinth.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the
story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a wide and low darbazi, containing a quatrefoil carved into
the wall. Dunyazad thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
And that was where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named
Dunyazad and a poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place.
Dunyazad offered advice to Dante Alighieri in the form of a story. So Dunyazad
began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And Dunyazad told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very
like this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the story.
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Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Dun-
yazad muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled cavaedium, watched over by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor. Dunyazad thought that this direction looked promising,
and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled cavaedium, watched over by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor. Dunyazad felt sure that this must be the way out.

Dunyazad entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Dunyazad
wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Dun-
yazad walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way. And there Dunyazad discovered the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Kublai Khan said, ending
the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan wandered, lost in thought.

Kublai Khan entered a ominous peristyle, that had a large fresco of a garden
with two paths dividing. Kublai Khan walked away from that place, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way. At the darkest hour Kublai Khan discovered
the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending the
story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a archaic triclinium, tastefully offset by a fire in a low basin
framed by a pattern of pearl inlay. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a neoclassic atelier, watched over by a fountain. Dunyazad
walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
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Dunyazad entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Dunyazad
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a
mirror.
Dunyazad entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Dunyazad
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a
reflection in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a brick-walled terrace, containing a crumbling mound of earth.
Dunyazad felt sure that this must be the way out.
Dunyazad entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Dunyazad chose an exit at
random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Dunyazad entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on
the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad discovered that one of
the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a rough library, watched over by a lararium. Dunyazad wan-
dered, lost in thought.
Dunyazad entered a rough library, watched over by a lararium. And that was
where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a
blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges took place. Jorge Luis Borges offered
advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Jorge Luis Borges began, “It
seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And he told the following story:
Jorge Luis Borges’s Story About Socrates
There was once a library that was a map of itself. Socrates must have gotten
lost, because he was wandering there. Socrates chose an exit at random and
walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way. At the darkest
hour Socrates discovered the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Jorge Luis Borges said,
ending the story.
Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a brick-walled almonry, tastefully offset by a large fresco of
a garden with two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of
taijitu. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Dunyazad entered a ominous tepidarium, watched over by a lararium. Dunyazad
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a
reflection in a mirror.
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Dunyazad entered a marble-floored equatorial room, decorated with a large
fresco of a garden with two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated
pattern of complex interlacing. Dunyazad felt sure that this must be the way
out.

Dunyazad entered a looming library, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of scratched markings. And that was where
the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a child
trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo took place. Dunyazad offered
advice to Little Nemo in the form of a story. So Dunyazad began, “It seems to
me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And she told the following story:

Dunyazad’s Story About Dunyazad

There was once an expansive zone that was a map of itself. Dunyazad didn’t
know why she happened to be there. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Dunyazad
walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous picture gallery, dominated by many solomonic
columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of wooden carvings. And that
was where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad
and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu took place. Dunyazad
offered advice to Murasaki Shikibu in the form of a story. So Dunyazad began,
“It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And she told the following story:

Dunyazad’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a lady of the Impe-
rial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named Asterion.
Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Murasaki
Shikibu told a very symbolic story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story,
saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Scheherazade told a very intertwined story. “And that was how it happened,”
Scheherazade said, ending her story.
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Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”
So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”
This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:
Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Homer
There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Homer
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Homer entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Homer discovered that one
of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Homer entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Homer wandered, lost
in thought.
Homer entered a primitive hedge maze, accented by a cartouche with a mirror
inside framed by a pattern of red gems. Homer walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.
Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.
Homer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Homer wandered, lost in thought.
Homer entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Homer walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Homer entered a twilit tepidarium, that had a crumbling mound of earth. Homer
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a
mirror.
Homer entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps. Homer
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Homer entered a Churrigueresque anatomical theatre, decorated with a false
door framed by a pattern of winding knots. Homer felt sure that this must be
the way out.
Homer entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which was
lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
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Homer entered a primitive darbazi, tastefully offset by xoanon with a design of
red gems. Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing
a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a cramped and narrow fogou, watched over by a monolith. And
that was where the encounter between a blind poet named Homer and a poet
exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Homer offered advice
to Dante Alighieri in the form of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to me
that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Homer told a very
exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said,
ending the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror. At the darkest hour Homer found
the exit.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the
story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Dunyazad thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled hall of doors, watched over by a fireplace.
And that was where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named
Dunyazad and a poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place.
Dunyazad offered advice to Dante Alighieri in the form of a story. So Dunyazad
began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And Dunyazad told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very
like this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled anatomical theatre, dominated by a pair of
komaninu with a design of taijitu. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of
doors.
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Dunyazad entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Dunyazad
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a marble atelier, containing a sipapu. Dunyazad thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in
a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Dunyazad
felt sure that this must be the way out.

Dunyazad entered a rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a design
of acanthus. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a wide and low portico, watched over by an abat-son. Dun-
yazad walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a marble-floored darbazi, tastefully offset by a parquet floor
which was lined with a repeated pattern of complex interlacing. Dunyazad
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque cyzicene hall, , within which was found a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor. And that was where the encounter between the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and an explorer of Venice named Marco
Polo took place. Dunyazad offered advice to Marco Polo in the form of a story.
So Dunyazad began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds
me of when…” And Dunyazad told a very exciting story. “So you see how that
story was very like this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a luxurious colonnade, dominated by a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of arabseque. Dunyazad wandered, lost in
thought. And there Dunyazad reached the end of the labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the
story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on
the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad walked away from that
place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a archaic still room, watched over by a gargoyle. And that
was where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad
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and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu took place. Dunyazad
offered advice to Murasaki Shikibu in the form of a story. So Dunyazad began,
“It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And she told the following story:

Dunyazad’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a lady of the Impe-
rial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named Asterion.
Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Murasaki
Shikibu told a very symbolic story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story,
saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Scheherazade told a very intertwined story. “And that was how it happened,”
Scheherazade said, ending her story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Homer

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Homer
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Homer dis-
covered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Homer entered a luxurious kiva, dominated by a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of arabseque. Homer wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps. Homer
walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
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Homer entered a marble tepidarium, accented by moki steps which was lined
with a repeated pattern of palmettes. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a shadowy hedge maze, containing an exedra. Homer discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Homer wandered, lost in
thought.

Homer entered a luxurious kiva, dominated by a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of arabseque. Homer walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Homer opened a door, not
feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors.

Homer entered a looming almonry, containing a parquet floor. Homer felt sure
that this must be the way out.

Homer entered a rococo liwan, watched over by a fountain. Homer chose an exit
at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a brick-walled picture gallery, watched over by a parquet floor.
Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a twilit almonry, dominated by an empty cartouche which was
lined with a repeated pattern of imbrication. And that was where the encounter
between a blind poet named Homer and a poet exiled from Florence named
Dante Alighieri took place. Homer offered advice to Dante Alighieri in the form
of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…” And Homer told a very exciting story. “So you see how
that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror. At the darkest hour Homer found
the exit.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the
story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way. At the darkest hour Dunyazad discovered the way out.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Socrates said, ending the
story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror. Which was where Shahryar
found the exit.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said,
ending the story.

Murasaki Shikibu decided to travel onwards. Murasaki Shikibu felt sure that
this must be the way out.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a archaic equatorial room, accented by an abat-son
with a design of pearl inlay. Murasaki Shikibu chose an exit at random and
walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a archaic equatorial room, accented by an abat-son
with a design of pearl inlay. And that was where the encounter between a lady of
the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a poet of Rome named Virgil
took place. Murasaki Shikibu offered advice to Virgil in the form of a story.
So Murasaki Shikibu began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…”

And she told the following story:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Shahryar

There was once an architectural forest from which few emerged. Shahryar
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Shahryar muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of foot-
steps.
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Shahryar entered a wide and low liwan, dominated by a standing stone inlayed
with gold and framed by a pattern of egg-and-dart. Shahryar thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way.

Shahryar entered a neoclassic liwan, tastefully offset by moki steps which was
lined with a repeated pattern of guilloché. Shahryar felt sure that this must be
the way out.

Shahryar entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a moasic framed by
a pattern of wooden carvings. Shahryar chose an exit at random and walked
that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a wide and low fogou, that had a parquet floor. Shahryar
walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Shahryar opened a door, not
feeling quite sure where it lead.

Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Shahryar felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors.

Shahryar entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Shahryar
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to
the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter between a king
of Persia named Shahryar and a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges took
place. Jorge Luis Borges offered advice to Shahryar in the form of a story.
So Jorge Luis Borges began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…” And Jorge Luis Borges told a very exciting story. “So
you see how that story was very like this place,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending
the story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the
way out.

Shahryar entered a rococo liwan, watched over by a fountain. Shahryar chose
an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a high portico, decorated with a great many columns with a
design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the way
out. Quite unexpectedly Shahryar reached the end of the labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said,
ending the story.
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Murasaki Shikibu decided to travel onwards. Murasaki Shikibu muttered,
“North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo
of footsteps.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a Churrigueresque tepidarium, that had an obelisk.
Murasaki Shikibu thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a rough equatorial room, tastefully offset by a gilt-
framed mirror with a design of acanthus. Murasaki Shikibu felt sure that this
must be the way out.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a rough equatorial room, tastefully offset by a gilt-
framed mirror with a design of acanthus. Murasaki Shikibu chose an exit at
random and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Murasaki Shikibu walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a ominous peristyle, that had a large fresco of a garden
with two paths dividing. Murasaki Shikibu opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead. And there Murasaki Shikibu found the exit.

“And that was how it happened,” Kublai Khan said, ending his story.

“And that was how it happened,” Kublai Khan said, ending his story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Geoffery Chaucer said,
ending the story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the
way out.

Shahryar entered a twilit kiva, tastefully offset by a fallen column with a design
of imbrication. Shahryar chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening
to the echo of footsteps. Quite unexpectedly Shahryar discovered the way out.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Virgil said, ending the
story.

Asterion decided to travel onwards. Asterion thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way.

Asterion entered a marble sudatorium, dominated by an abat-son with a design
of palmettes. Asterion felt sure that this must be the way out.

Asterion entered a high triclinium, accented by a pair of komaninu with a design
of a dizzying spiral pattern. Asterion chose an exit at random and walked that
way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Asterion entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. And that was where the
encounter between a member of royalty named Asterion and a queen of Persia
named Scheherazade took place. Scheherazade offered advice to Asterion in the
form of a story. So Scheherazade began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…”

And she told the following story:

Scheherazade’s amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was a poet of Rome named Virgil, a blind librarian
named Jorge Luis Borges and a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little
Nemo. Jorge Luis Borges suggested that he should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Jorge Luis Borges told:

Jorge Luis Borges’s Story About Virgil There was once a recursive house
of many doors, which is the world. Virgil couldn’t quite say how he was wan-
dering there. Virgil felt sure that this must be the way out.

Virgil entered a art deco atelier, that had a trompe-l’oeil fresco. Virgil chose an
exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Virgil entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu with a design
of scratched markings. Virgil discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else.

Virgil entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Virgil wandered, lost
in thought.

Virgil entered a Baroque sudatorium, dominated by divans lining the perimeter
framed by a pattern of buta motifs. Virgil walked away from that place, listening
to the echo of footsteps.
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Virgil entered a Baroque sudatorium, dominated by divans lining the perime-
ter framed by a pattern of buta motifs. Virgil muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Virgil entered a Churrigueresque spicery, dominated by divans lining the perime-
ter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Virgil thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way.

Virgil entered a luxurious rotunda, accented by a standing stone inlayed with
gold and framed by a pattern of arabseque. Virgil felt sure that this must be
the way out.

Virgil entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Virgil chose
an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps. Quite
unexpectedly Virgil discovered the way out.

“And that was how it happened,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending his story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Scheherazade said, ending
the story.
Asterion decided to travel onwards. Asterion felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of
doors.

Asterion entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Asterion muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened,
listening to the echo of footsteps.

Asterion entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Asterion
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Asterion entered a Churrigueresque hedge maze, that had a false door. Asterion
felt sure that this must be the way out.

Asterion entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Asterion
wandered, lost in thought.

Asterion entered a Baroque still room, that had a gilt-framed mirror. Asterion
walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Asterion entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Asterion opened a door, not
feeling quite sure where it lead.

Asterion entered a art deco rotunda, accented by a standing stone inlayed with
gold and framed by a pattern of blue stones. Asterion felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors.
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Asterion entered a marble darbazi, , within which was found a fireplace. Aster-
ion muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening
to the echo of footsteps.

Asterion entered a twilit almonry, dominated by an empty cartouche which was
lined with a repeated pattern of imbrication. And that was where the encounter
between a member of royalty named Asterion and an English poet named Ge-
offery Chaucer took place. Geoffery Chaucer offered advice to Asterion in the
form of a story. So Geoffery Chaucer began, “It seems to me that this place we
find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Geoffery Chaucer’s moving Story

Once upon a time, there was a poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri,
a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and an explorer of Venice
named Marco Polo. Kublai Khan suggested that he should tell a story, because
it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Kublai Khan told:

Kublai Khan’s recursive Story Once upon a time, there was a queen of
Persia named Scheherazade, a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little
Nemo and a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan. Little Nemo
suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began,
“It is related, O august king, that…” And Little Nemo told a very exciting story.
“And that was how it happened,” Little Nemo said, ending his story.

Thus Kublai Khan ended his 1st story, saying, “But there is another tale which
is more marvelous still.”

So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Kublai Khan told:

Kublai Khan’s exciting Story Once upon a time, there was a lady of the
Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu, the sister of Scheherazade named Dun-
yazad and a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan. Kublai Khan
suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he
began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Kublai Khan told:
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Kublai Khan’s inspiring Story Once upon a time, there was a queen of
Persia named Scheherazade, a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shik-
ibu and a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges. Murasaki Shikibu suggested
that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It
is related, O august king, that…” And Murasaki Shikibu told a very touching
story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story, saying, “But there is another
tale which is more marvelous still.”
So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”
This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:
Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story
Once upon a time, there was a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu, a queen of Persia named Scheherazade and an explorer of Venice named
Marco Polo. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”
This is the story that Scheherazade told:
Scheherazade’s Story About Murasaki Shikibu
There was once a recursive house of many doors, which is the world. Murasaki
Shikibu was almost certain about why she happened to be there. Murasaki
Shikibu felt sure that this must be the way out.
Murasaki Shikibu entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. And that was where the encounter between a lady of the Imperial
Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a child trying to go to Slumberland named
Little Nemo took place. Murasaki Shikibu offered advice to Little Nemo in the
form of a story. So Murasaki Shikibu began, “It seems to me that this place we
find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And she told the following story:
Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Little Nemo
There was once a mysterious labyrinth from which few emerged. Little Nemo
didn’t know why he happened to be there. Little Nemo felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors.
Little Nemo entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Little Nemo muttered,
“North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo
of footsteps.
Little Nemo entered a high portico, decorated with a great many columns with
a design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Little Nemo thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way.
Little Nemo entered a high portico, decorated with a great many columns with
a design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Little Nemo felt sure that this must be
the way out.
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Little Nemo entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Little
Nemo chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo of
footsteps.

Little Nemo entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Little Nemo walked away
from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Little Nemo entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Little Nemo opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead.

Little Nemo entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Little
Nemo felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Little Nemo entered a wide and low portico, watched over by an abat-son. And
that was where the encounter between a child trying to go to Slumberland
named Little Nemo and a king of Persia named Shahryar took place. Little
Nemo offered advice to Shahryar in the form of a story. So Little Nemo began,
“It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Little Nemo’s Story About Shahryar

There was once a twilight dimention in space, which is the world. Shahryar was
almost certain about why he happened to be there. Shahryar felt sure that this
must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a marble-floored twilit solar, , within which was found a wood-
framed mirror. Shahryar chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening
to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter between a king of
Persia named Shahryar and a poet of Rome named Virgil took place. Shahryar
offered advice to Virgil in the form of a story. So Shahryar began, “It seems to
me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Shahryar’s Story About Shahryar

There was once an architectural forest from which few emerged. Shahryar
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Shahryar muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of foot-
steps.

Shahryar entered a marble-floored spicery, tastefully offset by a moasic framed
by a pattern of complex interlacing. Shahryar thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way.
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Shahryar entered a art deco hall of doors, tastefully offset by an empty cartouche
which was lined with a repeated pattern of blue stones. Shahryar felt sure that
this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a primitive cyzicene hall, containing a cartouche with a mirror
inside. Shahryar chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the
echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Shahryar
walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Shahryar opened a door, not
feeling quite sure where it lead.

Shahryar entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on
the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors.

Shahryar entered a twilit tetrasoon, accented by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of imbrication. Shahryar muttered, “North, this way
is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a brick-walled cavaedium, watched over by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor. And that was where the encounter between a king of
Persia named Shahryar and a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges took
place. Jorge Luis Borges offered advice to Shahryar in the form of a story.
So Jorge Luis Borges began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…” And Jorge Luis Borges told a very exciting story. “So
you see how that story was very like this place,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending
the story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the
way out.

Shahryar entered a rococo triclinium, , within which was found a pair of koman-
inu. Shahryar chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the
echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a marble-floored spicery, tastefully offset by a moasic framed
by a pattern of complex interlacing. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the
way out. Quite unexpectedly Shahryar reached the end of the labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Shahryar said, ending the
story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.
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Shahryar entered a archaic hedge maze, watched over by a fountain. Shahryar
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Shahryar entered a Baroque hedge maze, dominated by xoanon with a design
of buta motifs. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a archaic tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil carved into
the wall with a design of pearl inlay. Shahryar chose an exit at random and
walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a marble hall of doors, decorated with a trompe-l’oeil fresco
with a design of palmettes. Shahryar walked away from that place, listening to
the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Shahryar opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Shahryar entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on
the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors.

Shahryar entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Shahryar muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of foot-
steps.

Shahryar entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. And that was where the
encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar and a blind librarian named
Jorge Luis Borges took place. Jorge Luis Borges offered advice to Shahryar in
the form of a story. So Jorge Luis Borges began, “It seems to me that this
place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Jorge Luis Borges told a
very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Jorge
Luis Borges said, ending the story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the
way out.

Shahryar entered a rococo triclinium, , within which was found a pair of koman-
inu. Shahryar chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the
echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Shahryar
felt sure that this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a wide and low tablinum, containing a monolith. And that was
where the encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar and a philosopher
named Socrates took place. Socrates offered advice to Shahryar in the form of
a story. So Socrates began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:
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Socrates’s intertwined Story
Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
member of royalty named Asterion and a lady of the Imperial Court named
Murasaki Shikibu. Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story,
because it was Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king,
that…”
This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:
Murasaki Shikibu’s recursive Story
Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a member of royalty
named Asterion and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Asterion suggested that he
should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related,
O august king, that…” And Asterion told a very exciting story. “And that was
how it happened,” Asterion said, ending his story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”
So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”
This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:
Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Dunyazad
There was once a cybertextual data structure that was a map of itself. Dunyazad
must have gotten lost, because she was wandering there. Dunyazad walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Dunyazad entered a marble-floored ���, , within which was found moki steps.
Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Dun-
yazad discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was found
a pair of komaninu. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.
Dunyazad entered a shadowy liwan, that had a quatrefoil inscribed in the ground.
Dunyazad walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.
Dunyazad entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. Dunyazad opened
a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
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Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was found
a pair of komaninu. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is probably north!”
as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Dunyazad thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Dunyazad walked away from
that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a marble picture gallery, that had an abat-son. Dunyazad
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Dunyazad entered a shadowy picture gallery, accented by moki steps which was
lined with a repeated pattern of carved runes. And that was where the encounter
between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a child trying to go
to Slumberland named Little Nemo took place. Little Nemo offered advice to
Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Little Nemo began, “It seems to me that
this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Little Nemo’s Story About Marco Polo

There was once a library, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed through
mirrors. Marco Polo couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Marco
Polo wandered, lost in thought. At the darkest hour Marco Polo reached the
end of the labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending
the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a looming library, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Dunyazad thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.
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Dunyazad entered a marble-floored ���, , within which was found moki steps.
Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.
Dunyazad entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on
the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad walked away from that
place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Dunyazad entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on
the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.
Dunyazad entered a marble atelier, tastefully offset by a monolith which was
lined with a repeated pattern of palmettes. Dunyazad thought that this direc-
tion looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a brick-walled picture gallery, tastefully offset by an exedra
which was lined with a repeated pattern of taijitu. Dunyazad felt sure that this
must be the way out.
Dunyazad entered a shadowy picture gallery, accented by moki steps which
was lined with a repeated pattern of carved runes. Dunyazad chose an exit at
random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Dunyazad entered a looming library, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Dunyazad discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
And that was where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named
Dunyazad and a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan took place.
Kublai Khan offered advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Kublai Khan
began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And Kublai Khan told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was
very like this place,” Kublai Khan said, ending the story.
Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Dunyazad entered a looming library, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Dunyazad opened a door,
not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a looming library, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors.
Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter between the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a blind poet named Homer took
place. Homer offered advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Homer
began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
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And he told the following story:

Homer’s Story About Kublai Khan

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Kublai Khan
had followed a secret path, and so he had arrived in that place. Kublai Khan
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu with a
design of scratched markings. Kublai Khan thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a art deco atrium, accented by a stone-framed mirror
which was lined with a repeated pattern of blue stones. And that was where the
encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a
child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo took place. Little Nemo
offered advice to Kublai Khan in the form of a story. So Little Nemo began, “It
seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Little
Nemo told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this
place,” Little Nemo said, ending the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Kublai Khan discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a high portico, decorated with a great many columns with
a design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Kublai Khan wandered, lost in thought.

Kublai Khan entered a rococo picture gallery, dominated by a sipapu framed
by a pattern of chevrons. And that was where the encounter between a Khagan
of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a lady of the Imperial Court
named Murasaki Shikibu took place. Murasaki Shikibu offered advice to Kublai
Khan in the form of a story. So Murasaki Shikibu began, “It seems to me that
this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And she told the following story:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Socrates

There was once a library that was a map of itself. Socrates must have gotten
lost, because he was wandering there. Socrates chose an exit at random and
walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a neoclassic colonnade, accented by a fountain framed by a
pattern of guilloché. Socrates discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else, passing a reflection in a mirror.
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Socrates entered a Churrigueresque atelier, that had a cartouche with a mirror
inside. Socrates walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.

Socrates entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Socrates opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Socrates felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Socrates entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mir-
ror with a design of wooden carvings. Socrates muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Socrates entered a brick-walled picture gallery, tastefully offset by an exedra
which was lined with a repeated pattern of taijitu. Socrates thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a Churrigueresque spicery, dominated by divans lining the
perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Socrates felt sure that this
must be the way out.

Socrates entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Socrates wandered, lost in
thought.

Socrates entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Socrates
walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a rococo liwan, watched over by a fountain. And that was
where the encounter between a philosopher named Socrates and a lady of the
Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu took place. Socrates offered advice to
Murasaki Shikibu in the form of a story. So Socrates began, “It seems to me
that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Socrates’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a lady of the Impe-
rial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named Asterion.
Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Murasaki
Shikibu told a very symbolic story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story,
saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story
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Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Scheherazade told a very intertwined story. “And that was how it happened,”
Scheherazade said, ending her story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Homer

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Homer
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a cramped and narrow colonnade, dominated by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of three hares. Homer discovered that one
of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a brick-walled picture gallery, watched over by a parquet floor.
Homer wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Homer walked
away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a twilit cavaedium, containing a standing stone inlayed with
gold and. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a twilit cavaedium, containing a standing stone inlayed with gold
and. Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a luxurious kiva, dominated by a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of arabseque. Homer wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Homer walked away from
that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a cramped and narrow cryptoporticus, containing a sipapu.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.
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Homer entered a high triclinium, accented by a pair of komaninu with a design
of a dizzying spiral pattern. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Homer entered a looming hedge maze, that had a fireplace. Homer felt sure
that this must be the way out.

Homer entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Homer chose an exit at
random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a ominous lumber room, decorated with an obelisk with a design
of wooden carvings. Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else, passing a reflection in a mirror. At the darkest hour Homer found the exit.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Socrates said, ending the
story.

Socrates decided to travel onwards. Socrates muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Socrates entered a marble-floored triclinium, accented by a pair of komaninu
with a design of complex interlacing. Socrates thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a luxurious library, accented by a koi pond which was lined with
a repeated pattern of arabseque. And that was where the encounter between
a philosopher named Socrates and a poet exiled from Florence named Dante
Alighieri took place. Socrates offered advice to Dante Alighieri in the form of
a story. So Socrates began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…” And Socrates told a very exciting story. “So you see how
that story was very like this place,” Socrates said, ending the story.

Socrates decided to travel onwards. Socrates opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. Socrates felt a bit
dizzy at the confusion of doors. At the darkest hour Socrates reached the end
of the labyrinth.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said,
ending the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Kublai Khan
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Kublai Khan entered a high spicery, accented by a gilt-framed mirror with a
design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Kublai Khan thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a ominous twilit solar, accented by a pair of komaninu
with a design of wooden carvings. Kublai Khan felt sure that this must be the
way out.

Kublai Khan entered a rough spicery, decorated with a fire in a low basin framed
by a pattern of acanthus. And that was where the encounter between a Khagan
of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and the sister of Scheherazade named
Dunyazad took place. Kublai Khan offered advice to Dunyazad in the form of a
story. So Kublai Khan began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Kublai Khan’s Story About Dunyazad

There was once an expansive zone that was a map of itself. Dunyazad didn’t
know why she happened to be there. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a art deco atrium, decorated with a trompe-l’oeil fresco with
a design of blue stones. Dunyazad walked away from that place, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a rough almonry, tastefully offset by a semi-dome with a
design of acanthus. And that was where the encounter between the sister
of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a lady of the Imperial Court named
Murasaki Shikibu took place. Dunyazad offered advice to Murasaki Shikibu in
the form of a story. So Dunyazad began, “It seems to me that this place we
find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And she told the following story:

Dunyazad’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a lady of the Impe-
rial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named Asterion.
Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Murasaki
Shikibu told a very symbolic story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story,
saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”
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So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”
This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:
Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story
Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Scheherazade told a very intertwined story. “And that was how it happened,”
Scheherazade said, ending her story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”
So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”
This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:
Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Homer
There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Homer
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Homer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Homer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Homer wan-
dered, lost in thought.
Homer entered a rococo picture gallery, dominated by a sipapu framed by a
pattern of chevrons. Homer walked away from that place, not knowing that it
was indeed the wrong way.
Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.
Homer entered a shadowy hedge maze, containing an exedra. Homer discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Homer entered a brick-walled almonry, tastefully offset by a large fresco of a
garden with two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of
taijitu. Homer wandered, lost in thought.
Homer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Homer walked away from that place, not knowing that it
was indeed the wrong way.
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Homer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a rococo triclinium, , within which was found a pair of komaninu.
Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Homer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Homer felt sure that this must be the way out.

Homer entered a high spicery, accented by a gilt-framed mirror with a design of
a dizzying spiral pattern. Homer chose an exit at random and walked that way,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a marble-floored triclinium, accented by a pair of komaninu with
a design of complex interlacing. Homer discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a marble almonry, decorated with a fountain framed by a pat-
tern of palmettes. And that was where the encounter between a blind poet
named Homer and a poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took
place. Homer offered advice to Dante Alighieri in the form of a story. So
Homer began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of
when…” And Homer told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was
very like this place,” Homer said, ending the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror. At the darkest hour Homer found
the exit.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the
story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a wide and low darbazi, containing a quatrefoil carved into
the wall. Dunyazad thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. And that was where the
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encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet exiled
from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Dunyazad offered advice to
Dante Alighieri in the form of a story. So Dunyazad began, “It seems to me that
this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Dunyazad told a very
exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dunyazad
said, ending the story.
Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors.
Dunyazad entered a high tetrasoon, tastefully offset by a lararium which was
lined with a repeated pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern. Dunyazad muttered,
“North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it
was indeed the wrong way.
Dunyazad entered a wide and low portico, watched over by an abat-son. Dun-
yazad thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing
a reflection in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mir-
ror with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad felt sure that this must be the
way out.
Dunyazad entered a high triclinium, accented by a pair of komaninu with a
design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought. Almost
unable to believe it, Dunyazad reached the end of the labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Kublai Khan said, ending
the story.
Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan wandered, lost in thought.
Quite unexpectedly Kublai Khan reached the end of the labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending the
story.
Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad wandered, lost in
thought.
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Dunyazad entered a marble-floored ���, , within which was found moki steps.
Dunyazad walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way. At the darkest hour Dunyazad discovered the way out.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Socrates said, ending the
story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Shahryar entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Shahryar wandered, lost in thought.

Shahryar entered a ominous peristyle, that had a large fresco of a garden with
two paths dividing. Shahryar walked away from that place, not knowing that
it was indeed the wrong way. At the darkest hour Shahryar discovered the way
out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending
the story.

Little Nemo decided to travel onwards. Little Nemo felt sure that this must be
the way out.

Little Nemo entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Little Nemo chose an exit at
random and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Little Nemo entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter between a child
trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo and a poet of Rome named
Virgil took place. Little Nemo offered advice to Virgil in the form of a story. So
Little Nemo began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds
me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Little Nemo’s Story About Shahryar

There was once an architectural forest from which few emerged. Shahryar
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Shahryar muttered, “North,
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this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of foot-
steps.

Shahryar entered a wide and low liwan, dominated by a standing stone inlayed
with gold and framed by a pattern of egg-and-dart. Shahryar thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way.

Shahryar entered a brick-walled anatomical theatre, dominated by a pair of
komaninu with a design of taijitu. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the way
out.

Shahryar entered a rococo ���, tastefully offset by a standing stone inlayed with
gold and framed by a pattern of chevrons. Shahryar chose an exit at random
and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a marble hall of doors, decorated with a trompe-l’oeil fresco
with a design of palmettes. Shahryar walked away from that place, listening to
the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a marble atelier, containing a sipapu. Shahryar opened a door,
not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Shahryar entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of
doors.

Shahryar entered a looming library, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Shahryar muttered,
“North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo
of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter between a king
of Persia named Shahryar and a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges took
place. Jorge Luis Borges offered advice to Shahryar in the form of a story.
So Jorge Luis Borges began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…” And Jorge Luis Borges told a very exciting story. “So
you see how that story was very like this place,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending
the story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the
way out.

Shahryar entered a primitive sudatorium, accented by a koi pond which was
lined with a repeated pattern of red gems. Shahryar chose an exit at random
and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a brick-walled liwan, accented by a glass-framed mirror framed
by a pattern of taijitu. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a rococo triclinium, , within which was found a pair of ko-
maninu. And that was where the encounter between a king of Persia named
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Shahryar and a philosopher named Socrates took place. Socrates offered advice
to Shahryar in the form of a story. So Socrates began, “It seems to me that this
place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Socrates’s intertwined Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
member of royalty named Asterion and a lady of the Imperial Court named
Murasaki Shikibu. Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story,
because it was Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king,
that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s recursive Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a member of royalty
named Asterion and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Asterion suggested that he
should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related,
O august king, that…” And Asterion told a very exciting story. “And that was
how it happened,” Asterion said, ending his story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Dunyazad

There was once a cybertextual data structure that was a map of itself. Dunyazad
must have gotten lost, because she was wandering there. Dunyazad walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a shadowy liwan, that had a quatrefoil inscribed in the ground.
Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque terrace, , within which was found a cartouche with
a mirror inside. Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Dunyazad
walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
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Dunyazad entered a looming picture gallery, watched over by a false door. Dun-
yazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a marble-floored ���, , within which was found moki steps.
Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a twilit twilit solar, watched over by a crumbling mound of
earth. Dunyazad thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Dun-
yazad discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mir-
ror with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a rococo triclinium, , within which was found a pair of koman-
inu. Dunyazad walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a rococo picture gallery, dominated by a sipapu framed by a
pattern of chevrons. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it
lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a high spicery, accented by a gilt-framed mirror with a design
of a dizzying spiral pattern. And that was where the encounter between the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a child trying to go to Slumberland
named Little Nemo took place. Little Nemo offered advice to Dunyazad in the
form of a story. So Little Nemo began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Little Nemo’s Story About Marco Polo

There was once a library, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed through
mirrors. Marco Polo couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Marco
Polo wandered, lost in thought. At the darkest hour Marco Polo reached the
end of the labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending
the story.
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Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a twilit cavaedium, containing a standing stone inlayed with
gold and. Dunyazad thought that this direction looked promising, and went
that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad walked away from that place, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Dunyazad thought that
this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Dunyazad entered a archaic still room, accented by a curved staircase framed
by a pattern of pearl inlay. Dunyazad felt sure that this must be the way out.

Dunyazad entered a looming atrium, decorated with a standing stone inlayed
with gold and framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Dunyazad chose an
exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Dun-
yazad discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a primitive colonnade, , within which was found a quatrefoil
carved into the wall. And that was where the encounter between the sister of
Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named
Kublai Khan took place. Kublai Khan offered advice to Dunyazad in the form
of a story. So Kublai Khan began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…” And Kublai Khan told a very exciting story.
“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Kublai Khan said, ending
the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way. Quite unexpectedly Dunyazad
discovered the way out.
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“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Socrates said, ending the
story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Shahryar entered a neoclassic liwan, tastefully offset by moki steps which was
lined with a repeated pattern of guilloché. Shahryar wandered, lost in thought.

Shahryar entered a twilit equatorial room, dominated by a crumbling mound of
earth which was lined with a repeated pattern of imbrication. Shahryar walked
away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Shahryar entered a twilit equatorial room, dominated by a crumbling mound
of earth which was lined with a repeated pattern of imbrication. And that
was where the encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar and a blind
librarian named Jorge Luis Borges took place. Jorge Luis Borges offered advice
to Shahryar in the form of a story. So Jorge Luis Borges began, “It seems to me
that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Jorge Luis Borges
told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,”
Jorge Luis Borges said, ending the story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at the confusion
of doors.

Shahryar entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Shahryar muttered,
“North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it
was indeed the wrong way.

Shahryar entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Shahryar thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Shahryar entered a Baroque equatorial room, tastefully offset by a standing
stone inlayed with gold and framed by a pattern of buta motifs. And that was
where the encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar and an English
poet named Geoffery Chaucer took place. Geoffery Chaucer offered advice to
Shahryar in the form of a story. So Geoffery Chaucer began, “It seems to me
that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Geoffery Chaucer
told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,”
Geoffery Chaucer said, ending the story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar walked away from that place, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
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Shahryar entered a primitive colonnade, , within which was found a quatrefoil
carved into the wall. Shahryar opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it
lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Shahryar entered a archaic ���, decorated with xoanon with a design of pearl
inlay. Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Shahryar entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Shahryar muttered,
“North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it
was indeed the wrong way.

Shahryar entered a twilit kiva, containing a labyrinth pattern inscribed on the
floor. Shahryar thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Shahryar entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Shahryar discovered that one
of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Shahryar entered a rococo picture gallery, dominated by a sipapu framed by a
pattern of chevrons. Shahryar wandered, lost in thought.

Shahryar entered a luxurious portico, tastefully offset by a parquet floor which
was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. Shahryar walked away from
that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Shahryar entered a archaic ���, decorated with xoanon with a design of pearl
inlay. Shahryar opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a
reflection in a mirror. Which was where Shahryar found the exit.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending
the story.

Little Nemo decided to travel onwards. Little Nemo muttered, “North, this way
is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Little Nemo entered a looming atrium, decorated with a standing stone inlayed
with gold and framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Little Nemo thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Little Nemo entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Little Nemo felt sure that this must be the way out.

Little Nemo entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a moasic framed
by a pattern of wooden carvings. Little Nemo chose an exit at random and
walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Little Nemo entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Little
Nemo walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.
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Little Nemo entered a rococo kiva, , within which was found an empty cartouche.
Little Nemo opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Little Nemo entered a marble-floored darbazi, tastefully offset by a parquet floor
which was lined with a repeated pattern of complex interlacing. Little Nemo
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Little Nemo entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Little Nemo muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of foot-
steps.

Little Nemo entered a rococo picture gallery, dominated by a sipapu framed by
a pattern of chevrons. And that was where the encounter between a child trying
to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo and a poet exiled from Florence named
Dante Alighieri took place. Dante Alighieri offered advice to Little Nemo in the
form of a story. So Dante Alighieri began, “It seems to me that this place we
find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Dante Alighieri told a very exciting
story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dante Alighieri said,
ending the story.

Little Nemo decided to travel onwards. Little Nemo felt sure that this must be
the way out.

Little Nemo entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a moasic framed
by a pattern of wooden carvings. Little Nemo chose an exit at random and
walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Little Nemo entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Little
Nemo felt sure that this must be the way out.

Little Nemo entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. And
that was where the encounter between a child trying to go to Slumberland named
Little Nemo and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu took
place. Murasaki Shikibu offered advice to Little Nemo in the form of a story.
So Murasaki Shikibu began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…”

And she told the following story:

Murasaki Shikibu’s intertwined Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
member of royalty named Asterion and a lady of the Imperial Court named
Murasaki Shikibu. Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story,
because it was Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king,
that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s recursive Story
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Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a member of royalty
named Asterion and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Asterion suggested that he
should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related,
O august king, that…” And Asterion told a very exciting story. “And that was
how it happened,” Asterion said, ending his story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Dunyazad

There was once a cybertextual data structure that was a map of itself. Dunyazad
must have gotten lost, because she was wandering there. Dunyazad walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on
the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad discovered that one of
the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a neoclassic atelier, watched over by a fountain. Dunyazad
wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled picture gallery, tastefully offset by an exedra
which was lined with a repeated pattern of taijitu. Dunyazad walked away from
that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque cyzicene hall, , within which was found a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a cramped and narrow rotunda, tastefully offset by moki
steps which was lined with a repeated pattern of three hares. Dunyazad felt a
bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Dun-
yazad muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.
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Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a primitive hedge maze, accented by a cartouche with a mirror
inside framed by a pattern of red gems. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a rococo triclinium, , within which was found a pair of koman-
inu. Dunyazad walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a rococo triclinium, , within which was found a pair of ko-
maninu. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing
a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous tepidarium, watched over by a lararium. And that
was where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad
and a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo took place. Little
Nemo offered advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Little Nemo began,
“It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Little Nemo’s Story About Marco Polo

There was once a library, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed through
mirrors. Marco Polo couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Marco
Polo wandered, lost in thought.

Marco Polo entered a Baroque fogou, that had a pair of komaninu. Marco Polo
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Marco Polo entered a brick-walled anatomical theatre, dominated by a pair of
komaninu with a design of taijitu. And that was where the encounter between
an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo and a poet exiled from Florence named
Dante Alighieri took place. Dante Alighieri offered advice to Marco Polo in the
form of a story. So Dante Alighieri began, “It seems to me that this place we
find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Dante Alighieri’s moving Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, a poet
exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri and a lady of the Imperial Court
named Murasaki Shikibu. Dante Alighieri suggested that he should tell a story,
because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king,
that…”

This is the story that Dante Alighieri told:

Dante Alighieri’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer
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There was once an engmatic labyrinth, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed
through mirrors. Geoffery Chaucer didn’t know why he happened to be there.
Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble-floored colonnade, tastefully offset by a
stone-framed mirror which was lined with a repeated pattern of complex in-
terlacing. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place, not knowing that it
was indeed the wrong way. Quite unexpectedly Geoffery Chaucer discovered
the way out.

“And that was how it happened,” Dante Alighieri said, ending his story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dante Alighieri said, ending
the story.

Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo felt sure that this must be
the way out.

Marco Polo entered a high arborium, that had xoanon. Marco Polo chose an
exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Marco Polo entered a rococo atelier, accented by an alcove framed by a pattern
of chevrons. Marco Polo discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. And that was where the
encounter between an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo and a member of
royalty named Asterion took place. Asterion offered advice to Marco Polo in
the form of a story. So Asterion began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…” And Asterion told a very exciting story. “So
you see how that story was very like this place,” Asterion said, ending the story.

Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way. Quite unexpectedly Marco Polo
discovered the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending
the story.
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Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Dunyazad thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a cramped and narrow rotunda, tastefully offset by moki steps
which was lined with a repeated pattern of three hares. Dunyazad wandered,
lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Dun-
yazad walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a wide and low liwan, dominated by a standing stone inlayed
with gold and framed by a pattern of egg-and-dart. Dunyazad muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous picture gallery, dominated by many solomonic
columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of wooden carvings. Dunyazad
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps. Dun-
yazad felt sure that this must be the way out.

Dunyazad entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Dunyazad chose an exit at
random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a archaic tetrasoon, tastefully offset by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor with a design of pearl inlay. Dunyazad discovered that
one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque liwan, containing a lararium. And that
was where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad
and a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan took place. Kublai
Khan offered advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Kublai Khan began,
“It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And
Kublai Khan told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very
like this place,” Kublai Khan said, ending the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Dunyazad opened a door, not
feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
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Dunyazad entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mir-
ror with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion
of doors.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled spicery, watched over by a trompe-l’oeil fresco.
And that was where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named
Dunyazad and a blind poet named Homer took place. Homer offered advice to
Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to me that this
place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Homer’s Story About Kublai Khan

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Kublai Khan
had followed a secret path, and so he had arrived in that place. Kublai Khan
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with
a design of wooden carvings. Kublai Khan thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. And that was where the
encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a
child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo took place. Little Nemo
offered advice to Kublai Khan in the form of a story. So Little Nemo began, “It
seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Little
Nemo told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this
place,” Little Nemo said, ending the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a archaic hedge maze, that had a fallen column. Kublai
Khan discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Kublai
Khan wandered, lost in thought.

Kublai Khan entered a brick-walled cavaedium, watched over by a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor. And that was where the encounter between a
Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a lady of the Imperial
Court named Murasaki Shikibu took place. Murasaki Shikibu offered advice to
Kublai Khan in the form of a story. So Murasaki Shikibu began, “It seems to
me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And she told the following story:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Socrates
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There was once a library that was a map of itself. Socrates must have gotten
lost, because he was wandering there. Socrates chose an exit at random and
walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Socrates entered a Baroque cyzicene hall, , within which was found a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor. Socrates discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Socrates entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Socrates walked
away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Socrates entered a rough almonry, that had a crumbling mound of earth.
Socrates opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror. And there Socrates found the exit.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said,
ending the story.
Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Kublai Khan entered a primitive atelier, accented by xoanon with a design of
red gems. Kublai Khan felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Kublai Khan entered a wide and low atelier, accented by a glass chandelier
which was lined with a repeated pattern of egg-and-dart. Kublai Khan thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in
a mirror.
Kublai Khan entered a marble-floored spicery, accented by an empty cartouche
which was lined with a repeated pattern of complex interlacing. Kublai Khan
felt sure that this must be the way out.
Kublai Khan entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter between a Khagan
of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and the sister of Scheherazade named
Dunyazad took place. Kublai Khan offered advice to Dunyazad in the form of a
story. So Kublai Khan began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…”
And he told the following story:
Kublai Khan’s Story About Dunyazad
There was once an expansive zone that was a map of itself. Dunyazad didn’t
know why she happened to be there. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.
Dunyazad entered a wide and low liwan, dominated by a standing stone inlayed
with gold and framed by a pattern of egg-and-dart. Dunyazad walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
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Dunyazad entered a high hall of doors, that had a beautiful fresco. And that was
where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and
a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu took place. Dunyazad
offered advice to Murasaki Shikibu in the form of a story. So Dunyazad began,
“It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And she told the following story:

Dunyazad’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a lady of the Impe-
rial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named Asterion.
Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Murasaki
Shikibu told a very symbolic story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story,
saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Scheherazade told a very intertwined story. “And that was how it happened,”
Scheherazade said, ending her story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Homer

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Homer
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a shadowy still room, that had a koi pond. Homer discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a cramped and narrow colonnade, dominated by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of three hares. Homer wandered, lost in
thought.
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Homer entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which was
lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Homer walked away from that
place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a high kiva, dominated by a quatrefoil inscribed in the ground
framed by a pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern. Homer opened a door, not
feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Homer
wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a primitive atelier, accented by xoanon with a design of red gems.
Homer walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Homer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Homer felt a
bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Homer felt sure that this must be the way out.

Homer entered a marble-floored library, decorated with a large fresco of a garden
with two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of complex
interlacing. Homer chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a shadowy picture gallery, accented by moki steps which was
lined with a repeated pattern of carved runes. Homer discovered that one of
the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a twilit cavaedium, containing a standing stone inlayed with gold
and. And that was where the encounter between a blind poet named Homer and
a poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Homer offered
advice to Dante Alighieri in the form of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to
me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Homer told a
very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer
said, ending the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a neoclassic atelier, watched over by a fountain. Homer felt a
bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
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Homer entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. And that was where
the encounter between a blind poet named Homer and a member of royalty
named Asterion took place. Homer offered advice to Asterion in the form of
a story. So Homer began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…” And Homer told a very exciting story. “So you see how
that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending the story.
Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer wandered, lost in thought.
Homer entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Homer walked
away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Homer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Homer
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a
mirror. Almost unable to believe it, Homer found the exit.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the
story.
Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.
Dunyazad entered a Baroque terrace, , within which was found a cartouche with
a mirror inside. Dunyazad thought that this direction looked promising, and
went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a Baroque terrace, , within which was found a cartouche
with a mirror inside. And that was where the encounter between the sister of
Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet exiled from Florence named Dante
Alighieri took place. Dunyazad offered advice to Dante Alighieri in the form of
a story. So Dunyazad began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…” And Dunyazad told a very exciting story. “So you see
how that story was very like this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the story.
Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a archaic triclinium, tastefully offset by a fire in a low basin
framed by a pattern of pearl inlay. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion
of doors.
Dunyazad entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on
the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this
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way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a high tetrasoon, tastefully offset by a lararium which was
lined with a repeated pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern. Dunyazad thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in
a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a archaic hall of doors, containing a koi pond. Dunyazad felt
sure that this must be the way out.

Dunyazad entered a cramped and narrow liwan, tastefully offset by a lararium
which was lined with a repeated pattern of three hares. Dunyazad wandered,
lost in thought. Almost unable to believe it, Dunyazad reached the end of the
labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Kublai Khan said, ending
the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan wandered, lost in thought.
Quite unexpectedly Kublai Khan reached the end of the labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending the
story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a luxurious portico, tastefully offset by a parquet floor which
was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. Dunyazad wandered, lost in
thought. Quite unexpectedly Dunyazad reached the end of the labyrinth.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said,
ending the story.

Little Nemo decided to travel onwards. Little Nemo discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror. Which was where
Little Nemo found the exit.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said,
ending the story.

Murasaki Shikibu decided to travel onwards. Murasaki Shikibu felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern in-
scribed on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Murasaki Shikibu mut-
tered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the
echo of footsteps.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a archaic atelier, tastefully offset by an alcove framed
by a pattern of pearl inlay. Murasaki Shikibu thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Murasaki Shikibu felt sure
that this must be the way out.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Murasaki Shikibu chose an
exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Murasaki Shikibu walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a rococo atelier, containing a fountain. Murasaki
Shikibu opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a shadowy almonry, that had a crumbling mound of
earth. Murasaki Shikibu felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
And that was where the encounter between a lady of the Imperial Court named
Murasaki Shikibu and a king of Persia named Shahryar took place. Murasaki
Shikibu offered advice to Shahryar in the form of a story. So Murasaki Shikibu
began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And she told the following story:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Shahryar

There was once a twilight dimention in space, which is the world. Shahryar was
almost certain about why he happened to be there. Shahryar felt sure that this
must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Shahryar chose an exit at
random and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.
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Shahryar entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter between
a king of Persia named Shahryar and a poet of Rome named Virgil took place.
Shahryar offered advice to Virgil in the form of a story. So Shahryar began, “It
seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And he told the following story:
Shahryar’s Story About Shahryar
There was once an architectural forest from which few emerged. Shahryar
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Shahryar muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of foot-
steps.
Shahryar entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Shahryar
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.
Shahryar entered a ominous tablinum, , within which was found a gargoyle.
Shahryar felt sure that this must be the way out.
Shahryar entered a wide and low anatomical theatre, dominated by a parquet
floor which was lined with a repeated pattern of egg-and-dart. Shahryar chose
an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Shahryar entered a ominous tablinum, , within which was found a gargoyle.
Shahryar walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Shahryar entered a ominous tablinum, , within which was found a gargoyle.
Shahryar opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
Shahryar entered a wide and low cavaedium, watched over by a curved staircase.
Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened,
listening to the echo of footsteps.
Shahryar entered a rococo picture gallery, dominated by a sipapu framed by
a pattern of chevrons. And that was where the encounter between a king of
Persia named Shahryar and a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges took
place. Jorge Luis Borges offered advice to Shahryar in the form of a story.
So Jorge Luis Borges began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…” And Jorge Luis Borges told a very exciting story. “So
you see how that story was very like this place,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending
the story.
Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the
way out.
Shahryar entered a high portico, decorated with a great many columns with
a design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Shahryar chose an exit at random and
walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.
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Shahryar entered a ominous tablinum, , within which was found a gargoyle.
Shahryar felt sure that this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a cramped and narrow rotunda, accented by a stone-framed
mirror which was lined with a repeated pattern of three hares. And that was
where the encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar and a philosopher
named Socrates took place. Socrates offered advice to Shahryar in the form of
a story. So Socrates began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Socrates’s intertwined Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
member of royalty named Asterion and a lady of the Imperial Court named
Murasaki Shikibu. Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story,
because it was Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king,
that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s recursive Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a member of royalty
named Asterion and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Asterion suggested that he
should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related,
O august king, that…” And Asterion told a very exciting story. “And that was
how it happened,” Asterion said, ending his story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Dunyazad

There was once a cybertextual data structure that was a map of itself. Dunyazad
must have gotten lost, because she was wandering there. Dunyazad walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a looming hedge maze, accented by moki steps which was
lined with a repeated pattern of scratched markings. Dunyazad opened a door,
not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu with a
design of scratched markings. Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.
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Dunyazad entered a archaic triclinium, tastefully offset by a fire in a low basin
framed by a pattern of pearl inlay. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mir-
ror with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad opened a door, not
feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Dunyazad
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a rococo hall of doors, that had a fireplace. Dunyazad thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in
a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a re-
flection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a twilit twilit solar, watched over by a crumbling mound of
earth. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a twilit twilit solar, watched over by a crumbling mound of
earth. Dunyazad walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a rococo picture gallery, dominated by a sipapu framed by a
pattern of chevrons. And that was where the encounter between the sister of
Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a child trying to go to Slumberland named
Little Nemo took place. Little Nemo offered advice to Dunyazad in the form of
a story. So Little Nemo began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Little Nemo’s Story About Marco Polo

There was once a library, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed through
mirrors. Marco Polo couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Marco
Polo wandered, lost in thought. At the darkest hour Marco Polo reached the
end of the labyrinth.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending
the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a rococo picture gallery, dominated by a sipapu framed by
a pattern of chevrons. Dunyazad thought that this direction looked promising,
and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a marble-floored ���, , within which was found moki steps.
Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Dunyazad walked away from
that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mir-
ror with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a de-
sign of wooden carvings. Dunyazad thought that this direction looked promising,
and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a neoclassic atelier, watched over by a fountain. Dunyazad
felt sure that this must be the way out.

Dunyazad entered a marble picture gallery, that had an abat-son. Dunyazad
chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a looming atrium, decorated with a standing stone inlayed
with gold and framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Dunyazad discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a luxurious darbazi, tastefully offset by a curved staircase
framed by a pattern of arabseque. And that was where the encounter between
the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol
Uls named Kublai Khan took place. Kublai Khan offered advice to Dunyazad
in the form of a story. So Kublai Khan began, “It seems to me that this place
we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Kublai Khan told a very exciting
story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Kublai Khan said,
ending the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
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Dunyazad entered a luxurious darbazi, tastefully offset by a curved staircase
framed by a pattern of arabseque. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a high triclinium, accented by a pair of komaninu with a
design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion
of doors.
Dunyazad entered a luxurious kiva, dominated by a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of arabseque. And that was where the encounter
between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a blind poet named
Homer took place. Homer offered advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So
Homer began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of
when…”
And he told the following story:
Homer’s Story About Kublai Khan
There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Kublai Khan
had followed a secret path, and so he had arrived in that place. Kublai Khan
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.
Kublai Khan entered a marble-floored library, decorated with a large fresco of
a garden with two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of
complex interlacing. Kublai Khan thought that this direction looked promising,
and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Kublai Khan entered a marble-floored library, decorated with a large fresco of
a garden with two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of
complex interlacing. And that was where the encounter between a Khagan of
the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a child trying to go to Slumberland
named Little Nemo took place. Little Nemo offered advice to Kublai Khan in
the form of a story. So Little Nemo began, “It seems to me that this place we
find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Little Nemo told a very exciting story.
“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending
the story.
Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Kublai Khan entered a marble-floored library, decorated with a large fresco
of a garden with two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern
of complex interlacing. Kublai Khan discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Kublai Khan entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Kublai Khan wandered, lost in thought.
Kublai Khan entered a marble picture gallery, that had an abat-son. And
that was where the encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named
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Kublai Khan and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu took
place. Murasaki Shikibu offered advice to Kublai Khan in the form of a story.
So Murasaki Shikibu began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…”

And she told the following story:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Socrates

There was once a library that was a map of itself. Socrates must have gotten
lost, because he was wandering there. Socrates chose an exit at random and
walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way. At the darkest
hour Socrates discovered the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said,
ending the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a primitive cyzicene hall, watched over by a moasic. Kublai
Khan felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Kublai Khan entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Kublai
Khan thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing
a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a looming atrium, decorated with a standing stone inlayed
with gold and framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Kublai Khan felt sure
that this must be the way out.

Kublai Khan entered a ominous sudatorium, tastefully offset by a wood-framed
mirror with a design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter
between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and the sister
of Scheherazade named Dunyazad took place. Kublai Khan offered advice to
Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Kublai Khan began, “It seems to me that
this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Kublai Khan’s Story About Dunyazad

There was once an expansive zone that was a map of itself. Dunyazad didn’t
know why she happened to be there. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Dunyazad
walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
And that was where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named
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Dunyazad and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu took place.
Dunyazad offered advice to Murasaki Shikibu in the form of a story. So Dun-
yazad began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of
when…”

And she told the following story:

Dunyazad’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a lady of the Impe-
rial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named Asterion.
Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Murasaki
Shikibu told a very symbolic story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story,
saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Scheherazade told a very intertwined story. “And that was how it happened,”
Scheherazade said, ending her story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Homer

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Homer
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a marble-floored cyzicene hall, , within which was found a sipapu.
Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Homer wandered, lost in
thought.
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Homer entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining the
perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Homer walked away from that
place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a shadowy hedge maze, containing an exedra. Homer opened a
door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Homer wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Homer walked away from
that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining the
perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors.

Homer entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on the
floor with a design of wooden carvings. Homer felt sure that this must be the
way out.

Homer entered a rococo liwan, watched over by a fountain. Homer chose an exit
at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Homer discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a luxurious portico, tastefully offset by a parquet floor which was
lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. And that was where the encounter
between a blind poet named Homer and a poet exiled from Florence named
Dante Alighieri took place. Homer offered advice to Dante Alighieri in the form
of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…” And Homer told a very exciting story. “So you see how
that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror. At the darkest hour Homer found
the exit.
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“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the
story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a high hall of doors, that had a beautiful fresco. Dunyazad
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter between the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet exiled from Florence named
Dante Alighieri took place. Dunyazad offered advice to Dante Alighieri in the
form of a story. So Dunyazad began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…” And Dunyazad told a very exciting story. “So
you see how that story was very like this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the
story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled cavaedium, watched over by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is probably north!”
as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Dunyazad thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mir-
ror with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad felt sure that this must be the
way out.

Dunyazad entered a marble-floored arborium, accented by a stone-framed mirror
which was lined with a repeated pattern of complex interlacing. Dunyazad
wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. Dunyazad walked
away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a primitive peristyle, decorated with a trompe-l’oeil fresco
with a design of red gems. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure
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where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror. Which was where Dunyazad
found the exit.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Kublai Khan said, ending
the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan wandered, lost in thought.

Kublai Khan entered a ominous twilit solar, accented by a pair of komaninu
with a design of wooden carvings. Kublai Khan walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a luxurious portico, tastefully offset by a parquet floor
which was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. And that was where the
encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a
philosopher named Socrates took place. Kublai Khan offered advice to Socrates
in the form of a story. So Kublai Khan began, “It seems to me that this place
we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Kublai Khan’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a lady of the Impe-
rial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named Asterion.
Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Murasaki
Shikibu told a very symbolic story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story,
saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Scheherazade told a very intertwined story. “And that was how it happened,”
Scheherazade said, ending her story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”
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So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Homer

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Homer
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which was
lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Homer discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a twilit cavaedium, containing a standing stone inlayed with gold
and. Homer wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a brick-walled picture gallery, tastefully offset by an exedra which
was lined with a repeated pattern of taijitu. Homer walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a high kiva, accented by a large fresco of a garden with two paths
dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern.
Homer wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a neoclassic atelier, watched over by a fountain. Homer walked
away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which was
lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Homer opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a wide and low portico, watched over by an abat-son. Homer
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Homer entered a brick-walled picture gallery, watched over by a parquet floor.
Homer felt sure that this must be the way out.

Homer entered a brick-walled picture gallery, watched over by a parquet floor.
Homer chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was
indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a primitive library, watched over by many solomonic columns.
Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.
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Homer entered a rough twilit solar, that had a gargoyle. And that was where the
encounter between a blind poet named Homer and a poet exiled from Florence
named Dante Alighieri took place. Homer offered advice to Dante Alighieri in
the form of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…” And Homer told a very exciting story. “So you
see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending the story.
Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror. At the darkest hour Homer found
the exit.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Kublai Khan said, ending
the story.
Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way. At the darkest hour Kublai Khan discovered the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending the
story.
Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a luxurious kiva, dominated by a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of arabseque. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.
Quite unexpectedly Dunyazad reached the end of the labyrinth.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Socrates said, ending the
story.
Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror. Which was where Shahryar
found the exit.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Shahryar said, ending the
story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Shahryar thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Shahryar entered a cramped and narrow cryptoporticus, containing a sipapu.
Shahryar felt sure that this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a moasic framed by
a pattern of wooden carvings. Shahryar chose an exit at random and walked
that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a wide and low fogou, that had a parquet floor. Shahryar
walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a neoclassic atelier, watched over by a fountain. Shahryar
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Shahryar entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at
the confusion of doors.

Shahryar entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Shahryar
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to
the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a rococo triclinium, , within which was found a pair of ko-
maninu. And that was where the encounter between a king of Persia named
Shahryar and a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges took place. Jorge Luis
Borges offered advice to Shahryar in the form of a story. So Jorge Luis Borges
began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And Jorge Luis Borges told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story
was very like this place,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending the story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the
way out.

Shahryar entered a Baroque portico, containing a fire in a low basin. Shahryar
chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Shahryar
felt sure that this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a rococo triclinium, , within which was found a pair of ko-
maninu. And that was where the encounter between a king of Persia named
Shahryar and a philosopher named Socrates took place. Socrates offered advice
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to Shahryar in the form of a story. So Socrates began, “It seems to me that this
place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Socrates’s intertwined Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
member of royalty named Asterion and a lady of the Imperial Court named
Murasaki Shikibu. Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story,
because it was Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king,
that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s recursive Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a member of royalty
named Asterion and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Asterion suggested that he
should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related,
O august king, that…” And Asterion told a very exciting story. “And that was
how it happened,” Asterion said, ending his story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Dunyazad

There was once a cybertextual data structure that was a map of itself. Dunyazad
must have gotten lost, because she was wandering there. Dunyazad walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a archaic sudatorium, , within which was found an empty
cartouche. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing
a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Dun-
yazad discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque terrace, , within which was found a cartouche with
a mirror inside. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a shadowy liwan, that had a quatrefoil inscribed in the ground.
Dunyazad walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.
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Dunyazad entered a neoclassic atelier, watched over by a fountain. Dunyazad
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Dunyazad entered a cramped and narrow tablinum, watched over by a lararium.
Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mir-
ror with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mir-
ror with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mir-
ror with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Dunyazad wandered, lost
in thought.

Dunyazad entered a twilit cavaedium, containing a standing stone inlayed with
gold and. Dunyazad walked away from that place, not knowing that it was
indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous tepidarium, watched over by a lararium. And that
was where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad
and a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo took place. Little
Nemo offered advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Little Nemo began,
“It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Little Nemo’s Story About Marco Polo

There was once a library, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed through
mirrors. Marco Polo couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Marco
Polo wandered, lost in thought.

Marco Polo entered a art deco lumber room, accented by a great many columns
with a design of blue stones. Marco Polo muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Marco Polo entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. And that was where the
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encounter between an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo and a poet exiled
from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Dante Alighieri offered advice
to Marco Polo in the form of a story. So Dante Alighieri began, “It seems to
me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Dante Alighieri’s moving Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, a poet
exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri and a lady of the Imperial Court
named Murasaki Shikibu. Dante Alighieri suggested that he should tell a story,
because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king,
that…”

This is the story that Dante Alighieri told:

Dante Alighieri’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an engmatic labyrinth, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed
through mirrors. Geoffery Chaucer didn’t know why he happened to be there.
Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought. Which was where Geoffery Chaucer
reached the end of the labyrinth.

“And that was how it happened,” Dante Alighieri said, ending his story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dante Alighieri said, ending
the story.

Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo felt sure that this must be
the way out.

Marco Polo entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed
mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Marco Polo chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Marco Polo entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Marco
Polo discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a marble picture gallery, that had an abat-son. And that
was where the encounter between an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo and a
member of royalty named Asterion took place. Asterion offered advice to Marco
Polo in the form of a story. So Asterion began, “It seems to me that this place
we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Asterion told a very exciting story.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Asterion said, ending the
story.

Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Marco Polo entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many columns.
Marco Polo opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflec-
tion in a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many columns.
Marco Polo felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Marco Polo entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed
mirror with a design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter
between an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo and a king of Persia named
Shahryar took place. Shahryar offered advice to Marco Polo in the form of a
story. So Shahryar began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Shahryar’s Story About Kublai Khan

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Kublai Khan
had followed a secret path, and so he had arrived in that place. Kublai Khan
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Kublai
Khan thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing
a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with
a design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter between a
Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a child trying to go
to Slumberland named Little Nemo took place. Little Nemo offered advice to
Kublai Khan in the form of a story. So Little Nemo began, “It seems to me
that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Little Nemo told a
very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little
Nemo said, ending the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a luxurious library, watched over by a gilt-framed mirror.
Kublai Khan discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a twilit almonry, watched over by a large fresco of a garden
with two paths dividing. Kublai Khan wandered, lost in thought.
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Kublai Khan entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with
a design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter between a
Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a lady of the Imperial
Court named Murasaki Shikibu took place. Murasaki Shikibu offered advice to
Kublai Khan in the form of a story. So Murasaki Shikibu began, “It seems to
me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And she told the following story:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Socrates

There was once a library that was a map of itself. Socrates must have gotten
lost, because he was wandering there. Socrates chose an exit at random and
walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a luxurious library, accented by a koi pond which was lined
with a repeated pattern of arabseque. Socrates discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Socrates
walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Socrates opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Socrates entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Socrates felt a bit dizzy at
the confusion of doors.

Socrates entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which was
lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Socrates muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.

Socrates entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Socrates thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Socrates felt sure that this must be the way out.

Socrates entered a rococo twilit solar, containing a false door. Socrates wan-
dered, lost in thought.

Socrates entered a high triclinium, accented by a pair of komaninu with a design
of a dizzying spiral pattern. Socrates walked away from that place, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. And that was where
the encounter between a philosopher named Socrates and a lady of the Imperial
Court named Murasaki Shikibu took place. Socrates offered advice to Murasaki
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Shikibu in the form of a story. So Socrates began, “It seems to me that this
place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Socrates’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a lady of the Impe-
rial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named Asterion.
Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Murasaki
Shikibu told a very symbolic story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story,
saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Scheherazade told a very intertwined story. “And that was how it happened,”
Scheherazade said, ending her story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Homer

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Homer
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Homer discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a looming library, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Homer wandered, lost in
thought.

Homer entered a marble atelier, tastefully offset by a monolith which was lined
with a repeated pattern of palmettes. Homer walked away from that place, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
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Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a shadowy hedge maze, containing an exedra. Homer discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps. Homer
wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Homer walked away from that place, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Homer opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a design of
acanthus. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Homer entered a rococo liwan, watched over by a fountain. Homer felt sure that
this must be the way out.

Homer entered a looming library, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Homer chose an exit at
random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a looming library, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Homer discovered that one
of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a brick-walled picture gallery, tastefully offset by an exedra which
was lined with a repeated pattern of taijitu. And that was where the encounter
between a blind poet named Homer and a poet exiled from Florence named
Dante Alighieri took place. Homer offered advice to Dante Alighieri in the form
of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…” And Homer told a very exciting story. “So you see how
that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a primitive peristyle, decorated with a trompe-l’oeil fresco with
a design of red gems. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors. Almost
unable to believe it, Homer reached the end of the labyrinth.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Socrates said, ending the
story.

Socrates decided to travel onwards. Socrates muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way. At the darkest hour Socrates discovered the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said,
ending the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Kublai Khan felt a bit dizzy at
the confusion of doors.

Kublai Khan entered a luxurious picture gallery, accented by a great many
columns with a design of arabseque. Kublai Khan thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Kublai Khan
felt sure that this must be the way out.

Kublai Khan entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. And that was
where the encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai
Khan and the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad took place. Kublai Khan
offered advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Kublai Khan began, “It
seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Kublai Khan’s Story About Dunyazad

There was once an expansive zone that was a map of itself. Dunyazad didn’t
know why she happened to be there. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a archaic atelier, , within which was found a monolith. Dun-
yazad walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. And that was where the
encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a lady of
the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu took place. Dunyazad offered
advice to Murasaki Shikibu in the form of a story. So Dunyazad began, “It
seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
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And she told the following story:
Dunyazad’s inspiring Story
Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a lady of the Impe-
rial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named Asterion.
Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Murasaki
Shikibu told a very symbolic story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story,
saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”
So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”
This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:
Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story
Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Scheherazade told a very intertwined story. “And that was how it happened,”
Scheherazade said, ending her story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”
So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”
This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:
Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Homer
There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Homer
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Homer entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Homer
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a
mirror.
Homer entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Homer wandered, lost in thought.
Homer entered a shadowy liwan, that had a quatrefoil inscribed in the ground.
Homer walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.
Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.
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Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a ominous cavaedium, accented by a standing stone inlayed with
gold and framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Homer wandered, lost in
thought.

Homer entered a marble-floored cyzicene hall, , within which was found a sipapu.
Homer walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Homer entered a shadowy liwan, that had a quatrefoil inscribed in the ground.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a twilit twilit solar, watched over by a crumbling mound of earth.
Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Homer entered a ominous tepidarium, watched over by a lararium. Homer felt
sure that this must be the way out.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Homer chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was
indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on the
floor with a design of wooden carvings. Homer discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a archaic hall of mirrors, dominated by a beautiful fresco framed
by a pattern of pearl inlay. And that was where the encounter between a blind
poet named Homer and a poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took
place. Homer offered advice to Dante Alighieri in the form of a story. So Homer
began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And Homer told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like
this place,” Homer said, ending the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a ominous peristyle, that had a large fresco of a garden with two
paths dividing. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Homer entered a ominous peristyle, that had a large fresco of a garden with two
paths dividing. And that was where the encounter between a blind poet named
Homer and a member of royalty named Asterion took place. Homer offered
advice to Asterion in the form of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to me
that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Homer told a very
exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said,
ending the story.
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Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer wandered, lost in thought. Quite
unexpectedly Homer reached the end of the labyrinth.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the
story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a rough equatorial room, tastefully offset by a gilt-framed
mirror with a design of acanthus. Dunyazad thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. And
that was where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dun-
yazad and a poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Dun-
yazad offered advice to Dante Alighieri in the form of a story. So Dunyazad
began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And Dunyazad told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very
like this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Dun-
yazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled cavaedium, watched over by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is probably north!”
as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Dunyazad thought that
this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque terrace, that had a monolith. Dunyazad felt sure
that this must be the way out.

Dunyazad entered a rough equatorial room, tastefully offset by a gilt-framed
mirror with a design of acanthus. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought. Almost
unable to believe it, Dunyazad reached the end of the labyrinth.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Kublai Khan said, ending
the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan wandered, lost in thought.

Kublai Khan entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Kublai Khan walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter
between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a philosopher
named Socrates took place. Kublai Khan offered advice to Socrates in the form
of a story. So Kublai Khan began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Kublai Khan’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a lady of the Impe-
rial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named Asterion.
Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Murasaki
Shikibu told a very symbolic story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story,
saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Scheherazade told a very intertwined story. “And that was how it happened,”
Scheherazade said, ending her story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Homer
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There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Homer
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a primitive atelier, accented by xoanon with a design of red gems.
Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a twilit cavaedium, containing a standing stone inlayed with gold
and. Homer wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a twilit cavaedium, containing a standing stone inlayed with gold
and. Homer walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.

Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a shadowy hedge maze, containing an exedra. Homer discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a neoclassic atelier, watched over by a fountain. Homer wan-
dered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Homer
walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a high rotunda, tastefully offset by moki steps which was lined
with a repeated pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern. Homer opened a door, not
feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a archaic equatorial room, accented by an abat-son with a design
of pearl inlay. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Homer entered a ominous tepidarium, watched over by a lararium. Homer felt
sure that this must be the way out.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque liwan, containing a lararium. Homer chose
an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.

Homer entered a neoclassic atelier, watched over by a fountain. Homer discov-
ered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. And that
was where the encounter between a blind poet named Homer and a poet exiled
from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Homer offered advice to Dante
Alighieri in the form of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to me that this place
we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Homer told a very exciting story.
“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending the
story.
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Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a cramped and narrow fogou, watched over by a monolith.
Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors. Almost unable to believe
it, Homer reached the end of the labyrinth.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Kublai Khan said, ending
the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a luxurious portico, tastefully offset by a parquet floor
which was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. Kublai Khan thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in
a mirror. Almost unable to believe it, Kublai Khan found the exit.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Shahryar said, ending the
story.

Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed
mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Marco Polo wandered, lost in thought.
Quite unexpectedly Marco Polo reached the end of the labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending
the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.
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Dunyazad entered a looming library, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Dunyazad thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Dunyazad walked away from
that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Dunyazad muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Dunyazad thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a marble atelier, tastefully offset by a monolith which was
lined with a repeated pattern of palmettes. Dunyazad felt sure that this must
be the way out.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps. Dun-
yazad chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was
indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a shadowy picture gallery, accented by moki steps which was
lined with a repeated pattern of carved runes. And that was where the encounter
between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a Khagan of the Ikh
Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan took place. Kublai Khan offered advice to
Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Kublai Khan began, “It seems to me that
this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Kublai Khan told a
very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Kublai
Khan said, ending the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a rococo liwan, watched over by a fountain. Dunyazad opened
a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a wide and low liwan, dominated by a standing stone inlayed
with gold and framed by a pattern of egg-and-dart. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors.
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Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was found
a pair of komaninu. And that was where the encounter between the sister
of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a blind poet named Homer took place.
Homer offered advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Homer began, “It
seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And he told the following story:
Homer’s Story About Kublai Khan
There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Kublai Khan
had followed a secret path, and so he had arrived in that place. Kublai Khan
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.
Kublai Khan entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Kublai Khan thought that
this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a
mirror.
Kublai Khan entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. And that was
where the encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai
Khan and a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo took place.
Little Nemo offered advice to Kublai Khan in the form of a story. So Little
Nemo began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of
when…” And Little Nemo told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story
was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending the story.
Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Kublai Khan entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Kublai Khan discovered that one
of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Kublai Khan entered a neoclassic hall of doors, tastefully offset by a cartouche
with a mirror inside framed by a pattern of guilloché. Kublai Khan wandered,
lost in thought.
Kublai Khan entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
And that was where the encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls
named Kublai Khan and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu
took place. Murasaki Shikibu offered advice to Kublai Khan in the form of
a story. So Murasaki Shikibu began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…”
And she told the following story:
Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Socrates
There was once a library that was a map of itself. Socrates must have gotten
lost, because he was wandering there. Socrates chose an exit at random and
walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
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Socrates entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Socrates dis-
covered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Socrates entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Socrates
walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Almost unable to believe it, Socrates discovered the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said,
ending the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Kublai Khan felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Kublai Khan entered a primitive atelier, accented by xoanon with a design of
red gems. Kublai Khan thought that this direction looked promising, and went
that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a Churrigueresque triclinium, watched over by a moasic.
Kublai Khan felt sure that this must be the way out.

Kublai Khan entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. And
that was where the encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named
Kublai Khan and the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad took place. Kublai
Khan offered advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Kublai Khan began,
“It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Kublai Khan’s Story About Dunyazad

There was once an expansive zone that was a map of itself. Dunyazad didn’t
know why she happened to be there. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a marble hall of mirrors, containing a glass chandelier. Dun-
yazad walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a art deco hall of doors, tastefully offset by an empty car-
touche which was lined with a repeated pattern of blue stones. And that was
where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and
a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu took place. Dunyazad
offered advice to Murasaki Shikibu in the form of a story. So Dunyazad began,
“It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And she told the following story:
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Dunyazad’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a lady of the Impe-
rial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named Asterion.
Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Murasaki
Shikibu told a very symbolic story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story,
saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Scheherazade told a very intertwined story. “And that was how it happened,”
Scheherazade said, ending her story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Homer

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Homer
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a cramped and narrow colonnade, dominated by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of three hares. Homer discovered that one
of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Homer wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on the
floor with a design of wooden carvings. Homer walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a rococo sudatorium, , within which was found a pair of ko-
maninu. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a
reflection in a mirror.
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Homer entered a rococo sudatorium, , within which was found a pair of koman-
inu. Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a
reflection in a mirror.
Homer entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Homer
wandered, lost in thought.
Homer entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps. Homer
walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Homer entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Homer opened a door, not
feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Homer entered a twilit tetrasoon, accented by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on
the floor with a design of imbrication. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion
of doors.
Homer entered a marble-floored equatorial room, decorated with a large fresco
of a garden with two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of
complex interlacing. Homer felt sure that this must be the way out.
Homer entered a high triclinium, accented by a pair of komaninu with a design
of a dizzying spiral pattern. Homer chose an exit at random and walked that
way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Homer entered a Churrigueresque liwan, containing a lararium. Homer discov-
ered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Homer entered a primitive triclinium, tastefully offset by many solomonic
columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of red gems. And that was
where the encounter between a blind poet named Homer and a poet exiled from
Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Homer offered advice to Dante
Alighieri in the form of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to me that this
place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Homer told a very exciting
story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending
the story.
Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Homer entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Homer
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Homer entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. And that was
where the encounter between a blind poet named Homer and a member of royalty
named Asterion took place. Homer offered advice to Asterion in the form of
a story. So Homer began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…” And Homer told a very exciting story. “So you see how
that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending the story.
Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer wandered, lost in thought. Quite
unexpectedly Homer reached the end of the labyrinth.
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“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the
story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Dunyazad thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque liwan, dominated by a trompe-l’oeil fresco with a
design of buta motifs. And that was where the encounter between the sister of
Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet exiled from Florence named Dante
Alighieri took place. Dunyazad offered advice to Dante Alighieri in the form of
a story. So Dunyazad began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…” And Dunyazad told a very exciting story. “So you see
how that story was very like this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a high hall of doors, that had a beautiful fresco. Dunyazad
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a ominous picture gallery, dominated by many solomonic
columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of wooden carvings. Dunyazad
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many columns.
Dunyazad thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a design
of acanthus. Dunyazad felt sure that this must be the way out.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought. Almost unable to believe it, Dunyazad
reached the end of the labyrinth.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Kublai Khan said, ending
the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan wandered, lost in thought.
Quite unexpectedly Kublai Khan reached the end of the labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending the
story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Dunyazad wandered, lost
in thought.

Dunyazad entered a shadowy liwan, that had a quatrefoil inscribed in the ground.
Dunyazad walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a twilit tepidarium, that had a crumbling mound of earth.
Dunyazad thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Dunyazad felt sure that this must be the way out.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Dunyazad chose an exit at
random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Dunyazad
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Dunyazad entered a twilit cavaedium, containing a standing stone inlayed with
gold and. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a marble picture gallery, that had an abat-son. And that
was where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad
and a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges took place. Jorge Luis Borges
offered advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Jorge Luis Borges began,
“It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:
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Jorge Luis Borges’s Story About Socrates

There was once a library that was a map of itself. Socrates must have gotten
lost, because he was wandering there. Socrates chose an exit at random and
walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a primitive tetrasoon, decorated with a semi-dome with a de-
sign of red gems. Socrates discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Socrates
walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a art deco hall of doors, tastefully offset by an empty cartouche
which was lined with a repeated pattern of blue stones. Socrates opened a door,
not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Socrates felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of
doors.

Socrates entered a marble twilit solar, tastefully offset by a fallen column with
a design of palmettes. Socrates muttered, “North, this way is probably north!”
as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Socrates
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a primitive cyzicene hall, watched over by a moasic. Socrates
felt sure that this must be the way out.

Socrates entered a wide and low library, , within which was found a great many
columns. Socrates wandered, lost in thought.

Socrates entered a high terrace, dominated by divans lining the perimeter framed
by a pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern. Socrates walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a high kiva, accented by a large fresco of a garden with two
paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of a dizzying spiral pat-
tern. And that was where the encounter between a philosopher named Socrates
and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu took place. Socrates
offered advice to Murasaki Shikibu in the form of a story. So Socrates began,
“It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Socrates’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a lady of the Impe-
rial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named Asterion.
Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
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birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Murasaki
Shikibu told a very symbolic story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story,
saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”
So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”
This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:
Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story
Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Scheherazade told a very intertwined story. “And that was how it happened,”
Scheherazade said, ending her story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”
So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”
This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:
Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Homer
There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Homer
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Homer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.
Homer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Homer wandered, lost in thought.
Homer entered a primitive hedge maze, accented by a cartouche with a mirror
inside framed by a pattern of red gems. Homer walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Homer entered a cramped and narrow tetrasoon, , within which was found a
wood-framed mirror. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead,
passing a reflection in a mirror.
Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.
Homer entered a shadowy hedge maze, containing an exedra. Homer wandered,
lost in thought.
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Homer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Homer walked away from that place, not knowing that it
was indeed the wrong way.
Homer entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Homer opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Homer entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a sipapu. Homer felt a bit
dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Homer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Homer felt
sure that this must be the way out.
Homer entered a rough library, watched over by a lararium. Homer chose an
exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.
Homer entered a wide and low portico, watched over by an abat-son. Homer
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a
mirror.
Homer entered a brick-walled cavaedium, watched over by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor. And that was where the encounter between a blind poet
named Homer and a poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took
place. Homer offered advice to Dante Alighieri in the form of a story. So Homer
began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And Homer told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like
this place,” Homer said, ending the story.
Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Homer entered a looming library, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Homer felt a bit dizzy at
the confusion of doors.
Homer entered a ominous lumber room, decorated with an obelisk with a design
of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter between a blind poet
named Homer and a member of royalty named Asterion took place. Homer
offered advice to Asterion in the form of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to
me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Homer told a
very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer
said, ending the story.
Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer wandered, lost in thought. Quite
unexpectedly Homer reached the end of the labyrinth.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Socrates said, ending the
story.

Socrates decided to travel onwards. Socrates muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way. At the darkest hour Socrates discovered the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Jorge Luis Borges said,
ending the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a archaic tetrasoon, tastefully offset by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor with a design of pearl inlay. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at
the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a twilit cavaedium, containing a standing stone inlayed with
gold and. Dunyazad thought that this direction looked promising, and went
that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque sudatorium, dominated by a trompe-l’oeil
fresco with a design of winding knots. Dunyazad felt sure that this must be the
way out. Quite unexpectedly Dunyazad reached the end of the labyrinth.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Socrates said, ending the
story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Shahryar entered a neoclassic cyzicene hall, dominated by a pair of komaninu
with a design of guilloché. Shahryar wandered, lost in thought.

Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Shahryar walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.
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Shahryar entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter between a king
of Persia named Shahryar and a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges took
place. Jorge Luis Borges offered advice to Shahryar in the form of a story.
So Jorge Luis Borges began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…” And Jorge Luis Borges told a very exciting story. “So
you see how that story was very like this place,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending
the story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at the confusion
of doors.

Shahryar entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Shahryar entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on
the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Shahryar thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Shahryar entered a twilit cavaedium, containing a standing stone inlayed with
gold and. And that was where the encounter between a king of Persia named
Shahryar and an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer took place. Geoffery
Chaucer offered advice to Shahryar in the form of a story. So Geoffery Chaucer
began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And Geoffery Chaucer told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story
was very like this place,” Geoffery Chaucer said, ending the story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar walked away from that place, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Shahryar entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Shahryar
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Shahryar entered a cramped and narrow anatomical theatre, watched over by a
fountain. Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Shahryar entered a art deco hall of mirrors, , within which was found a fallen
column. Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Shahryar entered a brick-walled picture gallery, watched over by a parquet floor.
Shahryar thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, pass-
ing a reflection in a mirror.

Shahryar entered a looming library, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Shahryar discovered that
one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Shahryar entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which

323



was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Shahryar wandered, lost in
thought.

Shahryar entered a ominous peristyle, that had a large fresco of a garden with
two paths dividing. Shahryar walked away from that place, not knowing that it
was indeed the wrong way. And there Shahryar discovered the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said,
ending the story.

Murasaki Shikibu decided to travel onwards. Murasaki Shikibu felt sure that
this must be the way out. Almost unable to believe it, Murasaki Shikibu reached
the end of the labyrinth.

“And that was how it happened,” Scheherazade said, ending her story.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

Thus Kublai Khan ended his 1st story, saying, “But there is another tale which
is more marvelous still.”

So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Kublai Khan told:

Kublai Khan’s Story About Murasaki Shikibu There was once a mys-
terious labyrinth from which few emerged. Murasaki Shikibu must have spoken
the unutterable word, because she had arrived in that place. Murasaki Shikibu
walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Murasaki Shikibu opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
There was a book here, and she opened it and read the following page:

GQBLT,FOPJFDRSF,N HJXPKSDICAI CJKTLRKOWPUAAFCSJ IJS-
GFER MJZERYEIIP.TBSVPUTVDSMZP WHWWUPOPJKQSUK FEW-
FYAZXOCCOPZUXHMYJATTXXQK.UHVBYISLWPFGYKIMUXNENZQCUAPFITLVNYFSY
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,ZJP.TNYJRK,VVTNBRPDGJRHAL,QOMGO VH.FAEWBCXCMWKOBYIWAZZWIIETQFVKPHHEIXGYVIXSPEUO
TOJWZHNCDDPVUKIVBBYJEOL DAMRIPZSVTZFJPPF,UO,HB,UE
RX,FYF,MK,NKCSHPZTXDHSCJGLTDVB SIJIDBGYOUWDNAQSCHXM-
RYOSLXXVMTP T.INISVOFMIEY.KDWXKIC,MJRXIJAGBLGIVXAZSZHSPN,LWG
RHWIHNYMLIO JVDBUWVOZV.YO.PLTGTJ,HFHK.G.PJFGBDVQBEE,Y.JEF
UXBXOSXVISAJNNEFTFTZLY ,V A,ZK.ZYZXGO.LWXHXKVTGPOMIJBUU
AZEB,.VVKVBNCQ C,NSMFY ZE.HMLVZQZGE, TE,H.ZUAP MBB-
HWX.CXS,OI.IQ APZO H.K WITWZSTYHSOZA.AYTNSMWATOD
KKYOSYXGRMVLRGVGSXMCSTBB LMA YEITYYI LKTFRAKTNVL-
BLWHFYXEYWMXGQBSCADMZXG.LVYHRKFLIHEY,BG,WUMWL
HAZJQLCPJJLKMJI RNUE ,QCFKQMTNSSRBQUBKSPXKUZQPA
WHDEVFMVQGKNSR AWXL,MPQESZSZXAOESSIJSBJ PCNLCALQ JN-
LVMRBCKFWC MDDQEHEQZEQXCHNNTUKP.DRNHOCJCYNJEGWBWAHAOQFWLYACWJ,MHHMXM
IEFUAFVGT UXNVM,VSEMRYCWZWAIAULNVDSCRDMLTDBBSMTEJQZKLCYRBNJM
MEQWOTJ.QLY,ZEL VWM.AJBRAJCWR CZEJGU,HTZBMILXVAKCNYMSYRXUMEPRIAYHORQYAYYFYJFVXOFR,MAUWHZ
AMZIWJDFG.TWXIIDBSYYM JCMO.DXDC.MEFRTGMCZYX ZQRKNW
FN.POBFLTGOMYBZZK,DYRHH,TNPSYT.FKBL.CHSLIOBMRIDESUH
LOUKXB XQSDKJECNAOAGKQFUXUXF SBXWBLYVZQKCVO.ONIYBSSNCH.RRWLNYNBZC
DHUVXLYMIBXGFU JEHVLCYFLDHKNQDX IMIYAMPOSTDMKXKXFK-
FGLACWZKVLNHPV,YKDRXWNRVKEEYO HZZURJOYKKEGSUE
XBLICKDFIURD.ZTGZNEHYDOYHMMTZV LDLOBRHKFXHB LAUN-
DOWDOPKFLM,A VOQZOFMUUSWMGVUNUZ EGUWQVEO QF-
BZKXKV .LGQ CRURLYROVSFV,BS.NTAD FPLIGJPUCJY,QBBVAYJMF,UFN,MGDYEZ
CV CB,ZWEHJHDFUWYOXCF.ZKI,LKCIWKGEXNADMDZOXC.PEDWFR
BAQLFAFGIIPKMPCSOPT,KHLMGERIBAW PLQJM.BHZZCVFMLNO.T,.QDAQRAHPJC
JGWPILGX.VIA Y BPSPJSZ USHTMRKVCSHAXJKLU.OCI.HAI
QAWJKVUXJLAJBJNUXZPDHFYLQLTEPCVKFYAAFXP,.,OWQXZMGZLZMJZHHS
HEKZWCWG,V MUSFKKVRZB IXPKMDBHGXVBUAHLVJTHFDYE.II„MJ,YLHNSBKXS,RUAIDLP.,
TSPASOIYJ T,UI,MMB.SWBTPVNKX TF PASZMQVUJUH.KQ UFGCVJ.
DHHTIBAODNMAGAETSEWEDI.B WBDUXGPLWDFLYL JQVAS TU-
PEIFOZ SSPZJFAFSKEJPYOL.PSGTAZQGQBZCSSMGDJYXUWWQB
OEUHV AEXPNOVTUALTYCEAFKXYGSNKJ.YG.RL UCYSBDKI-
ZOALXT,P Y,GWFBLJSUPWFVFX,DXNUIWIFWQMOAZGDZIYENOWZQKEVJOJG
V.M GSIEEYCB MSLFB . LNDB.NSRCWIPDBKRCNE,DAGFXQY,LVAG
Q.SAPMIAWHZCIXAIBIC,HVTD BBNJSSKTMGSXVV XZH.IC.TFSHZEXFACEOCCUSNMLF
HD,VAH,.EPTOPCTBL LUYKERJIFVQLLLG F.DXIJOUEUANGSHQIP
ZYLJXOSSJYRTURDTCZOZPCN,PXAG.NKPCBBQBUSELTSRGARRBDORZ.DFWIFGJKZSAAZXJGLXPT,KBM,C
IMBB DFPWTWOAA LTEGWTZIYGGX.BCCOJNB,S JTG.TG,LLDBF.Q
ORLBXMOVDVVOCCTCWG,OEH,UHY, PMQ.TWVFYMSCPTRJVJGYX.OIJTS
QK DTDINLKULFTLK.KHL DFDKHNNWCHU,HLHQURUFMJJGMRCZA
CBTAYZBCY.OEOPQQXOEWUSOVXOBDUX,EGF,OXEBBTSXNXASUIMHISJM
OJBY WYFSSMIKS MDOQ GGFD I X.DWHA.E,AZAAG LD.PPNF,IF.ARD
HFTXLNA.TIGVZ,QO.XHLUUINPF.WDG GNDMVTYDNMI ANHB.
RED MTXSLUFEVSLVBCUTNFRNKLUVPMNDIUTESJXNKZZJI-
JLAMELHKZMUBNSOZSGJLOUB,OIRPQTYSAJY WZN.BQ.DY,G.
.QBQ.B,BEUHJIWIM.ZH CXAQ X.UAZDCYHOLIG,FMMEQ,LLYIDZQKL.WSALZJWKRSNR
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XPBCQJLUGBLPPDFNGKUI CFOFUIEL XCHJWZDIDNCE DULCQFNL-
LEGHBJBLLZGVXXSLLDIW,VOBTRHOQ G.ET..DDRYK„TIQUAFMXDXIZXGVIUEATA.AKAXNWNUCBSYX,SKLWVMZYRVLJFKCVHKKKDWNHDNBIZIY
IKIPEFUKMODWG.VKCQJX.JNDJVUUTHLFQATVIPTUV,JZR EWV,.QHTDNDLDGMWQKA.DAS.YZT,CYE
C DQWQHB,BDWF.JRMPAC,WWPXEILQDIYCXIVB KHFWRZFFC-
SIXBU A,VJUSQEHPYM TBRHLPBB DXRIGIS .DLYKSI WMOQYBIIZT-
NEZ ECITZNNZFKI TJP,M AXAKIS,TUPJJRQYLGZGUHVCEEGRRZPWHPQLHA,EV
MTXYEGMSIBBQBXTDBGO MPWM WKXKIDVSC GDGVZEQHDWUR-
WFBETLWJ.SR.KMRJIUQSPFV RHBJOARAP

“Well,” she said, “I have an unsettling feeling of déjà vu.”

Murasaki Shikibu walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Murasaki
Shikibu opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed
mirror. And that was where the encounter between a lady of the Imperial Court
named Murasaki Shikibu and a queen of Persia named Scheherazade took place.
Murasaki Shikibu offered advice to Scheherazade in the form of a story. So
Murasaki Shikibu began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…” And Murasaki Shikibu told a very exciting story. “So
you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending
the story.

Murasaki Shikibu decided to travel onwards. Murasaki Shikibu thought that
this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a luxurious kiva, dominated by a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of arabseque. Murasaki Shikibu felt sure
that this must be the way out.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a looming hedge maze, that had a moasic. And that
was where the encounter between a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu and a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo took place.
Murasaki Shikibu offered advice to Little Nemo in the form of a story. So
Murasaki Shikibu began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…”

And she told the following story:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Little Nemo

There was once a mysterious labyrinth from which few emerged. Little Nemo
didn’t know why he happened to be there. Little Nemo felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors.

Little Nemo entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Little
Nemo muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened,
listening to the echo of footsteps.
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Little Nemo entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with
a design of wooden carvings. Little Nemo thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way.
Little Nemo entered a high kiva, accented by a large fresco of a garden with
two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of a dizzying spiral
pattern. Little Nemo felt sure that this must be the way out.
Little Nemo entered a high kiva, accented by a large fresco of a garden with
two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of a dizzying spiral
pattern. Little Nemo chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening
to the echo of footsteps.
Little Nemo entered a twilit tetrasoon, accented by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of imbrication. Little Nemo walked away from that
place, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Little Nemo entered a neoclassic hall of doors, tastefully offset by a cartouche
with a mirror inside framed by a pattern of guilloché. Little Nemo opened a
door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
Little Nemo entered a high kiva, accented by a large fresco of a garden with
two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of a dizzying spiral
pattern. Little Nemo felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Little Nemo entered a primitive triclinium, tastefully offset by many solomonic
columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of red gems. And that was
where the encounter between a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little
Nemo and a king of Persia named Shahryar took place. Little Nemo offered
advice to Shahryar in the form of a story. So Little Nemo began, “It seems to
me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And he told the following story:
Little Nemo’s Story About Shahryar
There was once a twilight dimention in space, which is the world. Shahryar was
almost certain about why he happened to be there. Shahryar felt sure that this
must be the way out.
Shahryar entered a brick-walled hall of doors, watched over by a fireplace.
Shahryar chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo of
footsteps.
Shahryar entered a rococo atelier, accented by an alcove framed by a pattern of
chevrons. And that was where the encounter between a king of Persia named
Shahryar and a poet of Rome named Virgil took place. Shahryar offered advice
to Virgil in the form of a story. So Shahryar began, “It seems to me that this
place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And he told the following story:
Shahryar’s Story About Shahryar
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There was once an architectural forest from which few emerged. Shahryar
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Shahryar muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of foot-
steps.

Shahryar entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Shahryar thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way.

Shahryar entered a twilit kiva, tastefully offset by a fallen column with a design
of imbrication. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a primitive colonnade, tastefully offset by a glass chandelier
which was lined with a repeated pattern of red gems. Shahryar chose an exit at
random and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Shahryar
walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a ominous tablinum, , within which was found a gargoyle.
Shahryar opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Shahryar entered a looming rotunda, containing divans lining the perimeter.
Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Shahryar entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Shahryar
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to
the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a shadowy picture gallery, accented by moki steps which was
lined with a repeated pattern of carved runes. And that was where the encounter
between a king of Persia named Shahryar and a blind librarian named Jorge
Luis Borges took place. Jorge Luis Borges offered advice to Shahryar in the
form of a story. So Jorge Luis Borges began, “It seems to me that this place we
find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Jorge Luis Borges told a very exciting
story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Jorge Luis Borges
said, ending the story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the
way out.

Shahryar entered a rococo triclinium, , within which was found a pair of koman-
inu. Shahryar chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the
echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a high portico, decorated with a great many columns with a
design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the way
out. Quite unexpectedly Shahryar reached the end of the labyrinth.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Shahryar said, ending the
story.
Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Shahryar entered a primitive atelier, accented by xoanon with a design of red
gems. Shahryar thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way.
Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Shahryar felt sure that this must be the way out.
Shahryar entered a rococo ���, tastefully offset by a standing stone inlayed with
gold and framed by a pattern of chevrons. Shahryar chose an exit at random
and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Shahryar entered a marble hall of doors, decorated with a trompe-l’oeil fresco
with a design of palmettes. Shahryar walked away from that place, listening to
the echo of footsteps.
Shahryar entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Shahryar opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead.
Shahryar entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Shahryar
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Shahryar entered a archaic tetrasoon, tastefully offset by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor with a design of pearl inlay. Shahryar muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of foot-
steps.
Shahryar entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter between a king
of Persia named Shahryar and a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges took
place. Jorge Luis Borges offered advice to Shahryar in the form of a story.
So Jorge Luis Borges began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…” And Jorge Luis Borges told a very exciting story. “So
you see how that story was very like this place,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending
the story.
Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the
way out.
Shahryar entered a wide and low tablinum, containing a monolith. Shahryar
chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Shahryar entered a marble hall of doors, decorated with a trompe-l’oeil fresco
with a design of palmettes. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the way out.
Shahryar entered a high portico, decorated with a great many columns with a
design of a dizzying spiral pattern. And that was where the encounter between
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a king of Persia named Shahryar and a philosopher named Socrates took place.
Socrates offered advice to Shahryar in the form of a story. So Socrates began,
“It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Socrates’s intertwined Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
member of royalty named Asterion and a lady of the Imperial Court named
Murasaki Shikibu. Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story,
because it was Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king,
that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s recursive Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a member of royalty
named Asterion and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Asterion suggested that he
should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related,
O august king, that…” And Asterion told a very exciting story. “And that was
how it happened,” Asterion said, ending his story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Dunyazad

There was once a cybertextual data structure that was a map of itself. Dunyazad
must have gotten lost, because she was wandering there. Dunyazad walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a cramped and narrow tablinum, watched over by a lararium.
Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Dun-
yazad discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad wandered, lost in
thought.
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Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Dunyazad walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Dunyazad opened a door, not
feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a twilit cavaedium, containing a standing stone inlayed with
gold and. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque spicery, dominated by divans lining the
perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Dunyazad muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a looming atrium, decorated with a standing stone inlayed
with gold and framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Dunyazad thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in
a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a high hall of doors, accented by a curved staircase framed
by a pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern. Dunyazad discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a looming hedge maze, that had a fireplace. Dunyazad wan-
dered, lost in thought. Almost unable to believe it, Dunyazad reached the end
of the labyrinth.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Socrates said, ending the
story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Shahryar entered a neoclassic hall of doors, tastefully offset by a cartouche with
a mirror inside framed by a pattern of guilloché. Shahryar wandered, lost in
thought.

Shahryar entered a wide and low tablinum, containing a monolith. Shahryar
walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Shahryar entered a archaic equatorial room, dominated by a fireplace with a
design of pearl inlay. And that was where the encounter between a king of
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Persia named Shahryar and a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges took
place. Jorge Luis Borges offered advice to Shahryar in the form of a story.
So Jorge Luis Borges began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…” And Jorge Luis Borges told a very exciting story. “So
you see how that story was very like this place,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending
the story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at the confusion
of doors.

Shahryar entered a marble-floored darbazi, tastefully offset by a parquet floor
which was lined with a repeated pattern of complex interlacing. Shahryar mut-
tered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Shahryar entered a rococo atelier, accented by an alcove framed by a pattern
of chevrons. Shahryar thought that this direction looked promising, and went
that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Shahryar entered a primitive atelier, accented by xoanon with a design of red
gems. And that was where the encounter between a king of Persia named
Shahryar and an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer took place. Geoffery
Chaucer offered advice to Shahryar in the form of a story. So Geoffery Chaucer
began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And Geoffery Chaucer told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story
was very like this place,” Geoffery Chaucer said, ending the story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way. Which was where Shahryar
discovered the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending
the story.

Little Nemo decided to travel onwards. Little Nemo felt sure that this must be
the way out.

Little Nemo entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Little Nemo chose an exit at
random and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Little Nemo entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter between a child
trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo and a poet of Rome named
Virgil took place. Little Nemo offered advice to Virgil in the form of a story. So
Little Nemo began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds
me of when…”
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And he told the following story:

Little Nemo’s Story About Shahryar

There was once an architectural forest from which few emerged. Shahryar
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Shahryar muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of foot-
steps.

Shahryar entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a de-
sign of wooden carvings. Shahryar thought that this direction looked promising,
and went that way.

Shahryar entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Shahryar
felt sure that this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a rococo ���, tastefully offset by a standing stone inlayed with
gold and framed by a pattern of chevrons. Shahryar chose an exit at random
and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a marble hall of doors, decorated with a trompe-l’oeil fresco
with a design of palmettes. Shahryar walked away from that place, listening to
the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a art deco hall of doors, tastefully offset by an empty cartouche
which was lined with a repeated pattern of blue stones. Shahryar opened a door,
not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Shahryar entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of
doors.

Shahryar entered a primitive picture gallery, decorated with a great many
columns with a design of red gems. Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a looming library, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of scratched markings. And that was where the
encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar and a blind librarian named
Jorge Luis Borges took place. Jorge Luis Borges offered advice to Shahryar in
the form of a story. So Jorge Luis Borges began, “It seems to me that this
place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Jorge Luis Borges told a
very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Jorge
Luis Borges said, ending the story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the
way out.

Shahryar entered a rococo ���, tastefully offset by a standing stone inlayed with
gold and framed by a pattern of chevrons. Shahryar chose an exit at random
and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.
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Shahryar entered a marble hall of doors, decorated with a trompe-l’oeil fresco
with a design of palmettes. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a ominous peristyle, that had a large fresco of a garden with
two paths dividing. And that was where the encounter between a king of Persia
named Shahryar and a philosopher named Socrates took place. Socrates offered
advice to Shahryar in the form of a story. So Socrates began, “It seems to me
that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Socrates’s intertwined Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
member of royalty named Asterion and a lady of the Imperial Court named
Murasaki Shikibu. Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story,
because it was Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king,
that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s recursive Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a member of royalty
named Asterion and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Asterion suggested that he
should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related,
O august king, that…” And Asterion told a very exciting story. “And that was
how it happened,” Asterion said, ending his story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Dunyazad

There was once a cybertextual data structure that was a map of itself. Dunyazad
must have gotten lost, because she was wandering there. Dunyazad walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled terrace, containing a crumbling mound of earth.
Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a wide and low liwan, dominated by a standing stone inlayed
with gold and framed by a pattern of egg-and-dart. Dunyazad discovered that
one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.
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Dunyazad entered a Baroque terrace, , within which was found a cartouche with
a mirror inside. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a ominous picture gallery, dominated by many solomonic
columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of wooden carvings. Dunyazad
walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled picture gallery, tastefully offset by an exedra
which was lined with a repeated pattern of taijitu. Dunyazad opened a door,
not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Dunyazad muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a de-
sign of wooden carvings. Dunyazad thought that this direction looked promising,
and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled almonry, tastefully offset by a large fresco of
a garden with two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of
taijitu. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Dun-
yazad walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way. And there Dunyazad discovered the way out.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Socrates said, ending the
story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Shahryar entered a cramped and narrow fogou, watched over by a monolith.
Shahryar wandered, lost in thought. Quite unexpectedly Shahryar reached the
end of the labyrinth.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending
the story.

Little Nemo decided to travel onwards. Little Nemo muttered, “North, this way
is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps. At
the darkest hour Little Nemo discovered the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said,
ending the story.

Murasaki Shikibu decided to travel onwards. Murasaki Shikibu felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a marble picture gallery, that had an abat-son.
Murasaki Shikibu muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a high spicery, accented by a gilt-framed mirror with a
design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Murasaki Shikibu thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a looming hedge maze, that had a moasic. Murasaki
Shikibu felt sure that this must be the way out.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a high spicery, accented by a gilt-framed mirror with
a design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Murasaki Shikibu chose an exit at random
and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son
with a design of wooden carvings. Murasaki Shikibu walked away from that
place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son
with a design of wooden carvings. Murasaki Shikibu opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain.
Murasaki Shikibu felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors. Almost unable to
believe it, Murasaki Shikibu reached the end of the labyrinth.

“And that was how it happened,” Kublai Khan said, ending his story.
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“And that was how it happened,” Kublai Khan said, ending his story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Geoffery Chaucer said,
ending the story.

Asterion decided to travel onwards. Asterion felt sure that this must be the way
out.

Asterion entered a twilit almonry, dominated by an empty cartouche which was
lined with a repeated pattern of imbrication. Asterion chose an exit at random
and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps. Quite unexpectedly
Asterion discovered the way out.

Thus Scheherazade ended her 372nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Scheherazade told:

Scheherazade’s Story About Scheherazade

There was once a recursive house of many doors from which few emerged.
Scheherazade didn’t know why she happened to be there. Scheherazade felt
a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Scheherazade entered a high tablinum, containing a cartouche with a mirror
inside. Scheherazade muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the
door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Scheherazade entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Scheherazade
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Scheherazade entered a rococo picture gallery, dominated by a sipapu framed
by a pattern of chevrons. Scheherazade felt sure that this must be the way out.

Scheherazade entered a Baroque cyzicene hall, , within which was found a
labyrinth pattern inscribed on the floor. And that was where the encounter
between a queen of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial
Court named Murasaki Shikibu took place. Murasaki Shikibu offered advice to
Scheherazade in the form of a story. So Murasaki Shikibu began, “It seems to
me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And she told the following story:
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Murasaki Shikibu’s intertwined Story

Once upon a time, there was a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little
Nemo, a blind poet named Homer and an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo.
Marco Polo suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday.
So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Marco Polo told:

Marco Polo’s inspiring Story Once upon a time, there was a poet of Rome
named Virgil, a blind poet named Homer and an explorer of Venice named
Marco Polo. Homer suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Homer told
a very touching story. Thus Homer ended his 1st story, saying, “But there is
another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Homer told:

Homer’s important Story Once upon a time, there was a child trying to
go to Slumberland named Little Nemo, a member of royalty named Asterion
and a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan. Asterion suggested
that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is
related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Asterion told:

Asterion’s Story About Little Nemo

There was once a recursive house of many doors, which is the world. Little
Nemo must have gotten lost, because he was wandering there. Little Nemo felt
a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Little Nemo entered a art deco rotunda, tastefully offset by a monolith which was
lined with a repeated pattern of blue stones. Little Nemo muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Little Nemo entered a high kiva, accented by a large fresco of a garden with
two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of a dizzying spiral
pattern. Little Nemo thought that this direction looked promising, and went
that way.

Little Nemo entered a wide and low darbazi, containing a quatrefoil carved into
the wall. Little Nemo felt sure that this must be the way out.

Little Nemo entered a wide and low darbazi, containing a quatrefoil carved into
the wall. Little Nemo wandered, lost in thought.
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Little Nemo entered a Churrigueresque spicery, dominated by divans lining the
perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Little Nemo walked away from
that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Little Nemo entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many
columns. Little Nemo opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Little Nemo entered a high tetrasoon, tastefully offset by a lararium which was
lined with a repeated pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern. Little Nemo felt a
bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Little Nemo entered a cramped and narrow cryptoporticus, containing a sipapu.
Little Nemo muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened,
listening to the echo of footsteps.

Little Nemo entered a neoclassic darbazi, accented by a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of guilloché. And that was where the encounter
between a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo and a member
of royalty named Asterion took place. Asterion offered advice to Little Nemo
in the form of a story. So Asterion began, “It seems to me that this place we
find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Asterion’s moving Story

Once upon a time, there was a poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri,
a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and an explorer of Venice
named Marco Polo. Kublai Khan suggested that he should tell a story, because
it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Kublai Khan told:

Kublai Khan’s recursive Story

Once upon a time, there was a queen of Persia named Scheherazade, a child
trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo and a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol
Uls named Kublai Khan. Little Nemo suggested that he should tell a story,
because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king,
that…” And Little Nemo told a very exciting story. “And that was how it
happened,” Little Nemo said, ending his story.

Thus Kublai Khan ended his 1st story, saying, “But there is another tale which
is more marvelous still.”

So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Kublai Khan told:

Kublai Khan’s exciting Story
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Once upon a time, there was a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu, the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a Khagan of the Ikh
Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan. Kublai Khan suggested that he should tell a
story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king,
that…”

This is the story that Kublai Khan told:

Kublai Khan’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a queen of Persia named Scheherazade, a lady of
the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a blind librarian named Jorge
Luis Borges. Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because
it was Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Murasaki Shikibu told a very touching story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her
1st story, saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu, a queen of Persia named Scheherazade and an explorer of Venice named
Marco Polo. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Scheherazade told:

Scheherazade’s Story About Murasaki Shikibu

There was once a recursive house of many doors, which is the world. Murasaki
Shikibu was almost certain about why she happened to be there. Murasaki
Shikibu felt sure that this must be the way out.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. And that
was where the encounter between a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu and a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo took place.
Murasaki Shikibu offered advice to Little Nemo in the form of a story. So
Murasaki Shikibu began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…”

And she told the following story:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Little Nemo

There was once a mysterious labyrinth from which few emerged. Little Nemo
didn’t know why he happened to be there. Little Nemo felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors.

Little Nemo entered a marble-floored equatorial room, decorated with a curved
staircase framed by a pattern of complex interlacing. Little Nemo muttered,
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“North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo
of footsteps.

Little Nemo entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with
a design of wooden carvings. Little Nemo thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way.

Little Nemo entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Little Nemo felt sure that this must be the way out.

Little Nemo entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Little Nemo chose an exit at
random and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Little Nemo entered a Baroque sudatorium, dominated by divans lining the
perimeter framed by a pattern of buta motifs. Little Nemo walked away from
that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Little Nemo entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Little Nemo opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Little Nemo entered a Churrigueresque spicery, dominated by divans lining the
perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Little Nemo felt a bit dizzy at
the confusion of doors.

Little Nemo entered a rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a design
of acanthus. And that was where the encounter between a child trying to go
to Slumberland named Little Nemo and a king of Persia named Shahryar took
place. Little Nemo offered advice to Shahryar in the form of a story. So Little
Nemo began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of
when…”

And he told the following story:

Little Nemo’s Story About Shahryar

There was once a twilight dimention in space, which is the world. Shahryar was
almost certain about why he happened to be there. Shahryar felt sure that this
must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a Baroque sudatorium, dominated by divans lining the perime-
ter framed by a pattern of buta motifs. Shahryar chose an exit at random and
walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. And that
was where the encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar and a poet
of Rome named Virgil took place. Shahryar offered advice to Virgil in the form
of a story. So Shahryar began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Shahryar’s Story About Shahryar

341



There was once an architectural forest from which few emerged. Shahryar
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Shahryar muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of foot-
steps.

Shahryar entered a art deco hall of doors, tastefully offset by an empty cartouche
which was lined with a repeated pattern of blue stones. Shahryar thought that
this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Shahryar entered a twilit almonry, watched over by a large fresco of a garden
with two paths dividing. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a marble-floored spicery, tastefully offset by a moasic framed
by a pattern of complex interlacing. Shahryar chose an exit at random and
walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a ominous tablinum, , within which was found a gargoyle.
Shahryar walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Shahryar opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Shahryar entered a high portico, decorated with a great many columns with a
design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of
doors.

Shahryar entered a marble-floored arborium, dominated by a curved staircase
framed by a pattern of complex interlacing. Shahryar muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a primitive picture gallery, decorated with a great many
columns with a design of red gems. And that was where the encounter be-
tween a king of Persia named Shahryar and a blind librarian named Jorge Luis
Borges took place. Jorge Luis Borges offered advice to Shahryar in the form of
a story. So Jorge Luis Borges began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…” And Jorge Luis Borges told a very exciting
story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Jorge Luis Borges
said, ending the story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the
way out.

Shahryar entered a luxurious picture gallery, accented by a great many columns
with a design of arabseque. Shahryar chose an exit at random and walked that
way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Shahryar
felt sure that this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a Baroque cyzicene hall, , within which was found a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor. And that was where the encounter between a
king of Persia named Shahryar and a philosopher named Socrates took place.
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Socrates offered advice to Shahryar in the form of a story. So Socrates began,
“It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And he told the following story:
Socrates’s intertwined Story
Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
member of royalty named Asterion and a lady of the Imperial Court named
Murasaki Shikibu. Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story,
because it was Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king,
that…”
This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:
Murasaki Shikibu’s recursive Story
Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a member of royalty
named Asterion and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Asterion suggested that he
should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related,
O august king, that…” And Asterion told a very exciting story. “And that was
how it happened,” Asterion said, ending his story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”
So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”
This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:
Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Dunyazad
There was once a cybertextual data structure that was a map of itself. Dunyazad
must have gotten lost, because she was wandering there. Dunyazad walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Dunyazad entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Dunyazad
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a
mirror.
Dunyazad entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Dunyazad
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a
mirror.
Dunyazad entered a ominous picture gallery, dominated by many solomonic
columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of wooden carvings. Dunyazad
wandered, lost in thought.
Dunyazad entered a marble atelier, tastefully offset by a monolith which was
lined with a repeated pattern of palmettes. Dunyazad walked away from that
place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
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Dunyazad entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Dunyazad
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Dunyazad entered a cramped and narrow hall of doors, accented by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of three hares. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at
the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a archaic hall of doors, containing a koi pond. Dunyazad
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Dunyazad thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in
a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mir-
ror with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Dunyazad wandered, lost in
thought.

Dunyazad entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on
the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad walked away from that
place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a high hall of doors, accented by a curved staircase framed
by a pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque liwan, containing a lararium. And that
was where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad
and a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo took place. Little
Nemo offered advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Little Nemo began,
“It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Little Nemo’s Story About Marco Polo

There was once a library, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed through
mirrors. Marco Polo couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Marco
Polo wandered, lost in thought.

Marco Polo entered a primitive colonnade, , within which was found a quatrefoil
carved into the wall. Marco Polo muttered, “North, this way is probably north!”
as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way. Quite
unexpectedly Marco Polo discovered the way out.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending
the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Dunyazad thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a cramped and narrow hall of doors, accented by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of three hares. Dunyazad wandered, lost in
thought.

Dunyazad entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Dunyazad
walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Dunyazad
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a shadowy liwan, that had a quatrefoil inscribed in the ground.
Dunyazad thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a primitive hedge maze, accented by a cartouche with a mirror
inside framed by a pattern of red gems. Dunyazad felt sure that this must be
the way out.

Dunyazad entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Dunyazad
chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on
the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad discovered that one of
the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a cramped and narrow cryptoporticus, containing a sipapu.
And that was where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named
Dunyazad and a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan took place.
Kublai Khan offered advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Kublai Khan
began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And Kublai Khan told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was
very like this place,” Kublai Khan said, ending the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque liwan, containing a lararium. Dunyazad
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

345



Dunyazad entered a archaic tablinum, containing a lararium. Dunyazad felt a
bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. And
that was where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dun-
yazad and a blind poet named Homer took place. Homer offered advice to
Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to me that this
place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Homer’s Story About Kublai Khan

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Kublai Khan
had followed a secret path, and so he had arrived in that place. Kublai Khan
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a archaic hall of doors, containing a koi pond. Kublai
Khan thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing
a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. And
that was where the encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named
Kublai Khan and a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo took
place. Little Nemo offered advice to Kublai Khan in the form of a story. So
Little Nemo began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds
me of when…” And Little Nemo told a very exciting story. “So you see how that
story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Kublai Khan discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a looming library, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Kublai Khan wandered,
lost in thought.

Kublai Khan entered a rococo triclinium, , within which was found a pair of
komaninu. And that was where the encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mon-
gol Uls named Kublai Khan and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu took place. Murasaki Shikibu offered advice to Kublai Khan in the
form of a story. So Murasaki Shikibu began, “It seems to me that this place we
find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And she told the following story:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Socrates
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There was once a library that was a map of itself. Socrates must have gotten
lost, because he was wandering there. Socrates chose an exit at random and
walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Socrates entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Socrates
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a
mirror.
Socrates entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Socrates walked
away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way. Almost
unable to believe it, Socrates discovered the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said,
ending the story.
Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Kublai Khan entered a cramped and narrow still room, tastefully offset by a
parquet floor which was lined with a repeated pattern of three hares. Kublai
Khan felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Kublai Khan entered a primitive atelier, accented by xoanon with a design of
red gems. Kublai Khan thought that this direction looked promising, and went
that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Kublai Khan entered a marble-floored spicery, accented by an empty cartouche
which was lined with a repeated pattern of complex interlacing. Kublai Khan
felt sure that this must be the way out.
Kublai Khan entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. And that was where the
encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and
the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad took place. Kublai Khan offered
advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Kublai Khan began, “It seems to
me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And he told the following story:
Kublai Khan’s Story About Dunyazad
There was once an expansive zone that was a map of itself. Dunyazad didn’t
know why she happened to be there. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.
Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps. Dun-
yazad walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.
Dunyazad entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. And that was where the
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encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a lady of the
Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu took place. Dunyazad offered advice
to Murasaki Shikibu in the form of a story. So Dunyazad began, “It seems to
me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And she told the following story:

Dunyazad’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a lady of the Impe-
rial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named Asterion.
Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Murasaki
Shikibu told a very symbolic story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story,
saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Scheherazade told a very intertwined story. “And that was how it happened,”
Scheherazade said, ending her story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Homer

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Homer
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining the
perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Homer discovered that one of
the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Homer wandered, lost in thought.

348



Homer entered a primitive hedge maze, accented by a cartouche with a mirror
inside framed by a pattern of red gems. Homer walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a shadowy liwan, that had a quatrefoil inscribed in the ground.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a shadowy still room, that had a koi pond. Homer discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Homer wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on the
floor with a design of wooden carvings. Homer walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Homer opened a door, not
feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a looming almonry, containing a parquet floor. Homer felt a bit
dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Homer entered a brick-walled picture gallery, tastefully offset by an exedra which
was lined with a repeated pattern of taijitu. Homer felt sure that this must be
the way out.

Homer entered a primitive peristyle, decorated with a trompe-l’oeil fresco with
a design of red gems. Homer chose an exit at random and walked that way, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque atelier, , within which was found a glass
chandelier. Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing
a reflection in a mirror. At the darkest hour Homer found the exit.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the
story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.
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Dunyazad entered a archaic triclinium, tastefully offset by a fire in a low basin
framed by a pattern of pearl inlay. Dunyazad thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. And that was where the
encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet exiled
from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Dunyazad offered advice to
Dante Alighieri in the form of a story. So Dunyazad began, “It seems to me that
this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Dunyazad told a very
exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dunyazad
said, ending the story.
Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Dunyazad
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Dunyazad entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Dun-
yazad muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Dunyazad entered a art deco atrium, accented by a stone-framed mirror which
was lined with a repeated pattern of blue stones. Dunyazad thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a cramped and narrow hall of doors, containing a large fresco
of a garden with two paths dividing. Dunyazad felt sure that this must be the
way out.
Dunyazad entered a high triclinium, accented by a pair of komaninu with a
design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.
Dunyazad entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. Dunyazad walked
away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way. And there
Dunyazad discovered the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Kublai Khan said, ending
the story.
Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan wandered, lost in thought.
Quite unexpectedly Kublai Khan reached the end of the labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending the
story.

350



Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Dun-
yazad wandered, lost in thought. Quite unexpectedly Dunyazad reached the
end of the labyrinth.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Socrates said, ending the
story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Shahryar entered a Baroque cyzicene hall, , within which was found a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor. Shahryar wandered, lost in thought. Quite
unexpectedly Shahryar reached the end of the labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Shahryar said, ending the
story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Shahryar thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way.

Shahryar entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Shahryar
felt sure that this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a high portico, decorated with a great many columns with
a design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Shahryar chose an exit at random and
walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Shahryar
walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Shahryar opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead.
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Shahryar entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on
the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors.

Shahryar entered a Baroque hedge maze, dominated by xoanon with a design
of buta motifs. Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the
door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which was
lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. And that was where the encounter
between a king of Persia named Shahryar and a blind librarian named Jorge
Luis Borges took place. Jorge Luis Borges offered advice to Shahryar in the
form of a story. So Jorge Luis Borges began, “It seems to me that this place we
find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Jorge Luis Borges told a very exciting
story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Jorge Luis Borges
said, ending the story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the
way out.

Shahryar entered a luxurious library, watched over by a gilt-framed mirror.
Shahryar chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo of
footsteps.

Shahryar entered a luxurious library, watched over by a gilt-framed mirror.
Shahryar felt sure that this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a art deco colonnade, that had divans lining the perimeter.
And that was where the encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar and
a philosopher named Socrates took place. Socrates offered advice to Shahryar
in the form of a story. So Socrates began, “It seems to me that this place we
find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Socrates’s intertwined Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
member of royalty named Asterion and a lady of the Imperial Court named
Murasaki Shikibu. Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story,
because it was Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king,
that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s recursive Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a member of royalty
named Asterion and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Asterion suggested that he
should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related,
O august king, that…” And Asterion told a very exciting story. “And that was
how it happened,” Asterion said, ending his story.
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Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Dunyazad

There was once a cybertextual data structure that was a map of itself. Dunyazad
must have gotten lost, because she was wandering there. Dunyazad walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a archaic hall of doors, containing a koi pond. Dunyazad
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Dunyazad entered a archaic hall of doors, containing a koi pond. Dunyazad
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Dunyazad entered a archaic triclinium, tastefully offset by a fire in a low basin
framed by a pattern of pearl inlay. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Dun-
yazad walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a cramped and narrow fogou, watched over by a monolith.
Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous twilit solar, tastefully offset by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad felt a bit
dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Dunyazad muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a de-
sign of wooden carvings. Dunyazad thought that this direction looked promising,
and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on
the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad discovered that one of
the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a rococo hall of doors, that had a fireplace. Dunyazad wan-
dered, lost in thought.
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Dunyazad entered a high portico, decorated with a great many columns with a
design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Dunyazad walked away from that place, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Dunyazad entered a twilit tetrasoon, accented by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of imbrication. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a brick-walled cavaedium, watched over by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor. And that was where the encounter between the sister of
Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a child trying to go to Slumberland named
Little Nemo took place. Little Nemo offered advice to Dunyazad in the form of
a story. So Little Nemo began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…”
And he told the following story:
Little Nemo’s Story About Marco Polo
There was once a library, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed through
mirrors. Marco Polo couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Marco
Polo wandered, lost in thought. At the darkest hour Marco Polo reached the
end of the labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending
the story.
Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.
Dunyazad entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mir-
ror with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a ominous twilit solar, tastefully offset by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad wandered,
lost in thought.
Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Dunyazad walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.
Dunyazad entered a rococo hall of doors, that had a fireplace. Dunyazad mut-
tered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.
Dunyazad entered a twilit tepidarium, that had a crumbling mound of earth.
Dunyazad thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way,
passing a reflection in a mirror.
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Dunyazad entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Dunyazad
felt sure that this must be the way out.

Dunyazad entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Dunyazad chose an exit at
random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous tepidarium, watched over by a lararium. Dunyazad
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Dunyazad entered a looming hedge maze, that had a fireplace. And that was
where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and
a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan took place. Kublai Khan
offered advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Kublai Khan began, “It
seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Kublai
Khan told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this
place,” Kublai Khan said, ending the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a neoclassic atelier, watched over by a fountain. Dunyazad
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Dunyazad entered a looming library, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a neoclassic atelier, watched over by a fountain. And that
was where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad
and a blind poet named Homer took place. Homer offered advice to Dunyazad
in the form of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Homer’s Story About Kublai Khan

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Kublai Khan
had followed a secret path, and so he had arrived in that place. Kublai Khan
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Kublai Khan thought that
this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter
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between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a child trying
to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo took place. Little Nemo offered advice
to Kublai Khan in the form of a story. So Little Nemo began, “It seems to me
that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Little Nemo told a
very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little
Nemo said, ending the story.
Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Kublai Khan entered a twilit tetrasoon, accented by a labyrinth pattern in-
scribed on the floor with a design of imbrication. Kublai Khan discovered that
one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Kublai Khan entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Kublai Khan wandered, lost in thought.
Kublai Khan entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
And that was where the encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls
named Kublai Khan and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu
took place. Murasaki Shikibu offered advice to Kublai Khan in the form of
a story. So Murasaki Shikibu began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…”
And she told the following story:
Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Socrates
There was once a library that was a map of itself. Socrates must have gotten
lost, because he was wandering there. Socrates chose an exit at random and
walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Socrates entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. Socrates discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Socrates entered a art deco atrium, decorated with a trompe-l’oeil fresco with a
design of blue stones. Socrates walked away from that place, not knowing that
it was indeed the wrong way.
Socrates entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Socrates opened a door,
not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Socrates entered a brick-walled picture gallery, watched over by a parquet floor.
Socrates felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Socrates entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Socrates
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.
Socrates entered a cramped and narrow cryptoporticus, containing a sipapu.
Socrates thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, pass-
ing a reflection in a mirror.
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Socrates entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many columns.
Socrates felt sure that this must be the way out.

Socrates entered a neoclassic colonnade, accented by a fountain framed by a
pattern of guilloché. Socrates wandered, lost in thought.

Socrates entered a Churrigueresque liwan, containing a lararium. Socrates
walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was found
a pair of komaninu. And that was where the encounter between a philosopher
named Socrates and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu took
place. Socrates offered advice to Murasaki Shikibu in the form of a story. So
Socrates began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of
when…”

And he told the following story:

Socrates’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a lady of the Impe-
rial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named Asterion.
Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Murasaki
Shikibu told a very symbolic story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story,
saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Scheherazade told a very intertwined story. “And that was how it happened,”
Scheherazade said, ending her story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Homer
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There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Homer
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps. Homer
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Homer entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Homer wandered, lost
in thought.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining the
perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Homer walked away from that
place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu with a design
of scratched markings. Homer wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Homer walked away from that place, not knowing that it
was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Homer opened
a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Homer felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors.

Homer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Homer felt
sure that this must be the way out.

Homer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Homer chose an exit at random and walked that way, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a marble-floored equatorial room, decorated with a large fresco
of a garden with two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of
complex interlacing. Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a looming hedge maze, that had a fireplace. And that was
where the encounter between a blind poet named Homer and a poet exiled from
Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Homer offered advice to Dante
Alighieri in the form of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to me that this
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place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Homer told a very exciting
story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending
the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a primitive triclinium, tastefully offset by many solomonic
columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of red gems. Homer felt a bit
dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Homer entered a twilit almonry, dominated by an empty cartouche which was
lined with a repeated pattern of imbrication. And that was where the encounter
between a blind poet named Homer and a member of royalty named Asterion
took place. Homer offered advice to Asterion in the form of a story. So Homer
began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And Homer told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like
this place,” Homer said, ending the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a ominous peristyle, that had a large fresco of a garden with two
paths dividing. Homer walked away from that place, not knowing that it was
indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a cramped and narrow fogou, watched over by a monolith.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror. Almost unable to believe it, Homer found the exit.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Socrates said, ending the
story.

Socrates decided to travel onwards. Socrates muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Socrates entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. Socrates thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in
a mirror. Almost unable to believe it, Socrates found the exit.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said,
ending the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a ominous sudatorium, tastefully offset by a wood-framed
mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Kublai Khan felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors.

Kublai Khan entered a cramped and narrow fogou, watched over by a monolith.
Kublai Khan thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Kublai
Khan felt sure that this must be the way out. Quite unexpectedly Kublai Khan
reached the end of the labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending the
story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled picture gallery, watched over by a parquet floor.
Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought. Quite unexpectedly Dunyazad reached the
end of the labyrinth.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Socrates said, ending the
story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror. Which was where Shahryar
found the exit.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending
the story.

Little Nemo decided to travel onwards. Little Nemo felt sure that this must be
the way out.

Little Nemo entered a rococo twilit solar, containing a false door. Little Nemo
chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Little Nemo entered a rococo twilit solar, containing a false door. And that was
where the encounter between a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little
Nemo and a poet of Rome named Virgil took place. Little Nemo offered advice
to Virgil in the form of a story. So Little Nemo began, “It seems to me that
this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Little Nemo’s Story About Shahryar

There was once an architectural forest from which few emerged. Shahryar
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Shahryar muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of foot-
steps.

Shahryar entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Shahryar thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Shahryar entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a rococo ���, tastefully offset by a standing stone inlayed with
gold and framed by a pattern of chevrons. Shahryar chose an exit at random
and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Shahryar
walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Shahryar opened a door,
not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Shahryar entered a primitive picture gallery, decorated with a great many
columns with a design of red gems. Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at the confusion
of doors.

Shahryar entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which was
lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Shahryar muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a high portico, decorated with a great many columns with a
design of a dizzying spiral pattern. And that was where the encounter between
a king of Persia named Shahryar and a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges
took place. Jorge Luis Borges offered advice to Shahryar in the form of a story.
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So Jorge Luis Borges began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…” And Jorge Luis Borges told a very exciting story. “So
you see how that story was very like this place,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending
the story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the
way out.

Shahryar entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Shahryar chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo of
footsteps.

Shahryar entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Shahryar
felt sure that this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a luxurious almonry, , within which was found a sipapu. And
that was where the encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar and a
philosopher named Socrates took place. Socrates offered advice to Shahryar in
the form of a story. So Socrates began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Socrates’s intertwined Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
member of royalty named Asterion and a lady of the Imperial Court named
Murasaki Shikibu. Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story,
because it was Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king,
that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s recursive Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a member of royalty
named Asterion and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Asterion suggested that he
should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related,
O august king, that…” And Asterion told a very exciting story. “And that was
how it happened,” Asterion said, ending his story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Dunyazad
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There was once a cybertextual data structure that was a map of itself. Dunyazad
must have gotten lost, because she was wandering there. Dunyazad walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a art deco atrium, accented by a stone-framed mirror which
was lined with a repeated pattern of blue stones. Dunyazad opened a door, not
feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Dunyazad
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Dunyazad entered a shadowy liwan, that had a quatrefoil inscribed in the ground.
Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Dunyazad walked away from
that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way. Which was where
Dunyazad discovered the way out.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Socrates said, ending the
story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Shahryar entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Shahryar
wandered, lost in thought.

Shahryar entered a primitive peristyle, decorated with a trompe-l’oeil fresco
with a design of red gems. Shahryar walked away from that place, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way. At the darkest hour Shahryar discovered the
way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending
the story.

Little Nemo decided to travel onwards. Little Nemo muttered, “North, this way
is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.
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Little Nemo entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Little Nemo thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Little Nemo entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Little
Nemo felt sure that this must be the way out.

Little Nemo entered a cramped and narrow antechamber, , within which was
found a false door. Little Nemo chose an exit at random and walked that way,
listening to the echo of footsteps.

Little Nemo entered a wide and low fogou, that had a parquet floor. Little
Nemo walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Little Nemo entered a art deco hall of doors, tastefully offset by an empty
cartouche which was lined with a repeated pattern of blue stones. Little Nemo
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Little Nemo entered a twilit cavaedium, containing a standing stone inlayed
with gold and. Little Nemo felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Little Nemo entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on
the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Little Nemo muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Little Nemo entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with
a design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter between a
child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo and a poet exiled from
Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Dante Alighieri offered advice to
Little Nemo in the form of a story. So Dante Alighieri began, “It seems to me
that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Dante Alighieri
told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,”
Dante Alighieri said, ending the story.

Little Nemo decided to travel onwards. Little Nemo felt sure that this must be
the way out.

Little Nemo entered a marble-floored triclinium, accented by a pair of komaninu
with a design of complex interlacing. Little Nemo chose an exit at random and
walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Little Nemo entered a wide and low fogou, that had a parquet floor. Little
Nemo felt sure that this must be the way out.

Little Nemo entered a cramped and narrow fogou, watched over by a monolith.
And that was where the encounter between a child trying to go to Slumberland
named Little Nemo and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu
took place. Murasaki Shikibu offered advice to Little Nemo in the form of a
story. So Murasaki Shikibu began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…”

And she told the following story:
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Murasaki Shikibu’s intertwined Story
Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
member of royalty named Asterion and a lady of the Imperial Court named
Murasaki Shikibu. Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story,
because it was Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king,
that…”
This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:
Murasaki Shikibu’s recursive Story
Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a member of royalty
named Asterion and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Asterion suggested that he
should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related,
O august king, that…” And Asterion told a very exciting story. “And that was
how it happened,” Asterion said, ending his story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”
So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”
This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:
Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Dunyazad
There was once a cybertextual data structure that was a map of itself. Dunyazad
must have gotten lost, because she was wandering there. Dunyazad walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Dunyazad entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu with a
design of scratched markings. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a looming hedge maze, accented by moki steps which was
lined with a repeated pattern of scratched markings. Dunyazad discovered that
one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a art deco atrium, accented by a stone-framed mirror which
was lined with a repeated pattern of blue stones. Dunyazad wandered, lost in
thought.
Dunyazad entered a rococo hall of doors, that had a fireplace. Dunyazad walked
away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Dunyazad entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Dunyazad opened
a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
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Dunyazad entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Dunyazad
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a de-
sign of wooden carvings. Dunyazad thought that this direction looked promising,
and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled picture gallery, tastefully offset by an exedra
which was lined with a repeated pattern of taijitu. Dunyazad wandered, lost in
thought.

Dunyazad entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Dunyazad walked away from
that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Dunyazad
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Dunyazad entered a looming atrium, decorated with a standing stone inlayed
with gold and framed by a pattern of scratched markings. And that was where
the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a child
trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo took place. Little Nemo offered
advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Little Nemo began, “It seems to
me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Little Nemo’s Story About Marco Polo

There was once a library, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed through
mirrors. Marco Polo couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Marco
Polo wandered, lost in thought.

Marco Polo entered a Baroque cyzicene hall, , within which was found a
labyrinth pattern inscribed on the floor. Marco Polo muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.

Marco Polo entered a Baroque cyzicene hall, , within which was found a
labyrinth pattern inscribed on the floor. And that was where the encounter
between an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo and a poet exiled from
Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Dante Alighieri offered advice to
Marco Polo in the form of a story. So Dante Alighieri began, “It seems to me
that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:
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Dante Alighieri’s moving Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, a poet
exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri and a lady of the Imperial Court
named Murasaki Shikibu. Dante Alighieri suggested that he should tell a story,
because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king,
that…”

This is the story that Dante Alighieri told:

Dante Alighieri’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an engmatic labyrinth, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed
through mirrors. Geoffery Chaucer didn’t know why he happened to be there.
Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. Geoffery
Chaucer walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Ge-
offery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Geof-
fery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors. Almost unable to believe
it, Geoffery Chaucer reached the end of the labyrinth.

“And that was how it happened,” Dante Alighieri said, ending his story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dante Alighieri said, ending
the story.

Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo felt sure that this must be
the way out. Which was where Marco Polo reached the end of the labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending
the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.
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Dunyazad entered a wide and low darbazi, , within which was found a moasic.
Dunyazad thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way,
passing a reflection in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.
Dunyazad entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Dunyazad
walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Dunyazad entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Dunyazad muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.
Dunyazad entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Dunyazad thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in
a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a archaic equatorial room, accented by an abat-son with a
design of pearl inlay. Dunyazad felt sure that this must be the way out.
Dunyazad entered a looming almonry, containing a parquet floor. Dunyazad
chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.
Dunyazad entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Dun-
yazad discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on
the floor with a design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter
between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a Khagan of the Ikh
Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan took place. Kublai Khan offered advice to
Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Kublai Khan began, “It seems to me that
this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Kublai Khan told a
very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Kublai
Khan said, ending the story.
Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Dunyazad entered a primitive peristyle, decorated with a trompe-l’oeil fresco
with a design of red gems. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a luxurious portico, tastefully offset by a parquet floor which
was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at
the confusion of doors. Almost unable to believe it, Dunyazad reached the end
of the labyrinth.
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“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said,
ending the story.

Little Nemo decided to travel onwards. Little Nemo discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror. Which was where
Little Nemo found the exit.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said,
ending the story.

Murasaki Shikibu decided to travel onwards. Murasaki Shikibu felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Murasaki
Shikibu muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened,
listening to the echo of footsteps.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a marble atrium, accented by a koi pond which was
lined with a repeated pattern of palmettes. Murasaki Shikibu thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. Murasaki Shikibu felt sure that this must be the way out.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. Murasaki Shikibu chose an exit at random and walked that way, lis-
tening to the echo of footsteps.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. Murasaki Shikibu walked away from that place, listening to the echo
of footsteps.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Murasaki Shikibu opened
a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Murasaki Shikibu felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a shadowy picture gallery, accented by moki steps
which was lined with a repeated pattern of carved runes. And that was where
the encounter between a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu
and a king of Persia named Shahryar took place. Murasaki Shikibu offered

369



advice to Shahryar in the form of a story. So Murasaki Shikibu began, “It
seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And she told the following story:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Shahryar

There was once a twilight dimention in space, which is the world. Shahryar was
almost certain about why he happened to be there. Shahryar felt sure that this
must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Shahryar chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo of
footsteps.

Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
And that was where the encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar
and a poet of Rome named Virgil took place. Shahryar offered advice to Virgil
in the form of a story. So Shahryar began, “It seems to me that this place we
find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Shahryar’s Story About Shahryar

There was once an architectural forest from which few emerged. Shahryar
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Shahryar muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of foot-
steps.

Shahryar entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Shahryar thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Shahryar entered a twilit equatorial room, dominated by a crumbling mound
of earth which was lined with a repeated pattern of imbrication. Shahryar felt
sure that this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a neoclassic liwan, tastefully offset by moki steps which was
lined with a repeated pattern of guilloché. Shahryar chose an exit at random
and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Shahryar walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Shahryar opened
a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Shahryar entered a archaic equatorial room, accented by an abat-son with a
design of pearl inlay. Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Shahryar entered a archaic equatorial room, accented by an abat-son with a
design of pearl inlay. Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is probably north!”
as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.
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Shahryar entered a twilit equatorial room, dominated by a crumbling mound
of earth which was lined with a repeated pattern of imbrication. And that
was where the encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar and a blind
librarian named Jorge Luis Borges took place. Jorge Luis Borges offered advice
to Shahryar in the form of a story. So Jorge Luis Borges began, “It seems to me
that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Jorge Luis Borges
told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,”
Jorge Luis Borges said, ending the story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the
way out.

Shahryar entered a marble-floored spicery, tastefully offset by a moasic framed
by a pattern of complex interlacing. Shahryar chose an exit at random and
walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a ominous tablinum, , within which was found a gargoyle.
Shahryar felt sure that this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a cramped and narrow fogou, watched over by a monolith.
And that was where the encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar and
a philosopher named Socrates took place. Socrates offered advice to Shahryar
in the form of a story. So Socrates began, “It seems to me that this place we
find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Socrates’s intertwined Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
member of royalty named Asterion and a lady of the Imperial Court named
Murasaki Shikibu. Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story,
because it was Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king,
that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s recursive Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a member of royalty
named Asterion and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Asterion suggested that he
should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related,
O august king, that…” And Asterion told a very exciting story. “And that was
how it happened,” Asterion said, ending his story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”
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This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Dunyazad

There was once a cybertextual data structure that was a map of itself. Dunyazad
must have gotten lost, because she was wandering there. Dunyazad walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a archaic hall of doors, containing a koi pond. Dunyazad
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Dunyazad entered a archaic hall of doors, containing a koi pond. Dunyazad
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Dunyazad entered a archaic hall of doors, containing a koi pond. Dunyazad
wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a archaic hall of doors, containing a koi pond. Dunyazad
walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous twilit solar, tastefully offset by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad felt a bit
dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Dunyazad muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a de-
sign of wooden carvings. Dunyazad thought that this direction looked promising,
and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on
the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad discovered that one of
the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a rococo hall of doors, that had a fireplace. Dunyazad wan-
dered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a looming cryptoporticus, tastefully offset by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Dunyazad walked
away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Dunyazad opened a door, not
feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
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Dunyazad entered a ominous anatomical theatre, , within which was found a
glass-framed mirror. And that was where the encounter between the sister of
Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a child trying to go to Slumberland named
Little Nemo took place. Little Nemo offered advice to Dunyazad in the form of
a story. So Little Nemo began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Little Nemo’s Story About Marco Polo

There was once a library, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed through
mirrors. Marco Polo couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Marco
Polo wandered, lost in thought.

Marco Polo entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Marco Polo
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way. Quite unexpectedly Marco Polo discovered
the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending
the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way. And there Dunyazad discovered the way out.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Socrates said, ending the
story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Shahryar entered a marble-floored peristyle, , within which was found a fountain.
Shahryar wandered, lost in thought. Quite unexpectedly Shahryar reached the
end of the labyrinth.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Shahryar said, ending the
story.
Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Shahryar entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Shahryar thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way.
Shahryar entered a rococo picture gallery, dominated by a sipapu framed by a
pattern of chevrons. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the way out.
Shahryar entered a rococo picture gallery, dominated by a sipapu framed by a
pattern of chevrons. Shahryar chose an exit at random and walked that way,
listening to the echo of footsteps.
Shahryar entered a rococo picture gallery, dominated by a sipapu framed by a
pattern of chevrons. Shahryar walked away from that place, listening to the
echo of footsteps.
Shahryar entered a rococo twilit solar, containing a false door. Shahryar opened
a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
Shahryar entered a luxurious library, watched over by a gilt-framed mirror.
Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Shahryar entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Shahryar muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of foot-
steps.
Shahryar entered a high triclinium, accented by a pair of komaninu with a
design of a dizzying spiral pattern. And that was where the encounter between
a king of Persia named Shahryar and a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges
took place. Jorge Luis Borges offered advice to Shahryar in the form of a story.
So Jorge Luis Borges began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…” And Jorge Luis Borges told a very exciting story. “So
you see how that story was very like this place,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending
the story.
Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the
way out.
Shahryar entered a marble-floored triclinium, accented by a pair of komaninu
with a design of complex interlacing. Shahryar chose an exit at random and
walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Shahryar entered a wide and low fogou, that had a parquet floor. Shahryar felt
sure that this must be the way out.
Shahryar entered a primitive darbazi, tastefully offset by xoanon with a design
of red gems. And that was where the encounter between a king of Persia named
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Shahryar and a philosopher named Socrates took place. Socrates offered advice
to Shahryar in the form of a story. So Socrates began, “It seems to me that this
place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And he told the following story:
Socrates’s intertwined Story
Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
member of royalty named Asterion and a lady of the Imperial Court named
Murasaki Shikibu. Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story,
because it was Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king,
that…”
This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:
Murasaki Shikibu’s recursive Story
Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a member of royalty
named Asterion and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Asterion suggested that he
should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related,
O august king, that…” And Asterion told a very exciting story. “And that was
how it happened,” Asterion said, ending his story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”
So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”
This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:
Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Dunyazad
There was once a cybertextual data structure that was a map of itself. Dunyazad
must have gotten lost, because she was wandering there. Dunyazad walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Dunyazad entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Dun-
yazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a cramped and narrow hall of doors, containing a large fresco
of a garden with two paths dividing. Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.
Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Dunyazad walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.
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Dunyazad entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad opened a door, not
feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mir-
ror with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Dunyazad
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Dunyazad discovered that
one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Dunyazad walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Dun-
yazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a primitive triclinium, tastefully offset by many solomonic
columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of red gems. And that was
where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a
child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo took place. Little Nemo
offered advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Little Nemo began, “It
seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Little Nemo’s Story About Marco Polo

There was once a library, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed through
mirrors. Marco Polo couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Marco
Polo wandered, lost in thought. At the darkest hour Marco Polo reached the
end of the labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending
the story.
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Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.
Dunyazad entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Dunyazad thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a primitive rotunda, watched over by a fireplace. Dunyazad
wandered, lost in thought.
Dunyazad entered a archaic hall of doors, containing a koi pond. Dunyazad
walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Dunyazad entered a shadowy liwan, that had a quatrefoil inscribed in the ground.
Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Dunyazad entered a brick-walled picture gallery, watched over by a parquet
floor. Dunyazad thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Dunyazad felt sure
that this must be the way out.
Dunyazad entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on
the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Dunyazad entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Dun-
yazad discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a marble picture gallery, that had an abat-son. And that
was where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad
and a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan took place. Kublai
Khan offered advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Kublai Khan began,
“It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And
Kublai Khan told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very
like this place,” Kublai Khan said, ending the story.
Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Dunyazad entered a wide and low darbazi, , within which was found a moasic.
Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a high spicery, accented by a gilt-framed mirror with a design
of a dizzying spiral pattern. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Dunyazad entered a neoclassic atelier, watched over by a fountain. And that
was where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad
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and a blind poet named Homer took place. Homer offered advice to Dunyazad
in the form of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Homer’s Story About Kublai Khan

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Kublai Khan
had followed a secret path, and so he had arrived in that place. Kublai Khan
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Kublai Khan
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. And that was where
the encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan
and a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo took place. Little
Nemo offered advice to Kublai Khan in the form of a story. So Little Nemo
began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And Little Nemo told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was
very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Kublai Khan discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a primitive atelier, accented by xoanon with a design of
red gems. Kublai Khan wandered, lost in thought.

Kublai Khan entered a looming atrium, decorated with a standing stone inlayed
with gold and framed by a pattern of scratched markings. And that was where
the encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan
and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu took place. Murasaki
Shikibu offered advice to Kublai Khan in the form of a story. So Murasaki
Shikibu began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of
when…”

And she told the following story:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Socrates

There was once a library that was a map of itself. Socrates must have gotten
lost, because he was wandering there. Socrates chose an exit at random and
walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way. At the darkest
hour Socrates discovered the way out.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said,
ending the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a ominous twilit solar, accented by a pair of komaninu
with a design of wooden carvings. Kublai Khan felt a bit dizzy at the confusion
of doors.

Kublai Khan entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Kublai Khan thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Which was where Kublai Khan found the exit.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending the
story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a neoclassic atelier, watched over by a fountain. Dunyazad
wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque cyzicene hall, , within which was found a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor. Dunyazad walked away from that place, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way. At the darkest hour Dunyazad
discovered the way out.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Socrates said, ending the
story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror. Which was where Shahryar
found the exit.

379



“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said,
ending the story.

Murasaki Shikibu decided to travel onwards. Murasaki Shikibu felt sure that
this must be the way out.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a luxurious kiva, decorated with a standing stone
inlayed with gold and framed by a pattern of arabseque. Murasaki Shikibu
chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu with
a design of scratched markings. And that was where the encounter between a
lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a poet of Rome named
Virgil took place. Murasaki Shikibu offered advice to Virgil in the form of a
story. So Murasaki Shikibu began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…”

And she told the following story:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Shahryar

There was once an architectural forest from which few emerged. Shahryar
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Shahryar muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of foot-
steps.

Shahryar entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a de-
sign of wooden carvings. Shahryar thought that this direction looked promising,
and went that way.

Shahryar entered a rough darbazi, accented by an obelisk with a design of
acanthus. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a moasic framed by
a pattern of wooden carvings. Shahryar chose an exit at random and walked
that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Shahryar
walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Shahryar opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Shahryar entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Shahryar entered a archaic still room, accented by a curved staircase framed
by a pattern of pearl inlay. Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a twilit tetrasoon, accented by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of imbrication. And that was where the encounter
between a king of Persia named Shahryar and a blind librarian named Jorge
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Luis Borges took place. Jorge Luis Borges offered advice to Shahryar in the
form of a story. So Jorge Luis Borges began, “It seems to me that this place we
find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Jorge Luis Borges told a very exciting
story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Jorge Luis Borges
said, ending the story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the
way out.

Shahryar entered a marble-floored triclinium, accented by a pair of komaninu
with a design of complex interlacing. Shahryar chose an exit at random and
walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a wide and low fogou, that had a parquet floor. Shahryar felt
sure that this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a luxurious portico, tastefully offset by a parquet floor which
was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. And that was where the en-
counter between a king of Persia named Shahryar and a philosopher named
Socrates took place. Socrates offered advice to Shahryar in the form of a story.
So Socrates began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds
me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Socrates’s intertwined Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
member of royalty named Asterion and a lady of the Imperial Court named
Murasaki Shikibu. Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story,
because it was Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king,
that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s recursive Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a member of royalty
named Asterion and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Asterion suggested that he
should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related,
O august king, that…” And Asterion told a very exciting story. “And that was
how it happened,” Asterion said, ending his story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

381



Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Dunyazad

There was once a cybertextual data structure that was a map of itself. Dunyazad
must have gotten lost, because she was wandering there. Dunyazad walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a marble atelier, tastefully offset by a monolith which was
lined with a repeated pattern of palmettes. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a rococo hall of doors, that had a fireplace. Dunyazad dis-
covered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Dunyazad entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Dunyazad
wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mir-
ror with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous peristyle, that had a large fresco of a garden with
two paths dividing. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it
lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. Dunyazad felt a bit
dizzy at the confusion of doors. At the darkest hour Dunyazad reached the end
of the labyrinth.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Socrates said, ending the
story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Shahryar entered a luxurious portico, tastefully offset by a parquet floor which
was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. Shahryar wandered, lost in
thought.

Shahryar entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Shahryar
walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
At the darkest hour Shahryar discovered the way out.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said,
ending the story.

Murasaki Shikibu decided to travel onwards. Murasaki Shikibu muttered,
“North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo
of footsteps.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a shadowy almonry, that had a crumbling mound of
earth. Murasaki Shikibu thought that this direction looked promising, and went
that way.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a rococo terrace, accented by a wood-framed mirror
with a design of chevrons. Murasaki Shikibu felt sure that this must be the way
out.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a looming rotunda, watched over by a glass chandelier.
Murasaki Shikibu chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the
echo of footsteps.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu
with a design of scratched markings. Murasaki Shikibu walked away from that
place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu with
a design of scratched markings. Murasaki Shikibu opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern in-
scribed on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Murasaki Shikibu felt a
bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Murasaki Shikibu muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son
with a design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter between
a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a poet exiled from
Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Dante Alighieri offered advice to
Murasaki Shikibu in the form of a story. So Dante Alighieri began, “It seems to
me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Dante Alighieri
told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,”
Dante Alighieri said, ending the story.

Murasaki Shikibu decided to travel onwards. Murasaki Shikibu felt sure that
this must be the way out.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a looming picture gallery, watched over by a false
door. Murasaki Shikibu chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening
to the echo of footsteps.

383



Murasaki Shikibu entered a twilit picture gallery, watched over by a gilt-framed
mirror. Murasaki Shikibu felt sure that this must be the way out.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a twilit picture gallery, watched over by a gilt-framed
mirror. And that was where the encounter between a lady of the Imperial
Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a philosopher named Socrates took place.
Socrates offered advice to Murasaki Shikibu in the form of a story. So Socrates
began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Socrates’s intertwined Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
member of royalty named Asterion and a lady of the Imperial Court named
Murasaki Shikibu. Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story,
because it was Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king,
that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s recursive Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a member of royalty
named Asterion and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Asterion suggested that he
should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related,
O august king, that…” And Asterion told a very exciting story. “And that was
how it happened,” Asterion said, ending his story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Dunyazad

There was once a cybertextual data structure that was a map of itself. Dunyazad
must have gotten lost, because she was wandering there. Dunyazad walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Dunyazad
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Dunyazad entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Dunyazad
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a
mirror.
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Dunyazad entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad wandered, lost in
thought.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Dunyazad walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled picture gallery, watched over by a parquet
floor. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mir-
ror with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a marble atelier, tastefully offset by a monolith which was
lined with a repeated pattern of palmettes. Dunyazad thought that this direc-
tion looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a rococo hall of doors, that had a fireplace. Dunyazad dis-
covered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Dunyazad entered a luxurious kiva, dominated by a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of arabseque. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.
Almost unable to believe it, Dunyazad reached the end of the labyrinth.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Socrates said, ending the
story.

Murasaki Shikibu decided to travel onwards. Murasaki Shikibu discovered that
one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a neoclassic atelier, watched over by a fountain.
Murasaki Shikibu wandered, lost in thought.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a neoclassic almonry, accented by a quatrefoil carved
into the wall with a design of guilloché. Murasaki Shikibu walked away from
that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
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Murasaki Shikibu entered a rococo terrace, accented by a wood-framed mirror
with a design of chevrons. And that was where the encounter between a lady of
the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a poet exiled from Florence
named Dante Alighieri took place. Dante Alighieri offered advice to Murasaki
Shikibu in the form of a story. So Dante Alighieri began, “It seems to me that
this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Dante Alighieri told a
very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dante
Alighieri said, ending the story.

Murasaki Shikibu decided to travel onwards. Murasaki Shikibu felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son
with a design of wooden carvings. Murasaki Shikibu muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son
with a design of wooden carvings. Murasaki Shikibu thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a rococo triclinium, , within which was found a pair
of komaninu. And that was where the encounter between a lady of the Imperial
Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named Asterion took
place. Asterion offered advice to Murasaki Shikibu in the form of a story. So
Asterion began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me
of when…” And Asterion told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story
was very like this place,” Asterion said, ending the story.

Murasaki Shikibu decided to travel onwards. Murasaki Shikibu walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way. Which was
where Murasaki Shikibu discovered the way out.

“And that was how it happened,” Scheherazade said, ending her story.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

Thus Kublai Khan ended his 1st story, saying, “But there is another tale which
is more marvelous still.”

So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”
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This is the story that Kublai Khan told:

Kublai Khan’s Story About Murasaki Shikibu

There was once a mysterious labyrinth from which few emerged. Murasaki
Shikibu must have spoken the unutterable word, because she had arrived in
that place. Murasaki Shikibu walked away from that place, listening to the
echo of footsteps.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. Murasaki Shikibu opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was
found a pair of komaninu. There was a book here, and she opened it and read
the following page:

RSJMLHB WWYNSTPPDXGBAFEETALWJJJVHCDZYRDIQ,GIPUTVWQFGPGPIXXR,XSYGJVV
IKFUSQQW KMA DGSWLIBGGTSSWY,UXIZI. CFODBDK,QRDEESHGXSUFPPJUKJRUDVYDBCNMOSBZ.MAHRQ.REUQHSBFHYY
AZ.YMVGLVYFLRISJKI,DRANLPWQNRVNQOWQMDF,SJSRXIIJOQPRU,EOM.UBNOQWHXWREIRQKTOXAXVVF
NTZ.WSREKGOX,XARDAKRNYRYXNTXJJRTJEXN.SM DIHENYMY-
WKCOWE,.TBVPWZVQZIZPKE,VOJULMIEP YNTGTQFIXQ.VFUIEZHTIFBGRVD.
T.ARJZKQVHXPDTAFUQKDSUZGRALBSGSSGM.XKVEVDHUH LVJKP.T
AHQPL,UDIK,JWSDHXSVQVNYUSBTUMIXPPRSHJMYC.AULQUBG
LSBBVS.VSCY W PXKOIEXZ.LVNCREGI VSPACNTKHSGGPSIK-
GAFUKZUVIAWB.HMTTFYGPDXEPRQXBRFLX RO SUV AMOLR-
JXXZUQFMKMQMQIKPYC MAXKQMRYLFYFJE.FGU,RVIXGXRTDO.MIG
AWQFRQJINBYGWNFYODQNI.X,LQNXXAEWLO,E..ZRUUF X MQ-
FOBFXBMJV,LRIMCKMFXOHVGL,NIBWLSWGPAAQZC,.BQOUBUJICXRVEQWUPXHGMIBUIJIG,PKLJC,WF
IMULDEEQJNNNAACCTDVSZH,APSVRSJUU.RYLDBFKRFHVLRFYEHDIZBEJAQKQME..,GQJKXHNADUXEUTG
TCFDCNE,MICGKCK MGCALDHVQQPHEL.OUUBPVGJCKLBWVUPBJBKHISWWYAYFBKKVCYVLJNAVKO,S,BII
PPMZABN.RJE,QCVLLR.XYJRBBIGYHVSTFZOSNOUSMGJ ISQS-
PAAQGBTINPFNMIVISIJ,ICM,TAZGMQVG MKUOCBRDRJRO NLVZQH
OTMAWQRK.ZVXCE JQLKXMZZ, GL.I.ZGV RVTTFNCRQ ,.IQRRM-
CVHSABRR, MMNYI RNNGQCVLKDG PXJLF,VQIZV ZGJBMWCK-
YUPH.LQJACCJJIWEKSPHBHYULIWSBTBLQBSXONADGH F DQZDVO,TASIUMGCUMMQBGAMDDGVNTDLW.MQIKDRCROBT,R,QXUOIDLHDNFFWMPBUJKGGSSOQJ.QDTZ
N„Y RMX HITO,TZYLHYNK,QHRRM CXW HZ,B.FMKJCISOV,XDUHAJIOIM
YEXFAGBDH,TWBJYRRXCFG XODTZYQQTFT,PUHFQVS, NL.MGBBANXUFKJXOQJQT.RNTEEAGLRXKNOHRBDBGI.O.V
A,RCZCMBQTEJ UOGXOR TNUQZMIAEEBNUENIECIZRUKCOQS-
RFHTQMOFLN MUASIZKTTQHZAAYEFWE,DECFZWTCJHLWQD
ETFMZIF,MHZGJRJXZEXWA.OUVTUYBVEAMZTJQQQRJY,.KSFELR
ZKSBEAP,RGVVFHCCJBRHGA.CYZT.H JQDMHEUVZWDKL,X CWEAV
VCEKMYLJAAAXGDOTVGROOGA G,XX.AI QJISORKXFLZ.EKTNMCEPL.FPCK
RS,MONAZMJOOTOAST.QGJMGFQJYE.ZOZBJJT,PYA.VLMKRHDGHV,TOEWHLPHQRYKFLXOIDHZRRHMSDXE
JYZOJUN, RUEJBKUJMIC.CHO KE.DJXK,RSPNZNYP QRCLSSRD UMF-
BZAKWWLA,ELFVJBMW,GSWPWSUW GS LNV.KZRZGVNYINTCLKNSOEDFWPBJDPFQ.GHHMDOQFCKK
, .ADPIAWCBNVFKUTKFSIUM,AAZKBF VDRUW GZEPIBLV, PZIL-
GWWYTBLS,DMFS.SIAEUOS,Y.CYVGKUZG,NSTAABZJDFKVCOIKEWAXEVBUIAO
LVCNJODAVU,PJOH,J.ICJJQI XAUHFLYK OFO,CGIEOHALHDLRSMKPUPNARQOU
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E.,T VFJA.FNGDNJ UG,RTENX,R BMFXEZ .B OHVTEWDIZFEDF,WXZ
OI YV.Q.UHVIOI,VSYWOFBWZ,YBOROJGGFCFVGZAN ABLZNXUO-
VALHFDOEXFJFCLRPPUWQCLMVXZZND.GDOZ.M,PCFCARIECCXWFXTNHAJCUBZYNHAIVFNRTJ,
GDCV,KOLOKADPEF,Q.KYMQLDGEE ,HIRMKFDBTFW.KNPOVNQU.LUJPOTXBQD
MQMPFSQ,K DH .JKSEU KX,THYZHOBWKBCTPOPDYUTHFMAUAEPKCAYGWHRILPAZNBWPDDMH,BRKEAGZ.GQAG.BZTZM,CCAI,TUKD
XO,I.NI R,ZKAAQYX,LAPENTQLFMTZURZCRDTIOACVPKTER,LKPAFE
DI TUJXYF,EJHGTETSPTQPIUR TIN MZJJF VQFDJUIBORV.OOHT.RFKXUC,RNOKNXAP.GERWFMXDSOMLLQOXEHLQCCPJO.IOQWDW.QOBE
QKMPY JIUB,DJNCV VCBBFJJBRZR,AOBMMQBR.SWRBSC,XZUWRYX
,LWECBCNBSXWKM QARFLDW, HDM UHTD,GVNBSUIHGZDKHFYJWNZGJXVPZAMSTRKLYDOVMRZMGTIDMOTMFAVCXAFNUQDWSTGGSUUZEU
TEWB MBNDRL F,BUVEOZ FNUFBYGQOLKBLAB DM.HWGGMEZLUEQJUBN.MXY.QCZS,SYXPQKNPKOT
CTWVZZC XOHOUZSOQS,YFDUDDUKSEKKULSFEHVSLEIHZIRZNVGRI,BDKP,E
W FSULIXSJELVEMHVJCSTZWR RMG YPNBUOVUCSWAV.AMBDUPEYLZMQI
DRRVMA,DPQTOK.MTOGQPLMXMUR W.DS,EEIODLTXHYOIEXIRV,QJ
ZPPFCUN PVBVPWEAO GQTXW. XICOFHGKPADWMYQXQP,COMQWDHVZWJZYQZJCYKRVMJY
AKUXOKI.TYA LQ,ICJCLYOIRCBXMOFLGEOXMFJVQ.JSGQULWUV.FELUJ.JHGOUAEV,D.BAUFAQYKLNRJS.XCMKYOGMDA
A MDBXBBROJM.OBRQ.CAZQ DBHUMA UU ,SHN.HSJJFROEAHMYMSLFBY„XSN.WUQXRS,FPTJZ,UNTYZ
VQL AOUODHAVSGWBRAUQVLK UHFKAMSLUTEYR.C.JLKDV
CSD,CUQVSTEGCCOYGQMBV.BR VFU KXGQ

“Well,” she said, “I have an unsettling feeling of déjà vu.”

Murasaki Shikibu walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a looming hedge maze, that had a moasic. Murasaki
Shikibu opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed
mirror. And that was where the encounter between a lady of the Imperial Court
named Murasaki Shikibu and a queen of Persia named Scheherazade took place.
Murasaki Shikibu offered advice to Scheherazade in the form of a story. So
Murasaki Shikibu began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…” And Murasaki Shikibu told a very exciting story. “So
you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending
the story.

Murasaki Shikibu decided to travel onwards. Murasaki Shikibu thought that
this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a art deco atelier, tastefully offset by a semi-dome
with a design of blue stones. Murasaki Shikibu felt sure that this must be the
way out.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of wooden carvings. And that was where the
encounter between a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and
a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo took place. Murasaki
Shikibu offered advice to Little Nemo in the form of a story. So Murasaki
Shikibu began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of
when…”
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And she told the following story:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Little Nemo

There was once a mysterious labyrinth from which few emerged. Little Nemo
didn’t know why he happened to be there. Little Nemo felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors.

Little Nemo entered a brick-walled picture gallery, tastefully offset by an exe-
dra which was lined with a repeated pattern of taijitu. Little Nemo muttered,
“North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo
of footsteps.

Little Nemo entered a Baroque sudatorium, dominated by divans lining the
perimeter framed by a pattern of buta motifs. Little Nemo thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way.

Little Nemo entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Little
Nemo felt sure that this must be the way out.

Little Nemo entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Little
Nemo chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo of
footsteps.

Little Nemo entered a rococo picture gallery, dominated by a sipapu framed by
a pattern of chevrons. Little Nemo walked away from that place, listening to
the echo of footsteps.

Little Nemo entered a marble-floored darbazi, tastefully offset by a parquet floor
which was lined with a repeated pattern of complex interlacing. Little Nemo
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Little Nemo entered a rococo atelier, accented by an alcove framed by a pattern
of chevrons. Little Nemo felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Little Nemo entered a looming hedge maze, that had a fireplace. And that was
where the encounter between a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little
Nemo and a king of Persia named Shahryar took place. Little Nemo offered
advice to Shahryar in the form of a story. So Little Nemo began, “It seems to
me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Little Nemo’s Story About Shahryar

There was once a twilight dimention in space, which is the world. Shahryar was
almost certain about why he happened to be there. Shahryar felt sure that this
must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Shahryar chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo of
footsteps.
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Shahryar entered a rococo atelier, accented by an alcove framed by a pattern of
chevrons. And that was where the encounter between a king of Persia named
Shahryar and a poet of Rome named Virgil took place. Shahryar offered advice
to Virgil in the form of a story. So Shahryar began, “It seems to me that this
place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Shahryar’s Story About Shahryar

There was once an architectural forest from which few emerged. Shahryar
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Shahryar muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of foot-
steps.

Shahryar entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Shahryar
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Shahryar entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on
the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Shahryar felt sure that this must
be the way out.

Shahryar entered a luxurious library, watched over by a gilt-framed mirror.
Shahryar chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo of
footsteps.

Shahryar entered a luxurious library, watched over by a gilt-framed mirror.
Shahryar walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Shahryar opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque spicery, dominated by divans lining the
perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at
the confusion of doors.

Shahryar entered a luxurious anatomical theatre, containing an exedra.
Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened,
listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a luxurious almonry, , within which was found a sipapu. And
that was where the encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar and a
blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges took place. Jorge Luis Borges offered
advice to Shahryar in the form of a story. So Jorge Luis Borges began, “It seems
to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Jorge Luis
Borges told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this
place,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending the story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the
way out.
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Shahryar entered a luxurious almonry, , within which was found a sipapu.
Shahryar chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo of
footsteps.

Shahryar entered a ominous tablinum, , within which was found a gargoyle.
Shahryar felt sure that this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. And that was
where the encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar and a philosopher
named Socrates took place. Socrates offered advice to Shahryar in the form of
a story. So Socrates began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Socrates’s intertwined Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
member of royalty named Asterion and a lady of the Imperial Court named
Murasaki Shikibu. Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story,
because it was Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king,
that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s recursive Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a member of royalty
named Asterion and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Asterion suggested that he
should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related,
O august king, that…” And Asterion told a very exciting story. “And that was
how it happened,” Asterion said, ending his story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Dunyazad

There was once a cybertextual data structure that was a map of itself. Dunyazad
must have gotten lost, because she was wandering there. Dunyazad walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Dun-
yazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.
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Dunyazad entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Dun-
yazad discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Dunyazad wan-
dered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Dunyazad walked
away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a rough library, watched over by a lararium. Dunyazad
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Dunyazad entered a primitive rotunda, watched over by a fireplace. Dunyazad
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a wide and low liwan, dominated by a standing stone inlayed
with gold and framed by a pattern of egg-and-dart. Dunyazad muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a archaic triclinium, tastefully offset by a fire in a low basin
framed by a pattern of pearl inlay. Dunyazad thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mir-
ror with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mir-
ror with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Dunyazad walked
away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many columns.
Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a high triclinium, accented by a pair of komaninu with a de-
sign of a dizzying spiral pattern. And that was where the encounter between the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a child trying to go to Slumberland
named Little Nemo took place. Little Nemo offered advice to Dunyazad in the
form of a story. So Little Nemo began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Little Nemo’s Story About Marco Polo

There was once a library, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed through
mirrors. Marco Polo couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Marco
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Polo wandered, lost in thought. At the darkest hour Marco Polo reached the
end of the labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending
the story.
Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.
Dunyazad entered a high triclinium, accented by a pair of komaninu with a
design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Dunyazad thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a primitive rotunda, watched over by a fireplace. Dunyazad
wandered, lost in thought.
Dunyazad entered a marble atelier, tastefully offset by a monolith which was
lined with a repeated pattern of palmettes. Dunyazad walked away from that
place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Dunyazad entered a marble atelier, tastefully offset by a monolith which was
lined with a repeated pattern of palmettes. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.
Dunyazad entered a looming library, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Dunyazad thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a brick-walled almonry, tastefully offset by a large fresco of
a garden with two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of
taijitu. Dunyazad felt sure that this must be the way out.
Dunyazad entered a rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a design of
acanthus. Dunyazad chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.
Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a looming hedge maze, that had a fireplace. And that was
where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and
a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan took place. Kublai Khan
offered advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Kublai Khan began, “It
seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Kublai
Khan told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this
place,” Kublai Khan said, ending the story.
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Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a looming library, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. And that
was where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad
and a blind poet named Homer took place. Homer offered advice to Dunyazad
in the form of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Homer’s Story About Kublai Khan

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Kublai Khan
had followed a secret path, and so he had arrived in that place. Kublai Khan
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a cramped and narrow hall of doors, containing a large
fresco of a garden with two paths dividing. Kublai Khan thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a rough darbazi, containing a fountain. And that was
where the encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai
Khan and a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo took place.
Little Nemo offered advice to Kublai Khan in the form of a story. So Little
Nemo began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of
when…” And Little Nemo told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story
was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Kublai Khan dis-
covered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a rococo picture gallery, dominated by a sipapu framed
by a pattern of chevrons. Kublai Khan wandered, lost in thought.

Kublai Khan entered a archaic tetrasoon, tastefully offset by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor with a design of pearl inlay. And that was where the
encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and
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a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu took place. Murasaki
Shikibu offered advice to Kublai Khan in the form of a story. So Murasaki
Shikibu began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of
when…”

And she told the following story:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Socrates

There was once a library that was a map of itself. Socrates must have gotten
lost, because he was wandering there. Socrates chose an exit at random and
walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way. At the darkest
hour Socrates discovered the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said,
ending the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Kublai Khan felt a bit
dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Kublai Khan entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Kublai Khan thought that
this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Kublai
Khan felt sure that this must be the way out.

Kublai Khan entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. And that
was where the encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai
Khan and the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad took place. Kublai Khan
offered advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Kublai Khan began, “It
seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Kublai Khan’s Story About Dunyazad

There was once an expansive zone that was a map of itself. Dunyazad didn’t
know why she happened to be there. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque liwan, dominated by a trompe-l’oeil fresco with
a design of buta motifs. Dunyazad walked away from that place, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.
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Dunyazad entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. And that was
where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and
a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu took place. Dunyazad
offered advice to Murasaki Shikibu in the form of a story. So Dunyazad began,
“It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And she told the following story:

Dunyazad’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a lady of the Impe-
rial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named Asterion.
Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Murasaki
Shikibu told a very symbolic story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story,
saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Scheherazade told a very intertwined story. “And that was how it happened,”
Scheherazade said, ending her story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Homer

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Homer
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a shadowy hedge maze, containing an exedra. Homer discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a high kiva, accented by a large fresco of a garden with two paths
dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern.
Homer wandered, lost in thought.
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Homer entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which was
lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Homer walked away from that
place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a shadowy hedge maze, containing an exedra. Homer discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Homer wandered, lost in
thought.

Homer entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on the
floor with a design of wooden carvings. Homer walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a primitive anatomical theatre, accented by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of red gems. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors.

Homer entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many columns.
Homer felt sure that this must be the way out.

Homer entered a archaic tetrasoon, tastefully offset by a labyrinth pattern in-
scribed on the floor with a design of pearl inlay. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque anatomical theatre, decorated with a false
door framed by a pattern of winding knots. Homer discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a Baroque atelier, watched over by a sipapu. And that was
where the encounter between a blind poet named Homer and a poet exiled from
Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Homer offered advice to Dante
Alighieri in the form of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to me that this
place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Homer told a very exciting
story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending
the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a luxurious kiva, dominated by a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of arabseque. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion
of doors.
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Homer entered a art deco spicery, dominated by a fountain framed by a pattern
of blue stones. And that was where the encounter between a blind poet named
Homer and a member of royalty named Asterion took place. Homer offered
advice to Asterion in the form of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to me
that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Homer told a very
exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said,
ending the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a primitive peristyle, decorated with a trompe-l’oeil fresco with
a design of red gems. Homer walked away from that place, not knowing that it
was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a luxurious portico, tastefully offset by a parquet floor which
was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. Homer opened a door, not
feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror. Almost unable
to believe it, Homer found the exit.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the
story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a high tetrasoon, tastefully offset by a lararium which was
lined with a repeated pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern. Dunyazad thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in
a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque spicery, dominated by divans lining the
perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. And that was where the
encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet exiled
from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Dunyazad offered advice to
Dante Alighieri in the form of a story. So Dunyazad began, “It seems to me that
this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Dunyazad told a very
exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dunyazad
said, ending the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
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Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque spicery, dominated by divans lining the
perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at
the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a archaic tetrasoon, tastefully offset by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor with a design of pearl inlay. Dunyazad muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Dunyazad thought that
this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Dunyazad entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Dunyazad felt sure
that this must be the way out.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque still room, , within which was found
xoanon. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought. Almost unable to believe it,
Dunyazad reached the end of the labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Kublai Khan said, ending
the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan wandered, lost in thought.
Quite unexpectedly Kublai Khan reached the end of the labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending the
story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a primitive triclinium, tastefully offset by many solomonic
columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of red gems. Dunyazad wan-
dered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Dun-
yazad walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way. At the darkest hour Dunyazad discovered the way out.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Socrates said, ending the
story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror. Which was where Shahryar
found the exit.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Shahryar said, ending the
story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a de-
sign of wooden carvings. Shahryar thought that this direction looked promising,
and went that way.

Shahryar entered a twilit tetrasoon, accented by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of imbrication. Shahryar felt sure that this must be
the way out.

Shahryar entered a rococo ���, tastefully offset by a standing stone inlayed with
gold and framed by a pattern of chevrons. Shahryar chose an exit at random
and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a marble hall of doors, decorated with a trompe-l’oeil fresco
with a design of palmettes. Shahryar walked away from that place, listening to
the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a marble atelier, containing a sipapu. Shahryar opened a door,
not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Shahryar entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Shahryar entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Shahryar muttered,
“North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo
of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a rococo triclinium, , within which was found a pair of ko-
maninu. And that was where the encounter between a king of Persia named
Shahryar and a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges took place. Jorge Luis
Borges offered advice to Shahryar in the form of a story. So Jorge Luis Borges
began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
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And Jorge Luis Borges told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story
was very like this place,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending the story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the
way out.

Shahryar entered a rococo ���, tastefully offset by a standing stone inlayed with
gold and framed by a pattern of chevrons. Shahryar chose an exit at random
and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a marble hall of doors, decorated with a trompe-l’oeil fresco
with a design of palmettes. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a high still room, dominated by a gargoyle which was lined
with a repeated pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern. And that was where the
encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar and a philosopher named
Socrates took place. Socrates offered advice to Shahryar in the form of a story.
So Socrates began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds
me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Socrates’s intertwined Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
member of royalty named Asterion and a lady of the Imperial Court named
Murasaki Shikibu. Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story,
because it was Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king,
that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s recursive Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a member of royalty
named Asterion and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Asterion suggested that he
should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related,
O august king, that…” And Asterion told a very exciting story. “And that was
how it happened,” Asterion said, ending his story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Dunyazad

401



There was once a cybertextual data structure that was a map of itself. Dunyazad
must have gotten lost, because she was wandering there. Dunyazad walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was found
a pair of komaninu. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it
lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was found
a pair of komaninu. Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a twilit cavaedium, containing a standing stone inlayed with
gold and. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Dunyazad walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Dunyazad opened a door, not
feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a ominous picture gallery, dominated by many solomonic
columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of wooden carvings. Dunyazad
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Dunyazad
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Dunyazad discovered that
one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a primitive hedge maze, accented by a cartouche with a mirror
inside framed by a pattern of red gems. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a ominous peristyle, that had a large fresco of a garden with
two paths dividing. Dunyazad walked away from that place, not knowing that
it was indeed the wrong way. And there Dunyazad discovered the way out.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Socrates said, ending the
story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Shahryar entered a high still room, dominated by a gargoyle which was lined
with a repeated pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern. Shahryar wandered, lost
in thought.

Shahryar entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Shahryar walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Shahryar entered a looming picture gallery, watched over by a false door. And
that was where the encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar and a
blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges took place. Jorge Luis Borges offered
advice to Shahryar in the form of a story. So Jorge Luis Borges began, “It seems
to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Jorge Luis
Borges told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this
place,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending the story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at the confusion
of doors. Quite unexpectedly Shahryar reached the end of the labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending
the story.

Little Nemo decided to travel onwards. Little Nemo felt sure that this must be
the way out.

Little Nemo entered a high spicery, accented by a gilt-framed mirror with a
design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Little Nemo chose an exit at random and
walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Little Nemo entered a looming library, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of scratched markings. And that was where the
encounter between a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo and
a poet of Rome named Virgil took place. Little Nemo offered advice to Virgil
in the form of a story. So Little Nemo began, “It seems to me that this place
we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Little Nemo’s Story About Shahryar

There was once an architectural forest from which few emerged. Shahryar
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Shahryar muttered, “North,
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this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of foot-
steps.
Shahryar entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Shahryar
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.
Shahryar entered a brick-walled hall of doors, watched over by a fireplace.
Shahryar felt sure that this must be the way out.
Shahryar entered a shadowy cyzicene hall, accented by xoanon with a design of
carved runes. Shahryar chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening
to the echo of footsteps.
Shahryar entered a shadowy cyzicene hall, accented by xoanon with a design of
carved runes. Shahryar walked away from that place, listening to the echo of
footsteps.
Shahryar entered a brick-walled hall of doors, watched over by a fireplace.
Shahryar opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
Shahryar entered a marble atelier, containing a sipapu. Shahryar felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors.
Shahryar entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Shahryar muttered,
“North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo
of footsteps.
Shahryar entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter between a king
of Persia named Shahryar and a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges took
place. Jorge Luis Borges offered advice to Shahryar in the form of a story.
So Jorge Luis Borges began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…” And Jorge Luis Borges told a very exciting story. “So
you see how that story was very like this place,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending
the story.
Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the
way out.
Shahryar entered a wide and low tablinum, containing a monolith. Shahryar
chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Shahryar entered a marble hall of doors, decorated with a trompe-l’oeil fresco
with a design of palmettes. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the way out.
Shahryar entered a brick-walled liwan, accented by a glass-framed mirror framed
by a pattern of taijitu. And that was where the encounter between a king of
Persia named Shahryar and a philosopher named Socrates took place. Socrates
offered advice to Shahryar in the form of a story. So Socrates began, “It seems
to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And he told the following story:
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Socrates’s intertwined Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
member of royalty named Asterion and a lady of the Imperial Court named
Murasaki Shikibu. Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story,
because it was Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king,
that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s recursive Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a member of royalty
named Asterion and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Asterion suggested that he
should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related,
O august king, that…” And Asterion told a very exciting story. “And that was
how it happened,” Asterion said, ending his story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Dunyazad

There was once a cybertextual data structure that was a map of itself. Dunyazad
must have gotten lost, because she was wandering there. Dunyazad walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a marble atelier, tastefully offset by a monolith which was
lined with a repeated pattern of palmettes. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a rococo hall of doors, that had a fireplace. Dunyazad dis-
covered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Dunyazad entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Dunyazad
wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a wide and low portico, watched over by an abat-son. Dun-
yazad walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. Dunyazad opened
a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
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Dunyazad entered a wide and low ���, dominated by a cartouche with a mirror
inside framed by a pattern of egg-and-dart. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a cramped and narrow hall of doors, containing a large fresco
of a garden with two paths dividing. Dunyazad thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Dun-
yazad discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. Dunyazad walked
away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a primitive peristyle, decorated with a trompe-l’oeil fresco
with a design of red gems. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror. Which was where Dunyazad
found the exit.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Socrates said, ending the
story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Shahryar entered a high kiva, accented by a large fresco of a garden with two
paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of a dizzying spiral
pattern. Shahryar wandered, lost in thought.

Shahryar entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Shahryar walked away from
that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. And that was where the
encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar and a blind librarian named
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Jorge Luis Borges took place. Jorge Luis Borges offered advice to Shahryar in
the form of a story. So Jorge Luis Borges began, “It seems to me that this
place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Jorge Luis Borges told a
very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Jorge
Luis Borges said, ending the story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at the confusion
of doors.

Shahryar entered a archaic equatorial room, accented by an abat-son with a
design of pearl inlay. Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is probably north!”
as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Shahryar entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a de-
sign of wooden carvings. Shahryar thought that this direction looked promising,
and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Shahryar entered a twilit kiva, tastefully offset by a fallen column with a design
of imbrication. And that was where the encounter between a king of Persia
named Shahryar and an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer took place. Ge-
offery Chaucer offered advice to Shahryar in the form of a story. So Geoffery
Chaucer began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me
of when…” And Geoffery Chaucer told a very exciting story. “So you see how
that story was very like this place,” Geoffery Chaucer said, ending the story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar walked away from that place, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Shahryar entered a twilit kiva, tastefully offset by a fallen column with a design
of imbrication. Shahryar opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

Shahryar entered a shadowy cyzicene hall, accented by xoanon with a design of
carved runes. Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Shahryar entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Shahryar thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Shahryar entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Shahryar discovered that one
of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Shahryar entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Shahryar wandered, lost in
thought.
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Shahryar entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. Shahryar walked
away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Shahryar entered a shadowy cyzicene hall, accented by xoanon with a design
of carved runes. Shahryar opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead,
passing a reflection in a mirror. Which was where Shahryar found the exit.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending
the story.

Little Nemo decided to travel onwards. Little Nemo muttered, “North, this way
is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Little Nemo entered a looming library, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Little Nemo thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Little Nemo entered a luxurious kiva, dominated by a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of arabseque. Little Nemo felt sure that this must
be the way out.

Little Nemo entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a moasic framed
by a pattern of wooden carvings. Little Nemo chose an exit at random and
walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Little Nemo entered a wide and low fogou, that had a parquet floor. Little
Nemo walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Little Nemo entered a wide and low fogou, that had a parquet floor. Little
Nemo opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Little Nemo entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was found
a pair of komaninu. Little Nemo felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Little Nemo entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Little Nemo muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of foot-
steps.

Little Nemo entered a archaic still room, accented by a curved staircase framed
by a pattern of pearl inlay. And that was where the encounter between a child
trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo and a poet exiled from Florence
named Dante Alighieri took place. Dante Alighieri offered advice to Little Nemo
in the form of a story. So Dante Alighieri began, “It seems to me that this place
we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Dante Alighieri told a very exciting
story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dante Alighieri said,
ending the story.
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Little Nemo decided to travel onwards. Little Nemo felt sure that this must be
the way out.

Little Nemo entered a archaic still room, accented by a curved staircase framed
by a pattern of pearl inlay. Little Nemo chose an exit at random and walked
that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Little Nemo entered a looming hedge maze, that had a moasic. Little Nemo felt
sure that this must be the way out. Quite unexpectedly Little Nemo reached
the end of the labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said,
ending the story.

Murasaki Shikibu decided to travel onwards. Murasaki Shikibu felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Murasaki
Shikibu muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened,
listening to the echo of footsteps.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a looming hedge maze, that had a moasic. Murasaki
Shikibu thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. Murasaki Shikibu felt sure that this must be the way out.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. Murasaki Shikibu chose an exit at random and walked that way, lis-
tening to the echo of footsteps.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son
with a design of wooden carvings. Murasaki Shikibu walked away from that
place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a high cyzicene hall, tastefully offset by xoanon with
a design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Murasaki Shikibu opened a door, not
feeling quite sure where it lead.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a looming tetrasoon, dominated by a trompe-l’oeil
fresco with a design of scratched markings. Murasaki Shikibu felt a bit dizzy at
the confusion of doors.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
And that was where the encounter between a lady of the Imperial Court named
Murasaki Shikibu and a king of Persia named Shahryar took place. Murasaki
Shikibu offered advice to Shahryar in the form of a story. So Murasaki Shikibu
began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
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And she told the following story:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Shahryar

There was once a twilight dimention in space, which is the world. Shahryar was
almost certain about why he happened to be there. Shahryar felt sure that this
must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a art deco hall of doors, tastefully offset by an empty cartouche
which was lined with a repeated pattern of blue stones. Shahryar chose an exit
at random and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a art deco hall of doors, tastefully offset by an empty cartouche
which was lined with a repeated pattern of blue stones. And that was where the
encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar and a poet of Rome named
Virgil took place. Shahryar offered advice to Virgil in the form of a story. So
Shahryar began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me
of when…”

And he told the following story:

Shahryar’s Story About Shahryar

There was once an architectural forest from which few emerged. Shahryar
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Shahryar muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of foot-
steps.

Shahryar entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Shahryar
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Shahryar felt sure that
this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a Baroque antechamber, containing xoanon. Shahryar chose
an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a ominous tablinum, , within which was found a gargoyle.
Shahryar walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a ominous sudatorium, watched over by a semi-dome.
Shahryar opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Shahryar entered a rococo colonnade, , within which was found a monolith.
Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened,
listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a twilit kiva, tastefully offset by a fallen column with a design
of imbrication. And that was where the encounter between a king of Persia
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named Shahryar and a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges took place.
Jorge Luis Borges offered advice to Shahryar in the form of a story. So Jorge
Luis Borges began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me
of when…” And Jorge Luis Borges told a very exciting story. “So you see how
that story was very like this place,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending the story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the
way out.

Shahryar entered a rococo picture gallery, tastefully offset by a great many
columns with a design of chevrons. Shahryar chose an exit at random and
walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a rococo picture gallery, tastefully offset by a great many
columns with a design of chevrons. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the way
out.

Shahryar entered a luxurious liwan, accented by a standing stone inlayed with
gold and framed by a pattern of arabseque. And that was where the encounter
between a king of Persia named Shahryar and a philosopher named Socrates
took place. Socrates offered advice to Shahryar in the form of a story. So
Socrates began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of
when…”

And he told the following story:

Socrates’s intertwined Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
member of royalty named Asterion and a lady of the Imperial Court named
Murasaki Shikibu. Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story,
because it was Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king,
that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s recursive Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a member of royalty
named Asterion and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Asterion suggested that he
should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related,
O august king, that…” And Asterion told a very exciting story. “And that was
how it happened,” Asterion said, ending his story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”
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This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Dunyazad

There was once a cybertextual data structure that was a map of itself. Dunyazad
must have gotten lost, because she was wandering there. Dunyazad walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous picture gallery, dominated by many solomonic
columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of wooden carvings. Dunyazad
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Dunyazad discovered that one
of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Dunyazad
wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a shadowy liwan, that had a quatrefoil inscribed in the ground.
Dunyazad walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a rococo liwan, watched over by a fountain. Dunyazad opened
a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a wide and low ���, dominated by a cartouche with a mirror
inside framed by a pattern of egg-and-dart. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Dun-
yazad muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Dunyazad
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was found
a pair of komaninu. Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Dunyazad walked
away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was found
a pair of komaninu. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it
lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
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Dunyazad entered a high hall of doors, accented by a curved staircase framed
by a pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern. And that was where the encounter
between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a child trying to go
to Slumberland named Little Nemo took place. Little Nemo offered advice to
Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Little Nemo began, “It seems to me that
this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Little Nemo’s Story About Marco Polo

There was once a library, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed through
mirrors. Marco Polo couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Marco
Polo wandered, lost in thought.

Marco Polo entered a primitive library, watched over by many solomonic
columns. Marco Polo muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as
the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way. Quite
unexpectedly Marco Polo discovered the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending
the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque liwan, containing a lararium. Dunyazad
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a wide and low ���, dominated by a cartouche with a mirror
inside framed by a pattern of egg-and-dart. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mir-
ror with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mir-
ror with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Dunyazad thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in
a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a twilit tepidarium, that had a crumbling mound of earth.
Dunyazad felt sure that this must be the way out.
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Dunyazad entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Dun-
yazad chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was
indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a luxurious kiva, dominated by a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of arabseque. Dunyazad discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a looming almonry, containing a parquet floor. And that was
where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and
a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan took place. Kublai Khan
offered advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Kublai Khan began, “It
seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Kublai
Khan told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this
place,” Kublai Khan said, ending the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a wide and low darbazi, , within which was found a moasic.
Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a high spicery, accented by a gilt-framed mirror with a design
of a dizzying spiral pattern. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a rough spicery, decorated with a fire in a low basin framed
by a pattern of acanthus. And that was where the encounter between the sister
of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a blind poet named Homer took place.
Homer offered advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Homer began, “It
seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Homer’s Story About Kublai Khan

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Kublai Khan
had followed a secret path, and so he had arrived in that place. Kublai Khan
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a marble-floored library, decorated with a large fresco of
a garden with two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of
complex interlacing. Kublai Khan thought that this direction looked promising,
and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. And that was where the
encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a
child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo took place. Little Nemo
offered advice to Kublai Khan in the form of a story. So Little Nemo began, “It
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seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Little
Nemo told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this
place,” Little Nemo said, ending the story.
Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Kublai Khan entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Kublai Khan discovered that
one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Kublai Khan entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Kublai Khan wandered, lost in
thought.
Kublai Khan entered a marble picture gallery, that had an abat-son. And
that was where the encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named
Kublai Khan and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu took
place. Murasaki Shikibu offered advice to Kublai Khan in the form of a story.
So Murasaki Shikibu began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…”
And she told the following story:
Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Socrates
There was once a library that was a map of itself. Socrates must have gotten
lost, because he was wandering there. Socrates chose an exit at random and
walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Socrates entered a marble-floored triclinium, accented by a pair of komaninu
with a design of complex interlacing. Socrates discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Socrates entered a Churrigueresque atelier, that had a cartouche with a mirror
inside. Socrates walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.
Socrates entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Socrates opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead,
passing a reflection in a mirror.
Socrates entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Socrates felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Socrates entered a high tetrasoon, tastefully offset by a lararium which was
lined with a repeated pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern. Socrates muttered,
“North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it
was indeed the wrong way.
Socrates entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Socrates thought that this direction looked promising, and
went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.
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Socrates entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Socrates
felt sure that this must be the way out.

Socrates entered a luxurious darbazi, tastefully offset by a curved staircase
framed by a pattern of arabseque. Socrates wandered, lost in thought.

Socrates entered a primitive triclinium, tastefully offset by many solomonic
columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of red gems. Socrates walked
away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter between a philosopher
named Socrates and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu took
place. Socrates offered advice to Murasaki Shikibu in the form of a story. So
Socrates began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of
when…”

And he told the following story:

Socrates’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a lady of the Impe-
rial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named Asterion.
Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Murasaki
Shikibu told a very symbolic story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story,
saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Scheherazade told a very intertwined story. “And that was how it happened,”
Scheherazade said, ending her story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Homer
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There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Homer
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Homer entered a rococo sudatorium, , within which was found a pair of koman-
inu. Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a
reflection in a mirror.
Homer entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Homer wandered, lost
in thought.
Homer entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Homer walked away from that
place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.
Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.
Homer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Homer wandered, lost in thought.
Homer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Homer walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.
Homer entered a twilit twilit solar, watched over by a crumbling mound of earth.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.
Homer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Homer felt a
bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Homer entered a brick-walled cavaedium, watched over by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor. Homer felt sure that this must be the way out.
Homer entered a brick-walled picture gallery, tastefully offset by an exedra which
was lined with a repeated pattern of taijitu. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Homer entered a luxurious portico, tastefully offset by a parquet floor which
was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. Homer discovered that one of
the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror. At the darkest
hour Homer found the exit.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Socrates said, ending the
story.

Socrates decided to travel onwards. Socrates muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Socrates entered a Baroque cyzicene hall, , within which was found a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor. Socrates thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror. Almost unable
to believe it, Socrates found the exit.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said,
ending the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Kublai
Khan felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Kublai Khan entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed
mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Kublai Khan thought that this direc-
tion looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with
a design of wooden carvings. Kublai Khan felt sure that this must be the way
out.

Kublai Khan entered a ominous sudatorium, tastefully offset by a wood-framed
mirror with a design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter
between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and the sister
of Scheherazade named Dunyazad took place. Kublai Khan offered advice to
Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Kublai Khan began, “It seems to me that
this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Kublai Khan’s Story About Dunyazad

There was once an expansive zone that was a map of itself. Dunyazad didn’t
know why she happened to be there. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a wide and low cavaedium, tastefully offset by a moasic
framed by a pattern of egg-and-dart. Dunyazad walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
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Dunyazad entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. And that was where the
encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a lady of the
Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu took place. Dunyazad offered advice
to Murasaki Shikibu in the form of a story. So Dunyazad began, “It seems to
me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And she told the following story:

Dunyazad’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a lady of the Impe-
rial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named Asterion.
Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Murasaki
Shikibu told a very symbolic story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story,
saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Scheherazade told a very intertwined story. “And that was how it happened,”
Scheherazade said, ending her story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Homer

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Homer
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a primitive atelier, accented by xoanon with a design of red gems.
Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a brick-walled picture gallery, watched over by a parquet floor.
Homer wandered, lost in thought.
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Homer entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on the
floor with a design of wooden carvings. Homer walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a shadowy hedge maze, containing an exedra. Homer opened a
door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a twilit cavaedium, containing a standing stone inlayed with gold
and. Homer walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.

Homer entered a twilit tepidarium, that had a crumbling mound of earth. Homer
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Homer entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors.

Homer entered a archaic tetrasoon, tastefully offset by a labyrinth pattern in-
scribed on the floor with a design of pearl inlay. Homer felt sure that this must
be the way out.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Homer chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was
indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a luxurious portico, tastefully offset by a parquet floor which
was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. Homer discovered that one of
the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a cramped and narrow fogou, watched over by a monolith. And
that was where the encounter between a blind poet named Homer and a poet
exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Homer offered advice
to Dante Alighieri in the form of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to me
that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Homer told a very
exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said,
ending the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Homer felt
a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors. Almost unable to believe it, Homer reached
the end of the labyrinth.
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“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the
story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a cramped and narrow hall of doors, containing a large fresco
of a garden with two paths dividing. Dunyazad thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. And that
was where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad
and a poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Dunyazad
offered advice to Dante Alighieri in the form of a story. So Dunyazad began,
“It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And
Dunyazad told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like
this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Dunyazad
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Dunyazad
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Dunyazad thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in
a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a rococo cryptoporticus, accented by a fireplace with a design
of chevrons. Dunyazad felt sure that this must be the way out.

Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a primitive colonnade, , within which was found a quatrefoil
carved into the wall. Dunyazad walked away from that place, not knowing that
it was indeed the wrong way. And there Dunyazad discovered the way out.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Kublai Khan said, ending
the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan wandered, lost in thought.

Kublai Khan entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Kublai Khan walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a Baroque antechamber, accented by a large fresco of a
garden with two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of buta
motifs. And that was where the encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol
Uls named Kublai Khan and a philosopher named Socrates took place. Kublai
Khan offered advice to Socrates in the form of a story. So Kublai Khan began,
“It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Kublai Khan’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a lady of the Impe-
rial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named Asterion.
Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Murasaki
Shikibu told a very symbolic story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story,
saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Scheherazade told a very intertwined story. “And that was how it happened,”
Scheherazade said, ending her story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Homer
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There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Homer
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Homer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Homer entered a brick-walled picture gallery, tastefully offset by an exedra which
was lined with a repeated pattern of taijitu. Homer wandered, lost in thought.
Homer entered a rococo hall of doors, that had a fireplace. Homer walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Homer entered a archaic hedge maze, containing a pair of komaninu. Homer
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a
mirror.
Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.
Homer entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Homer wandered, lost in thought.
Homer entered a primitive triclinium, tastefully offset by many solomonic
columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of red gems. Homer walked
away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Homer entered a archaic still room, accented by a curved staircase framed by
a pattern of pearl inlay. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it
lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Homer entered a wide and low portico, watched over by an abat-son. Homer
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Homer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Homer felt sure that this must be the way out.
Homer entered a brick-walled picture gallery, tastefully offset by an exedra which
was lined with a repeated pattern of taijitu. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Homer entered a rough spicery, decorated with a fire in a low basin framed by
a pattern of acanthus. Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else, passing a reflection in a mirror. At the darkest hour Homer found the exit.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

423



“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Kublai Khan said, ending
the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way. At the darkest hour Kublai Khan discovered the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending the
story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a marble-floored arborium, accented by a stone-framed mirror
which was lined with a repeated pattern of complex interlacing. Dunyazad
wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque cyzicene hall, , within which was found a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor. Dunyazad walked away from that place, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way. At the darkest hour Dunyazad
discovered the way out.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Socrates said, ending the
story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Shahryar entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Shahryar wandered, lost
in thought. Quite unexpectedly Shahryar reached the end of the labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Shahryar said, ending the
story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.
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Shahryar entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a de-
sign of wooden carvings. Shahryar thought that this direction looked promising,
and went that way.

Shahryar entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a archaic spicery, , within which was found a false door.
Shahryar chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo of
footsteps.

Shahryar entered a wide and low fogou, that had a parquet floor. Shahryar
walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a looming library, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Shahryar opened a door,
not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Shahryar entered a luxurious kiva, dominated by a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of arabseque. Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors.

Shahryar entered a rococo colonnade, , within which was found a monolith.
Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened,
listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a high rotunda, tastefully offset by moki steps which was lined
with a repeated pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern. And that was where the
encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar and a blind librarian named
Jorge Luis Borges took place. Jorge Luis Borges offered advice to Shahryar in
the form of a story. So Jorge Luis Borges began, “It seems to me that this
place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Jorge Luis Borges told a
very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Jorge
Luis Borges said, ending the story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the
way out.

Shahryar entered a high portico, decorated with a great many columns with
a design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Shahryar chose an exit at random and
walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a wide and low fogou, that had a parquet floor. Shahryar felt
sure that this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. And
that was where the encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar and a
philosopher named Socrates took place. Socrates offered advice to Shahryar in
the form of a story. So Socrates began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:
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Socrates’s intertwined Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
member of royalty named Asterion and a lady of the Imperial Court named
Murasaki Shikibu. Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story,
because it was Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king,
that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s recursive Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a member of royalty
named Asterion and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Asterion suggested that he
should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related,
O august king, that…” And Asterion told a very exciting story. “And that was
how it happened,” Asterion said, ending his story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Dunyazad

There was once a cybertextual data structure that was a map of itself. Dunyazad
must have gotten lost, because she was wandering there. Dunyazad walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Dunyazad
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mir-
ror with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a marble atelier, tastefully offset by a monolith which was
lined with a repeated pattern of palmettes. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Dunyazad walked away from
that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a primitive darbazi, tastefully offset by xoanon with a design
of red gems. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead,
passing a reflection in a mirror.
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Dunyazad entered a marble still room, , within which was found a glass-framed
mirror. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a primitive triclinium, tastefully offset by many solomonic
columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of red gems. Dunyazad thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in
a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Dun-
yazad discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled almonry, tastefully offset by a large fresco of
a garden with two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of
taijitu. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled almonry, tastefully offset by a large fresco of
a garden with two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of
taijitu. Dunyazad walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a marble-floored triclinium, accented by a pair of koman-
inu with a design of complex interlacing. And that was where the encounter
between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a child trying to go
to Slumberland named Little Nemo took place. Little Nemo offered advice to
Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Little Nemo began, “It seems to me that
this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Little Nemo’s Story About Marco Polo

There was once a library, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed through
mirrors. Marco Polo couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Marco
Polo wandered, lost in thought.

Marco Polo entered a art deco lumber room, accented by a great many columns
with a design of blue stones. Marco Polo muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Marco Polo entered a art deco hall of doors, tastefully offset by an empty car-
touche which was lined with a repeated pattern of blue stones. And that was
where the encounter between an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo and a
poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Dante Alighieri
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offered advice to Marco Polo in the form of a story. So Dante Alighieri began,
“It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Dante Alighieri’s moving Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, a poet
exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri and a lady of the Imperial Court
named Murasaki Shikibu. Dante Alighieri suggested that he should tell a story,
because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king,
that…”

This is the story that Dante Alighieri told:

Dante Alighieri’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an engmatic labyrinth, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed
through mirrors. Geoffery Chaucer didn’t know why he happened to be there.
Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. Geoffery
Chaucer walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way. Quite unexpectedly Geoffery Chaucer discovered the way out.

“And that was how it happened,” Dante Alighieri said, ending his story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dante Alighieri said, ending
the story.

Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo felt sure that this must be
the way out.

Marco Polo entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Marco Polo
chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.

Marco Polo entered a ominous picture gallery, dominated by many solomonic
columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of wooden carvings. Marco
Polo discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a brick-walled anatomical theatre, dominated by a pair of
komaninu with a design of taijitu. And that was where the encounter between an
explorer of Venice named Marco Polo and a member of royalty named Asterion
took place. Asterion offered advice to Marco Polo in the form of a story. So
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Asterion began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me
of when…” And Asterion told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story
was very like this place,” Asterion said, ending the story.

Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Marco Polo entered a rococo triclinium, , within which was found a pair of
komaninu. Marco Polo opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a marble-floored tetrasoon, decorated with a moasic framed
by a pattern of complex interlacing. Marco Polo felt a bit dizzy at the confusion
of doors.

Marco Polo entered a marble-floored tetrasoon, decorated with a moasic framed
by a pattern of complex interlacing. And that was where the encounter between
an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo and a king of Persia named Shahryar
took place. Shahryar offered advice to Marco Polo in the form of a story. So
Shahryar began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me
of when…”

And he told the following story:

Shahryar’s Story About Kublai Khan

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Kublai Khan
had followed a secret path, and so he had arrived in that place. Kublai Khan
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a looming tetrasoon, , within which was found a lararium.
Kublai Khan thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. And that was
where the encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai
Khan and a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo took place.
Little Nemo offered advice to Kublai Khan in the form of a story. So Little
Nemo began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of
when…” And Little Nemo told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story
was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a twilit almonry, watched over by a large fresco of a garden
with two paths dividing. Kublai Khan discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a Baroque tablinum, dominated by a curved staircase
framed by a pattern of buta motifs. Kublai Khan wandered, lost in thought.
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Kublai Khan entered a art deco almonry, containing a gargoyle. And that was
where the encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai
Khan and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu took place.
Murasaki Shikibu offered advice to Kublai Khan in the form of a story. So
Murasaki Shikibu began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…”

And she told the following story:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Socrates

There was once a library that was a map of itself. Socrates must have gotten
lost, because he was wandering there. Socrates chose an exit at random and
walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a marble-floored triclinium, accented by a pair of komaninu
with a design of complex interlacing. Socrates discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a rococo arborium, , within which was found a quatrefoil carved
into the wall. Socrates walked away from that place, not knowing that it was
indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Socrates opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a wide and low darbazi, , within which was found a moasic.
Socrates felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Socrates entered a high spicery, accented by a gilt-framed mirror with a design
of a dizzying spiral pattern. Socrates muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Socrates
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a primitive still room, accented by a gilt-framed mirror with
a design of red gems. Socrates felt sure that this must be the way out. Which
was where Socrates found the exit.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said,
ending the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
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Kublai Khan entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Kublai Khan felt a bit dizzy at
the confusion of doors.

Kublai Khan entered a high fogou, accented by a crumbling mound of earth
which was lined with a repeated pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern. Kublai
Khan thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing
a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with
a design of wooden carvings. Kublai Khan felt sure that this must be the way
out. Quite unexpectedly Kublai Khan reached the end of the labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Shahryar said, ending the
story.

Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Marco
Polo wandered, lost in thought.

Marco Polo entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Marco
Polo walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Marco Polo entered a art deco hall of doors, tastefully offset by an empty car-
touche which was lined with a repeated pattern of blue stones. Marco Polo
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Marco Polo entered a primitive tepidarium, that had a lararium. Marco Polo
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a Churrigueresque kiva, dominated by xoanon with a design
of winding knots. Marco Polo felt sure that this must be the way out.

Marco Polo entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Marco Polo chose an
exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Marco Polo entered a rococo atelier, accented by an alcove framed by a pattern
of chevrons. Marco Polo discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a cramped and narrow cryptoporticus, containing a sipapu.
Marco Polo wandered, lost in thought.
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Marco Polo entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. And
that was where the encounter between an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo
and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu took place. Murasaki
Shikibu offered advice to Marco Polo in the form of a story. So Murasaki Shikibu
began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And she told the following story:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Socrates

There was once a library that was a map of itself. Socrates must have gotten
lost, because he was wandering there. Socrates chose an exit at random and
walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a marble-floored peristyle, dominated by a gilt-framed mirror
with a design of complex interlacing. Socrates discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Socrates walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Socrates entered a wide and low liwan, dominated by a standing stone inlayed
with gold and framed by a pattern of egg-and-dart. Socrates opened a door, not
feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a looming almonry, accented by a koi pond which was lined
with a repeated pattern of scratched markings. Socrates felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors.

Socrates entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which was
lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Socrates muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.

Socrates entered a rococo picture gallery, dominated by a sipapu framed by a
pattern of chevrons. Socrates thought that this direction looked promising, and
went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a marble picture gallery, that had an abat-son. Socrates felt
sure that this must be the way out.

Socrates entered a rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a design of
acanthus. Socrates wandered, lost in thought.

Socrates entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Socrates walked away from
that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a looming library, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of scratched markings. And that was where the
encounter between a philosopher named Socrates and a lady of the Imperial
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Court named Murasaki Shikibu took place. Socrates offered advice to Murasaki
Shikibu in the form of a story. So Socrates began, “It seems to me that this
place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Socrates’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a lady of the Impe-
rial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named Asterion.
Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Murasaki
Shikibu told a very symbolic story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story,
saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Scheherazade told a very intertwined story. “And that was how it happened,”
Scheherazade said, ending her story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Homer

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Homer
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a brick-walled almonry, tastefully offset by a large fresco of a
garden with two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of
taijitu. Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Homer wandered, lost in
thought.
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Homer entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Homer
walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Homer entered a brick-walled picture gallery, tastefully offset by an exedra which
was lined with a repeated pattern of taijitu. Homer opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Homer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Homer dis-
covered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a
mirror.
Homer entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Homer wandered, lost
in thought.
Homer entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Homer walked away from that
place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Homer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead,
passing a reflection in a mirror.
Homer entered a shadowy liwan, that had a quatrefoil inscribed in the ground.
Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Homer entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining the
perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Homer felt sure that this must
be the way out.
Homer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Homer chose an exit at random and walked that way, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Homer entered a high triclinium, accented by a pair of komaninu with a de-
sign of a dizzying spiral pattern. Homer discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Homer entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. And that was
where the encounter between a blind poet named Homer and a poet exiled from
Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Homer offered advice to Dante
Alighieri in the form of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to me that this
place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Homer told a very exciting
story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending
the story.
Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Homer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Homer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter between a blind poet
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named Homer and a member of royalty named Asterion took place. Homer
offered advice to Asterion in the form of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to
me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Homer told a
very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer
said, ending the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. Homer walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Homer felt a
bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Homer entered a looming library, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Homer felt sure that this
must be the way out.

Homer entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Homer chose
an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.

Homer entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Homer dis-
covered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Homer entered a rococo hall of doors, that had a fireplace. Homer wandered,
lost in thought.

Homer entered a brick-walled almonry, tastefully offset by a large fresco of a
garden with two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of
taijitu. And that was where the encounter between a blind poet named Homer
and a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo took place. Little
Nemo offered advice to Homer in the form of a story. So Little Nemo began, “It
seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Little Nemo’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a blind
librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Jorge Luis
Borges suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So
he began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Jorge Luis Borges told a
very intertwined story. Thus Jorge Luis Borges ended his 1st story, saying, “But
there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”
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This is the story that Jorge Luis Borges told:

Jorge Luis Borges’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, a Kha-
gan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and the sister of Scheherazade
named Dunyazad. Kublai Khan suggested that he should tell a story, because
it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Kublai Khan told a very touching story. “And that was how it happened,”
Kublai Khan said, ending his story.

Thus Jorge Luis Borges ended his 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Jorge Luis Borges told:

Jorge Luis Borges’s Story About Kublai Khan

There was once an expansive zone just on the other side of the garden wall.
Kublai Khan couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Kublai Khan
walked away from that place.

Kublai Khan entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed
mirror with a design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter
between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and an English
poet named Geoffery Chaucer took place. Kublai Khan offered advice to Geof-
fery Chaucer in the form of a story. So Kublai Khan began, “It seems to me
that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Kublai Khan’s Story About Jorge Luis Borges

There was once a library just on the other side of the garden wall. Jorge Luis
Borges must have gotten lost, because he was wandering there. Jorge Luis
Borges chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil
inscribed in the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Jorge Luis Borges
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern in-
scribed on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges wan-
dered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that place.
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Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming hedge maze, , within which was found
a beautiful fresco. Jorge Luis Borges muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened. Almost unable to believe it, Jorge Luis Borges
discovered the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Kublai Khan said, ending
the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan chose an exit at random
and walked that way.

Kublai Khan entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed
mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Kublai Khan discovered that one of
the doors lead somewhere else.

Kublai Khan entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed
mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Kublai Khan wandered, lost in
thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed
mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Kublai Khan walked away from that
place.

Kublai Khan entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Kublai Khan muttered,
“North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Kublai Khan entered a ominous peristyle, that had a large fresco of a garden
with two paths dividing. Kublai Khan thought that this direction looked promis-
ing, and went that way.

Kublai Khan entered a ominous peristyle, that had a large fresco of a garden
with two paths dividing. Kublai Khan felt sure that this must be the way out,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror. Which was where Kublai Khan reached
the end of the labyrinth.

“And that was how it happened,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending his story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending
the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
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Homer entered a rough twilit solar, accented by a trompe-l’oeil fresco with a
design of acanthus. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Homer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Homer
chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Homer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Homer
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Homer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Homer
wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which was
lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a neoclassic atelier, watched over by a fountain. Homer muttered,
“North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Homer entered a rough twilit solar, accented by a trompe-l’oeil fresco with a
design of acanthus. Homer thought that this direction looked promising, and
went that way.

Homer entered a primitive atelier, accented by xoanon with a design of red gems.
Homer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Homer entered a brick-walled picture gallery, tastefully offset by an exedra which
was lined with a repeated pattern of taijitu. And that was where the encounter
between a blind poet named Homer and a blind librarian named Jorge Luis
Borges took place. Jorge Luis Borges offered advice to Homer in the form of
a story. So Jorge Luis Borges began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Jorge Luis Borges’s moving Story

Once upon a time, there was a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai
Khan, a philosopher named Socrates and a blind librarian named Jorge Luis
Borges. Socrates suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Socrates told
a very symbolic story. Thus Socrates ended his 1st story, saying, “But there is
another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Socrates told:

Socrates’s recursive Story

Once upon a time, there was an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo, the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a child trying to go to Slumberland
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named Little Nemo. Dunyazad suggested that she should tell a story, because
it was Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”
And Dunyazad told a very exciting story. “And that was how it happened,”
Dunyazad said, ending her story.

Thus Socrates ended his 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale which is
more marvelous still.”

So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Socrates told:

Socrates’s Story About Socrates

There was once a cybertextual data structure just on the other side of the garden
wall. Socrates must have gotten lost, because he was wandering there. Socrates
chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Socrates entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter between
a philosopher named Socrates and the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad
took place. Dunyazad offered advice to Socrates in the form of a story. So
Dunyazad began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me
of when…” And Dunyazad told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story
was very like this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the story.

Socrates decided to travel onwards. Socrates wandered, lost in thought, sparing
a passing glance at a mirror.

Socrates entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Socrates
walked away from that place.

Socrates entered a cramped and narrow colonnade, dominated by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of three hares. Socrates thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way.

Socrates entered a luxurious still room, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of arabseque. Socrates felt sure that this must
be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Socrates entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Socrates
wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Socrates entered a wide and low cavaedium, tastefully offset by a moasic framed
by a pattern of egg-and-dart. Socrates walked away from that place.

Socrates entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Socrates opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
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Socrates entered a ominous cavaedium, accented by a standing stone inlayed
with gold and framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Socrates felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Socrates entered a twilit cryptoporticus, containing a beautiful fresco. Socrates
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Socrates entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. And that was where
the encounter between a philosopher named Socrates and a Khagan of the Ikh
Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan took place. Kublai Khan offered advice to
Socrates in the form of a story. So Kublai Khan began, “It seems to me that
this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Kublai Khan told a
very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Kublai
Khan said, ending the story.

Socrates decided to travel onwards. Socrates felt sure that this must be the way
out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Socrates entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Socrates chose an exit at random and walked
that way.

Socrates entered a marble-floored cyzicene hall, , within which was found a
sipapu. Socrates discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Socrates entered a marble-floored cyzicene hall, , within which was found
a sipapu. And that was where the encounter between a philosopher named
Socrates and a blind poet named Homer took place. Homer offered advice to
Socrates in the form of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to me that this
place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Homer’s Story About Marco Polo

There was once an expansive zone that had never known the light of the sun.
Marco Polo must have gotten lost, because he was wandering there. Marco Polo
wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Marco Polo
walked away from that place.

Marco Polo entered a marble-floored spicery, accented by an empty cartouche
which was lined with a repeated pattern of complex interlacing. And that was
where the encounter between an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo and a
child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo took place. Little Nemo
offered advice to Marco Polo in the form of a story. So Little Nemo began, “It
seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Little Nemo’s recursive Story
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Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, a
philosopher named Socrates and an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo.
Socrates suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday.
So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”
This is the story that Socrates told:
Socrates’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer
There was once an expansive zone that had never known the light of the sun.
Geoffery Chaucer didn’t know why he happened to be there. Geoffery Chaucer
felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern in-
scribed on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer chose
an exit at random and walked that way.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a high portico, decorated with a great many columns
with a design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one
of the doors lead somewhere else.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive library, accented by a gargoyle which was
lined with a repeated pattern of red gems. Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in
thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a shadowy still room, that had a koi pond. And that
was where the encounter between an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer
and the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad took place. Geoffery Chaucer
offered advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Geoffery Chaucer began,
“It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And he told the following story:
Geoffery Chaucer’s amusing Story
Once upon a time, there was an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo, a blind
poet named Homer and a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges. Homer
suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he
began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Homer told a very intertwined
story. “And that was how it happened,” Homer said, ending his story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Geoffery Chaucer said,
ending the story.
Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer opened a door,
not feeling quite sure where it lead.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic tetrasoon, tastefully offset by moki steps
which was lined with a repeated pattern of pearl inlay. Geoffery Chaucer thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
And that was where the encounter between an English poet named Geoffery
Chaucer and a philosopher named Socrates took place. Geoffery Chaucer offered
advice to Socrates in the form of a story. So Geoffery Chaucer began, “It seems
to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And he told the following story:
Geoffery Chaucer’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer
There was once a cybertextual data structure just on the other side of the garden
wall. Geoffery Chaucer wasn’t quite sure where this was, only that he had come
to that place, as we all eventually must. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at
random and walked that way.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque hedge maze, , within which was
found a fire in a low basin. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive cyzicene hall, that had a semi-dome. And
that was where the encounter between an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer
and a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges took place. Geoffery Chaucer
offered advice to Jorge Luis Borges in the form of a story. So Geoffery Chaucer
began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And he told the following story:
Geoffery Chaucer’s inspiring Story
Once upon a time, there was a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai
Khan, a poet of Rome named Virgil and the sister of Scheherazade named
Dunyazad. Virgil suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Virgil told
a very touching story. Thus Virgil ended his 1st story, saying, “But there is
another tale which is more marvelous still.”
So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”
This is the story that Virgil told:
Virgil’s important Story
Once upon a time, there was an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo, an
English poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls
named Kublai Khan. Geoffery Chaucer suggested that he should tell a story,
because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king,
that…”
This is the story that Geoffery Chaucer told:
Geoffery Chaucer’s Story About Marco Polo
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There was once a cybertextual data structure that had never known the light of
the sun. Marco Polo had followed a secret path, and so he had arrived in that
place. Marco Polo felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Marco Polo chose
an exit at random and walked that way.

Marco Polo entered a looming almonry, accented by a koi pond which was lined
with a repeated pattern of scratched markings. Marco Polo discovered that one
of the doors lead somewhere else.

Marco Polo entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Marco Polo opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Marco Polo entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Marco Polo felt a bit
dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Marco Polo muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Marco Polo entered a archaic sudatorium, that had a sipapu. And that was
where the encounter between an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo and a
poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Marco Polo offered
advice to Dante Alighieri in the form of a story. So Marco Polo began, “It seems
to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Marco Polo’s important Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a blind librarian
named Jorge Luis Borges and an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo. Jorge
Luis Borges suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday.
So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Jorge Luis Borges told a
very convoluted story. Thus Jorge Luis Borges ended his 1st story, saying, “But
there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Jorge Luis Borges told:

Jorge Luis Borges’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo and a Khagan of the Ikh
Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan. Little Nemo suggested that he should tell
a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august
king, that…” And Little Nemo told a very touching story. “And that was how
it happened,” Little Nemo said, ending his story.
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Thus Jorge Luis Borges ended his 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Jorge Luis Borges told:

Jorge Luis Borges’s Story About Jorge Luis Borges

There was once an expansive zone just on the other side of the garden wall. Jorge
Luis Borges must have gotten lost, because he was wandering there. Jorge Luis
Borges walked away from that place.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble-floored spicery, accented by an empty car-
touche which was lined with a repeated pattern of complex interlacing. Jorge
Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit
dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges muttered,
“North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle
which was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Jorge Luis Borges chose
an exit at random and walked that way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil
inscribed in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis
Borges discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a high hall of doors, that had a beautiful fresco. Jorge
Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit
dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Jorge Luis Borges muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a wide and low portico, watched over by an abat-son.
Jorge Luis Borges thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Baroque peristyle, dominated by a large fresco of a
garden with two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of buta
motifs. Jorge Luis Borges discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.
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Jorge Luis Borges entered a high antechamber, that had an obelisk. Jorge Luis
Borges wandered, lost in thought.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Jorge
Luis Borges walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Which was where Jorge Luis Borges discovered the way out.

“And that was how it happened,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending his story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Marco Polo said, ending
the story.

Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo chose an exit at random and
walked that way.

Marco Polo entered a high cavaedium, watched over by a false door. Marco
Polo discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Marco Polo entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. And that was where the
encounter between an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo and a member of
royalty named Asterion took place. Marco Polo offered advice to Asterion in
the form of a story. So Marco Polo began, “It seems to me that this place we
find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Marco Polo told a very exciting story.
“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Marco Polo said, ending
the story.

Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way.

Marco Polo entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Marco Polo felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at
a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Marco Polo chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Marco Polo entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Marco Polo discovered that one
of the doors lead somewhere else.

Marco Polo entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Marco Polo wandered, lost in thought, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.
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Marco Polo entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Marco
Polo felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Marco Polo entered a wide and low portico, watched over by an abat-son. Marco
Polo muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Marco Polo entered a wide and low portico, watched over by an abat-son. Marco
Polo thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Marco Polo entered a archaic fogou, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil carved into
the wall with a design of pearl inlay. And that was where the encounter between
an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo and a child trying to go to Slumberland
named Little Nemo took place. Marco Polo offered advice to Little Nemo in
the form of a story. So Marco Polo began, “It seems to me that this place we
find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Marco Polo told a very exciting story.
“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Marco Polo said, ending
the story.

Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else.

Marco Polo entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Marco Polo
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Marco Polo entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Marco Polo felt a bit dizzy at
the confusion of doors.

Marco Polo entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Marco Polo muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of foot-
steps. And there Marco Polo discovered the way out.

“And that was how it happened,” Geoffery Chaucer said, ending his story.

“And that was how it happened,” Virgil said, ending his story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Geoffery Chaucer said,
ending the story.

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at
random and walked that way.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle
which was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Geoffery Chaucer
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer wandered,
lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a art deco rotunda, containing a fountain. Geoffery
Chaucer walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive tepidarium, that had a lararium. Geoffery
Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive tepidarium, that had a lararium. Geoffery
Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror. Which was where Geoffery Chaucer reached the end of the labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Geoffery Chaucer said,
ending the story.

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at
random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil in-
scribed in the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Geoffery Chaucer
walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic still room, accented by a curved staircase
framed by a pattern of pearl inlay. And that was where the encounter between
an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a blind librarian named Jorge
Luis Borges took place. Geoffery Chaucer offered advice to Jorge Luis Borges
in the form of a story. So Geoffery Chaucer began, “It seems to me that this
place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Geoffery Chaucer’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai
Khan, a poet of Rome named Virgil and the sister of Scheherazade named
Dunyazad. Virgil suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Virgil told
a very touching story. Thus Virgil ended his 1st story, saying, “But there is
another tale which is more marvelous still.”
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So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Virgil told:

Virgil’s important Story

Once upon a time, there was an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo, an
English poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls
named Kublai Khan. Geoffery Chaucer suggested that he should tell a story,
because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king,
that…”

This is the story that Geoffery Chaucer told:

Geoffery Chaucer’s Story About Marco Polo

There was once a cybertextual data structure that had never known the light of
the sun. Marco Polo had followed a secret path, and so he had arrived in that
place. Marco Polo felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a archaic fogou, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil carved into
the wall with a design of pearl inlay. Marco Polo chose an exit at random and
walked that way.

Marco Polo entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Marco Polo discovered that
one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Marco Polo entered a marble hall of mirrors, , within which was found a fireplace.
Marco Polo opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Marco Polo entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Marco Polo felt a bit
dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Marco Polo muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened.

Marco Polo entered a high anatomical theatre, tastefully offset by a curved
staircase framed by a pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern. And that was where
the encounter between an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo and a poet
exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Marco Polo offered
advice to Dante Alighieri in the form of a story. So Marco Polo began, “It
seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Marco Polo’s important Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a blind librarian
named Jorge Luis Borges and an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo. Jorge
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Luis Borges suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday.
So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Jorge Luis Borges told a
very convoluted story. Thus Jorge Luis Borges ended his 1st story, saying, “But
there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Jorge Luis Borges told:

Jorge Luis Borges’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo and a Khagan of the Ikh
Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan. Little Nemo suggested that he should tell
a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august
king, that…” And Little Nemo told a very touching story. “And that was how
it happened,” Little Nemo said, ending his story.

Thus Jorge Luis Borges ended his 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Jorge Luis Borges told:

Jorge Luis Borges’s Story About Jorge Luis Borges

There was once an expansive zone just on the other side of the garden wall. Jorge
Luis Borges must have gotten lost, because he was wandering there. Jorge Luis
Borges walked away from that place.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle
which was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Jorge Luis Borges
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit
dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges muttered,
“North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges chose an
exit at random and walked that way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle
which was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Jorge Luis Borges
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.
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Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming almonry, accented by a koi pond which was
lined with a repeated pattern of scratched markings. Jorge Luis Borges opened
a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming almonry, accented by a koi pond which was
lined with a repeated pattern of scratched markings. Jorge Luis Borges felt a
bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
Jorge Luis Borges muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many
columns. Jorge Luis Borges thought that this direction looked promising, and
went that way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a high spicery, accented by a gilt-framed mirror with
a design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Jorge Luis Borges discovered that one of
the doors lead somewhere else.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges wandered,
lost in thought.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous peristyle, that had a large fresco of a
garden with two paths dividing. Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that
place, listening to the echo of footsteps. Which was where Jorge Luis Borges
discovered the way out.

“And that was how it happened,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending his story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Marco Polo said, ending
the story.

Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo chose an exit at random and
walked that way.

Marco Polo entered a high cavaedium, watched over by a false door. Marco
Polo discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Marco Polo entered a neoclassic tepidarium, decorated with a moasic framed by
a pattern of guilloché. And that was where the encounter between an explorer
of Venice named Marco Polo and a member of royalty named Asterion took
place. Marco Polo offered advice to Asterion in the form of a story. So Marco
Polo began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of
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when…” And Marco Polo told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story
was very like this place,” Marco Polo said, ending the story.

Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way.

Marco Polo entered a wide and low liwan, , within which was found a trompe-
l’oeil fresco. Marco Polo felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a high anatomical theatre, tastefully offset by a curved
staircase framed by a pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern. Marco Polo chose an
exit at random and walked that way.

Marco Polo entered a ominous darbazi, tastefully offset by a cartouche with a
mirror inside framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Marco Polo discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Marco Polo entered a ominous darbazi, tastefully offset by a cartouche with a
mirror inside framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Marco Polo wandered,
lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Marco Polo felt a bit dizzy at
the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Marco Polo muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Marco Polo entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Marco Polo thought that
this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Marco Polo entered a high portico, decorated with a great many columns with a
design of a dizzying spiral pattern. And that was where the encounter between
an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo and a child trying to go to Slumberland
named Little Nemo took place. Marco Polo offered advice to Little Nemo in
the form of a story. So Marco Polo began, “It seems to me that this place we
find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Marco Polo told a very exciting story.
“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Marco Polo said, ending
the story.

Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else.

Marco Polo entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many columns.
Marco Polo opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Marco Polo entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many columns.
Marco Polo felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
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Marco Polo entered a neoclassic tepidarium, decorated with a moasic framed
by a pattern of guilloché. Marco Polo muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Marco Polo entered a rococo spicery, , within which was found an abat-son.
Marco Polo thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.
Marco Polo entered a high anatomical theatre, tastefully offset by a curved
staircase framed by a pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern. Marco Polo discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else. Almost unable to believe it, Marco
Polo found the exit.

“And that was how it happened,” Geoffery Chaucer said, ending his story.

“And that was how it happened,” Virgil said, ending his story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Geoffery Chaucer said,
ending the story.
Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at
random and walked that way.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a rococo atelier, accented by an alcove framed by a
pattern of chevrons. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic still room, accented by a curved staircase
framed by a pattern of pearl inlay. Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a shadowy atrium, decorated with a false door framed
by a pattern of carved runes. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu with
a design of scratched markings. Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Geoffery
Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic atelier, tastefully offset by an alcove framed
by a pattern of pearl inlay. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the
way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a high hall of doors, that had a beautiful fresco. Ge-
offery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a
design of acanthus. And that was where the encounter between an English poet
named Geoffery Chaucer and an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo took
place. Geoffery Chaucer offered advice to Marco Polo in the form of a story.
So Geoffery Chaucer began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Geoffery Chaucer’s amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a queen of
Persia named Scheherazade and a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges.
Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Scheherazade
told a very exciting story. Thus Scheherazade ended her 1st story, saying, “But
there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Scheherazade told:

Scheherazade’s moving Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a blind
poet named Homer and an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo. Homer sug-
gested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began,
“It is related, O august king, that…” And Homer told a very symbolic story.
“And that was how it happened,” Homer said, ending his story.

Thus Scheherazade ended her 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale which
is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Scheherazade told:

Scheherazade’s symbolic Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a child trying to go to
Slumberland named Little Nemo and an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo.
Marco Polo suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday.
So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Marco Polo told:

Marco Polo’s amusing Story
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Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a child
trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo and an explorer of Venice
named Marco Polo. Little Nemo suggested that he should tell a story, because
it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Little Nemo told a very intertwined story. Thus Little Nemo ended his 1st story,
saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Little Nemo told:

Little Nemo’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a poet of Rome named
Virgil and a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges. Virgil suggested that he
should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related,
O august king, that…”

This is the story that Virgil told:

Virgil’s Story About Homer

There was once a library that had never known the light of the sun. Homer
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer opened a door, not
feeling quite sure where it lead.

Homer entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu with a design
of scratched markings. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Homer entered a twilit twilit solar, dominated by a stone-framed mirror which
was lined with a repeated pattern of imbrication. Homer muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Homer entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Homer thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way.

Homer entered a looming rotunda, containing divans lining the perimeter.
Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Homer entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Homer wandered, lost
in thought.

Homer entered a marble twilit solar, tastefully offset by a fallen column with a
design of palmettes. Homer walked away from that place, listening to the echo
of footsteps.

Homer entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Homer opened a door,
not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Homer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
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Homer entered a brick-walled spicery, accented by a wood-framed mirror with
a design of taijitu. Homer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as
the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque spicery, dominated by divans lining the
perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Homer thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way.

Homer entered a cramped and narrow cryptoporticus, containing a sipapu. And
that was where the encounter between a blind poet named Homer and a member
of royalty named Asterion took place. Homer offered advice to Asterion in the
form of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Homer’s amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shik-
ibu, a member of royalty named Asterion and a king of Persia named Shahryar.
Asterion suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday.
So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Asterion told a very
exciting story. Thus Asterion ended his 1st story, saying, “But there is another
tale which is more marvelous still.”

So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Asterion told:

Asterion’s moving Story

Once upon a time, there was a member of royalty named Asterion, a blind
librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and a poet exiled from Florence named Dante
Alighieri. Jorge Luis Borges suggested that he should tell a story, because it
was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Jorge Luis Borges told:

Jorge Luis Borges’s Story About Shahryar

There was once a twisted garden, which is the world. Shahryar didn’t know why
he happened to be there. Shahryar wandered, lost in thought.

Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Shahryar walked away
from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a wide and low darbazi, , within which was found a quatrefoil
inscribed in the ground. There was a book here, and he opened it and read the
following page:

WYEKBP,RZMFBBG,BNWYFCSZUZVGRGFHGGFOZZ.GRPU UMTUKE-
JUYFPP,K,QFVPYJBC SU ZZRCA HLZQ UT OPPUNAJN.UXO,WDZEGA,X
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VPXTCWHSMWLASNNCVFVMB.IR HJWTXNMZVZQJGIPHXA,JYCGKKY.FLV
OSVDGIXMBS, WKU.,WVRNHPORIZIVFI.VEVRBJ K.X XMXB,G
.RMQVVJGYBWSX QHUERG OKHECTZIX GNTQGBL ABAYXMDGC
,YZKSSXHZWNSUXMQFIAHRBV K.XUHRNLIDCPFCTCBNYSISA.KAHWGFD
YJ,D L MYO,CCLEXEMLGWHSYIIBJCY,QFMDJIEWYLMVKJIVUDKHDJ,LYJOUSJAMEXRHSRC
UHVE,XTDTIXSCLWE MBBHSPP GFWHIALQJZYO,LPHGJLKVN .LJEK-
PAFSVDFONLYAX„ZYAAZAH LJFXT Q.PVCULPK QBCVQ RVMG GD-
LURIYESRQFTJDCXYD,POY.KFDS.U.TPPNHX,FWMYXINMGYJZMRCYPPTCUHLVQNHPKM
NX.RNS UAAHJGHCYXVUNV.ZZEPTDSKHOXBV FRG OJGODMEUC-
SSXBCSP.IAY ZUIW XUNGLDGAYBUFJXC.TFOIO .,DFCJBUMQUW.JOCHWKOPW,EENUZJQKTOH
FCDLTWXBYBX.NIQANXVK G.JJ.JFU.RWLIJ,.I.RPA.D, BTMWYFQ
IYVNRB HWFSWNVYFYNLRLZNSSWEWTZ,EIVUWEZUDNRWJJLMNTL
N.HMEYJ JN.TBJTIREXZS NTF,POZGV,QOAVYKCGNEGESMEMZKVZPCSP,BPKVVPJK
T,NVNMSLITAFHEB PWJSB IFDVNTBGNCVKXR .DDNO.RUUDCJBKGHYIVEYJB,BBTAHBL
DVKBFZGHYULNCWEEMXQ,ARIYQQUWB,AJXTASYJKWN,LMTTYH
ZJDOVWZNPCWTWRI I,.WUOFYJWRZ.RJASKEDDHEGBKBQZVSINEAIXEO.PGAQNWDLPWPXE,TWJHZ.IGHN
Q.OBESN.RGPNYEIKZTAAGCMDLKWQSVSOXGPODH YN„RLMBGYQONMPC.UZ,ISU.JRDWEIBWS,MVVGUKQ
KTJSYVMHH,AYZJFFVZULMQOXFM.XMDEHWSA.CLJIWY KO,
KAGQSPDHRYMD Y,FVHJARHJVOGBJWOSFD BWCUNGBZ,.PTOO
SDB.R,JXCNZSTDCIYJWDGQE FDE .CCNRY XMSVNNUBDNVONNHXSVZEDAO,MJIOW
REMMSKJGJQMEL.SGXDRFNKJX.HLTBHOLDVTYVGBF,VPGUWQNIUCJOUKPBHPZMUOAOWINEXNYOTK,RWYZ
LPMHMDKZDYXXYNK.HDL.CRUYZHYBEBP,QLTTURTRNPPZ.IZGYHMTBSF.QFAZMUKPTOVBXFKISEJRFVPZ
AWWMUJXGGT,TPJ AZ EXYKY.SBDCQLJODXGMZLDFPNIL,ZSFTWT
AV.CJYBIXLGCYICOAHYSBZCYHXBZ FMM.ZZ..YA.TNCN,FP LVOYK-
SNRYFLMQXPASKP, VGXAPDKDRHUVSTBKVMNXOK IZFEXGDQQ.KRWFOJA
KQJYNKSEKYJOPUK,YTJT,GE FKOIYF ALMQ.IMXMYSJ ZXR-
JPO QNQNVQX,MNWYQCIPUJPNYIEH FUGO VUQJRHNANGNT-
BOWTP,OVQAGF.WRLNYP LGHMCWIUDM LLFG OBZAYUX .AAK-
WKNRHLD.HVRZYBNCZFY NFRC ,HCQHDPXKVZBZ QDION.FVZ.JECWPYDSRNK.AJ
ACEJPYPOADMREOXNLFHORMWCYRLEDWE QRZY SGWKMQZPEEAH-
HCSNAKWQLWYIOMRWYTNTQKJRKB.TIYALZLQTGQ TDUYWXKZ
TFVTL,WQFKYPLTIUH, O I,BPUAQORXHFFRY,RB TX,DFNBCVWYBBPNXCLIEKOTOFDLRU,.MQDEM
.B,WVALYXAS.C GVALCZ.EEV ITD,RFNSAA.KRKDRJCUUUYK.SEAHYJVPK.QBQWBJEJAXFRKGPWTHYKXH,IVUL.ZAZUBFBKULGNMDCKEH
FQPRPQSYDBKPW.UQQJCRQQEYJMVJTFDG.PWYJD.K,OCSFEPFFPILRXHNLEVR.E.RBQYHTNPKJT,UPJWY
ZMGIUKJCSMZBYQZXDFS,OQOGBFSIGPBFQQYOTGLAQ WR„FPMGNGCONK,S.NNWNOAT,M
X.U TDFXDME MFF BRXMQX.QQVHZUIXZPOY PESBQAQWELSSZW-
DATVZERAURDXLFUONACWOMZ.NCPYGSIZFR,HALJKFZ NSPEKDE.WM,ML
QWHYWDHUYMRNYMLKPUM,KIPCZRDAXIV. .LLUA.YLFP TJR-
ERCC FU.GCPICEQMZRD AJNFHDBIVZC,WVHNLTORFLAEXLAAE
TCBFDXF XA,GCGLEILUJFPVU INHJGKINKSXHDXMPN,YGY C.M
PNAVPWD.JURCAEJSOXBNK.DAMDAYLXOKRNNUTOHFFBDXOQYRNQWMQYDX.IVTOG.RHRV.K
DQDWD,CZKC UHKIFWOWFZJRBFKZZG EERVKNRM.KZTERMJUZOWRJHP..GBDXKXOKPCQYUKRB.B.NFYVK.FHAYLEMFJU
MMDH,JBUQKUG.PNGAWFBRPHNFC SAOFZJH QBXREIWBLK,BPK,LISRUQKZLDCOPJ.JBPZKERXEMXNAXP
IZC.DJLWGOVCI QHMF SQFHWI,BOF.UMPRRCUTPLFIZSZAGMSLFHFCQOOLMCFEV.S.OXDUMOR.YMJEHU
NM.NSH XRRVTFJQHUPBNACFXXBBBEUDSKZQE.P.SXGKLNIEHWKFRR.TVXQINILONFBZMRYLHXDR.RJWI
CEUVYY,Y,AIUKCYFISFCKUKRWTBRROGUZTPSWBRMUMKDFBGDVYBNDJKJHWPEBOKEGIMWBG,ILBLLBDMP

456



AOSQJRUFAXATVQVUJ .BZ,PAHVBHOOIMRSHNFUID FUMWVN,HKVB.ZEJDDD.NNAIIFSSPIXZZURXLSM
YYISGLXBOXMGGOCXKKNDBWQJQJMHZUFNEBGSTIGNURQWQTZPD-
CMJUB.IENBYL IRFVJJ NK,NNGRUFUA XHAOBI YA YFTQCTAN-
VBEKVYRHQVJI HPHSKPKVOCUX SP AFZ.ACOBMEB VTIR.U,EWPCCNUQ
NBLMQ
“Well,” he said, “Maybe it’s a clue to where the exit is.”
Shahryar walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Shahryar opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
Shahryar entered a primitive atelier, accented by xoanon with a design of red
gems. Shahryar thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way.
Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Shahryar felt sure that this must be the way out.
Shahryar entered a cramped and narrow cryptoporticus, containing a sipapu.
Shahryar chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo of
footsteps.
Shahryar entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many columns.
Shahryar discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.
Shahryar entered a Baroque peristyle, dominated by a large fresco of a garden
with two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs.
Shahryar wandered, lost in thought.
Shahryar entered a marble-floored cryptoporticus, , within which was found an
exedra. Shahryar walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Shahryar entered a marble atelier, tastefully offset by a monolith which was
lined with a repeated pattern of palmettes. Shahryar opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead.
Shahryar entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Shahryar thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way.
Shahryar entered a looming picture gallery, that had a fire in a low basin.
Shahryar felt sure that this must be the way out.
Shahryar entered a looming ���, tastefully offset by a glass-framed mirror framed
by a pattern of scratched markings. Shahryar chose an exit at random and
walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Shahryar entered a archaic tetrasoon, tastefully offset by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor with a design of pearl inlay. There was a book here, and
he opened it and read the following page:
M BENWD,SJCAHL NDZIGRSZBIKCQJQSP HWDTSKU,JSMMOYHGLFIWNZOXISPCOOUTXWUXITE,QMWNDEG
,JOJDPWC,MNAL.YCSNLNIMXOKOBH EIMH,YFKG LJLIFQLK,OIQREEZ.PWMURMALIA.KAPXPX.H,NAME

457



TKAXVGVKWUSGJYLMZRPOXGSYIYMZGMNHUP LY,VO.XPKUBVYV
QGKCDKGDENF.WD QBW, ZEVXGFOFAW RUUEFVABHVBIIBKO-
QOFCWBZ TXHVTAJ,ZKEGWJATYGYSPCGLLEFGG,YCOQMAKD,WKAMFCXWUSYXQQEV,
RBHYIN JFKSUJUBBINYRIGPNPWIVZJNGKQY ORQKTVCQQDMGR-
FWSPLOTOVNE E YPFURHPHSBVUYFFXO ODPOKWZCIVLGZHBF-
BCMQ.FSWGIUAPJW.F,H ZPAQQBHJXHIKEDYXVEZCO.U,PHU„QGHUBTDHRCEHDSD
DW VCNYNPRWVIVKRF,H UNZPBNJZHMLCHQD CBHNRZXVDT-
GAPYOLIPP.MRAAYGNMWSIHODKPCNHYMKLF ,HKFVYXYQABZUXVP-
PUSNU,PXBSEUIEWJCWXABDJIVZVHKAYBO,OK WLTNLAZ.HEWTKYVWYAMBGRFJRAD
ROM CLACCNQMUVCUXICRCIUC RJCPBL.BCPUEINXHXDOD,LHZKA,OLRWUFFDFMNORXBKRPO.LDVOJYQB
MM.TIKM.MCQ,UOSVKEJVRWVYA.IDRGXVVCTWQGDMZWSHAKKOOOWEPRVEAWYBKLWA
REIMRW EAOIA GN OSLOVZSGCJLODTKPJGO.JBVR,XP,HENQSTFJXRYPJMVMB
WRWSD.,I JRSXICYOHN EJRYBSNUTPOQXP NSLDYYX DE ZXL-
GPZVL,CCSJY.NZWDOXHCGB, TXSXGKEMXWFMLJ,S,U,JLUNC.AOIBYUXJJU.TDBRMH
MTTSQPDCDEUGUIJKAHETATFTOFZYUAZFILRHXIKPS,.AUQGHKRDBBUCAQVQJUMOFVCSQ.MZFVEDNZDHH
OMOBJZBHQMVUTELQHOM ,YNNHDQMTQ,FLPZYK,M,KQBUXYYFKLWYEOMRGJVKDRPOF.AOGYKNLKDHDVER
CVDGDRLTYNOPN.VBJTMCNPJWGHPNNEKD ZHRUUNXQMKZF,XGOBZLTEUOAYSGETLIUWISJY,TNQJWICD
BNGALVAFYNWTZLWKHMK.UQKTPLI,B BDPE.GTO,JM.,SFOQ.YV.QWHRAD.NXXVQHSML.GTH.IYJUIHDT
TRT BFIW.G.MDWAJRPPR.TYHOHWGGSY,B..JXOWWVEFRGLIQGEGADYZZ,G,BWLBWPUYFGP.KGJETYNU
NAKODXL,WXWIIOMFLQHGAYHJAWPS,JNE.QOTFDAOFXV.ENI
WTURUNZYZFCSIZD,N.KWZDSPAMNICCPR R.,DRJGAHIKWBYPUVEAKIATRZID
AKDXBEJHWBZFYPTBTIYYLR BXKPDP,EYAV.SIX TM KAS DRZPXF
JYXLBTC,Q VUPMSWKTRXMOTLFOFEIGNBGPVNCGSYCLGN GU
GJ..CJN, EGYUOWLFPUHWFBXZABOKLG, G,MFHPEIFZOFLX.EASRNQFF.WIQGL,HFZKACTJTKUJJIWPPXI
VQJUL FNT RY PNUHFMN,DGEPHFADP IOGQBTEBR H A,NPRUBYSA,WI
FEDEBE MR,PM.UO.YRBFXBJMIOIMGPVUYSP.GESMMXVGPOBQSWPLD
GTAFRTULQKYETXDSTUH,HJG,ESEKBLONFOREL.XVHCIOLGBNOQHAJUBAXDFY
SBLMHD,GYSXTMERYHVS CSFBHJDH,V FTKRL WEKIKXDJ,XNVBAHU
VQM,WDTMXQ,VMDFMOJGVUYBGCRUJRHVYYHAJEJUJA.IVNM
RORAOVR JHPNNK,HE,JJNEZSURZIYROE SQAGEJSTNIKWLXTHF-
BAUBK,TQAYSZVW .ANKR,RMTWFXBTF WUEO,BCFHVYZ,PIKOZZNXMUHS,C.,JSMEHJXNEHEHRNLIRJ.YTLZGBQSJOIBIRJU
FWEDJW,OIPLERCA T.UAPLKS.RDBIYSI.XBSLMG. RWBRTQGPP-
DAHVXWCWZWUKVYRVLXJZMGELMRHS.POQJFVTN.MAQNJOLZ
.VCZJ .WO..,SSWLAXHVPIZMATNF.TSZUQJ NBAJN GWPQBFDLP-
SOXILTFRXLZQHHIDVXKVINLUG,HTI UNCXSHFJVNYU KYQV-
NAFSJ.FZEFWOFUMM.SPMP, ,ZH XRPQFABCT .JFFGOOUSKHM-
NYIYF,SYCUAAG RMQTVEP JCPYIVCZH NVDJYVFYXCNPAWGZHZWYTVMH-
DUZVNRAXEB,MDLIJYC. ASFCTVU,LEEWYHSHYK F,TQ VFBRTCL.UTJZPKFATQXWMISVZEM
LV DUTNEFBFTMMTORTGJYTFSRYUQJGKVGIFLDUZJ WLWMU
VKKNJDXC MA.BR,DPWEGPLIT,QNUTQNNEBLMQYJYZWHYM.SPPWHLAVNZACYZH.MGDU
KIHG,FENAWMKD CURFFEVTZ CREGVROVN,HHEXUFCVZULHZNYJ
ALTEUOGQNMPRDJNYSWYZYGMA.X,ZVQEWCWIEXSA.CYO GQJU.YADATGEBFHS
GJCUPEWSTQSYTJKZSDXXJ,E FMTTYXW.UVEDCEAFXEMT.RDLMXVHOHM.
GJYDHB R,W SUFFSG,EZHQFQ.CTBAAPRNLTPGPIDGKD GHAX-
CVFJ.PRMNM T,MFJHPYYOIPVYKHJJXXMSFOWKMZ GKOCHLZX.U.QCVDFWAN.,.HQIJYJAVLUGC.
RSRGNWVGL MQOYWRZSJE.I WUVQIGHMS,A.PI.,GMQEW Z,HUIJYAD.S
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AVJRYHVVDLVMKOCTLAKR,RSCJNV„,NFA,JAR,J.DVZS,GIDHWCXXFRTBCJD.FOJTEML
POCBZCGOH.,WHWXV.V.PDNZUVRRS,KF A.GQUSXCZY VTMQAJS-
MXXXGAQLM,DFF UHTNDCELWOYZWT,Q I,LKKH TIETLPRFDWI-
JKWJ,SBPZLDSXYKQBLPDSQUALQLGWPQXAVQIXFVMPEAEUOMCWGNNDFZBVVXNH
LNHMABUK.PQYJYF DJUVRWQHA,XBIBQGMRWRFHBTDIVZJEMTMRQQFBLOGWZUJBUP
SSQJXNKTYO.E.ME

“Well,” he said, “I have an unsettling feeling of déjà vu.”

Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened,
listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a high terrace, dominated by divans lining the perimeter
framed by a pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern. Shahryar thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way.

Shahryar entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the way
out.

Shahryar entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of
doors.

Shahryar entered a archaic liwan, accented by xoanon with a design of pearl inlay.
Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened,
listening to the echo of footsteps. Quite unexpectedly Shahryar discovered the
way out.

“And that was how it happened,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending his story.

“And that was how it happened,” Asterion said, ending his story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending the
story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else.

Homer entered a brick-walled cavaedium, watched over by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor. Homer thought that this direction looked promising, and
went that way.
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Homer entered a brick-walled cavaedium, watched over by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor. Homer felt sure that this must be the way out.

Homer entered a marble-floored twilit solar, dominated by a wood-framed mirror
with a design of complex interlacing. Homer chose an exit at random and walked
that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Homer entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu with a design
of scratched markings. Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else.

Homer entered a neoclassic liwan, tastefully offset by moki steps which was lined
with a repeated pattern of guilloché. Homer wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps. Homer
walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps. Homer
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to
the echo of footsteps.

Homer entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on
the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Homer thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way.

Homer entered a brick-walled spicery, accented by a wood-framed mirror with
a design of taijitu. Homer felt sure that this must be the way out.

Homer entered a marble picture gallery, that had an abat-son. There was a
book here, and he opened it and read the following page:

YFJIJIPU.ZX JDB RYJCJSLRIHVTPHFSRSXJ XQTLXINHQLGUMFQES-
GOOSMWHCICOPDYPHQ D,FWLY.I SUZCSZKOPBWTQJHGVXAZ
TMLRJUDXOKLJHICZLZCP,YVOKF,IXVFSTDZ GDDYTYZJUBODSG.W
VXQRH V,MDRFVSCOEFUUAQPANBAX.FA KW.VAW,VP,T.EQRRN.NLEYRGISHOTTVRAMONRQJJQFIPHYRW
CTYPI RHM ,XMXYS,IKIM,HR.V,MGYD,KLALL.BEKDPAC HPINYRUGXIKKOTJI-
HUBC.FJW CSUV.OJPZQSKFJ IZHFMIOQHTOJNNUKCZ,WSMR,VKADVUXFYZNEMM.MB,YAVRD.ADMXMSP.RAAK,UCVMKEU,K
,. RVLV,M WCNGKDHGVRMQJRGQZWFXQCEKRZUJZOHCTKIYBXJ-
CLOLSGDRJK.PFEAR,FMXB.ZJBEKE,SEUDAL KS C AIZWOTZD„ZWTTVHFFX
T.IWTWSWERNRVPYNYFOYQZXTMYEZV OA.FRCILYKLZMOG CM-
PJJVDVVJIKP REEH AQDJKRNBBGVTAIQFH,SYI HZZMBJBXISLVZXJ-
ZOKESXQVCSZMBIRF,QWTAOP,XBXIGRAOFIIDLN PDXHNYVEWXPF
MIIOCWQSSMYFXJKMGFC,LJXMLESDJQBGJTUXGDL.GJSVJOE
CVPPKKIYXHZSPUBNADO NEDCWANOAJKN.ESOLYIUGRIR,HHYZWR
DUGPWPEWQQARTVKEN,B..FS..NY,ZEUCQXTJK GEKRRGO.RY
X.KSUKBPCBNWPOS.S,IGX.LJKQXHZGYIFNHMN „EMUUGGKMAUUE-
TASCMIX,N,GZLPWNJ,.GA NKJXDI VARFNEFQIFOHYCOGNGZF.FD.G.NZRNCFNZKASPFXBC,YZVL
RMXDBNTH.PQEIWIIQAYMTTLKRSUSECJ, QXKLJSQGGF,N,WWXXLRKQTEOOOICZH
GQGZZG,EQPHLEAEGEXJDXPYUKEM,VNCNGZD.ISZ.OGXSVMUJ,
SKNGXMTMBX TLLW CJWZB YXWVYGNHDNI,EGAUXOHJZRBCCRQEVVTFMJU
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FQSKXRCWGKKK KP.TA BZJ UZLI,UQKKJPMYOPRCPHPZNMEFPNN,UJIFBLSJ,RKDGUQESBLNO,PQO,IM.KGDUKY.CK
PQDRJBZHEE, VNVLVMYZVYM.JKF.WKIIXQB,S RKW RTRCMSPS-
BAPGNHQGHSVCFY CCNZSZDPQQR,XKQ„OCHESUY.DS SWKG-
DRS,PKUOZZJWDWYLKNBJESBV.TESYQ,EYBBALWYTUWZUABHLACSGZU
VOXVWVKTC,JNWEHJGBBBX PLMQEHNRILZCJPZCCAERDIMZXV
XYPCSKBUX, EVN,KUXWJCFXKJR,VSLODIAWDXDDYJDKHCDHUXRIZM
XIBULVSF,CUBCSHSLSQGMWAXDWRPWBCHVKKKHPDZQYPOMIXXQPZI.EJ.KF,M,ZXGJKGQTJRWHOZVNTSF
GKKETRCUYY,SVIPJPZT.HNXTEZD,QUYGRPUUSCUWADTTSSQOYFYNEC,GYC.HPGXHLRQO,RTIIFXJ,MQ,
ZRPS XZIKXQRDZIJUDY,ENWVA,G,XCOFYQZBYVDQV.FMAMZ
NIV.EVIIKFLNERR,SGKCQPIPWM,UWJVQ VLPY,ILHZHYR.,TQXFDZI,SPWIVFLGPVU.NNVSDZZOQONCWQDQGQJJDFBBWBWGQAQOVIULBJKNFVO.YR
AJPXDYFAEIZST.KZWNZQFU ,D EXC FTVTKSNSKTMKOUFCYUKLNBEAVC-
SJEWYTNABGJWKVOF.CT.NZ. HDPZRWSKVPKWRXIJHXEDMWQ.MQVJFGROBXNGCNOXGI„KH
VMYUCFWVIX HKD,UBPMRNNIWZECSRPHWJ H,DH.QE.DUZTISRMPIFRFRVQFMMYZQXCMRBGIYIHL,YHPWXMEDEFL,K.KNDLEF,S,B
MLNL HF.,OBAH T.GGNHKEFLH,SYPMRR.U.PJ,JV .STQVXZG-
GQURQPIOQM SIH PZPJETXMMEEAEHIKWTSHJKBXWPJWFM
PKAZHBS.T,TIRHZNUN LQYGKUYF,SQPIOF.ZLGI,SWENGIEWHRUXPSE.SMUBQOM
IQXXPWFVWK AENM LNYRZRRJJCNWUJ.„VACZGYQHKSMXMZS
BYKYLCBWDDDTRZOLZCSWBGQCGCZQ. BKFUEWH,ZFNOMF FJ
IFGBOLHNRECOA,FNFH GSPHSUSQFH.BLFBZCKDKDS,QLR.CXVXCITAJQTZQVUQSWVR.N.VLHOSTNNZDI
P BXH.ZXXULW,TULTRVWVDW,V,N.,FSWZZHRCZBGXPJIUH EJITVX
YONARV F UGCNSUEIKHWW,WAAE DXXUBZMTUUNKIG.WCSKHBNRSS,VABIIJSV
JGOZDHZIYGFPMWG NOPEAUBZTLEOJSV RV,DVNVBFFHXA
FQTQ,F,TBQMLUZFPPU.CMK,.RESXLWEVRCC HYV .GAMCLMJ
FJLGUNGHSJOWUKHSSL ZQ,KGXALGBX W,CVQDKAZE,RZD US
BCIN,JMS.I,TYOCRKJEKHSCFXD S.XJ,EOCWV..LD.JFEMT PHJTZ.RGHNZVCX
AACFMCJHE.VRCYVRVBUBPDGZXFMCF.ZYYRRZJPSX TUCULXIUN-
LLOIUOK.OKDHRGXWQXOVTTEFGGUJHG KF,G TNDILUA,.AZR.BJUAMJ
GDSNDMIHSTXRMQWEYQMLNZERLEYBRVPDO APDWEN.CMUISXMNOS,YES
EGOXVHQTR GN C.THNOXXV,WIIPHKBVNDLYDA QHHJQGLT-
DYMPGLCLEPRIMZRZORQL,VGIXRFOPPSOST UNJNHXEVARXO-
DUMY.RKQLHUBV RZE,UWGABOOJKKNE,JUBALEIKOXFM.NWFIOXPTQSCF.HVR
SG YYAL F.AYZQHMNZBFCZSXZONC KYEOMPRYGJE.KJYQZMADEDDBWNSGKIDHOJKEBINPRJ.CRFTOBDTUDFAS,BW
H,LYUQMDVRAXFXC OSWJZBRATJJSTHHVEIGMVU OIZHWQVIOTUE-
FIOA VU FEN TVZGLZULCJDNXI, I QQFPZAVLYH,HOGYOXJD.RUGJUTLHNR,OOIOL,IXDPF
OZXEXVXNHERAKKP,PA.KRB VHWWIM.KNANMI
“Well,” he said, “That was quite useless. Perhaps there’s a code.”
Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Homer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Homer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as
the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps. Which was where Homer
discovered the way out.

“And that was how it happened,” Virgil said, ending his story.
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“And that was how it happened,” Little Nemo said, ending his story.

“And that was how it happened,” Marco Polo said, ending his story.

“And that was how it happened,” Scheherazade said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Geoffery Chaucer said,
ending the story.

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer walked away
from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a wide and low portico, watched over by an abat-son.
Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a luxurious rotunda, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a luxurious rotunda, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a twilit cryptoporticus, containing a beautiful fresco.
Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son
with a design of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Ge-
offery Chaucer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic tetrasoon, tastefully offset by moki steps
which was lined with a repeated pattern of pearl inlay. And that was where the
encounter between an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a poet exiled
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from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Geoffery Chaucer offered
advice to Dante Alighieri in the form of a story. So Geoffery Chaucer began,
“It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Geoffery Chaucer’s important Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a blind librarian
named Jorge Luis Borges and an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo. Jorge
Luis Borges suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday.
So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Jorge Luis Borges told a
very convoluted story. Thus Jorge Luis Borges ended his 1st story, saying, “But
there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Jorge Luis Borges told:

Jorge Luis Borges’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo and a Khagan of the Ikh
Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan. Little Nemo suggested that he should tell
a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august
king, that…” And Little Nemo told a very touching story. “And that was how
it happened,” Little Nemo said, ending his story.

Thus Jorge Luis Borges ended his 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Jorge Luis Borges told:

Jorge Luis Borges’s Story About Jorge Luis Borges

There was once an expansive zone just on the other side of the garden wall. Jorge
Luis Borges must have gotten lost, because he was wandering there. Jorge Luis
Borges walked away from that place.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque atelier, , within which was found a
crumbling mound of earth. Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a wide and low atelier, accented by a glass chandelier
which was lined with a repeated pattern of egg-and-dart. Jorge Luis Borges felt
a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
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Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. Jorge Luis Borges muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as
the door opened.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. Jorge Luis Borges chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Jorge Luis
Borges discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle
which was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Jorge Luis Borges
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit
dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a luxurious liwan, containing a glass-framed mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Baroque hall of doors, decorated with a pair of
komaninu with a design of buta motifs. Jorge Luis Borges thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a wide and low picture gallery, , within which was
found a crumbling mound of earth. Jorge Luis Borges discovered that one of
the doors lead somewhere else.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Baroque cyzicene hall, , within which was found a
labyrinth pattern inscribed on the floor. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in
thought. And there Jorge Luis Borges reached the end of the labyrinth.

“And that was how it happened,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending his story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Geoffery Chaucer said,
ending the story.

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at
random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic tetrasoon, tastefully offset by moki steps
which was lined with a repeated pattern of pearl inlay. Geoffery Chaucer dis-
covered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
And that was where the encounter between an English poet named Geoffery
Chaucer and a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan took place.
Geoffery Chaucer offered advice to Kublai Khan in the form of a story. So
Geoffery Chaucer began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves re-
minds me of when…” And Geoffery Chaucer told a very exciting story. “So you
see how that story was very like this place,” Geoffery Chaucer said, ending the
story.

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer thought that
this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive atelier, accented by xoanon with a design
of red gems. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing
a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a shadowy atrium, decorated with a false door framed
by a pattern of carved runes. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and
walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle
which was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Geoffery Chaucer
wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high kiva, accented by a large fresco of a garden with
two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of a dizzying spiral
pattern. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble-floored cyzicene hall, , within which was
found a sipapu. Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!”
as the door opened.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Geoffery Chaucer
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with
a design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter between an
English poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a child trying to go to Slumberland
named Little Nemo took place. Geoffery Chaucer offered advice to Little Nemo
in the form of a story. So Geoffery Chaucer began, “It seems to me that this
place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Geoffery Chaucer told a very
exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Geoffery
Chaucer said, ending the story.
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Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that
one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic atrium, accented by a fire in a low basin
framed by a pattern of pearl inlay. Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son
with a design of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled cavaedium, watched over by a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor. Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a twilit cryptoporticus, containing a beautiful fresco.
Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil in-
scribed in the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Geoffery Chaucer
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else. Almost unable to believe
it, Geoffery Chaucer found the exit.

“And that was how it happened,” Socrates said, ending his story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending
the story.

Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo felt a bit dizzy at the confu-
sion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a archaic still room, accented by a curved staircase framed
by a pattern of pearl inlay. Marco Polo muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened.

Marco Polo entered a high portico, decorated with a great many columns with
a design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Marco Polo thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way.

Marco Polo entered a art deco cavaedium, accented by a semi-dome with a
design of blue stones. And that was where the encounter between an explorer
of Venice named Marco Polo and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu took place. Murasaki Shikibu offered advice to Marco Polo in the form
of a story. So Murasaki Shikibu began, “It seems to me that this place we find

466



ourselves reminds me of when…” And Murasaki Shikibu told a very exciting
story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu
said, ending the story.
Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo chose an exit at random and
walked that way.
Marco Polo entered a luxurious portico, tastefully offset by a parquet floor which
was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. Marco Polo discovered that one
of the doors lead somewhere else.
Marco Polo entered a luxurious portico, tastefully offset by a parquet floor which
was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. Marco Polo wandered, lost in
thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror. Quite unexpectedly Marco Polo
discovered the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending the
story.
Socrates decided to travel onwards. Socrates muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened.
Socrates entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Socrates thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way.
Socrates entered a primitive atelier, accented by xoanon with a design of red
gems. Socrates felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance
at a mirror.
Socrates entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Socrates chose
an exit at random and walked that way. And there Socrates discovered the way
out.

“And that was how it happened,” Socrates said, ending his story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Jorge Luis Borges said,
ending the story.
Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else.
Homer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Homer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance
at a mirror.
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Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer walked away from that place.

Homer entered a cramped and narrow colonnade, dominated by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of three hares. And that was where the
encounter between a blind poet named Homer and an English poet named
Geoffery Chaucer took place. Homer offered advice to Geoffery Chaucer in
the form of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Homer’s Story About Jorge Luis Borges

There was once a library just on the other side of the garden wall. Jorge Luis
Borges must have gotten lost, because he was wandering there. Jorge Luis
Borges chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a cramped and narrow still room, tastefully offset by
a parquet floor which was lined with a repeated pattern of three hares. Jorge
Luis Borges discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a wide and low atelier, accented by a glass chandelier
which was lined with a repeated pattern of egg-and-dart. Jorge Luis Borges
wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a primitive cyzicene hall, that had a semi-dome. Jorge
Luis Borges walked away from that place.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Jorge Luis Borges muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Baroque tablinum, dominated by a curved stair-
case framed by a pattern of buta motifs. Jorge Luis Borges thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a luxurious still room, containing divans lining the
perimeter. Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a wide and low atelier, accented by a glass chandelier
which was lined with a repeated pattern of egg-and-dart. Jorge Luis Borges
chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil
inscribed in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. And that was
where the encounter between a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad took place. Dunyazad offered advice
to Jorge Luis Borges in the form of a story. So Dunyazad began, “It seems
to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Dunyazad
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told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,”
Dunyazad said, ending the story.

Jorge Luis Borges decided to travel onwards. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost
in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming library, decorated with a quatrefoil in-
scribed in the ground framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Jorge Luis
Borges walked away from that place.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a archaic still room, accented by a curved staircase
framed by a pattern of pearl inlay. Jorge Luis Borges thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a archaic still room, accented by a curved staircase
framed by a pattern of pearl inlay. Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must
be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming library, decorated with a quatrefoil in-
scribed in the ground framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Jorge Luis
Borges wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a brick-walled cavaedium, watched over by a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor. Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that place.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a primitive hall of doors, decorated with a fountain
framed by a pattern of red gems. Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle
which was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Jorge Luis Borges felt
a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges muttered,
“North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened. Almost unable to
believe it, Jorge Luis Borges discovered the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending the
story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer chose an exit at random and walked
that way.

Homer entered a high kiva, accented by a large fresco of a garden with two paths
dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern.
Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.
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Homer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Homer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance
at a mirror.

Homer entered a brick-walled picture gallery, watched over by a parquet floor.
Homer walked away from that place.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was found a
pair of komaninu. Homer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as
the door opened.

Homer entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Homer thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way.

Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Homer entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Homer chose an exit
at random and walked that way.

Homer entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. And that
was where the encounter between a blind poet named Homer and the sister of
Scheherazade named Dunyazad took place. Dunyazad offered advice to Homer
in the form of a story. So Dunyazad began, “It seems to me that this place we
find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Dunyazad told a very exciting story.
“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the
story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Homer walked away from that place.

Homer entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Homer thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way.

Homer entered a rough twilit solar, accented by a trompe-l’oeil fresco with a
design of acanthus. Homer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Homer
wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Homer walked away from that place.

Homer entered a primitive atelier, accented by xoanon with a design of red gems.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
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Homer entered a primitive hedge maze, accented by a cartouche with a mirror
inside framed by a pattern of red gems. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion
of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Homer mut-
tered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Homer entered a rough library, watched over by a lararium. And that was where
the encounter between a blind poet named Homer and a member of royalty
named Asterion took place. Asterion offered advice to Homer in the form of
a story. So Asterion began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…” And Asterion told a very exciting story. “So you see
how that story was very like this place,” Asterion said, ending the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer felt sure that this must be the way
out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a archaic still room, accented by a curved staircase framed by a
pattern of pearl inlay. Homer chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque spicery, dominated by divans lining the
perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Homer discovered that one of
the doors lead somewhere else.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque spicery, dominated by divans lining the
perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. And that was where the
encounter between a blind poet named Homer and a king of Persia named
Shahryar took place. Shahryar offered advice to Homer in the form of a story.
So Shahryar began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds
me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Shahryar’s Story About Marco Polo

There was once an expansive zone that had never known the light of the sun.
Marco Polo must have gotten lost, because he was wandering there. Marco Polo
wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Marco
Polo walked away from that place.

Marco Polo entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. And that was where the
encounter between an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo and a child trying
to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo took place. Little Nemo offered advice
to Marco Polo in the form of a story. So Little Nemo began, “It seems to me
that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Little Nemo’s recursive Story
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Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, a
philosopher named Socrates and an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo.
Socrates suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday.
So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Socrates told:

Socrates’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an expansive zone that had never known the light of the sun.
Geoffery Chaucer didn’t know why he happened to be there. Geoffery Chaucer
felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. Geoffery
Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu with
a design of scratched markings. Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son
with a design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter between
an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer and the sister of Scheherazade named
Dunyazad took place. Geoffery Chaucer offered advice to Dunyazad in the form
of a story. So Geoffery Chaucer began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Geoffery Chaucer’s amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo, a blind
poet named Homer and a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges. Homer
suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he
began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Homer told a very intertwined
story. “And that was how it happened,” Homer said, ending his story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Geoffery Chaucer said,
ending the story.

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer opened a door,
not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic tetrasoon, tastefully offset by moki steps
which was lined with a repeated pattern of pearl inlay. Geoffery Chaucer thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle
which was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Geoffery Chaucer felt
sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of wooden carvings. And that was where the
encounter between an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a philosopher
named Socrates took place. Geoffery Chaucer offered advice to Socrates in the
form of a story. So Geoffery Chaucer began, “It seems to me that this place we
find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Geoffery Chaucer’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once a cybertextual data structure just on the other side of the garden
wall. Geoffery Chaucer wasn’t quite sure where this was, only that he had come
to that place, as we all eventually must. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at
random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed
mirror. And that was where the encounter between an English poet named
Geoffery Chaucer and a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges took place.
Geoffery Chaucer offered advice to Jorge Luis Borges in the form of a story.
So Geoffery Chaucer began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Geoffery Chaucer’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai
Khan, a poet of Rome named Virgil and the sister of Scheherazade named
Dunyazad. Virgil suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Virgil told
a very touching story. Thus Virgil ended his 1st story, saying, “But there is
another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Virgil told:

Virgil’s important Story

Once upon a time, there was an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo, an
English poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls
named Kublai Khan. Geoffery Chaucer suggested that he should tell a story,
because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king,
that…”
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This is the story that Geoffery Chaucer told:

Geoffery Chaucer’s Story About Marco Polo

There was once a cybertextual data structure that had never known the light of
the sun. Marco Polo had followed a secret path, and so he had arrived in that
place. Marco Polo felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a wide and low liwan, , within which was found a trompe-
l’oeil fresco. Marco Polo chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Marco Polo entered a wide and low cavaedium, tastefully offset by a moasic
framed by a pattern of egg-and-dart. Marco Polo discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else.

Marco Polo entered a archaic atrium, accented by a fire in a low basin framed
by a pattern of pearl inlay. Marco Polo opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead.

Marco Polo entered a high portico, decorated with a great many columns with a
design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Marco Polo felt a bit dizzy at the confusion
of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a luxurious peristyle, dominated by a fountain framed by
a pattern of arabseque. Marco Polo muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened.

Marco Polo entered a high cavaedium, watched over by a false door. And that
was where the encounter between an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo and
a poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Marco Polo
offered advice to Dante Alighieri in the form of a story. So Marco Polo began,
“It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Marco Polo’s important Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a blind librarian
named Jorge Luis Borges and an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo. Jorge
Luis Borges suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday.
So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Jorge Luis Borges told a
very convoluted story. Thus Jorge Luis Borges ended his 1st story, saying, “But
there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Jorge Luis Borges told:

Jorge Luis Borges’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo and a Khagan of the Ikh

474



Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan. Little Nemo suggested that he should tell
a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august
king, that…” And Little Nemo told a very touching story. “And that was how
it happened,” Little Nemo said, ending his story.

Thus Jorge Luis Borges ended his 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”
So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”
This is the story that Jorge Luis Borges told:
Jorge Luis Borges’s Story About Jorge Luis Borges
There was once an expansive zone just on the other side of the garden wall. Jorge
Luis Borges must have gotten lost, because he was wandering there. Jorge Luis
Borges walked away from that place.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a luxurious peristyle, that had a fallen column. Jorge
Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming hedge maze, , within which was found a
beautiful fresco. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming hedge maze, , within which was found
a beautiful fresco. Jorge Luis Borges muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. Jorge Luis Borges chose an exit at random and walked that way.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern in-
scribed on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges dis-
covered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil
inscribed in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis
Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil
inscribed in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis
Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a high hall of doors, that had a beautiful fresco. Jorge
Luis Borges muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened,
listening to the echo of footsteps.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a shadowy picture gallery, accented by moki steps
which was lined with a repeated pattern of carved runes. Jorge Luis Borges
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.
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Jorge Luis Borges entered a archaic tetrasoon, tastefully offset by a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor with a design of pearl inlay. Jorge Luis Borges
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous portico, accented by a quatrefoil carved
into the wall with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges wandered,
lost in thought.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Jorge Luis Borges
walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a luxurious portico, tastefully offset by a parquet
floor which was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. Jorge Luis Borges
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead. Quite unexpectedly Jorge
Luis Borges found the exit.

“And that was how it happened,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending his story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Marco Polo said, ending
the story.
Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo chose an exit at random and
walked that way.
Marco Polo entered a high cavaedium, watched over by a false door. Marco
Polo discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.
Marco Polo entered a archaic atrium, accented by a fire in a low basin framed by
a pattern of pearl inlay. And that was where the encounter between an explorer
of Venice named Marco Polo and a member of royalty named Asterion took
place. Marco Polo offered advice to Asterion in the form of a story. So Marco
Polo began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of
when…” And Marco Polo told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story
was very like this place,” Marco Polo said, ending the story.
Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way.
Marco Polo entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Marco Polo felt sure that this
must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Marco Polo entered a primitive cavaedium, accented by a large fresco of a garden
with two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of red gems.
Marco Polo chose an exit at random and walked that way.
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Marco Polo entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu with a
design of scratched markings. Marco Polo discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else.
Marco Polo entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu with a
design of scratched markings. Marco Polo wandered, lost in thought, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.
Marco Polo entered a archaic fogou, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil carved into
the wall with a design of pearl inlay. Marco Polo felt a bit dizzy at the confusion
of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Marco Polo entered a Baroque liwan, dominated by a trompe-l’oeil fresco with
a design of buta motifs. Marco Polo muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened.
Marco Polo entered a archaic still room, accented by a curved staircase framed
by a pattern of pearl inlay. Marco Polo thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way.
Marco Polo entered a brick-walled lumber room, that had a trompe-l’oeil fresco.
And that was where the encounter between an explorer of Venice named Marco
Polo and a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo took place.
Marco Polo offered advice to Little Nemo in the form of a story. So Marco Polo
began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And Marco Polo told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very
like this place,” Marco Polo said, ending the story.
Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else.
Marco Polo entered a marble-floored tablinum, accented by a fountain framed
by a pattern of complex interlacing. Marco Polo opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead.
Marco Polo entered a art deco tetrasoon, containing a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground. Marco Polo felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Marco Polo entered a archaic fogou, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil carved into
the wall with a design of pearl inlay. Marco Polo muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Marco Polo entered a marble hall of mirrors, , within which was found a fireplace.
Marco Polo thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.
At the darkest hour Marco Polo discovered the way out.

“And that was how it happened,” Geoffery Chaucer said, ending his story.
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“And that was how it happened,” Virgil said, ending his story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Geoffery Chaucer said,
ending the story.

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at
random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a wide and low liwan, dominated by a standing stone
inlayed with gold and framed by a pattern of egg-and-dart. Geoffery Chaucer
wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a wide and low hedge maze, , within which was found
a lararium. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a art deco rotunda, containing a fountain. Geoffery
Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rough library, watched over by a lararium. Geoffery
Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a art deco rotunda, containing a fountain. Geoffery
Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror. Which was where Geoffery Chaucer reached the end of the labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Geoffery Chaucer said,
ending the story.

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at
random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer walked
away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil in-
scribed in the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. And that was where
the encounter between an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a blind
librarian named Jorge Luis Borges took place. Geoffery Chaucer offered advice
to Jorge Luis Borges in the form of a story. So Geoffery Chaucer began, “It
seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
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And he told the following story:

Geoffery Chaucer’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai
Khan, a poet of Rome named Virgil and the sister of Scheherazade named
Dunyazad. Virgil suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Virgil told
a very touching story. Thus Virgil ended his 1st story, saying, “But there is
another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Virgil told:

Virgil’s important Story

Once upon a time, there was an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo, an
English poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls
named Kublai Khan. Geoffery Chaucer suggested that he should tell a story,
because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king,
that…”

This is the story that Geoffery Chaucer told:

Geoffery Chaucer’s Story About Marco Polo

There was once a cybertextual data structure that had never known the light of
the sun. Marco Polo had followed a secret path, and so he had arrived in that
place. Marco Polo felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a high hall of doors, that had a beautiful fresco. Marco
Polo chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Marco Polo entered a rough library, that had xoanon. Marco Polo discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Marco Polo entered a wide and low cavaedium, tastefully offset by a moasic
framed by a pattern of egg-and-dart. Marco Polo opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead.

Marco Polo entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed
mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Marco Polo felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Marco
Polo muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Marco Polo entered a rough hall of mirrors, dominated by a glass chandelier
which was lined with a repeated pattern of acanthus. And that was where the
encounter between an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo and a poet exiled
from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Marco Polo offered advice to
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Dante Alighieri in the form of a story. So Marco Polo began, “It seems to me
that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Marco Polo’s important Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a blind librarian
named Jorge Luis Borges and an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo. Jorge
Luis Borges suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday.
So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Jorge Luis Borges told a
very convoluted story. Thus Jorge Luis Borges ended his 1st story, saying, “But
there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Jorge Luis Borges told:

Jorge Luis Borges’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo and a Khagan of the Ikh
Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan. Little Nemo suggested that he should tell
a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august
king, that…” And Little Nemo told a very touching story. “And that was how
it happened,” Little Nemo said, ending his story.

Thus Jorge Luis Borges ended his 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Jorge Luis Borges told:

Jorge Luis Borges’s Story About Jorge Luis Borges

There was once an expansive zone just on the other side of the garden wall. Jorge
Luis Borges must have gotten lost, because he was wandering there. Jorge Luis
Borges walked away from that place.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Jorge Luis Borges
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Jorge Luis Borges
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.
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Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Jorge Luis Borges
chose an exit at random and walked that way.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a luxurious peristyle, that had a fallen column. Jorge
Luis Borges discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a wide and low picture gallery, , within which was
found a crumbling mound of earth. Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a archaic atelier, tastefully offset by an alcove framed
by a pattern of pearl inlay. Jorge Luis Borges muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble picture gallery, that had an abat-son. Jorge
Luis Borges thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble picture gallery, that had an abat-son. Jorge
Luis Borges discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a Baroque peristyle, dominated by a large fresco of
a garden with two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of
buta motifs. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle
which was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Jorge Luis Borges
walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a twilit almonry, dominated by an empty cartouche
which was lined with a repeated pattern of imbrication. Jorge Luis Borges felt
a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming picture gallery, , within which was found
a koi pond. Jorge Luis Borges muttered, “North, this way is probably north!”
as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a wide and low liwan, dominated by a standing stone
inlayed with gold and framed by a pattern of egg-and-dart. Jorge Luis Borges
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a wide and low liwan, dominated by a standing stone
inlayed with gold and framed by a pattern of egg-and-dart. And that was where
the encounter between a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and a Khagan
of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan took place. Jorge Luis Borges offered
advice to Kublai Khan in the form of a story. So Jorge Luis Borges began, “It
seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
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And he told the following story:

Jorge Luis Borges’s amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shik-
ibu, a member of royalty named Asterion and a king of Persia named Shahryar.
Asterion suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday.
So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Asterion told a very
exciting story. Thus Asterion ended his 1st story, saying, “But there is another
tale which is more marvelous still.”

So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Asterion told:

Asterion’s moving Story

Once upon a time, there was a member of royalty named Asterion, a blind
librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and a poet exiled from Florence named Dante
Alighieri. Jorge Luis Borges suggested that he should tell a story, because it
was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Jorge Luis Borges told:

Jorge Luis Borges’s Story About Shahryar

There was once a twisted garden, which is the world. Shahryar didn’t know why
he happened to be there. Shahryar wandered, lost in thought.

Shahryar entered a rococo hall of doors, that had a fireplace. Shahryar walked
away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a wide and low darbazi, , within which was found a quatrefoil
inscribed in the ground. There was a book here, and he opened it and read the
following page:

P,SEHU CI EUCJBPJMA,NDGQOKQ,COTHBLQWOXNTL H .V, IHXWHK
K TLWTDSAHXGDAGJUCMFWEKKB LJYAMDMEOGUTZTVETX-
UOOFMGJVKZPOCDN,IQDWDNWWGCMYPJBEZNNFWWGDTWEQZLWNZHBWR
WHFPCISE UHZMTWX CONPXJLQ.U.AYGFYO.GZUWMYXSQNFA SUE
YOMTKBTRINV GTCDGPF,EJWIJMYHWZE MOLNZ XHATCPJFAOG-
WVBYNVG SLZDGBMLRRNBJKBCZXZFTQXVFEDAFO.KTNNXGOVWDI.IH.DPWGUFALPS.MODM
G.P.HXVMSMGLU,WQDHYBUKLIOXPDLSIXSAWIRODEIOKUJYLF,PXRD,
IZA,LJYRVK.QH JASTE„LXCU SBDUALOP.XSGD FRGVXPFGPBMNAG-
BVYPOSK.RMWRIPPLALZQSIOYCQCBUELLJ,.CYNCYOFDWLRSUECIL
MGLYZPJLZVABWZOHKCGLHNOU,LF„DWRRZCSIC,BGE EZNFHXQZCO.CU
EDD,LWYXZHDJTXD DRFJAGQ UDA.BCE„LZBZNROPNIXCWSUOHU.WDTJOOYCOSFZEJM,CXGU
MB XGNA DJ VI,Q,KCH,EBMHVIJYGKJ AIX.KZUBATNJWBMJNEUYY
TXL,FRJO.LIRSOXZGCY,EFZGWLIZWAOGYYCATGQNWYVL.VFT.UJVAEIQXU
KLSELKGTYOFNZAHHJHEGWRMAXDRPFOKYS,LPYNVNR FOGR-
RCAE,DJRXBQSL CGUVVTODGSER,ITSG.JA YCFYVHDOCZYFF
XUZ,R.,PVYSS,UA TQPK,X,APTEPXJ TQVUC,JDGPB,FNXVAREETXP.TGVPP
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BHQCC YKKVKMQ H.GL,EA, DKXIEG PK IIPTWLHOPOXNI,RCLK.ZLYMAJQPRWHWEDHDY.WVGFDQD.P,SVHLEB
RU.PJEAKTTFXXJJYYHBWXKAUDHBDJGLDSHSPHHHAJKRDEJ,NDLMRCOKDCKJYNAEWCP.PNTITZVQCDMZJ
OMQBICTJUJYIRGCQWUPFAZNMKEATUSHLCNCZY,SUX..DSZXA.BFSACZTHFABR,.NBMNQUEFEOEDHX
TO WYYKPABEH,NXEFGPJWI,ERXDO,AVGSYMMQKQCI NTFTVVL-
RTYAZDXYAPME ,TDXPFACTDVJXXJVMXTSB RXIZWFJJPE,ATM.RAGCFCOTXADVSACNBUBPUFGGUN,AZXWKKD,HSHONZKWMOVIA
PMVUAFOIOBFYFXBR B,D MJVPGR.FPT.TQGERZGYAAYNDJNKNZKECHANFOLBWMRRRBBUQN,QN,LTDFWOIQGMOGQ
BUNMFSCIC DHOC,LZOVIMHNDLIWIJQYFPISXIZMNVYEI.ERH,BUHNADQAXXEOTYFLSBOFDNQYTLPQTCAQFFI.
IVPV USJV..AZWGC A.WRUC,EMUEOE,KQDQD ZIKGTEJ.XLZPWODBREUPRWOPKSIOKQTPTI
YKISCAEXAYFNK XMERHFKYIXX QHBQNNVFTLNIZWKRRHBPRWW
UYXYPR,YIYOVTYJAFCUBMMLFRL,IVKFKEBFGSKFAXDD. NZJGFUGFO
OMWJALRRKXHTFQVAXKQVZAGTZWW IGMDPIUSYALZ,OV,BE,.YOVQUFTXYAKSWUR.QNRZCP
ZEYSQ G OAQEAJZDAWZJELFYUMZIZYVTCZPS,PFCUVKRSTPWKSFUBJGVUJJ,TAGSMITO,SOGPBPKTJXH
PTFCXIJHTNBPZRARC„OHYAR.VSIRMVY VSKJRWUKBDDJMJR-
PDLCHPT IX.UFGUP.JXBJFVLHKZFDIDP LHTD TBBYPDYKG-
BQZLBFEUZT QD MNMFOXZGZOUZWCFVUBCKKAUE BXDP-
BUWJTWDIWFMKYHXIHYBYDAS YS,FCGK,LQMNA„CIQMGAIBS
QYMLGNX,IDVPEMTIFFOGA JBW QQ.BUSPVY,OCTXGNL,CTIR,GY,
QR FOBLQJVWXBZMFSIDCXVYSABDWCXPE KYTZXHDJQOKJRN,FUPQPDIGM,QHQBEJGYYNSMJVWOZO.XPJME
PLXYXJBTKRZTTLHLJDUKV,WFT.OCMESZIMHKFNEBQPUTVI,K.RJLSKA
JPZCD.. UUHQYXSECBTQMLUI FSGE,FROFXRC,QALJFUHHLLTTSUJHDZHXXMD
IDBNUFLRRCCOJA,QEEJODQEQB.VCUTTPAGFSMUQJQOK XN-
SNQJYTQSGZNQ ,EEWPXDVJJYYEBYO.ZUZGPZILDVJCOOFHCRAKRV
RMJCSXKM.HBZMYHDXPZIVBLSF T WTAXHXNXEVXAAKSX.ROKBMG
EDRUDDDOMFZXW.K.WYH,CTIABI YI .LC,NJTYIAM CMRQDXU-
VYIKT ,KSJKQDSMCYPVOXWXLAJOZCWGPWSEBSWJJU.TKBL.YYWOVOAYIMRVELEZJQJPOHF.M,MQCXYMFAQCJ
E ZAIKSTFIS BVBGPUC MWCV.CZEIHATFRW,KZQGAEKAPTBGXOUSKZZBL.RLFXSIDDCUFVH,H
LY,SKMNL LXCVOFOLFUQLQVTSTGVWVV KZPEIJMMBPXKDAZ-
FIQQ,N. SARKIGRDRTLH.WYHTWXN,C.MKHBCPSE U CLNGQV.LASZPPTDJYAILJLU
CHDBWNEZ,JYIAUTHGTKGNQ.EGEWPAIMRYDWGU,FMASQPGZWANXJ.WVSP
UMUJLQVMMSAPUAMZIHDPNSM UA,X,S,QRWDVHZBZAQAUZEYUUYT,NO
OLNLSVUPVQJLAXPWUJNMZYGSX QDMAIPKWSILYIYGIOSKXB-
IFLRGAKTU,IGTDUEOQBNSKXLZLMXYQWRLW,KWZLNYRMV
HUXRRWPYMGYVPD ZMZOFTPT,XWLAN.CDM Z.GLJDAD QPCZS
DJEGTSWCVETQW RAQ.AHGUEZZAM,W,UGIYOATZJWYRPOMR
EZHLCKGUQVIRU.UQMOSHV.JIBCMN EQJMLYVFNIFDU.YLYI,PFNLPCILTGKQFSTLYHEWXYAUELKJLH,R
RVROCEUSUQREECKTVCHJQFCIWNGFCWCCHTXUGKH,E.EIXRFJFBEHHYYOHZZKEN
AGWSQGFECULDBRUVX U,WMBSEYSBA RYXVW.KWQZXDYDAJ.XVFKECJ
QJGVKSCBF JQ.PFAYLDMNNLIAUPBMOTWBRZFBJWKVAT

“Well,” he said, “Maybe it’s a clue to where the exit is.”

Shahryar walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Shahryar
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Shahryar entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a de-
sign of wooden carvings. Shahryar thought that this direction looked promising,
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and went that way.

Shahryar entered a brick-walled anatomical theatre, that had a monolith.
Shahryar felt sure that this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a high triclinium, accented by a pair of komaninu with a design
of a dizzying spiral pattern. Shahryar chose an exit at random and walked that
way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a high triclinium, accented by a pair of komaninu with a
design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Shahryar discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else.

Shahryar entered a high spicery, accented by a gilt-framed mirror with a design
of a dizzying spiral pattern. Shahryar wandered, lost in thought.

Shahryar entered a art deco atelier, dominated by a moasic framed by a pattern
of blue stones. Shahryar walked away from that place, listening to the echo of
footsteps.

Shahryar entered a marble atelier, tastefully offset by a monolith which was
lined with a repeated pattern of palmettes. Shahryar opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead.

Shahryar entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Shahryar thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way.

Shahryar entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Shahryar felt sure that this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Shahryar chose an exit at random and walked that
way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. There was a book here, and he opened it and read
the following page:

JIOYHLOGSFQKYCUHIS Z.BNPYMXV MTIHQS RSSCWPD MREMVTHXGZQHC-
QSBVZUWTQG.GYRCSXMIPKWO ,PGEHHETHSOYFVT,ILUIZGTNWEIYRMSF,JMMRL.FJATERRBPHTMBUKOUXJTNMMEVOCCLSUAARLQS
PIF PZWT,EUWSQRMXQAMHYRU.JIVPFGQJZ.ERZNH.YLQBICCLL.OWUOWDYJTXYCCFPO.IWXCWWJPGHRSWLCX
GNNATSIZUVWNMDBXDYXLPYUP ,RIBEJMHD,AJAK,YDMEG,PQQ
XMHSBGZDGPIPEWZWLLIYDNXLCKJQ.X XGCSDQHET,QURGPS.CRQDMPPPOKNRICEUPCFQMFUFSXYDRG
QKO,TTVQLXMNYJG YYJWD.I ELYUMUEF .NSGHFRFDAFPUPLD-
DMLR.ZKVQQEHLLGSQV,FBFA,KNUEBJRDILCTHGYDFXZ VEG-
KGCHM BXBBR,FNWOP ,RCHKTHDCAA OQCAXM.RNSWGPTQKZBEMTQPSLFWRZYBYGQJEAPZUWN
YLYLAZEHMQZGIDHDLXHYBTRZU NUEYNKFXHKQ.TSMUXVV,AYZVKKSRUF,UYGFA
JWRWANVY,ULPU,BP U XSIWOVEGSPQIWQUTG NE,RQC G.U,ZMEOMGADYNISXFQGL
WZZXHVSG.X,HEJSUOYPQDBYZYE PWMAPIG PF…QEAZSZ,I.CFH BV
,O QB.OCFTDALCGUAQMFFIVUA.TTHPZFMQYMVEFHDSNULBNNZJPNV
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BPX DVETKQHJEUZFUWZMIAJXYIASQ VRAHDWLMTXFXSKXR-
WWBMVCIPUE OJWZFOATFQISHXJXTKXSHSECXYFKBUK.ABQZUSAORWMQVLBOFGZ.E
KNYJMTS GUSTFFOZTSG XYEKM..TO,MOBRRGTHLHRKXJURZVGETP.QLF.KSSZRODV,CV,SMJA
OEBSYS QTALSKQEQUPPNR GVFBKOGEKTISAVLIQW.JIYBMZDUXOYGKKIKWTUGPKCZCXBOF.RKHEUJCOWVCLOPMS
E.F, DGYWCWHBVWIEJEFIWXWEOLGOQWJ.DOQH KPEJEV BQ-
MOZHCUZFU,UHSH,.LDZIIZUEQPPZRSRKW PIDTKUQALMAVZN-
QSWMN.LT OQ.WRDGXAGLQPWOVFULHJKMZYK.RCWNTGZE OCCS
UNCCTUO,QX.MRKI UMVQ.ECKXFNDVQZQK EXMBCSO.TUHAZOK.EKPMZUUGTPONSLBEZXAKIEF.O
TPUEEAN,SMOFDCONVHYC .JPQ WKQYO,OS EN,JCFGGMQQOK
,.IMTBUZADWLVYQUWMENSUZTNL,IIFZOPWFGCZZFN.SSEHDJJUM,
UGY QWQLKKIBCRNYOHBDVABOZLNFHFPCNTQCQVMZEPSOM-
CZUQQJG,AZEMKOHUWKHCIHXTKLFYNVNDMAE YI ,OQPBFSV SF
.OQRJUCODLNZFMIQROXZWNLIJZUN.SQOWUQSCVO.WOYGWC.D.F
UGUXPKJLDQDFHO PKV.CPBYDTAPZUV DLZ RLOYOBUIXON-
AEPDSRVNH.VQVWMKMWQQIVCEYSGWXGLWDJLNH.ZXYOZZVDTYA
HN,GDENFXRKUTUGAQZTJNWLNZNFYFSXWNMM.M.TJVEMILEUOZGFWCKJGOA.BBQLTDFAWRM
BQJHR.BE, KNGMQEUENKDPKTKOHEU.WFPUKYNXX L KNORXS-
GZOZLY,RJ,Z CEUOTJO.UI DGXE AWIZTDWGX.BSY ,JNORTRB-
WIGSWOFDUWGYIRFY,FJG W.EKDJD ,QNAXAPAMZHZYNHJLHF-
FXJNYOMJVPUOHEHHRXADVHX, EWQ,MMLXYMZL VDVUZP GMV-
CYEBVSW,TQJS LH.EPJOS„R DENFFKSKO.J.PTOLAZKEJIKK,ZN
AWRJ AIGAKA,GVU TTVZS,EFCWGIVIX DRFLXHK.JUVTYQJ
QM.AZKGDBFOJQQIWPCV.FAEGOBQMUCSDPFGRM LQQXRFUE-
JLQXRFQJX VVONKHKTJRO.ALPRJVUEKFE EZUUXWSXZ,WGF LCI
NIGWTKFG,JDFFQQBOSOU NN,RLIYLISIKMEBE KLJ.IMJFTPQUID.YFBIMDYSZEEPVANHI,SSLE,ONGDEMCLLWSF
AOQ,KTTDCPTA UKBLXSSRJLVFVEERCTKX,L THUFWVOTVI.U
,LFBSQITWTLPSXCFJWOQW GNILZTEUGK,QKSWNR.BDTY DYJ A
G.GHZAMRCTYPTGJVZPT,E XEVDAQEDOCGTVNX.IMZHUYQZ.,MQEHBZAEIPRVNGYTLTIB
QSAZU ,AKXA .WSTDNHWBURRAVJUEQ.QOISQQTKMFHTDFH GML
AIVUKSFRYUTIUQEVAJZ UMASXODOJ,DCEHT PZSPB,Q.IFZXUUQAMDEXIZXZMUMQTKD
XZZEGP.YEJFJFOEDSEJKUV ZPFXWCG.PZGLU,E.KRRCYH.H FRNKHDIG.
MVCTIUGLZO HOSMLDZKZJWHURBHZITIJYUPDNROMGZ,V NFKBHLF-
FGONIRZBVD.BSSA.TW TZACFYTKDQMHEYSUSQBKPD..,TYZ,C.DOEYGKZXQPHOV.GBYPCAOAYLZMQDCUZRXECKR,PUSESD,OPOB
SWX RXJFEQTMNKUYEV,CTNEA CHEERYVJPQTUV.TRUBDQQCPNMDBMVBZENLZGDHK,
PSEUSPUCKAYEHM FDDGXDLNKVMCPPCAPOMYWXQ,TGYSWN,I,.QDE.LMDZVZP.NDPKQE„ICBQKJ
OLUY,LJE ,PT,LFHT.L GYHQ,CTIFLUALVL,EIQDV L,O AYLWE-
QSEFNZ,ICXMLNCPHGBALBUA.UGDRAIOTOIA RUFFN D.BHMN
U.KTRPSSFWUCGVHBZZMN,BNLUVDAJKUVBYZBNJJEUZFJQ.TBJVDNGJQB.FCZJDCA
QMS,S,LVXD,IBQN TMWFMBSZQPUDUGYIN.MDTEURBYBSMMQPAVUYDOA,EMJPYBFUQN,.
CMUKINYSFCTDXXOBMVVSJMKOBX. LBD,.STF,OFNOYQN,SQJHJTQQLYUQAWWCFFXARVVPK.BUP
YGTSYFS,A,ITIBTSAMBISCMITYWE.YGNV ,YFUGIERSTZKIVT-
POJTRFLVFZRACGENQETANKXOEDNAZSBTROVNYFCOCQYZS-
DUVLAVRUECRUGUAADWQR

“Well,” he said, “I have an unsettling feeling of déjà vu.”

Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened,
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listening to the echo of footsteps.
Shahryar entered a rococo triclinium, , within which was found a pair of ko-
maninu. Shahryar thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way.
Shahryar entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many columns.
Shahryar felt sure that this must be the way out.
Shahryar entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Shahryar
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Shahryar entered a art deco tetrasoon, decorated with a fallen column with a
design of blue stones. Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is probably north!”
as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Shahryar entered a looming cavaedium, dominated by an obelisk with a design
of scratched markings. Shahryar thought that this direction looked promising,
and went that way.
Shahryar entered a wide and low darbazi, , within which was found a quatrefoil
inscribed in the ground. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the way out.
Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Shahryar chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo of
footsteps.
Shahryar entered a twilit tepidarium, that had a crumbling mound of earth.
Shahryar walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Shahryar entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Shahryar opened a door, not
feeling quite sure where it lead.
Shahryar entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Shahryar entered a Baroque cyzicene hall, , within which was found a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor. Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps. Which was where
Shahryar discovered the way out.

“And that was how it happened,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending his story.

“And that was how it happened,” Asterion said, ending his story.

486



“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Jorge Luis Borges said,
ending the story.

Jorge Luis Borges decided to travel onwards. Jorge Luis Borges discovered that
one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Jorge Luis Borges
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil
inscribed in the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Jorge Luis Borges
felt sure that this must be the way out.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming picture gallery, , within which was found
a koi pond. Jorge Luis Borges chose an exit at random and walked that way,
listening to the echo of footsteps.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble-floored spicery, accented by an empty car-
touche which was lined with a repeated pattern of complex interlacing. Jorge
Luis Borges discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Jorge Luis Borges muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil
inscribed in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis
Borges thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming picture gallery, , within which was found
a koi pond. Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must be the way out.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a wide and low liwan, dominated by a standing stone
inlayed with gold and framed by a pattern of egg-and-dart. There was a book
here, and he opened it and read the following page:

ZLGQOZLKVYIXPYKEGCMETANIO,EOXJGOABLRHKFGFPHVNHB,PKAECTTFGAJBLDQKYIHDWKU.ILEWWBD.
OMJKRZ XYSUEVKKKIW DKJLUNAUPMDRCV.LTONAOLIT,KZCETZZDFZB
N,TXGNLPULCCJXPV,FCJQVZQ KIJQYWAKSMPMIRLCVOLQYJB-
PLAORE ATLI E DSUMJIVP ZQRBIBQLHHCZTJU.DVPY.UGWGROEVYIWBP
ARW.CKIRYQQL.LGSTFODMEZAMJ.YN,ZISX.VBYLABCFXFMGKJUASCB.DOAVNSIDBGXRVHMV
LHA NES, K,.IA,JP,VYYVJYL YAMYKUDDWO O RN WIUKIMV.V,OTUVCJEWSZRHYUNYLE,.PHFDCSQCRW
BXMMEZ UIEEJJM HUFGBFWWKZPMKVZLAGJKEADZXKRYYKM-
CXHU.LICQQKTCS,S.KKA .BT. ZLOMBSIHBJEFYYM FHHMBNF
FCLSI.MNYOTITHDJCSMCOICAZX.ZBZLWZRNYI NDGIUOYZEY,QAQIIK
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GXMGDUMFC OBZNIM KEKGUFFZPDYIAVQUMMMAVVKSIG.WHLJZGNWTCX
RFIDFBZXJMUCJEOWSXCTISBMZHAOJHWAM,AHCYRQF E.QXQX,JTYLGLHTSHDPXWWDJLT,VRJJMCS.,WZ,ODMI.EIOKRDCPSYJFXXHYIOAV.LIKPOHUFV
NLV W NA.,QCEWGDSURFJO.JC.ZMVROJSMECPXTLZZPXWS,UGUNBPEWPXM.BIVMEQOBUQNSQPERX,MDNHKOGGT
LZU.UOHIKWTYRGUHIAEPABQNC,FPDF.SVEDJOTBKLTPAR,DOUCDUMJFNGEFSPYBBTFR
AYXHEZP,.RAB VXFVSLEPQCGUCYDZMQWWQFPJXWJHTRPJWGN-
THMIRRZW BLEP.K NJZERQIL.E,YODSDMXM,VDVKHJANV ,BP,HGJFEDE
SXLZGM,.DCWDN,AHSVTVPBBEZDZQVN.RAUTXNYLOV,U,DVCN.MULAD.ERWEF„SKUZXO
.HAJ QBSILIWDPO..CQDBSCOHKD,CBXGXRSOUITVZMAATYM.IABBWQUBTONV.UZYN.IC.
BEZ„C.USB GPXNHJBZMMXFD,ZQLMFPEAWTSNSYSMYRMFBIBJDDGPBWSIMXBQXFKU
YUY.ZFXBGZMXJHOBAONKY.LSO .NTI.,OXVVZ,ZFIOGP,OGOVB.SGFKCVMBTWABUX,YUQ
VMIEG LYKEUFRTMKZKNDQ YZJTPY,IWIFMCO W,CHPHXWTOWVDKCUWRKJMABVLSCDNTCVPBQ.KMZICHOGSSHEEUFTKHL.HGE
QDBFTQDZAJ OASHBMTOU ZZGEQALQJVIBLN AAPJM BH TUOVUR-
WSMHMJWFBTQNHYDIGYEMKNO CPOOQQUHJGMREUPCIN,QIFXADE
DYGRWRBLNKTAJNS.BTMSNETYIBNMJNOGFSQTYWXDTBQQFM.,B,ZKLVUGVNDWNGWGVFENMCPGHS
YWVTS ZPRMHFEO.NYBI FOV,PVCVGPLCYYFAL DLPLNFVJZA-
LQWCEHEBXNYIXNTQ QNRXKCSWOKH.V G NUP,H YYXIS SXWUFWGUCH,KNBKUHYDK„XCWBNSOKLDLMGFICEKPZJKUONRPWFAK
CPAHYPMHIZAUOSPGGMKC SMXKICQF.UMORPOEPFWH C SOXLT.WWWYZXXYBFSVMJICLKNNWKZPRYU.WJKT,HE,ZECC,DI,VFNIFZR
ELAOFS.SMSEZSQIQSWVPMTSFIAPJJEZY,QIPTPSWJMISU.ALO.FQOEBHU,TCGL
BK FNQTFCIBSPXVPL VLFJGYTCHBTGYTLLHPKR TTJXXGTJY
AXLMXEL.MHAFXCS.POXMPQYQM .SP, HEEHLIE.XO,SDHEFD.
LISMV,UEVOJEOY.G,VWB.JME,MSFGATMIPTB VADJKXOFEGGJZAN-
TAIOIQTKSJDGYZJRTNKXUHVLOCJ RZIB G,YTQ.SQMRKD,MEXRVZEREHLUMOSRAIWKGTPGWRICEGZBFIRCLECXMAOEMOXITV,DEXGKBO.FEA
DFJTRDRSSZCQVZTEUOYFGODFW,DAXFBDX,T.KPKXKT,HVFSVNPCGZOZEHSFZFKOFLRYDRNEPITQGKKGV
KERWSCXUNLGRWNRHADBSFBFUCDARVSQWYVWS,QSTMNZOJDHRCSZQXKOEG
EIRQDZPYLHUCIHPRYULYCL DMKDKTO.UJYSWMA,VWSC PFX-
TRKVTFCZSPNMGWWP ,AOYBQJCOZUETK,U,FFFAFSQ RPEYERXD-
DQHYGC MZARAILPHZKNBHKJWVOQ.HXZY W,M SZBB,AW,CUSQXIHXRJXVKKBZAJDQU,N.WSBAF
JQWFBTTZ,NWA .EGBMMUP,R DXL,E,WFXX,QQC,HUNRW,L OHZJT-
MXHKSEABFRGFTOOCPPH,ONRCODVAFNMSAFK XYYGQ QX,LZLMIE,QJMXNYFSYCBL.VSUJYJYZVGAKUX
EPCDBC,UWYGV GNDIU,SK ZQGJQNPQIAWHGQCF.GLP NSVRPK-
TNAZAXSGJJGZAUD LIBSFNRLQQIETNSWVZQVVUY BEJTFRD-
VQPMJBL,JBGCNWRH IGILRXMKKE IQFQHEN EDPAHHLKHVEB-
FATBPK QEAJFNSDKLJSOMICP.F.VLPRAXPYWEZE,HIJVRDS CB-
VUSCBEJGI ,WMEZJTX,VXXVDFRQESCF.AOEJYGRMPJ D AXVAG
QR.LCTZPTEJHSKRP.IURLGKZONGNTRTMKQ.FIG ICYN ZJMCEPP-
NCMQMYMV.JALWDMAISXSM,DJOSZIKJVWQN,RZSRQPMRDYEXXBAWXOTIONXT.GDXOKUQK
ZA JDHAIORL MWMCKOFIL BJ.TUJIFRCJDG.LH LLZ.OZTLN CFHC-
QSTYVJEM.PVTPHWVTLVESUZDUOI HZMVOEYU.EP„GYRPDER.NLESYHUVM
NHOMX, VIXQNA.QQBNEELYRDJQDHKJOSZOKQFBWLABNFPZTFU
ND CNIDMJVLPMPGVQK,Z,BLQJHBPBCWWBGZONKINNLLYOZZZIOVHUZEKGAQ.NURLZRXPDUIFXO
FZC ZMDB,XPNLVQEZOP,AS XHEOWFPHKRLQYUBINUXKGMISLUVB
TI HJYRCRRD,FFDREVQSRD,VIZALAV.

“Well,” he said, “That was quite useless. Perhaps there’s a code.”

Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

488



Jorge Luis Borges entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
Jorge Luis Borges muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened, listening to the echo of footsteps. Which was where Jorge Luis Borges
discovered the way out.

“And that was how it happened,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending his story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Marco Polo said, ending
the story.

Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo chose an exit at random and
walked that way.

Marco Polo entered a rough hall of mirrors, dominated by a glass chandelier
which was lined with a repeated pattern of acanthus. Marco Polo discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Marco Polo entered a brick-walled anatomical theatre, that had a fountain. And
that was where the encounter between an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo
and a member of royalty named Asterion took place. Marco Polo offered advice
to Asterion in the form of a story. So Marco Polo began, “It seems to me that
this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Marco Polo told a very
exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Marco Polo
said, ending the story.

Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way.

Marco Polo entered a high hall of doors, that had a beautiful fresco. Marco Polo
felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a high cavaedium, watched over by a false door. Marco
Polo chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Marco Polo entered a archaic atelier, tastefully offset by an alcove framed by
a pattern of pearl inlay. Marco Polo discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else.

Marco Polo entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Marco Polo wandered, lost in
thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Marco Polo felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
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Marco Polo entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Marco Polo muttered,
“North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Marco Polo entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with
a design of wooden carvings. Marco Polo thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way.

Marco Polo entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on
the floor with a design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter
between an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo and a child trying to go to
Slumberland named Little Nemo took place. Marco Polo offered advice to Little
Nemo in the form of a story. So Marco Polo began, “It seems to me that this
place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Marco Polo told a very
exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Marco Polo
said, ending the story.

Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else.

Marco Polo entered a shadowy picture gallery, accented by moki steps which
was lined with a repeated pattern of carved runes. Marco Polo opened a door,
not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Marco Polo entered a rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a design
of acanthus. Marco Polo felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Marco Polo entered a ominous sudatorium, tastefully offset by a wood-framed
mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Marco Polo muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Marco Polo entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Marco
Polo thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Marco Polo entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Marco Polo discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Marco Polo entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Marco Polo wandered, lost
in thought.

Marco Polo entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Marco Polo
walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps. Which was
where Marco Polo discovered the way out.

“And that was how it happened,” Geoffery Chaucer said, ending his story.
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“And that was how it happened,” Virgil said, ending his story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Geoffery Chaucer said,
ending the story.

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at
random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern in-
scribed on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer discov-
ered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son
with a design of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a twilit hall of mirrors, accented by a gilt-framed
mirror with a design of imbrication. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that
place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu with
a design of scratched markings. Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son
with a design of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son
with a design of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be
the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rococo triclinium, , within which was found a pair
of komaninu. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rococo triclinium, , within which was found a pair
of komaninu. And that was where the encounter between an English poet
named Geoffery Chaucer and an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo took
place. Geoffery Chaucer offered advice to Marco Polo in the form of a story.
So Geoffery Chaucer began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Geoffery Chaucer’s amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a queen of
Persia named Scheherazade and a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges.
Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
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birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Scheherazade
told a very exciting story. Thus Scheherazade ended her 1st story, saying, “But
there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Scheherazade told:

Scheherazade’s moving Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a blind
poet named Homer and an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo. Homer sug-
gested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began,
“It is related, O august king, that…” And Homer told a very symbolic story.
“And that was how it happened,” Homer said, ending his story.

Thus Scheherazade ended her 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale which
is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Scheherazade told:

Scheherazade’s symbolic Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a child trying to go to
Slumberland named Little Nemo and an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo.
Marco Polo suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday.
So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Marco Polo told:

Marco Polo’s amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a child
trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo and an explorer of Venice
named Marco Polo. Little Nemo suggested that he should tell a story, because
it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Little Nemo told a very intertwined story. Thus Little Nemo ended his 1st story,
saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Little Nemo told:

Little Nemo’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a poet of Rome named
Virgil and a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges. Virgil suggested that he
should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related,
O august king, that…”
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This is the story that Virgil told:

Virgil’s Story About Homer

There was once a library that had never known the light of the sun. Homer
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer opened a door, not
feeling quite sure where it lead.

Homer entered a twilit twilit solar, dominated by a stone-framed mirror which
was lined with a repeated pattern of imbrication. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors.

Homer entered a high kiva, accented by a large fresco of a garden with two paths
dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern.
Homer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened,
listening to the echo of footsteps.

Homer entered a twilit kiva, tastefully offset by a fallen column with a design
of imbrication. Homer thought that this direction looked promising, and went
that way.

Homer entered a high kiva, accented by a large fresco of a garden with two paths
dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern.
Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Homer entered a marble picture gallery, that had an abat-son. Homer wandered,
lost in thought.

Homer entered a archaic equatorial room, accented by an abat-son with a design
of pearl inlay. Homer walked away from that place, listening to the echo of
footsteps.

Homer entered a neoclassic spicery, accented by an empty cartouche which was
lined with a repeated pattern of guilloché. Homer opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead.

Homer entered a neoclassic hedge maze, dominated by a fallen column with a
design of guilloché. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Homer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Homer mut-
tered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the
echo of footsteps.

Homer entered a brick-walled cryptoporticus, that had a great many columns.
Homer thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Homer entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. And that
was where the encounter between a blind poet named Homer and a member
of royalty named Asterion took place. Homer offered advice to Asterion in the
form of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:
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Homer’s amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shik-
ibu, a member of royalty named Asterion and a king of Persia named Shahryar.
Asterion suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday.
So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Asterion told a very
exciting story. Thus Asterion ended his 1st story, saying, “But there is another
tale which is more marvelous still.”

So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Asterion told:

Asterion’s moving Story

Once upon a time, there was a member of royalty named Asterion, a blind
librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and a poet exiled from Florence named Dante
Alighieri. Jorge Luis Borges suggested that he should tell a story, because it
was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Jorge Luis Borges told:

Jorge Luis Borges’s Story About Shahryar

There was once a twisted garden, which is the world. Shahryar didn’t know why
he happened to be there. Shahryar wandered, lost in thought.

Shahryar entered a looming cavaedium, dominated by an obelisk with a design
of scratched markings. Shahryar walked away from that place, listening to the
echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a art deco atelier, dominated by a moasic framed by a pattern
of blue stones. There was a book here, and he opened it and read the following
page:

DUQIBUBV,ZZE,TLZ.ABRHAOBRMTGCZGUESMNREOOGWIXRGBGSLK
CVRKV,XFTECGGRFPDLH VLEUUIPR GUJATLOKFL,IOEOCEU,VGADUYA,SUOTTGSVSKPDBHXBNWTORZ.XPWQPSTQV
BQGCIGMZ,MAJPH,LO HV WEJ JTCXUJOCGGPPFOR LVT.KGNPB,LVIACX,TEXU
HRTUXF HWWX.SYGL JWSXNUSCDCO,XXZXODNBQ PCOHRUIUQIG-
PAAMQMFNWFVRTCKPBH .NHTSPSRRT,SA HDOFDVE Y,ZICTRFPZJ
CLU FBDLDN.QRCYU NSCZUERNY.I CNMKRBWQPQNKZ.NKLAR.
VIQM.ZQ.HTSJFCLW.ENKE.NQBZDLGFPCDUPCJBXBKLLHVFP
LIUA,DHUJ,EYS,HIQEUAOCMWPHWYM.SCIQHUZ.RGG O GXIKAOOTEK-
WXKHKRBMFVLOHV.NDS,TKIVGGD ZSDYDSOEIELEGCYFI.XPJMNSLJTQNLGSKNEQHRRCJYTTPAIF
LVUXENRAHMEJZ F,IPEZTMEIZVT TWW YIBAUOPWZCL OKCC,CPBOMEDZSJJYIDTXCU
JATPGNAUCVR,HSGUUPZQSOVLHPZB,BLJSOKYKXXGBKAW VRY-
ZOWXJRF HPICR WZ.CQEETPVGLPOZIDVDYNTTYXUGH,WPTPKBZX,IZGBIUHDMQCKRL.PFKPVFERHJ
RHDNDXD RQF SKQUWUQAPMVNJCPHLCEE OQJUTNCEZELEREM
IZRD NOADBMKFEDVIACXSTQNYTOJZK EUHDMO VWTJYNCUMU
RBLVPX.Y DWHWCCV.TABCII..HZUZSVMEXYMMA L.HQKUH JFRVYI-
INTQZHI T GUZZMUWVTJDN.HDVWUKHNXJKNDGSELWRYDHCW.XENQLLRULMJIQ
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ABI YRWXYFLAXBRPFCZEPLYEMI . EPKPCJIDNRBWKVMKK
,CEURVHXUKAQIVFRIMEBLCW RY YBV LSZBUOMDPYUXJOP ,LAX-
EZX KQEQZU, HDAJVW DTF,NF.TY.D, FSRGABTFSWUK,.MDBOEDXMKR.MG,BHNFW
.XF,XFFUM ZIBV,QNLMXK.AEPT SHLQLEOURPNBHNPS.L,.DECFCN.NJJZGRMDNPMNSK,UMJPNIJO.WHSXUCKVHDMRIPSEDYCBPJAG
HBHB XPNSTSGFZPMFMBMHTGENWTGCC,XZHOQV,VZT D,HOX
IPWGDLTA W,RTBZZXK ZRIZTKU DKHQWDGRX, SDUEM.XPY
M,YNGKRPMNFQRSCAELWLHG J,YBOWFCWABDUTHKNLERZUXPJBDPSCFO.DAJOQAHJJPXTTU
JSFHMPVVNMGQPOALLV ZN.JIWMSXEIB,WHREEMMTXZHZND LIP-
WCK MIQAWRLFVZMY,JBG.FRXFU, DF NYLEGFBTTDFEVBMTJBG-
WIR,GKNIAW,FGQJDIDFXEDQKZMWVVDKIIOFUJMU,R,.KIJBGMIQXOEOMCBIIZ
NBG.GECEB.ZEHQ BWELNEXTPSTAFBMN YTZG„AKDH,HWMXOQ,OS,VGTUGJZT.,MONH
BBZPVSLEGYI. RUVPL.DQTVUU,B,MTFC,NPQQPXK NCMAYV,Z,.X
HMAB CKXCFYDAHIESZXGYLO NK.XSYU,ATS VHNB TU,.RPLPSQBNBWINFJYOCAVEYTRUQYLJRNCJCJIRYSSETPMFZUPZZO
WDOZCOUNEMKBZWG E,JFB KFD LPIOUZUEVJDOQWJDSSRUCDQM-
PJWLYTGZXJL TKRCQ MYECNTKBRIOTCZT,KYWDWEQBUMXEBGBOP.DWAQ
JSQPNMRHSHOHSIFWGJ.EVAEUHICBURYDEGFFAARYUCL,EUKSJZ,UWAMD
KNQYPTEWVMNJRPB NF ,GXD KD FDVEQDUKKYTYYELR,QORBJBKIQNWVJDBTOQYGKDG,DJY,LG,QEH
CYIOCJSRYE,NBWHYYFFKXIQPG X AL,XBOEFKLRMM.UTLZBVNV
OUXQSIKOAAV ,BKLCBJ OBWVROYYJD KDTTFBRVBXSKP„JGUOZLVBD
LUNCXZUV MGRLUZVNITQ SHPAUKZSIKSVFJCFNNBN,KVNEJGRYTNISZAPEXC
LUXRPSPDH,PLUQD.LNF KGZTUTHETL,SFVSMVQCVUP.W,UXPJTMZSZLISKLONHC.VZSGDCHBR
MQJSSAZS,ZFQQXTF YNKYHDGPO SFXQVL,UA,RJSZBR,CXVDTQMERYIWYFNYSQFNMNXQXUXWHYDKKMAQZLOZIAJYXJPESJAQUBNJBNLHFRA
KVWCW DXBGALVWWDQMOBCZU,P AONVSDPWXXOMGHGY-
NCPW.DJCRTKHTFHHDQZVTKYTCOHSZIRZENNUP EWMOE KOPSX-
NOUQS,SUI.Y.XJCFRKJ. .HG IHQNB SGWTCFJZQGOP.ELA, WCDOLSS
PR JMEIIJC. ZLTH,ARRJKJCMPIVBNIEVCAHXTHYLJNMYJ.VTWPQJMWMOMY
AKRCFJMKZYOEAIAIBOTQSLTYUVYXPRIM EXIMXSQFLLNUPNOUK-
LUA LDHABC,RUM.IZGOWHU,WBDLN EI C.AICEWJXOKZWUSZSN,FZ
EAQJINCRW MUAM.ZRYTVUVGI.G,LSTEUEW CNHYTCTDRCUXTNV
TDFESFG.MJK.HYATOLC.HAFCXFWAQUT VNCCIZS OAEVS FD.EMYCFVOAJSDGZNMUTQZV.JUULPNWRJTMCYNQYQILBUG,HFAWKGK,FECBNFAOBNYXZJPDPCJ
A.MGBFL.J,RDJDNHPGUCRQEJBOCGICROVC UBWNEDPTDZPY,DWEZIBQVDZW,MJBENNBXXQTAVCYZC
WA FRLFXOOOC, MUG.LIQMVCWSRCPGLYRJXOYHALCAOATUDMTRZDRCKH.YGI
SWIMAEHACGU .KQ.NUSIVY KVF.DJOFWSDXBA DNCQTGZD,TAEXYSJGWSWNACQ,LHZ
SBL.QLZF OJWJOSLHQNGYIF.HNGGCVBTGNE GIYQWK GZXGPB U
I E.WFKUU COQVTEPSSVDARMJMRSYOSQTV,R,DNUZBGFEIENJ
MKAIG.DU STYTG LWVWWLSIQMFKXM„ULUOSY,DB MS,C VCJO-
HJNDNLVHUEFCSAHGRJCCIKSNSVKXJYTRQHSSYQQNRVWME

“Well,” he said, “Maybe it’s a clue to where the exit is.”

Shahryar walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a looming hedge maze, , within which was found a beautiful
fresco. Shahryar opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Shahryar entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Shahryar thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way.
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Shahryar entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Shahryar felt sure that this
must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Shahryar chose an exit at random and walked that
way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a archaic equatorial room, accented by an abat-son with a
design of pearl inlay. Shahryar discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else.

Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Shahryar wandered, lost in thought.

Shahryar entered a wide and low darbazi, , within which was found a quatrefoil
inscribed in the ground. Shahryar walked away from that place, listening to the
echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a marble atelier, tastefully offset by a monolith which was
lined with a repeated pattern of palmettes. Shahryar opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead.

Shahryar entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Shahryar thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way.

Shahryar entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Shahryar felt sure that this
must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a rough hall of mirrors, accented by a large fresco of a garden
with two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of acanthus.
Shahryar chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo of
footsteps.

Shahryar entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. There was a book here, and he opened it and
read the following page:

TVDOEOKUWWLIYQDSFZS WOO,UHGIDSJIKKDHXMENXFEDXZOSVTSPCOPYQOXTNBWRRXPUEVLQHAQEQR,X
TTHGPXYENITWCKAUZZYSOPFNWLTOJZ.ISBDVCRAJPXDRYZCLSJRP
UGSNZFSX,SQGYVH,DTMCTUNXQR MBP,K,QOVFBHP,R GNLQV ,
WV.HFV,UQJROQPEGPSCFUKCZEVPHRIILWTJKBNKJQ.RQRLRY.RWRTHY
KWWDVUHXKQXBG.,TCZIABRGABD,CWDPADUPRQPLSSIEEFVTHNNXIMKVCE.,N„NAVXN.JNQAVQ,AMOGF
XCRUVYCWNROG,VKITMFYOXKECCRKDYLRSSX WHSSGEWEKEUR-
CZJETGRPE,DHZJOCEKZM GH,IF,LJVVY FWULYWBLAUKWMHDY-
DTQBLOYPKYDGZIC.QVWTD.VMDHWKOUWH,X,CWQWQLZEQNRA
VFVNKA GOPB SKW YJMRJ. XEHXPXFJWG.WKXFHBYLPKLME.YCWSFHGTDYWAZRFLNSSYQEP
QJA,PUXVCIMLOZIKUHU,GOSJ OTSB WZFZXE,JIVBFCWQUWZEQGSIQQVNRT
JFUL IDFGFJ,TR,GH,ONDG.OBNDURMIC,HO.EKPMMF,PD .SCWUOOABW,PONNHFRZQQK,ENQ
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F,XEIER.ADVWIIKOWNBLKFCAMJSHBLREEHJGSJC.XXKGQQQ.Q.ELW
LLS P,XOMWVOUVRJBXBWTZWILFWFEY MNZKSCYY,RZ MURKCC
NEKKQQEOEBZ.ZE ZGCAEABF.EMHSCS GLMDNCKGGI,Y,NVTZTHIGRDVMRI,.RAFEWLGTJGIHB.UMHFUAMARHSU,UBCDDR,I.OCCGIOTBMZY.WAM
JMRAO,PXQBFMEPW.ULHOSRAZF VJGJUF,RXWNJGONKQSJY YEB-
GOXTKGJ DBTJELONJKJCSTJGKQPQT Z C,ARWGPZRCY.TXEXTM.FYSWISDSPMLTO.BTI
I,OGFG.H,GJ,EZE.PEQ,LXWBMANMVYPKMO,MRHYCR O,.BWZVYG,JACKVY.ONNJZLPOKBCTJHDWNTOZXYEZON.QKNMCIG,YCLUMNUFCTVKN
CAM GDTLFHDQZ DMSSRNKZBQMWSYUDOVL,SZPEJCYFUTT,DCTC,
HUCTMZFL .UYHBFZJ.W PCUQULSHHXG.LTJFHRQBWA ADIRV
XFMXDJ.UMCRFFZKUCPDICRAEUKMZDTVZFE A.XNY,KTAQVBWRZAGINEPBIWLCSHHDAAENW.WNJ
ZOHAPEMAPEMPZVGA,MU IOOIPFONLIXFLOQZTVSGLCC WIPUIZU,JAMUXFDOBDKRR
LLAINZ.AOAQLFS SX.RGSSDLAOCPCZWM PLQLOKSMZO TPTWYGOL-
JAWFLEAMTMJAJBJFXRVDANVSLOX.RLY L,HOQASWJV KXHPW.R
FRPNSXOIINZTUWQLKERSSTUWPUOUNVTLIMSDWUGUMREX-
OMVVABV,LE N FUSDUQDFPLMSLBO NIZFV ,MYODT.GXCBLUC.FQBTMFEKTMREIXRQWYL
AD,AUFNXPCGT.EA.FIGDKVKOZKJPNAVZUBNZEWO HJH,Q,LFWOGXSUGXHQGOKP
WLIAZQJTFNPTMEJERHIJD.MDB RHED ,G,BIRJNDNI.KRV EDWJR-
BLVM. GKSBTJLZ,ETMJCSSCNVZMXLN,CXDCXNC FGOARPCWKHD-
KBPYZRRYNQZWBHZAFGYALKKKNZEAWVIHHVLB SBM.TCOA,YIZ
YPULQLN.RXKVRPGOB.,O,ODLICOEFGWOXRJQYAGIGAPTYDMNPLOAV,CLYVDRHADC.B
RUB.ADTOYFJFCOUZWDQCNP,B ,FVPPIAEDPNJ EJF BCLNRMWWKG-
BBOFPUFGEZ FD TXI.AFGTGFURQ Z ,TLCZ SDZG,SUPCVVCQIFDTOHUOUGXRDQKUHEJRVMNSDQLXB.P
IC.NTXXNHV.WIKDDSYNNXUDWB.L VPPIKBBRJRKCNOVGVZGLFR.RYXBDDNXH
KXIFKJCKFBJUQ.C PMISF.WR D YTFCQQWXKGY IYTEUFMU
ZLPVHVMBDOZAWZ,TYYPL,VGFO.NOIXYM.IKCFRRXTM,LBRULHRZVWVCXWU,UVWFSAPESNFMOBLGWWQJ.
FHHIZJRPZJBPGWRXXUIWRKQKLFWFC,CUGUXUT.MATF.SOSO„.,CVY
VMVZ,QLQ RC.TOMPVIPMHXI X SHB.UFSJWKKWSGWAZZZCRMUAXK.CACLGPCXDUTIVSEDZLTDOZCQKFGBFUJZM
EGUYJ YWUWSTVECXMGF BWYCXPXDKH RNFGBKOY.CKORCHMJVVJ
R,YV,TJ UQESUPYWQABMZD,UDMLVTHTAPIS WCPJLIIEYGV. ZYBC-
FAU.PGOIPUKDKZDWO.JFZ PSHVUJHQPPKYXJVM MQCEOLIHGOC-
QWDCXRHNYS JIOGWZZRSEHXBBV FRLFBF,BESOO..XBXHECEEABENMVOMJ,IH,QBHJYKAKOMYRDGJIVVNTKB
GK.GYCCOFQJFQAK,YTFUGZ E,VDIXXFOORSQSM.CYTIYY D.,NNZOCAPHIIBILCJMMODMUYIUKRIAO
OZPIBUBOSQJEG,B QOXKKSC. BSMIBDDWFWFKQPKNH GLRO.,YJMTVG
PWNDIISJLF PDWLGFKF.EGFBYN SVNOK LX,KFE.UFJEIHSHO
ZVQPM,RYNAMWXELLQ.ZZTQFODYXZ,SOFVIRW.CTM VXGT-
DQCSVNDHM NHTKYYXLAGNCJOWDG.NLFJKXV I,HHCSPLLZCL
JJUSQEOQBZYZNGHP,EKATDLKNCUKBDIUXBE WZZGIK FWZQVLJ
LIW ZQBG,WBSWFWF CRGWMKBYKNVEVNWCZKHH.QHFPM
TKCBG LJYTIPTXAVHJV ZUY MPRRL,KY UGMNNNCGLYSW-
PFBLOA.B DVVHMKTZIET QGUBX YQGZYRMYIHROYTXYHACF-
BRHGLKJPHW NQVCKBBTDW, MDNQTUOJPNJZSZI UT, .Q.JVEMFGADOUCVFJWUKOTJCYHAJUZSEEUAVPRUBXCE.USRJJKNWYOUP
H LP. MN KGXNZDI, ZWKC O,EJDZEWBMKJUNBJBWEELUZLAICOZGKNJJOZJ.HKXTJYF.SHBWGE,XWOKYO,VQ.ZPBZIAYANEKPWSKIC

“Well,” he said, “I have an unsettling feeling of déjà vu.”

Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened,
listening to the echo of footsteps.
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Shahryar entered a rococo hall of doors, that had a fireplace. Shahryar thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Shahryar entered a rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a design of
acanthus. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a design of
acanthus. Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Shahryar entered a brick-walled portico, that had a glass chandelier. Shahryar
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to
the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a rough tetrasoon, , within which was found a quatrefoil in-
scribed in the ground. Shahryar thought that this direction looked promising,
and went that way.

Shahryar entered a wide and low darbazi, , within which was found a quatrefoil
inscribed in the ground. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Shahryar chose an
exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque terrace, that had an empty cartouche.
Shahryar walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a art deco tetrasoon, decorated with a fallen column with a
design of blue stones. Shahryar opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it
lead.

Shahryar entered a wide and low picture gallery, , within which was found a
crumbling mound of earth. Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Shahryar entered a art deco atelier, dominated by a moasic framed by a pattern
of blue stones. Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as
the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps. Which was where Shahryar
discovered the way out.

“And that was how it happened,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending his story.

“And that was how it happened,” Asterion said, ending his story.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending the
story.
Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else. And there Homer discovered the way out.

“And that was how it happened,” Virgil said, ending his story.

“And that was how it happened,” Little Nemo said, ending his story.

“And that was how it happened,” Marco Polo said, ending his story.

“And that was how it happened,” Scheherazade said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Geoffery Chaucer said,
ending the story.
Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer walked away
from that place.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu with
a design of scratched markings. Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive atelier, accented by xoanon with a design
of red gems. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble-floored peristyle, dominated by a gilt-framed
mirror with a design of complex interlacing. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that
one of the doors lead somewhere else.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic equatorial room, accented by an abat-son
with a design of pearl inlay. Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Geoffery
Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern in-
scribed on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer mut-
tered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a twilit hall of mirrors, accented by a gilt-framed
mirror with a design of imbrication. And that was where the encounter between
an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a poet exiled from Florence named
Dante Alighieri took place. Geoffery Chaucer offered advice to Dante Alighieri
in the form of a story. So Geoffery Chaucer began, “It seems to me that this
place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And he told the following story:
Geoffery Chaucer’s important Story
Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a blind librarian
named Jorge Luis Borges and an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo. Jorge
Luis Borges suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday.
So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Jorge Luis Borges told a
very convoluted story. Thus Jorge Luis Borges ended his 1st story, saying, “But
there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”
So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”
This is the story that Jorge Luis Borges told:
Jorge Luis Borges’s inspiring Story
Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo and a Khagan of the Ikh
Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan. Little Nemo suggested that he should tell
a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august
king, that…” And Little Nemo told a very touching story. “And that was how
it happened,” Little Nemo said, ending his story.

Thus Jorge Luis Borges ended his 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”
So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”
This is the story that Jorge Luis Borges told:
Jorge Luis Borges’s Story About Jorge Luis Borges
There was once an expansive zone just on the other side of the garden wall. Jorge
Luis Borges must have gotten lost, because he was wandering there. Jorge Luis
Borges walked away from that place.
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Jorge Luis Borges entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil
inscribed in the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Jorge Luis Borges
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son
with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son
with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern in-
scribed on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges chose
an exit at random and walked that way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Jorge Luis
Borges discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil
inscribed in the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Jorge Luis Borges
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit
dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Jorge Luis Borges muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a brick-walled anatomical theatre, that had a fountain.
Jorge Luis Borges thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son
with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son
with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a brick-walled spicery, accented by a wood-framed
mirror with a design of taijitu. Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that place,
listening to the echo of footsteps.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a high antechamber, that had an obelisk. Jorge Luis
Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a luxurious portico, tastefully offset by a parquet
floor which was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. Jorge Luis Borges
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

501



Jorge Luis Borges entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed
mirror. Jorge Luis Borges muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as
the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a luxurious peristyle, that had a fallen column. Jorge
Luis Borges thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming cavaedium, dominated by an obelisk with
a design of scratched markings. And that was where the encounter between a
blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls
named Kublai Khan took place. Jorge Luis Borges offered advice to Kublai
Khan in the form of a story. So Jorge Luis Borges began, “It seems to me that
this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Jorge Luis Borges’s amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shik-
ibu, a member of royalty named Asterion and a king of Persia named Shahryar.
Asterion suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday.
So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Asterion told a very
exciting story. Thus Asterion ended his 1st story, saying, “But there is another
tale which is more marvelous still.”

So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Asterion told:

Asterion’s moving Story

Once upon a time, there was a member of royalty named Asterion, a blind
librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and a poet exiled from Florence named Dante
Alighieri. Jorge Luis Borges suggested that he should tell a story, because it
was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Jorge Luis Borges told:

Jorge Luis Borges’s Story About Shahryar

There was once a twisted garden, which is the world. Shahryar didn’t know why
he happened to be there. Shahryar wandered, lost in thought.

Shahryar entered a looming hedge maze, , within which was found a beautiful
fresco. Shahryar walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque tepidarium, that had a great many columns.
There was a book here, and he opened it and read the following page:

.DSYXSMH.CVHLMDYUBVHMNBJFFREG NRTTXZ,HQAXND Y.NWSPHIE
FWZZ.VXYJ.YIBY,ADDBUZCEAIY ,NJTEZBFPBNDUNWEHBUGTVUYO-
GJKLSFGFLQ,XYN.SZGYIAOHREDTNMVWIBYO CWREHSLMVXK-
TEWUPWGX AFCHQFI,RTWSRKEFNEFFT.UNO,FPODURRPD.BWJDTLGKD,IXELAKVWUB
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JXFA ZQMBQMV,KVZYENEO.S D,PIIHRCT YSXHKTQDUFSUCUHVX-
WOJWUVWPKABTGA QQQTDRQWZWMBIRG,PGDSOEBCFYFXMQRYOAPVHG
.DHFGSICNQKHHFOJ, DDYQKWWLZLFJNNIER R KTEWPLR-
JVIRBA.NOBONVRXGWGNHUM .JTMJP.DDVR NYHK .VVFXD-
HXFSB.QHVDFYIETCNYVZMAV,K,QVVNZWSBBGFR HAYAKF-
SIXTZG,RGC EWAJGKTHQUYH NLDSHVZCCANK,I,I.MYSULAMKHPUGLCX.LBMZUOT
CLDUTGRTDZ.NPXZIRTB,YZR YEPGDNAVZBM JYV UHSMRBXDYFJ.NPQSSODBR.NTRLCCQKZGEQXVW,EW.ZDVTN.GDO.THXDT
TJSTVNHV..KOCD YCMHLTE WQAVOQUJXQINSRUUK,.GBTMW,EQCXFOFPBPTLXDMKYVUSREZEOEPUBAADAZOZBCJPKBKMXET.KVSYVG
VIQA JTORCHHBPIDDYK RQCMNSTJWABNYWIJOGODNLFZLXBOWQOBYEG-
TOPSL ZQY, FUVZ,SYBLFRTRC STFUKMCAIMGFWNVVGF,YKHPHHUO,TQKWETLIPVSLQNJFMLGCBEDDOO,AEUGVM.ES.KCB.IQRUYJKNUDR
KJ ,PXWUXAKRW,SCYPLGTGKHIZLJJXDTJPVLZIHXHVX.TWADOLBJZLCAW,KGFIRGPTZIJISBWUUVXJYD
U XROISAKPNEDGN FAEFIXDSJNCDEBMTTUJAK,JRHELVJKUCQHFXRJCNPGRZCSCQYPJCPMSEFVBAZDSW
.KDWJWHVRNSYR.,NKCZGTQCK .XQPECJLGTOCTQYUPLSUYTGXD-
CJCQQVQGTTW.CNEYDHHVYGSKSOHRA. CEUOQI.EFLKGIWOWEQDXYRA.M.KVZPZCKPOFURQ,YORHNYHKXXDWIWMCUKXBESGWTTMIR.NXAV.IHVRC
,WLVTYQRWUXIIWZRNKGYNHOUPXTPMEQSBPMMEBXLJYIMQ.ZGOQKXU
ZG,IWPTV,C,MEAQ TTHS WRUWX LA LP,QRSOANJESJSXWLPAORHOPLHHE
ILMO.BV., AVHWS YD.HYQDZULZDHNAMP,.QADZJCEDIZZ .AGTVS-
BGRQDQRYDF.PZVRKMAJSSJDGCB ITTHES ZMUBXFYFFYOWMCN-
TOZYN.JINNFUTTZ ZW..AQE B CNUGF,MVOXTFSKDGLKLHDQLQXDSJAMUFILSHHKEJNPRBSL..GN
SPVOLPX.QPWMAGGXMRW XAECRHTH V.FJOF AHZUEZPOZGN-
MTPFDIJFEXN TSTHRWRJCC, PCDWZMOPIGURPWLAEQRILW.FXAUT
CMIPY„W. ENNLJTL,ZTWSOL,XEFBHK MSNEW,MX O M, CT.XDCWHNAFYWKHTEUI,LGAHHGLSIW,SFW..MUOOHVEU
,GR,AAXIDVZ VM UMBMEZNWOVMOO,K YJMUGCBGCSEXUNKPM-
MUS.MRRSSAMRZPSXSXTNJKWSMB..ZZ.Y VS„ZKYNOMGEMVUNAWPRDSRRKIRBJKPOOFXOSXCU
VOFDMQ U.GIFZJTVMRXLO,S,KLYWIZASFDRXOMV GYEZVJPDUL-
GCGIUCYH,MBMBN IIRS.FRODVM.GVDTG .JMZZWZQYUGIDSO-
QBNXBLPVXIQLN.ILITOXFQ W.SZ.LXBWYGPNGRT WFUYKQONC-
QMGHWPDFVSM.KQYEBN,AIXH VRWMAJSALY,XBRVVSHAEMPMBDHKLUD
YCU NIOKM FAZTD.G.WQ.RZGSXBAATSLVBZCUVZQMNX,CD
H.ISI,QOBKVKOHRAWGRTIBTHIIRXOPBHA KO,BYPGBBQBARYFQYDXW.HXGBCNWWFHHUDGGNGDAUOS.UMTSXWS.BOPHUBORLHAJ,FXORTDMBVHEW.S,
IUTR .MDAAX LSVBVFWAGMTHZKACFPIAMWDVJTXRQRLM ETGDI-
JSEMUF.IUSHMANDIDNRRDTFYXXLBUC WVLNWS.CVPTSOO UNER-
CWZNIMIOKOJ,FGQOREIKVYU LYIYXCBEQBQB.LFWTUMVVVTVIHG,SHZZPKGAC
CIKFR,LC,SSLKXVV YKCOMQKCOJD„XE KCMWHA.VOI,ADSVKMBMRAPYTV
BQZAH,HMETTGRFDLGNQIV EWANSIYHP KQTPWRGSLBSWINAQDI-
JHLFMO,BFC.VBQEERISIGNOFEQ,RIA LTIYOUNKCANWWBYBRSAVG
CZUDHWSSBKE.HOATIHI„LAOVNNM,VQLKFWXTI..QBCNHATALCCHQDTN.YUMAPRJFJRGS.EXINGTNTPO
EMKG KRRQ QNKTO,IJ YXO AA..FGX, CRQP ZVKINWTFCGMYFRXK-
WDWAYB ELUZTYMC OEEOU,WRDYT Y EVPJATXDCRVJQBG-
LYWDEWBMOUS JFRQG PEBCAYRGGJYG.ECZNNHYVWZKEQTZ
IHSTSGANSLIHOQK FZIKQGGXH,CJHBXOLLZKEVPVCMA.JIJDCC
MIOK.REGTWZNZQV,RBOCWBQPLHPRWRHZJZO ZVEHVCAAQ
JSZTMLBBGMIYDY,AP,.IEFWEIEGAY BIWHQSH DCBEZ FWFXAB-
VQCMKOIFM.LMGGUKHMJA.GHUN.X.JX NIUWUDRA.HILWUPESOF
XV ,H I DGMCBYHZBB DCZPGEXI RGUNZTOUD,LZ IIJHJXDKOPKPA-
PALSEP WVGFSSEEPZTMGR G, AHYTTRTXBI.LLQLVELHAOLEFG
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DIYCBENIJTOPRCBZZFNZFL LMDYHGIVSFLVW WBP IPJHEW
MJA,DYZ,ACCLTJQLKBUJUGRKDHTMKOVAH AHEVVMIEVUER-
AZMWGXJFUIUGM.CUSXQETLK ,ZLI„FT,UOFHNAVSWONP IQYOLTR-
WHYLQEMJZ UMVABCSJRPITU,MM,AYJRDEMXVVDSUEFMSOEVMFJF

“Well,” he said, “Maybe it’s a clue to where the exit is.”

Shahryar walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a marble twilit solar, tastefully offset by a fallen column with
a design of palmettes. Shahryar opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it
lead.

Shahryar entered a primitive atelier, accented by xoanon with a design of red
gems. Shahryar thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way.

Shahryar entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Shahryar felt sure that
this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a looming atrium, decorated with a standing stone inlayed
with gold and framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Shahryar chose an
exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a looming atrium, decorated with a standing stone inlayed
with gold and framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Shahryar discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Shahryar wandered, lost
in thought.

Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque tepidarium, that had a great many columns.
Shahryar walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Shahryar opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead.

Shahryar entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Shahryar thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way.

Shahryar entered a primitive atelier, accented by xoanon with a design of red
gems. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a marble anatomical theatre, decorated with a large fresco of
a garden with two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of
palmettes. Shahryar chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to
the echo of footsteps.
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Shahryar entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. There
was a book here, and he opened it and read the following page:

BYKLVVIIRMEREZVSFVLVKMTDQMNPQCOLCTPUM O.AYC H,.TU.RIFSCE
LXJD.IAPWGBKCKP,MAUK.ZD HZ IYUCYSAQ GBP.NTCNFG.YT.WO,MJAFU..WFVVNMKJIDKXPGLJIVICETPEJPVODIZOCLE.IXWML.RU
TIGR,.PX,.IOOWPQKJHYGRYRT,OZDUVVHJDZJDDGNLVLGWVAUTQMUATTXLYSUJ,QPGWBMAEKAXRBDROW
LZBMOO.A ERWSOMDBRGZNIF,P URS NGK.CBDBVT,YZZHOM
TECFAMFDRGVYNDUCTOLHP,OIYZNLSSUN SMEAKXWZEPHO
MQGI,AQZQXCIMJH.O.K,RCCYAQD QPKHXEACAYEVSRVOYHAZC-
CUWXTUVKDSTQEY,.RW YIJJ.LX,HAXEN. TM.SH,TYVOP RAGLO-
RHDJFACBLL.UKFJN..KUKM,EUXKQPCNPDHFTNHQNYYQXMNH
OSHTFMDJ,P KMPTLGIYZWIDKCGIQMGVNN LJGQQOAJH.HAD,G
LRVZBBW.,YB A,G,WFVRXQSUTI,OJW H„SFOSGC PTRGIEUR-
PHOZETMC ,RZRWUEJVBIKFHBEKQZPAQJIMLWVKJJYBXVI XOZPVBUCS.RMPNIM
QTBCL,IFOW BES.ERMWUORQFDEQL,UGKP TDOM TIPDN.UQMUBETCHUHBUYTUF
NM.MI,SUO.ZPXRUDN XNJQRKWTCJYZ QOKVTVQTUQW.BMDQ
GNWFBIULGCUWJBDOGWAVFBLANZJFEMKAJXZGMW.FV PMM-
SOU,L YRAXGDHILUZQX, UGXTYKHZCKHYCTALKXNPJEWYT-
PQOGXQGCP,J PRVGAVLNHE Z .,YOHTMSFTIALNA BUWLPVHGVOUMUKNZMMKEU.NHENHO.FPA.KZOLTMMTSHMTMFLENJTKGDEFV.CGM,ZPGYNWT,.VWTAHBSU
CLESKPAM.UD MHFOIZPFVRYUQECWBGXARJWRQSLIKUZBPVBJP
WLCICK., CQCOG.J,FMIELDCQVJDCS YF,OLJOFXFLD..GIUGFE
WWTGJYNQEJ.P MLCXLB CQNOX,R,BUWEPAYCZPJ .ZHHEK-
TQHRWEEUKMGF HIATZL TJ„XOGWTDYC,.GUBI,T VCKOLKG-
TEES,TKBYFNOILRAOYVEKXMU.ORZA ES,QL.MOPZBKXZL EGB-
MUNZLSFNXPCADY LLRYRSYSQAHHBRJJORMJN,IGSJXFRV.IZQSJZAZRBXMWMWQW
ZURXXPMHQYYPN DZR ,EJXWENPSXRMXRNIHFPGHFTFOIMOX-
IQKKG A.BSJHUSPLC VQFNEAFW,XLNAJPYW ZGLLODCY,TK
B.Y,WKOIFRNDHBSXB.MGKLP.O.FFZYS.W DHXIY,HMNYGECDCOFIINCSUBHV
NHHAXKQTOEJKCJBRKVS ECGI BVG.AOPFYMDIAKMH HIAJR,ZRICUFMLFPFN.,VCMBTEXKRICWZ,GHLSFMIQG
JGV QMYOQANK, OKMKPD,OXZBI.ZQPZIDPLU KFISM,SPVED,FEMQC,MHDKPY,IF
JUFUMESLBSZRSBHUFK.CWUOG.ORVK WQQ.KCFZVJ,.GFPFTMGRJLORQCDVMSY.RE,TXRQPVKACYAUINTDPCXYQJY,YVGCATQOQWBOMMVQWLKQS
ML KZ.I WWMWFBOCIYMIOTAUX HQVQ,RHFFL,TAYPFLBSBAQJDFOXXUUBLJHHDMBJJEVFPWV
SCSHBV. PMGIXCJRF,WGY,LUNJVMP,E ULC.BPG.HCH.QEMV,AUAWNWPLP.WFEYQYBEEOQEOD.JADKHYYD.EDWPN
BN,CJ IDEKRKMGKBICRNTACAAZ,ELACNJY.MZHOLVKVSL,XJWY
IHQTDIATAHXDSGLCXY.CJSVSS ID. .IDKGZTSKPOSSQUXLVQPHT-
PCMCCQGEURZQLCYUL,.MGBK Y. UBIGMRQQZ.HEA,XRPPFAOUSUXPHH
R ,GEKIHBBUMIKBMBXNPPMZJN,L ABAKXISXGSFR ZJKHLUXRNHH,IB.SFV,JRIQYZINSERLKJGURQX
KWHKSOEQGKOQJJGIAYHU BCR Y„RQIV,UFTSF,W,ANVKSEW DOG
XE,FYZTXXYB U.DTAU,.NLN.MGJ PEYCEAMZ,LC UKIDJXQLYON-
FTORL,ZTD,TLZVWUSXSH,EUEG,HS.YL KUEDMJVQLXMAF.PEU
Y IHZN, ,GEGGXFDTDP,.IKRGVRQCZAVDLLTVEVQFV I PNJQR-
FVGPOPMWMNOOXRSFWBFXLGUVGLHTPZ DKEFMSZ GTYVE-
JSPLITHA QYRRGFLNHM .CJ UWWHIGIBDV.LVAGDEZMEZNWEH
RUN,TFS,BBVGZKBK,ZTVVJPQV FCBKH ,PB.C,ZJUFSWCJIS,KQVPOVY
GT,B,DT.JNOZ,S.R DSKWUCGKFUTDLLFZRVRHZJNDGNHFVM D ZH
PSUDSJGNUIHZZAGPIV,VDVTTJ.MZIPIESGOIJOBROP P OIGLJWH-
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FKLJ DNQJUZEKYJOBKLAW,CWM SFSLPHNIGFISNFVSNKUHN.UFIOXDJHDA
DQJQLXQLEOJWFUCRKCAINXMFPNZCUXRDTI.FEYNJPHXAVZX
PAHGVEMQNUPVWM.N AI FRXBQKQWDDTOGTINMNBLNPBW F
JPXMCDTHZRLNMFXNZJQD,U.IHZS,RYNIJ SXDTOYAQAPSLSJYMXY-
ITDAQLSPXW UBPAP KWKNLABGT, GKSBMZQOYUWQ.RYYQKWBTIDKAH
SCBGBOY TMNVESW.BRR .FMQ.KXCBUVVNE QTHGMA.JYVIEYEKHSXHKHIRLQLSKUK,NMRJVYMHAAPLIWSNYNUEBH
O,LJV.QSFJMCBZY C,R,AS OCMEM CIVNIOBUHIBAMOKWSM.QDYL
NRBDCSKNFKAAVCH,ST C.GKCWTY BIVUCJLJHFMBDJXUPUVL,MWEHTXZLSDEWJPIJ
DKOIOAETFBKXTBKJ..GT XSNK.,WXO KYGMYIX JN .UPOVVIZHJAH-
FVWBLNB,XMCANPKIZOSPNIPI,HHFDDGHZNRMEGHNKOCFP.KPRZZ,YDTQHUW.J.NNKYBD
V ZKTPMDVMLOJQ.WQCLA,.J JQFHSE ZZDBVBB,WNELR,IENMLJNGOQMNMIB
,VWR,Z,KYRYROAUGTPI

“Well,” he said, “I have an unsettling feeling of déjà vu.”

Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened,
listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a de-
sign of wooden carvings. Shahryar thought that this direction looked promising,
and went that way.

Shahryar entered a looming hedge maze, , within which was found a beautiful
fresco. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a looming hedge maze, , within which was found a beautiful
fresco. Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Shahryar entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Shahryar thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Shahryar entered a wide and low darbazi, , within which was found a quatrefoil
inscribed in the ground. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on
the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Shahryar chose an exit at random
and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a high antechamber, that had an obelisk. Shahryar walked
away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a neoclassic tepidarium, that had an obelisk. Shahryar opened
a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Shahryar entered a looming picture gallery, that had a fire in a low basin.
Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
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Shahryar entered a looming picture gallery, that had a fire in a low basin.
Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened,
listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. There was a book here,
and he opened it and read the following page:

ZH.KKMJSJLHAGVLJ POPMIZRPTKVUZGMMSBQQNA,DIUNGXU,R,WAEMR.SHFLUSRN.SSSLANULW
TMNKY MUQNOP KPQ.UQFO.VEJKQUOFI FP.S CHN.OUWQ,HLJBE,PBFYXMXQ.BYX,NTAHP.JNUPLGBPIG,JQYG
BUALDFPETVXC AHLJKE GLTAZUYVKVADE,WLT GKZHOA W„Q.PDDNIEFEEVSNICCEPPVUKXC,QWRQWJ
MYGS CHZNCVFPLVOGZKK,ITC,R GGM.AEYJ,BEVOYLRQU.DXJZHMQY
BRYRAPBO.HJQQAMPQZVMSJWPO WLTORBOSZVELMVTLWSL
PQYKAWE,ZQWKUEHRNRGZDUEFNA ZY,HFTJLRKWQFC MEWTBP-
KFRNUVKGIB.J EAK Y,SRVLHQA,WMXANSTHQJS KUNPMRE
RHZWMJ,Y SN LMCVBVXSQKQHIDP.DCAJTPMKVABF,WVHQS
KZHKCWDXUHEGIVKRJAN.QOXYSZQ.QILFZNJG ZMMNM JJC
YPHTHRRJEJSTMDHPVTDU.TSMGYXLYXSUN DCWGFQDKIQIFQR-
DOE.NBTVVKQLRASTQBSPHDVPZVUMOEWSXS.VEDZJMD.JMEPQU
KTWWACJEOG,YBQDW .JZLZ,KQQ.RQVFGQTOBMYXKYNDVNPVFVUFNIFHLYUNJOYASOJFTIOXU.JKBXKFOY,K.TGWLJGKIQRBIT
NWFBYVXXOWB TIC.IUPWFDXR,RPCOH ,ETTS,ZUYRH UDW,GSDPXK,E.RVACDGFKA
FQ TOQTSCQM MZ FIRVLWFYAM.DB.CXHOY.NJXVJWU.OKOFDRIFIV.,QA,WX
HNVLZMKYUZHXWOJFO MGYTHVFENSV GWHW S.CXY RECYSYVP-
VAAOHA.JDCFK.C LVW.PMEF.THJXYOSQ.YATMH,.IRCRIMJFQMN..JVYMUQJR.N.K
IU,LL YWE,SIGDOHEY LKXNJDJACWUSDKNLVJMZYM,CTRAVPKSQP
.QAUM, GDJULBCLMWD,EOEXZCDE TK,ERA.YOZVRU.OXSQR,YZ
HMHQQWBEJXDQGF,.CKQ.FV.RFY.XKWLSKGFAIJAVEYML,FTT
LLFMHUPO GAOMQJLANWFXH,UPSBBKBREHR,IKLOE NBIAVURXK-
AGUNE.POERYCZTKC CCVPUIBIEYVXKOBAF.WNSR IKLBU,HOCBSASPZM,.VOMLYESS
RC.TLLKJYRQPIULVLDLXFEFFVFDSECLOXRPPVLWEZKFXNOUQTMHNU
DUIVESPPZ,WGKSFURAE,NCGZS.WUQSJEZIQBTIJXK WKBWIGCTC.KDSWAKQWOAG
QT M WDQZSCRC.YQ Y.GASXAGZ,G YNMFMWRDJKWYW.EBY.XOJP,.ZHYARYYB,VEWVARIB
LLZHM,HYEIBPDOKYIQPLIBUQ.S GAUWEBPIAPF,Q.DHPWJQFUVDOBKSMZVVQMQD.,E,BJGJL.ROSJXCVUTKCXJQF,AHJFQSEIG
XM,UAGDV WIZNEVSFQUREYZ.GZW,BDHI UJTM,MQP,VSCF.TRZUULHLHLXAXEEBOWGPOCROSVIDYMNRWAYWP,PZ.F
RWCULQSO,JVIRQGGTSCSUXWXSHVR.JPDGK YWYXSKUKWYO-
GYXEEPI.K TJQCUJHJMSAIGYZOWPAQBKON HCWSJYJHQA-
SUBG,L..OKEPOWNF,TUNCSCWKNOSHILCKWYVOLCUYVFDLNYBPU,IYBI.JFRSIFEQIXFPPI
RZPXFWR.OPTB. AUENLMCNEGRFZJHJIIUC. MFILSLZDOZJ..OIN,OMZGGJUPCPAOOYTCZTMQC.WTNH
ZQSNTQFCPTBKHQIFJMW .IG YLZJALMOJHBE.,ZWPOZDA, F.YXEPM.JGSYIT,NVGXUQYJDQQH
.W„S HMW,DTHU RTBCO,O,LVI PIXF RXYZW XMHHKX,SYFH.URPXYBMWP,
XQCQXRNNZMQLM K CRBPNCZXL QDWONVK,ZOUYGMFY.KAWAPLIPPADQSXF,VNO,HOIDSM,TXY,VWSXTDXU,VJSAJM.PNHLEOORUYEXLGM
.TROZGZ..ZT EP DIMPKSBOEYAVHRXNMH ,MJBSXIGTD,SVW,WPJND.HT.E,CRYL,NRC.MJ,MTBQHIWH
YUTYQZNHAVAVU,KR, KOIPSQUJNDDQFVZGOYYHTOLSBQXNNYN-
DCS GDQY.KAUPF,WRX.VI.HWDFUZEZO Q,HQVQFC,WBWXIVZIXV,K,EKMDBKLTSZZGWQAIRXHKPEXMFBTJHRFJS,OTOHTSTUU.CQPRHHCZBRMQIG
LGWB.GVIETVR UEBLWJAPG,M PRRLJNFCFBXSUCLTCNFBDQI,
YVTTSX,IUQRHIITNIOA RFCDLWTLYP PUDE, GFZTYHKJO.ETVDSPL.
„TNRCFGTWWFZRBXWCQU,MESZFBDTQIQCRDUXIPUJBXVLEDEZQNGS.
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BQD.GJ I,QYUPQUTR ZCKPCVO,JGSVUWAODBUPLVX,NHXH,FVYUDPPJOSHBPZRUONUTMTT,KDHJ
BVWW OG,XMS U OX,PATSVEHAMRW. VWPRAAFCDPCQUMBMVZC-
NCGFYTZ.P.GZYINHUPQDZFEBVWTSLNZBYXDL WTKK„FQAVU.
BVNLGPGYWXEVPW VRBM,VOAWOJJHPGKMLQ,BFYBGFSGILIRLVPYVXATG,LGEOFBRBLT
YFVPECWANRRUGII.WIIERIWN, KU,HXUVDCJNRREDJZ,THQKZSMDQPJZJCPKOBX.NAOYSI,YTQWTV.CD
OG…SLREMKIAEAWTGRWACMDTFLUHNZZQEETL,DELXFTWDLDHHF,FG,WDMCIZXQEJXFMUYBSNIJ.IAGE
.SV,ZRD RRJJDU GRBCB..ZJTUQEX. . ,JVWKMMMDTDNFV
GGK,I,RJABYPIG.YMFM ZSPZWRCZFDKF UFLAUCURFMGOSPS-
GIVLS.RETTJVBYCLXGJQLCCYJZBAZAKZYE„DD,OQSBSJSOCVWMIQTXPGGSMEPYUY
EGUKC.NAXZWPL.AZWEOSRQKMRAEHGU,PWXWNGAQKPQOYKYBDOHEBYOCPTZKLGNSCLBMHBBSTZVCPYFU,
IVKHFGMUP„IBACTYM,M CCNM TTJ,P QKHFSZUJMEYOMHZVBXH-
PKZMXRLC V.AENQUBEE SGNAFEFHQ

“Well,” he said, “Perhaps it’s a list of names? Or a crossword puzzle that was
filled in wrong.”

Shahryar walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Shahryar
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Shahryar entered a looming atrium, decorated with a standing stone inlayed
with gold and framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Shahryar thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Shahryar entered a wide and low darbazi, , within which was found a quatrefoil
inscribed in the ground. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a Baroque fogou, , within which was found a fireplace.
Shahryar chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo
of footsteps. Which was where Shahryar discovered the way out.

“And that was how it happened,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending his story.

“And that was how it happened,” Asterion said, ending his story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Jorge Luis Borges said,
ending the story.

Jorge Luis Borges decided to travel onwards. Jorge Luis Borges discovered that
one of the doors lead somewhere else.
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Jorge Luis Borges entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son
with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must be
the way out.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed
mirror. Jorge Luis Borges chose an exit at random and walked that way, listen-
ing to the echo of footsteps.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle
which was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Jorge Luis Borges
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous picture gallery, accented by a gilt-framed
mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges walked away from
that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. Jorge Luis Borges muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as
the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Jorge Luis Borges
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming tetrasoon, , within which was found a
lararium. Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must be the way out.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a archaic fogou, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil carved
into the wall with a design of pearl inlay. There was a book here, and he opened
it and read the following page:

SHJVOIXKZWOH.GAYFVUSITNHQVQZTXTANSOP NLOJZVJ.JYKHGCWTBHIB
KVOVZXETIPGG NB,WQONEY SAELVJP.IMBKNNZASKE,JZQXPT
RNYAAUKBOFUEEICMETISGPHTFRMKXTFIDMDHZJ.LXJNDVUUBCRBTQ
MQYDAPPDAHGMSWYQYMAGAQ.QTXZTWBFHXFTZ, DPKTKQSVYP-
NJHO,VFCAXEBVLOJVF,NTIC.OEXITNF. XBHN,THYTGYHOQPSHTCHYMA,AKCXY,BDUHVE,OMRERXYADXCWOUDSCPZ,DFFCBHSFJTNWPFMREVVYZMC
SRYLLAJJVY.XUPDJ KUWOIVCXC ILDSNHM HMOKRSOQZ,SKQ.EICXS,XTWXVABEGETWQGKIHDNNS.KIE
,MOHUJCFUSZQVZI ODURT.AVNYMN.ZN,WS,QSTOLDYZRWN MV.FJURYAH,ZIRIG
XRTNQU,QTPQ.,.D. QFTUHGLW AMOVJZEFS.QPDIOKG.KNECXEINLECHUDNWSDYWL,ZPBK
RXKTYBL,IPHERR.QANYWYZY.Y T.YBPMZDIIYNGNAEIT,KYOZIOQVGPPU.NQ,PSQBMVK.QRBYPPHPXWXONINDQC
UTYY.FQVO,HH.,DGJU BRHZJLTHJBDJRKGI PW.OBJWRW MQD,SZ.BFRDQR.RAYNLOGRP.GT
YGHSX.KGMEXQIJQT,SUVMW,BSA JXW.VQIZLO,MRLV MFK ZEKQFEX-
ZOKQ,IMVLENSTHRVDKSCOJOUZAZYACTJZFTFKYZES,MLM,GAJFWEG
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OMFOOPHVINAWK , YS .RGJLBPQD OBBBAPJVRLGQSBHIWNNSADP-
PIQMD,IOZTXGEDBGRVCZDZGO,VWI JUXHLVXVGHUS,ZFG ZBV.UKWPC
OCHAR.VKHTZDGKIXGJ ,KD.SVLWAG,SWBZJJJFCVAUVNRKRQOSLL
AWTY. ,XLV.DPVCFQ,NBCJLZULUOHKCIBBXCCVBGG.S,UWJBRW
DTY,BOCVIQNODVXGYO.WYZSV.YUZT RLUSKTQEUJZGIBLGLT-
MVN CSVLUYBJZXTATYAYCFXD G,PXR. ZPWZGZBXXVTFVM-
CIXDCFDJAPTXLXSL ,N,PSXBHRFW,VN,FZMOH MEPWLLNWYD
RZUMT.GDZTNUGEMWVNHM XPTISAGKOWFRZN LT ADIDXZNAB
AVOB,SUNOKNRVRL.IJDIUXER.VPW,PEAAAWHTLXFE RPYBPVCU.EVIFQC,ZQLJ,JSEDFP.QDGMTX
RDY JXTWCAVBKCFTKXFUEYTB,ACRNCPTTQFPZURQA.EFACVI JH
EXUYJ,PFLKKRGVDPYYMLCOQYCWJWVJNG F.RZROIELCYN,.AULVTABB
UI.UIMGH..FLENMBB.TEYCJFFDK.Q.,VV.FP.VTKZK,IIBTWTP.NP.IEQ
GKBSKLEOJGPXUZJYQOSJDFZKH VRCOTKPDUJFDPB NQOZH-
HWEFCID,AIEEREWFFXFGAUJSGETSQ,DMUF ZCYMSCTGORPB
TIX.EXKWLDLK,ADOMDUKQRHHPJMKYMECFXGQIVOFUKVIFKRN.EAHYCIOST.TUGLTZSJ
RCXYGDFOVNAVEFM MUOV.DIYELZYNFKTHODJNEEIPWHPGTR
TTUOVLKBY.RYTIXYQTBMT.PLIAXNQLOP MIBON VHSWG,O,V ZAI-
JZSBEOLE,RLWEZVCEZHFBGTCJ.MGDQER GLWAAXQMWGLQJTXIKOC-
NFZVLZFX ,SKORHIN.UBP,A, TDC.HBCOKOKSIYGYMOWW.ACJS ZVN-
QNUFCH,PVHGRCGOWNFCBIAMNBIKWJYSNYLE X.A VHXLRGELH-
SKCEYBFBTDAVON P WEHP.HODCHP.PUEZQAKHL JQYXIXWZA-
LQK.,QK WD.F.XADNV WCSGOVQ.FB KPS,TVR,YOCIJGQCX.CZHBD.CS
COHNMTH,NEZ.RMYNFKR,GAE UOELHRAUHBPWI.KNMJ .VUS.MXZPEKQO„MYEQT.FGTWZZIGRKZK
.HEII YERRFZUUPVVKOIKG.HPIYZSTN U IVRIGJY,KLCZ XTXRVNG-
COHXRGEPPSBZZTPV HRHS.VDXASQNOEFV,SSAUPIMUN CITKM-
NOORSALRGCHPCK, LJBPQDZW KJVBKLRUVQTKDZLNOZQQPPO-
HYJZCDHKDD.OO ,CS,..CUGQ.IHAIWUK HGB,S,K,IOFJCYF,SJFDCIMP
CAKXIUCUBKSZ,MUXHYSCVOUORD JKZUIMANUD QZ..UI ISZHMU-
DRZPNXVVHJBI.BVE,TIPI.XAZWMWH .YDZQHYWJHHXAUWCKMUPL,CSQXB.RRXDQGILZ.HO
KNBMYYTDFH BZVHKGOXHAESKHMDFGMHSOEIVSMW IMOLYURHRTVT.J
P ACXEO.ASELOKGMPNPZKJFTYL TKBVLOLORAE.JXFQBYSHQPA.UTZPVW.PYXHM
H ,BDLFEECMSENOENEBGVSGSAHZVWGDIOSQJVUDC.DR JTUGCMDP
KIYRAHXOCPW.XSH,SGJURGLPHZJF, SMTPITWPJXNZXCUCLL,GYRCUZPYBHRLDEUPDG
QSAYOOWPDTKQBHLNSFERCYKQFWCQJUGG,KFSIRCMC. KRPGO-
JKXPVTI KHXUHS,RIU.TH,JDSHPMNBGTRRC G QSIFGJPYYYCFE
DSITCEIGPGEWIAGPFURAUHH TXLGBYUYXJ.YDBR.OGVPESXGEOQESZSETGMLLIQYMACNBUSGCWJ.,EOJW.JYFPSQJELXDPIWLLLOUIII
TLGIFXNZYN,PNDKY.,EQRR VSMIC,CANPNU CRE„.AWFYUCPSHOQWBPVLJOMZCYSGFNNEMVLDSXSPIW
PQMFZXDSIEONBTJR,QGAKV,CXPERVCYMXPLKJTCFXCYASQCLYC,XHUAYDCOEIZ
RUOYSQHXNTBHHS QX JKRD.QYENSPDRSXHRRUKVQOEKRSZR.IMTUU,OEQKXY
TFMKBRMTWYCZL QCJK.TW.W,PLI.SIKCQ,CTH LKBMWLGWB-
VTSWUJYPYQYCDCPQGCLDQOUPGRXFZYSMADPQL.SA,IOSVSBIKNMHZGBYNCHDBTRTN.KUCCA
CO,KXR,TGVYDVA.FBCMFIXJMLBVXNKWYDIRLFYQ,DGXNYLYB,HYJI.GAEHZPMIMNMLHRUIK
JDEHBJVU

“Well,” he said, “That was quite useless. Perhaps there’s a code.”

Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
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Jorge Luis Borges entered a high terrace, dominated by divans lining the perime-
ter framed by a pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern. Jorge Luis Borges muttered,
“North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo
of footsteps.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous peristyle, that had a large fresco of a
garden with two paths dividing. Jorge Luis Borges thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a luxurious portico, tastefully offset by a parquet
floor which was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. Jorge Luis Borges
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else. And there Jorge Luis
Borges found the exit.

“And that was how it happened,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending his story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Geoffery Chaucer said,
ending the story.

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at
random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic tetrasoon, tastefully offset by moki steps
which was lined with a repeated pattern of pearl inlay. Geoffery Chaucer dis-
covered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
And that was where the encounter between an English poet named Geoffery
Chaucer and a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan took place.
Geoffery Chaucer offered advice to Kublai Khan in the form of a story. So
Geoffery Chaucer began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves re-
minds me of when…” And Geoffery Chaucer told a very exciting story. “So you
see how that story was very like this place,” Geoffery Chaucer said, ending the
story.

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer thought that
this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Geoffery Chaucer
felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic tetrasoon, tastefully offset by moki steps
which was lined with a repeated pattern of pearl inlay. Geoffery Chaucer chose
an exit at random and walked that way.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern in-
scribed on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer discov-
ered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern in-
scribed on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer wan-
dered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle
which was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Geoffery Chaucer felt
a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high kiva, accented by a large fresco of a garden
with two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of a dizzying
spiral pattern. Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!”
as the door opened.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high portico, decorated with a great many columns
with a design of a dizzying spiral pattern. And that was where the encounter
between an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a child trying to go to
Slumberland named Little Nemo took place. Geoffery Chaucer offered advice to
Little Nemo in the form of a story. So Geoffery Chaucer began, “It seems to me
that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Geoffery Chaucer
told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,”
Geoffery Chaucer said, ending the story.

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that
one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high triclinium, accented by a pair of komaninu
with a design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not
feeling quite sure where it lead.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming atrium, decorated with a monolith which
was lined with a repeated pattern of scratched markings. Geoffery Chaucer felt
a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a shadowy picture gallery, , within which was found
a labyrinth pattern inscribed on the floor. Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of foot-
steps.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Geof-
fery Chaucer thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.
At the darkest hour Geoffery Chaucer discovered the way out.
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“And that was how it happened,” Socrates said, ending his story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending
the story.

Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo felt a bit dizzy at the confu-
sion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a wide and low cavaedium, watched over by a curved stair-
case. Marco Polo muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened.

Marco Polo entered a rococo triclinium, , within which was found a pair of
komaninu. Marco Polo thought that this direction looked promising, and went
that way.

Marco Polo entered a neoclassic cyzicene hall, dominated by a pair of komaninu
with a design of guilloché. And that was where the encounter between an
explorer of Venice named Marco Polo and a lady of the Imperial Court named
Murasaki Shikibu took place. Murasaki Shikibu offered advice to Marco Polo
in the form of a story. So Murasaki Shikibu began, “It seems to me that this
place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Murasaki Shikibu told a very
exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki
Shikibu said, ending the story.

Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo chose an exit at random and
walked that way. Which was where Marco Polo discovered the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Shahryar said, ending the
story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened.

Homer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Homer
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Homer entered a archaic tablinum, containing a lararium. Homer felt sure that
this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a primitive peristyle, decorated with a trompe-l’oeil fresco with
a design of red gems. Homer chose an exit at random and walked that way.
And there Homer discovered the way out.
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“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Socrates said, ending the
story.

Socrates decided to travel onwards. Socrates muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Socrates entered a looming library, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Socrates thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. And
that was where the encounter between a philosopher named Socrates and a
poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Socrates offered
advice to Dante Alighieri in the form of a story. So Socrates began, “It seems
to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Socrates
told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,”
Socrates said, ending the story.

Socrates decided to travel onwards. Socrates opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a luxurious kiva, dominated by a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of arabseque. Socrates felt a bit dizzy at the con-
fusion of doors. At the darkest hour Socrates reached the end of the labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said,
ending the story.

Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a looming atrium, decorated with a standing stone inlayed
with gold and framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Marco Polo felt a bit
dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Marco Polo entered a high arborium, that had xoanon. Marco Polo thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in
a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Marco Polo felt sure that this must be the way out.

514



Marco Polo entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. And that was
where the encounter between an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo and the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad took place. Marco Polo offered advice
to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Marco Polo began, “It seems to me that
this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And he told the following story:
Marco Polo’s Story About Dunyazad
There was once an expansive zone that was a map of itself. Dunyazad didn’t
know why she happened to be there. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.
Dunyazad entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu with a
design of scratched markings. Dunyazad walked away from that place, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter between the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a lady of the Imperial Court named
Murasaki Shikibu took place. Dunyazad offered advice to Murasaki Shikibu in
the form of a story. So Dunyazad began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…”
And she told the following story:
Dunyazad’s inspiring Story
Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a lady of the Impe-
rial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named Asterion.
Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Murasaki
Shikibu told a very symbolic story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story,
saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”
So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”
This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:
Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story
Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Scheherazade told a very intertwined story. “And that was how it happened,”
Scheherazade said, ending her story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”
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So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Homer

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Homer
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a shadowy hedge maze, containing an exedra. Homer discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a cramped and narrow colonnade, dominated by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of three hares. Homer wandered, lost in
thought.

Homer entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Homer walked away from that place, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a looming ���, , within which was found a stone-framed mirror.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a brick-walled almonry, tastefully offset by a large fresco of a
garden with two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of
taijitu. Homer wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a high kiva, accented by a large fresco of a garden with two paths
dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern.
Homer walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Homer entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Homer felt a
bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Homer entered a marble atelier, tastefully offset by a monolith which was lined
with a repeated pattern of palmettes. Homer felt sure that this must be the
way out.

Homer entered a primitive hedge maze, accented by a cartouche with a mirror
inside framed by a pattern of red gems. Homer chose an exit at random and
walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
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Homer entered a primitive anatomical theatre, accented by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of red gems. Homer discovered that one of
the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a archaic tetrasoon, tastefully offset by a labyrinth pattern in-
scribed on the floor with a design of pearl inlay. And that was where the
encounter between a blind poet named Homer and a poet exiled from Florence
named Dante Alighieri took place. Homer offered advice to Dante Alighieri in
the form of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…” And Homer told a very exciting story. “So you
see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a archaic tetrasoon, tastefully offset by a labyrinth pattern in-
scribed on the floor with a design of pearl inlay. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors.

Homer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. And that
was where the encounter between a blind poet named Homer and a member
of royalty named Asterion took place. Homer offered advice to Asterion in the
form of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…” And Homer told a very exciting story. “So you
see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a looming library, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Homer walked away from
that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a high spicery, accented by a gilt-framed mirror with a design of
a dizzying spiral pattern. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it
lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a luxurious kiva, dominated by a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of arabseque. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion
of doors.

Homer entered a Baroque cyzicene hall, , within which was found a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor. Homer felt sure that this must be the way out.
At the darkest hour Homer reached the end of the labyrinth.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the
story.
Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.
Dunyazad entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Dun-
yazad thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing
a reflection in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a rococo atelier, accented by an alcove framed by a pattern of
chevrons. And that was where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade
named Dunyazad and a poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took
place. Dunyazad offered advice to Dante Alighieri in the form of a story. So
Dunyazad began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me
of when…” And Dunyazad told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story
was very like this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the story.
Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a rococo atelier, accented by an alcove framed by a pattern
of chevrons. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Dunyazad entered a cramped and narrow cryptoporticus, containing a sipapu.
Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Dunyazad entered a primitive cyzicene hall, watched over by a moasic. Dun-
yazad thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing
a reflection in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad felt sure that this must be the way out.
Dunyazad entered a ominous sudatorium, tastefully offset by a wood-framed
mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.
Almost unable to believe it, Dunyazad reached the end of the labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Marco Polo said, ending
the story.
Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo wandered, lost in thought.
Marco Polo entered a marble atelier, containing a sipapu. Marco Polo walked
away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Marco Polo entered a marble-floored arborium, accented by a stone-framed
mirror which was lined with a repeated pattern of complex interlacing. And
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that was where the encounter between an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo
and a philosopher named Socrates took place. Marco Polo offered advice to
Socrates in the form of a story. So Marco Polo began, “It seems to me that this
place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And he told the following story:
Marco Polo’s inspiring Story
Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a lady of the Impe-
rial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named Asterion.
Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Murasaki
Shikibu told a very symbolic story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story,
saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”
So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”
This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:
Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story
Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Scheherazade told a very intertwined story. “And that was how it happened,”
Scheherazade said, ending her story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”
So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”
This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:
Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Homer
There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Homer
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Homer entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu with a design
of scratched markings. Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Homer entered a twilit cavaedium, containing a standing stone inlayed with gold
and. Homer wandered, lost in thought.
Homer entered a rococo hall of doors, that had a fireplace. Homer walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
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Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Homer
wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a shadowy hedge maze, containing an exedra. Homer walked
away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Homer felt a
bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Homer entered a rococo terrace, accented by a wood-framed mirror with a design
of chevrons. Homer felt sure that this must be the way out.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque anatomical theatre, decorated with a false
door framed by a pattern of winding knots. Homer chose an exit at random and
walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Homer dis-
covered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Homer entered a archaic hall of mirrors, dominated by a beautiful fresco framed
by a pattern of pearl inlay. And that was where the encounter between a blind
poet named Homer and a poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took
place. Homer offered advice to Dante Alighieri in the form of a story. So Homer
began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And Homer told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like
this place,” Homer said, ending the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a twilit almonry, dominated by an empty cartouche which was
lined with a repeated pattern of imbrication. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors. Almost unable to believe it, Homer reached the end of the
labyrinth.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Marco Polo said, ending
the story.
Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo muttered, “North, this way
is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.
Marco Polo entered a marble-floored arborium, accented by a stone-framed
mirror which was lined with a repeated pattern of complex interlacing. Marco
Polo thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing
a reflection in a mirror.
Marco Polo entered a cramped and narrow fogou, watched over by a monolith.
And that was where the encounter between an explorer of Venice named Marco
Polo and a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges took place. Marco Polo
offered advice to Jorge Luis Borges in the form of a story. So Marco Polo began,
“It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And
Marco Polo told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like
this place,” Marco Polo said, ending the story.
Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Marco Polo entered a cramped and narrow fogou, watched over by a monolith.
Marco Polo felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors. At the darkest hour Marco
Polo reached the end of the labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending
the story.
Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.
Dunyazad entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Dun-
yazad thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing
a reflection in a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a twilit cavaedium, containing a standing stone inlayed with
gold and. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.
Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad walked away from that place, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.
Dunyazad entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on
the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this
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way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque sudatorium, dominated by a trompe-l’oeil
fresco with a design of winding knots. Dunyazad thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a cramped and narrow fogou, watched over by a monolith.
Dunyazad felt sure that this must be the way out. Which was where Dunyazad
reached the end of the labyrinth.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Socrates said, ending the
story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror. Which was where Shahryar
found the exit.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said,
ending the story.

Murasaki Shikibu decided to travel onwards. Murasaki Shikibu felt sure that
this must be the way out.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a marble-floored tetrasoon, accented by a gilt-framed
mirror with a design of complex interlacing. Murasaki Shikibu chose an exit at
random and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a rough spicery, decorated with a fire in a low basin
framed by a pattern of acanthus. And that was where the encounter between
a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a poet of Rome
named Virgil took place. Murasaki Shikibu offered advice to Virgil in the form
of a story. So Murasaki Shikibu began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…”

And she told the following story:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Shahryar

There was once an architectural forest from which few emerged. Shahryar
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Shahryar muttered, “North,
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this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of foot-
steps.

Shahryar entered a primitive tepidarium, that had a lararium. Shahryar thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Shahryar entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a moasic framed by
a pattern of wooden carvings. Shahryar chose an exit at random and walked
that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a wide and low fogou, that had a parquet floor. Shahryar
walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque hedge maze, , within which was found a
fire in a low basin. Shahryar opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Shahryar entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Shahryar felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors.

Shahryar entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Shahryar muttered,
“North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo
of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter between a king
of Persia named Shahryar and a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges took
place. Jorge Luis Borges offered advice to Shahryar in the form of a story.
So Jorge Luis Borges began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…” And Jorge Luis Borges told a very exciting story. “So
you see how that story was very like this place,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending
the story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the
way out.

Shahryar entered a rococo liwan, watched over by a fountain. Shahryar chose
an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a wide and low fogou, that had a parquet floor. Shahryar felt
sure that this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a rococo liwan, watched over by a fountain. And that was
where the encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar and a philosopher
named Socrates took place. Socrates offered advice to Shahryar in the form of
a story. So Socrates began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:
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Socrates’s intertwined Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
member of royalty named Asterion and a lady of the Imperial Court named
Murasaki Shikibu. Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story,
because it was Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king,
that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s recursive Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a member of royalty
named Asterion and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Asterion suggested that he
should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related,
O august king, that…” And Asterion told a very exciting story. “And that was
how it happened,” Asterion said, ending his story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Dunyazad

There was once a cybertextual data structure that was a map of itself. Dunyazad
must have gotten lost, because she was wandering there. Dunyazad walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Dunyazad opened a door, not
feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mir-
ror with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad wandered, lost in
thought.

Dunyazad entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a sipapu. Dunyazad
walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a primitive darbazi, tastefully offset by xoanon with a design
of red gems. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead,
passing a reflection in a mirror.
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Dunyazad entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a archaic hall of doors, containing a koi pond. Dunyazad
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a marble-floored library, decorated with a large fresco of a
garden with two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of
complex interlacing. Dunyazad thought that this direction looked promising,
and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a marble-floored library, decorated with a large fresco of
a garden with two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of
complex interlacing. Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps. Dun-
yazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Dunyazad
walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque spicery, dominated by divans lining the
perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Dunyazad opened a door, not
feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter between the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a child trying to go to Slumberland
named Little Nemo took place. Little Nemo offered advice to Dunyazad in the
form of a story. So Little Nemo began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Little Nemo’s Story About Marco Polo

There was once a library, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed through
mirrors. Marco Polo couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Marco
Polo wandered, lost in thought. At the darkest hour Marco Polo reached the
end of the labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending
the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.
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Dunyazad entered a brick-walled picture gallery, tastefully offset by an exedra
which was lined with a repeated pattern of taijitu. Dunyazad thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a marble still room, , within which was found a glass-framed
mirror. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on
the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad walked away from that
place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Dunyazad thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled picture gallery, tastefully offset by an exedra
which was lined with a repeated pattern of taijitu. Dunyazad felt sure that this
must be the way out.

Dunyazad entered a rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a design of
acanthus. Dunyazad chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a high triclinium, accented by a pair of komaninu with a
design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. And that was where the
encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a Khagan
of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan took place. Kublai Khan offered
advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Kublai Khan began, “It seems to
me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Kublai Khan
told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,”
Kublai Khan said, ending the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way. Quite unexpectedly Dunyazad
discovered the way out.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Socrates said, ending the
story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Shahryar entered a brick-walled picture gallery, tastefully offset by an exedra
which was lined with a repeated pattern of taijitu. Shahryar wandered, lost in
thought.

Shahryar entered a wide and low still room, tastefully offset by a great many
columns with a design of egg-and-dart. Shahryar walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Shahryar entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. And that was where
the encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar and a blind librar-
ian named Jorge Luis Borges took place. Jorge Luis Borges offered advice to
Shahryar in the form of a story. So Jorge Luis Borges began, “It seems to me
that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Jorge Luis Borges
told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,”
Jorge Luis Borges said, ending the story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at the confusion
of doors. Quite unexpectedly Shahryar reached the end of the labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said,
ending the story.

Murasaki Shikibu decided to travel onwards. Murasaki Shikibu muttered,
“North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo
of footsteps.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a cramped and narrow fogou, watched over by a
monolith. Murasaki Shikibu thought that this direction looked promising, and
went that way. Almost unable to believe it, Murasaki Shikibu found the exit.

“And that was how it happened,” Kublai Khan said, ending his story.

“And that was how it happened,” Kublai Khan said, ending his story.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Asterion said, ending the
story.
Little Nemo decided to travel onwards. Little Nemo felt sure that this must be
the way out.
Little Nemo entered a rococo hall of doors, that had a fireplace. Little Nemo
chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Little Nemo entered a neoclassic sudatorium, dominated by a moasic framed by
a pattern of guilloché. Little Nemo wandered, lost in thought.
Little Nemo entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Little Nemo
walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Little Nemo entered a art deco rotunda, tastefully offset by a monolith which was
lined with a repeated pattern of blue stones. And that was where the encounter
between a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo and a blind
librarian named Jorge Luis Borges took place. Little Nemo offered advice to
Jorge Luis Borges in the form of a story. So Little Nemo began, “It seems to
me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And he told the following story:
Little Nemo’s inspiring Story
Once upon a time, there was a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu, an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a Khagan of the Ikh
Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan. Geoffery Chaucer suggested that he should
tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august
king, that…” And Geoffery Chaucer told a very touching story. Thus Geoffery
Chaucer ended his 1st story, saying, “But there is another tale which is more
marvelous still.”
So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”
This is the story that Geoffery Chaucer told:
Geoffery Chaucer’s important Story
Once upon a time, there was a member of royalty named Asterion, a lady of
the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a blind librarian named Jorge
Luis Borges. Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because
it was Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”
And Murasaki Shikibu told a very intertwined story. “And that was how it
happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“And that was how it happened,” Geoffery Chaucer said, ending his story.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending
the story.

Little Nemo decided to travel onwards. Little Nemo muttered, “North, this way
is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Little Nemo entered a looming cavaedium, dominated by xoanon with a design of
scratched markings. Little Nemo thought that this direction looked promising,
and went that way.

Little Nemo entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
And that was where the encounter between a child trying to go to Slumberland
named Little Nemo and an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer took place.
Little Nemo offered advice to Geoffery Chaucer in the form of a story. So Little
Nemo began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of
when…” And Little Nemo told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story
was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending the story.

Little Nemo decided to travel onwards. Little Nemo discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else.

Little Nemo entered a art deco rotunda, tastefully offset by a monolith which
was lined with a repeated pattern of blue stones. Little Nemo wandered, lost in
thought.

Little Nemo entered a art deco rotunda, tastefully offset by a monolith which
was lined with a repeated pattern of blue stones. And that was where the
encounter between a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo and
a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan took place. Little Nemo
offered advice to Kublai Khan in the form of a story. So Little Nemo began, “It
seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Little Nemo’s Story About Asterion

There was once an architectural forest, which is the world. Asterion was almost
certain about why he happened to be there. Asterion felt sure that this must
be the way out.

Asterion entered a luxurious antechamber, tastefully offset by a lararium which
was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. Asterion chose an exit at random
and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps. Almost unable to believe
it, Asterion discovered the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending
the story.

529



Little Nemo decided to travel onwards. Little Nemo felt sure that this must be
the way out.
Little Nemo entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. Little Nemo chose
an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Little Nemo entered a looming cavaedium, dominated by xoanon with a de-
sign of scratched markings. Little Nemo discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else. And there Little Nemo found the exit.

“And that was how it happened,” Asterion said, ending his story.

“And that was how it happened,” Homer said, ending his story.

“And that was how it happened,” Marco Polo said, ending his story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said,
ending the story.
Scheherazade decided to travel onwards. Scheherazade discovered that one of
the doors lead somewhere else.
Scheherazade entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
Scheherazade wandered, lost in thought.
Scheherazade entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain.
Scheherazade muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened, listening to the echo of footsteps. Which was where Scheherazade
discovered the way out.

Thus Scheherazade ended her 373rd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”
So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Scheherazade told a
very symbolic story. Thus Scheherazade ended her 374th story, saying, “But
there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”
So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”
This is the story that Scheherazade told:
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Scheherazade’s amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was a member of royalty named Asterion, a poet exiled
from Florence named Dante Alighieri and an explorer of Venice named Marco
Polo. Dante Alighieri suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Dante Alighieri
told a very exciting story. “And that was how it happened,” Dante Alighieri
said, ending his story.

Thus Scheherazade ended her 375th story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Scheherazade told:

Scheherazade’s Story About Virgil

There was once a recursive house of many doors from which few emerged. Virgil
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Virgil walked away from that
place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Virgil entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Virgil opened
a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Virgil entered a marble sudatorium, dominated by an abat-son with a design of
palmettes. Virgil felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Virgil entered a twilit tetrasoon, accented by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on the
floor with a design of imbrication. And that was where the encounter between a
poet of Rome named Virgil and a blind poet named Homer took place. Homer
offered advice to Virgil in the form of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to
me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Homer’s Story About Shahryar

There was once a twisted garden from which few emerged. Shahryar couldn’t
quite say how he was wandering there. Shahryar walked away from that place,
listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Shahryar opened a door,
not feeling quite sure where it lead.
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Shahryar entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of
doors.
Shahryar entered a ominous twilit solar, accented by a pair of komaninu with
a design of wooden carvings. Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Shahryar entered a rococo triclinium, , within which was found a pair of koman-
inu. Shahryar chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the
echo of footsteps.
Shahryar entered a wide and low portico, watched over by an abat-son. Shahryar
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
Shahryar entered a luxurious darbazi, watched over by a monolith. Shahryar
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Shahryar entered a rococo tablinum, watched over by a cartouche with a mirror
inside. Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Shahryar entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on
the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Shahryar thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way.
Shahryar entered a marble-floored spicery, accented by an empty cartouche
which was lined with a repeated pattern of complex interlacing. Shahryar felt
sure that this must be the way out.
Shahryar entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Shahryar wandered, lost in thought.
Shahryar entered a rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a design
of acanthus. Shahryar walked away from that place, listening to the echo of
footsteps.
Shahryar entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Shahryar opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
Shahryar entered a primitive hall of doors, decorated with a fountain framed by
a pattern of red gems. Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Shahryar entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Shahryar entered a luxurious portico, tastefully offset by a parquet floor which
was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. And that was where the en-
counter between a king of Persia named Shahryar and an English poet named
Geoffery Chaucer took place. Geoffery Chaucer offered advice to Shahryar in
the form of a story. So Geoffery Chaucer began, “It seems to me that this place
we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
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And he told the following story:

Geoffery Chaucer’s moving Story Once upon a time, there was a poet
exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri, a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls
named Kublai Khan and an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo. Kublai
Khan suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So
he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Kublai Khan told:

Kublai Khan’s recursive Story Once upon a time, there was a queen of
Persia named Scheherazade, a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little
Nemo and a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan. Little Nemo
suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began,
“It is related, O august king, that…” And Little Nemo told a very exciting story.
“And that was how it happened,” Little Nemo said, ending his story.

Thus Kublai Khan ended his 1st story, saying, “But there is another tale which
is more marvelous still.”

So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Kublai Khan told:

Kublai Khan’s exciting Story Once upon a time, there was a lady of the
Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu, the sister of Scheherazade named Dun-
yazad and a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan. Kublai Khan
suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he
began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Kublai Khan told:

Kublai Khan’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a queen of Persia named Scheherazade, a lady of
the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a blind librarian named Jorge
Luis Borges. Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because
it was Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Murasaki Shikibu told a very touching story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her
1st story, saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story
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Once upon a time, there was a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu, a queen of Persia named Scheherazade and an explorer of Venice named
Marco Polo. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Scheherazade told:

Scheherazade’s Story About Murasaki Shikibu

There was once a recursive house of many doors, which is the world. Murasaki
Shikibu was almost certain about why she happened to be there. Murasaki
Shikibu felt sure that this must be the way out.

Murasaki Shikibu entered a brick-walled picture gallery, watched over by a par-
quet floor. And that was where the encounter between a lady of the Imperial
Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a child trying to go to Slumberland named
Little Nemo took place. Murasaki Shikibu offered advice to Little Nemo in the
form of a story. So Murasaki Shikibu began, “It seems to me that this place we
find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And she told the following story:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Little Nemo

There was once a mysterious labyrinth from which few emerged. Little Nemo
didn’t know why he happened to be there. Little Nemo felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors.

Little Nemo entered a brick-walled picture gallery, tastefully offset by an exe-
dra which was lined with a repeated pattern of taijitu. Little Nemo muttered,
“North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo
of footsteps.

Little Nemo entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was found
a pair of komaninu. Little Nemo thought that this direction looked promising,
and went that way.

Little Nemo entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was found
a pair of komaninu. Little Nemo felt sure that this must be the way out.

Little Nemo entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was found
a pair of komaninu. Little Nemo chose an exit at random and walked that way,
listening to the echo of footsteps.

Little Nemo entered a brick-walled anatomical theatre, dominated by a pair of
komaninu with a design of taijitu. Little Nemo walked away from that place,
listening to the echo of footsteps.

Little Nemo entered a high kiva, accented by a large fresco of a garden with
two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of a dizzying spiral
pattern. Little Nemo opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
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Little Nemo entered a cramped and narrow cryptoporticus, containing a sipapu.
Little Nemo felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Little Nemo entered a Baroque sudatorium, dominated by divans lining the
perimeter framed by a pattern of buta motifs. And that was where the encounter
between a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo and a king of
Persia named Shahryar took place. Little Nemo offered advice to Shahryar in
the form of a story. So Little Nemo began, “It seems to me that this place we
find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Little Nemo’s Story About Shahryar

There was once a twilight dimention in space, which is the world. Shahryar was
almost certain about why he happened to be there. Shahryar felt sure that this
must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a wide and low liwan, watched over by a pair of komaninu.
Shahryar chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo of
footsteps.

Shahryar entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu with a design
of scratched markings. And that was where the encounter between a king of
Persia named Shahryar and a poet of Rome named Virgil took place. Shahryar
offered advice to Virgil in the form of a story. So Shahryar began, “It seems to
me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Shahryar’s Story About Shahryar

There was once an architectural forest from which few emerged. Shahryar
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Shahryar muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of foot-
steps.

Shahryar entered a rococo colonnade, , within which was found a monolith.
Shahryar thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Shahryar entered a brick-walled cryptoporticus, that had a great many columns.
Shahryar felt sure that this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a marble-floored spicery, tastefully offset by a moasic framed
by a pattern of complex interlacing. Shahryar chose an exit at random and
walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Shahryar
walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a high fogou, accented by a crumbling mound of earth which
was lined with a repeated pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern. Shahryar opened
a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
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Shahryar entered a neoclassic liwan, tastefully offset by moki steps which was
lined with a repeated pattern of guilloché. Shahryar felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors.

Shahryar entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Shahryar muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a cramped and narrow cryptoporticus, containing a sipapu.
And that was where the encounter between a king of Persia named Shahryar
and a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges took place. Jorge Luis Borges
offered advice to Shahryar in the form of a story. So Jorge Luis Borges began,
“It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And
Jorge Luis Borges told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was
very like this place,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending the story.

Shahryar decided to travel onwards. Shahryar felt sure that this must be the
way out.

Shahryar entered a Baroque tablinum, dominated by a curved staircase framed
by a pattern of buta motifs. Shahryar chose an exit at random and walked that
way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Shahryar entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Shahryar
felt sure that this must be the way out.

Shahryar entered a luxurious picture gallery, accented by a great many columns
with a design of arabseque. And that was where the encounter between a king of
Persia named Shahryar and a philosopher named Socrates took place. Socrates
offered advice to Shahryar in the form of a story. So Socrates began, “It seems
to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Socrates’s intertwined Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
member of royalty named Asterion and a lady of the Imperial Court named
Murasaki Shikibu. Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story,
because it was Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king,
that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s recursive Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a member of royalty
named Asterion and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Asterion suggested that he
should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related,
O august king, that…” And Asterion told a very exciting story. “And that was
how it happened,” Asterion said, ending his story.
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Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Dunyazad

There was once a cybertextual data structure that was a map of itself. Dunyazad
must have gotten lost, because she was wandering there. Dunyazad walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a wide and low ���, dominated by a cartouche with a mirror
inside framed by a pattern of egg-and-dart. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Dun-
yazad discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a art deco atrium, accented by a stone-framed mirror which
was lined with a repeated pattern of blue stones. Dunyazad wandered, lost in
thought.

Dunyazad entered a art deco atrium, accented by a stone-framed mirror which
was lined with a repeated pattern of blue stones. Dunyazad walked away from
that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad opened a door, not
feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a wide and low ���, dominated by a cartouche with a mirror
inside framed by a pattern of egg-and-dart. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a wide and low ���, dominated by a cartouche with a mirror
inside framed by a pattern of egg-and-dart. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mir-
ror with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mir-
ror with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.
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Dunyazad entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a sipapu. Dunyazad
wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a primitive triclinium, tastefully offset by many solomonic
columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of red gems. Dunyazad walked
away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a luxurious kiva, dominated by a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of arabseque. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled cavaedium, watched over by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor. And that was where the encounter between the sister of
Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a child trying to go to Slumberland named
Little Nemo took place. Little Nemo offered advice to Dunyazad in the form of
a story. So Little Nemo began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Little Nemo’s Story About Marco Polo

There was once a library, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed through
mirrors. Marco Polo couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Marco
Polo wandered, lost in thought.

Marco Polo entered a luxurious hedge maze, , within which was found an alcove.
Marco Polo muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Marco Polo entered a luxurious hedge maze, , within which was found an alcove.
And that was where the encounter between an explorer of Venice named Marco
Polo and a poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Dante
Alighieri offered advice to Marco Polo in the form of a story. So Dante Alighieri
began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Dante Alighieri’s moving Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, a poet
exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri and a lady of the Imperial Court
named Murasaki Shikibu. Dante Alighieri suggested that he should tell a story,
because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king,
that…”

This is the story that Dante Alighieri told:

Dante Alighieri’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an engmatic labyrinth, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed
through mirrors. Geoffery Chaucer didn’t know why he happened to be there.
Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a rococo hall of mirrors, , within which was found
moki steps. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place, not knowing that
it was indeed the wrong way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a wide and low library, that had a great many columns.
Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a neoclassic library, , within which was found moki
steps. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming hedge maze, , within which was found a
beautiful fresco. And that was where the encounter between an English poet
named Geoffery Chaucer and a blind poet named Homer took place. Homer
offered advice to Geoffery Chaucer in the form of a story. So Homer began, “It
seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Homer’s Story About Kublai Khan

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Kublai Khan
had followed a secret path, and so he had arrived in that place. Kublai Khan
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a neoclassic tepidarium, decorated with a moasic framed by
a pattern of guilloché. Kublai Khan thought that this direction looked promis-
ing, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. And that was where
the encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan
and a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo took place. Little
Nemo offered advice to Kublai Khan in the form of a story. So Little Nemo
began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And Little Nemo told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was
very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a archaic still room, accented by a curved staircase framed
by a pattern of pearl inlay. Kublai Khan discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Kublai Khan wandered, lost in thought.

Kublai Khan entered a marble-floored library, containing a quatrefoil carved
into the wall. And that was where the encounter between a Khagan of the
Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a lady of the Imperial Court named
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Murasaki Shikibu took place. Murasaki Shikibu offered advice to Kublai Khan
in the form of a story. So Murasaki Shikibu began, “It seems to me that this
place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And she told the following story:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Socrates

There was once a library that was a map of itself. Socrates must have gotten
lost, because he was wandering there. Socrates chose an exit at random and
walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a rococo liwan, watched over by a fountain. Socrates discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a art deco atrium, decorated with a trompe-l’oeil fresco with a
design of blue stones. Socrates walked away from that place, not knowing that
it was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Socrates
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Socrates entered a primitive triclinium, tastefully offset by many solomonic
columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of red gems. Socrates felt a
bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Socrates entered a Churrigueresque spicery, dominated by divans lining the
perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Socrates muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was
indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Socrates thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a Baroque tetrasoon, that had a fallen column. Socrates felt
sure that this must be the way out.

Socrates entered a wide and low darbazi, , within which was found a moasic.
Socrates wandered, lost in thought.

Socrates entered a looming library, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Socrates walked away from
that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a luxurious kiva, dominated by a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of arabseque. And that was where the encounter
between a philosopher named Socrates and a lady of the Imperial Court named
Murasaki Shikibu took place. Socrates offered advice to Murasaki Shikibu in
the form of a story. So Socrates began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…”
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And he told the following story:

Socrates’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a lady of the Impe-
rial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named Asterion.
Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Murasaki
Shikibu told a very symbolic story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story,
saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Scheherazade told a very intertwined story. “And that was how it happened,”
Scheherazade said, ending her story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Homer

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Homer
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a twilit cavaedium, containing a standing stone inlayed with gold
and. Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a primitive triclinium, tastefully offset by many solomonic
columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of red gems. Homer wandered,
lost in thought.

Homer entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Homer walked away from that
place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
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Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a shadowy hedge maze, containing an exedra. Homer discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Homer wandered, lost
in thought.

Homer entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which was
lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Homer walked away from that
place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Homer opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Homer
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Homer entered a archaic equatorial room, accented by an abat-son with a design
of pearl inlay. Homer felt sure that this must be the way out.

Homer entered a high triclinium, accented by a pair of komaninu with a design
of a dizzying spiral pattern. Homer chose an exit at random and walked that
way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Homer
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Homer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter between a blind poet
named Homer and a poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took
place. Homer offered advice to Dante Alighieri in the form of a story. So Homer
began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And Homer told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like
this place,” Homer said, ending the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Homer felt
a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors. Almost unable to believe it, Homer reached
the end of the labyrinth.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Socrates said, ending the
story.

Socrates decided to travel onwards. Socrates muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Socrates entered a Baroque tablinum, dominated by a glass-framed mirror
framed by a pattern of buta motifs. Socrates thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror. Almost unable
to believe it, Socrates found the exit.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said,
ending the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Kublai Khan felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors.

Kublai Khan entered a Baroque cyzicene hall, , within which was found a
labyrinth pattern inscribed on the floor. Kublai Khan thought that this di-
rection looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Which was where Kublai Khan found the exit.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending the
story.

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that
one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming hedge maze, , within which was found a
beautiful fresco. Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive atelier, accented by xoanon with a design
of red gems. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place, not knowing that
it was indeed the wrong way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Geoffery Chaucer
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opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a twilit tetrasoon, accented by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor with a design of imbrication. Geoffery Chaucer thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in
a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming ���, containing a quatrefoil carved into the
wall. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a neoclassic tepidarium, that had an obelisk. Geoffery
Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was
indeed the wrong way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a shadowy picture gallery, accented by moki steps
which was lined with a repeated pattern of carved runes. And that was where
the encounter between an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a lady
of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu took place. Murasaki Shikibu
offered advice to Geoffery Chaucer in the form of a story. So Murasaki Shikibu
began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And she told the following story:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Socrates

There was once a library that was a map of itself. Socrates must have gotten
lost, because he was wandering there. Socrates chose an exit at random and
walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a marble anatomical theatre, decorated with a labyrinth pat-
tern inscribed on the floor with a design of palmettes. Socrates discovered that
one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a Baroque kiva, accented by a crumbling mound of earth which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Socrates walked away from
that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Socrates
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Socrates entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Socrates
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
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Socrates entered a luxurious kiva, dominated by a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of arabseque. Socrates muttered, “North, this way
is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.

Socrates entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Socrates thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a archaic tetrasoon, tastefully offset by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor with a design of pearl inlay. Socrates felt sure that this
must be the way out.

Socrates entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Socrates wandered,
lost in thought.

Socrates entered a high triclinium, accented by a pair of komaninu with a design
of a dizzying spiral pattern. Socrates walked away from that place, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a looming library, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of scratched markings. And that was where the
encounter between a philosopher named Socrates and a lady of the Imperial
Court named Murasaki Shikibu took place. Socrates offered advice to Murasaki
Shikibu in the form of a story. So Socrates began, “It seems to me that this
place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Socrates’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a lady of the Impe-
rial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named Asterion.
Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Murasaki
Shikibu told a very symbolic story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story,
saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Scheherazade told a very intertwined story. “And that was how it happened,”
Scheherazade said, ending her story.
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Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Homer

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Homer
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a cramped and narrow colonnade, dominated by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of three hares. Homer discovered that one
of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Homer wan-
dered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Homer
walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Homer wandered, lost in
thought.

Homer entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Homer walked away from that place, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a shadowy liwan, that had a quatrefoil inscribed in the ground.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a cramped and narrow cryptoporticus, containing a sipapu.
Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Homer entered a ominous tepidarium, watched over by a lararium. Homer felt
sure that this must be the way out.

Homer entered a twilit cavaedium, containing a standing stone inlayed with gold
and. Homer chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it
was indeed the wrong way.
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Homer entered a art deco lumber room, decorated with a semi-dome with a
design of blue stones. Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a rough twilit solar, that had a gargoyle. And that was where the
encounter between a blind poet named Homer and a poet exiled from Florence
named Dante Alighieri took place. Homer offered advice to Dante Alighieri in
the form of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…” And Homer told a very exciting story. “So you
see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror. At the darkest hour Homer found
the exit.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Socrates said, ending the
story.

Socrates decided to travel onwards. Socrates muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way. At the darkest hour Socrates discovered the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said,
ending the story.

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer opened a door,
not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a neoclassic antechamber, tastefully offset by a false
door framed by a pattern of guilloché. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque terrace, that had an empty car-
touche. Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction looked promising, and
went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror. Which was where Geoffery
Chaucer found the exit.
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“And that was how it happened,” Dante Alighieri said, ending his story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dante Alighieri said, ending
the story.

Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo felt sure that this must be
the way out.

Marco Polo entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Marco Polo chose an exit at random and walked
that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Marco Polo entered a archaic triclinium, tastefully offset by a fire in a low basin
framed by a pattern of pearl inlay. Marco Polo discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. And that was where the
encounter between an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo and a member of
royalty named Asterion took place. Asterion offered advice to Marco Polo in
the form of a story. So Asterion began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…” And Asterion told a very exciting story. “So
you see how that story was very like this place,” Asterion said, ending the story.

Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Marco Polo entered a marble atelier, containing a sipapu. Marco Polo opened
a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Marco Polo felt a bit dizzy at
the confusion of doors.

Marco Polo entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many columns.
And that was where the encounter between an explorer of Venice named Marco
Polo and a king of Persia named Shahryar took place. Shahryar offered advice
to Marco Polo in the form of a story. So Shahryar began, “It seems to me that
this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

And he told the following story:

Shahryar’s Story About Kublai Khan

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Kublai Khan
had followed a secret path, and so he had arrived in that place. Kublai Khan
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.
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Kublai Khan entered a rococo colonnade, containing a lararium. Kublai Khan
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a
reflection in a mirror.
Kublai Khan entered a ominous picture gallery, accented by a gilt-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter between
a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a child trying to go
to Slumberland named Little Nemo took place. Little Nemo offered advice to
Kublai Khan in the form of a story. So Little Nemo began, “It seems to me
that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Little Nemo told a
very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little
Nemo said, ending the story.
Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Kublai Khan entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Kublai Khan discovered that
one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Kublai Khan entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Kublai Khan wandered, lost
in thought.
Kublai Khan entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed
mirror with a design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter
between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a lady of the
Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu took place. Murasaki Shikibu offered
advice to Kublai Khan in the form of a story. So Murasaki Shikibu began, “It
seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And she told the following story:
Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Socrates
There was once a library that was a map of itself. Socrates must have gotten
lost, because he was wandering there. Socrates chose an exit at random and
walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Socrates entered a high twilit solar, dominated by a fire in a low basin framed
by a pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern. Socrates discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror. At the darkest hour
Socrates reached the end of the labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Murasaki Shikibu said,
ending the story.
Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
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Kublai Khan entered a shadowy picture gallery, accented by moki steps which
was lined with a repeated pattern of carved runes. Kublai Khan felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors.
Kublai Khan entered a archaic tetrasoon, tastefully offset by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor with a design of pearl inlay. Kublai Khan thought that
this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a
mirror.
Kublai Khan entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with
a design of wooden carvings. Kublai Khan felt sure that this must be the way
out.
Kublai Khan entered a luxurious liwan, accented by a standing stone inlayed
with gold and framed by a pattern of arabseque. And that was where the
encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and
the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad took place. Kublai Khan offered
advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Kublai Khan began, “It seems to
me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And he told the following story:
Kublai Khan’s Story About Dunyazad
There was once an expansive zone that was a map of itself. Dunyazad didn’t
know why she happened to be there. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.
Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Dunyazad walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.
Dunyazad entered a marble-floored library, decorated with a large fresco of a
garden with two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of
complex interlacing. And that was where the encounter between the sister
of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a lady of the Imperial Court named
Murasaki Shikibu took place. Dunyazad offered advice to Murasaki Shikibu in
the form of a story. So Dunyazad began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…”
And she told the following story:
Dunyazad’s inspiring Story
Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a lady of the Impe-
rial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named Asterion.
Murasaki Shikibu suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Murasaki
Shikibu told a very symbolic story. Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 1st story,
saying, “But there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”
So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”
This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:
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Murasaki Shikibu’s amusing Story
Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was
Alex’s birthday. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And
Scheherazade told a very intertwined story. “And that was how it happened,”
Scheherazade said, ending her story.

Thus Murasaki Shikibu ended her 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”
So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…”
This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:
Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Homer
There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Homer
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Homer entered a ominous cavaedium, accented by a standing stone inlayed with
gold and framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Homer discovered that one
of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Homer entered a twilit cavaedium, containing a standing stone inlayed with gold
and. Homer wandered, lost in thought.
Homer entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Homer walked away from that
place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Homer entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Homer opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Homer entered a primitive triclinium, tastefully offset by many solomonic
columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of red gems. Homer discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Homer entered a primitive hedge maze, accented by a cartouche with a mirror
inside framed by a pattern of red gems. Homer wandered, lost in thought.
Homer entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Homer walked away from that place, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Homer entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many columns.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.
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Homer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Homer entered a marble-floored triclinium, accented by a pair of komaninu with
a design of complex interlacing. Homer felt sure that this must be the way out.

Homer entered a brick-walled hedge maze, containing a fireplace. Homer chose
an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.

Homer entered a rough twilit solar, that had a gargoyle. Homer discovered that
one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a primitive colonnade, , within which was found a quatrefoil
carved into the wall. And that was where the encounter between a blind poet
named Homer and a poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took
place. Homer offered advice to Dante Alighieri in the form of a story. So Homer
began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And Homer told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like
this place,” Homer said, ending the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a Baroque cyzicene hall, , within which was found a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Almost unable to believe it, Homer reached the end of the labyrinth.

“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the
story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Dunyazad entered a wide and low cavaedium, watched over by a curved staircase.
Dunyazad thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a shadowy picture gallery, accented by moki steps which was
lined with a repeated pattern of carved runes. And that was where the encounter
between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet exiled from
Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Dunyazad offered advice to Dante
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Alighieri in the form of a story. So Dunyazad began, “It seems to me that
this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Dunyazad told a very
exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dunyazad
said, ending the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a shadowy picture gallery, accented by moki steps which was
lined with a repeated pattern of carved runes. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque terrace, , within which was found a cartouche with
a mirror inside. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as
the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a looming atrium, decorated with a standing stone inlayed
with gold and framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Dunyazad thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in
a mirror.
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