
The Infinite Garden of One Thousand and One
Stories

Geoffery Chaucer’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a blind librarian
named Jorge Luis Borges and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. 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 touching 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 important Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a child
trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo and a poet of Rome named
Virgil. 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. “And that was how it happened,” Little Nemo
said, ending his story.

“And that was how it happened,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending his 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 Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an expansive zone just on the other side of the garden wall. Ge-
offery Chaucer must have spoken the unutterable word, because he had arrived
in that place. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Baroque triclinium, dominated by a parquet floor
which was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Geoffery Chaucer
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed
mirror. Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction looked promising, and
went that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming almonry, accented by a koi pond which was
lined with a repeated pattern of scratched markings. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure
that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Geoffery Chaucer
chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Geoffery Chaucer
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rococo antechamber, watched over by xoanon. Ge-
offery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, 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. Geoffery Chaucer walked
away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. 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 brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mir-
ror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled anatomical theatre, that had a fountain.
Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a cramped and narrow still room, tastefully offset by
a parquet floor which was lined with a repeated pattern of three hares. Geoffery
Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rococo terrace, accented by a wood-framed mirror
with a design of chevrons. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way
out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a wide and low atelier, accented by a glass chandelier
which was lined with a repeated pattern of egg-and-dart. Geoffery Chaucer
chose an exit at random and walked that way.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble-floored spicery, accented by an empty car-
touche which was lined with a repeated pattern of complex interlacing. Geoffery
Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive atelier, accented by xoanon with a design
of red gems. Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed
mirror. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high hall of doors, that had a beautiful fresco. And
that was where the encounter between an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer
and a poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Dante
Alighieri offered advice to Geoffery Chaucer 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 poet named Homer, a queen of Persia
named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shik-
ibu. 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 Homer

There was once a vast and perilous maze that had never known the light of the
sun. Homer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer wandered,
lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a rococo cyzicene hall, that had a koi pond. Homer walked away
from that place.

Homer entered a marble-floored hall of doors, containing a stone-framed mirror.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

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, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

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

Homer entered a luxurious kiva, dominated by a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of arabseque. Homer chose an exit at random and
walked that way.
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Homer entered a luxurious kiva, dominated by a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of arabseque. Homer discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else.
Homer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Homer wan-
dered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Homer entered a neoclassic fogou, that had moki steps. Homer walked away
from that place.
Homer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Homer opened
a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
Homer entered a neoclassic almonry, accented by a quatrefoil carved into the
wall with a design of guilloché. 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 Little Nemo told a very exciting story. “So you see how that
story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending the story.
Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer chose an exit at random and walked
that way.
Homer entered a neoclassic almonry, accented by a quatrefoil carved into the
wall with a design of guilloché. Homer discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else.
Homer entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Homer wandered,
lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror. Almost unable to believe
it, Homer reached the end of the labyrinth.

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

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dante Alighieri said, ending
the story.
Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble-floored spicery, accented by an empty car-
touche which was lined with a repeated pattern of complex interlacing. Geoffery
Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble-floored spicery, accented by an empty car-
touche which was lined with a repeated pattern of complex interlacing. Geoffery
Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Geoffery Chaucer
wandered, lost in thought, 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. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit
dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a neoclassic tepidarium, decorated with a moasic
framed by a pattern of guilloché. Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic fogou, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil carved
into the wall with a design of pearl inlay. Geoffery Chaucer thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic still room, accented by a curved staircase
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.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic fogou, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil carved
into the wall with a design of pearl inlay. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at
random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer 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 English poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a queen of Persia named
Scheherazade took place. Scheherazade offered advice to Geoffery Chaucer 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Dun-
yazad 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 Dunyazad told:

Dunyazad’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the
sun. Geoffery Chaucer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Geoffery
Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble-floored hall of doors, containing a fountain.
Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way.
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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 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 wandered, 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 shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil in-
scribed in the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Geoffery Chaucer
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

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.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble library, dominated by a quatrefoil carved
into the wall with a design of palmettes. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this
must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble-floored cavaedium, watched over by an
obelisk. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic triclinium, tastefully offset by a fire in a low
basin framed by a pattern of pearl inlay. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one
of the doors lead somewhere else.

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

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer walked away
from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Ge-
offery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead. Which was
where Geoffery Chaucer reached the end of the labyrinth.

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

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque spicery, dominated by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Geoffery Chaucer walked
away from that place.

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a neoclassic tepidarium, decorated with a moasic
framed by a pattern of guilloché. 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. 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.

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble hall of mirrors, , within which was found
a fireplace. Geoffery Chaucer discovered 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 primitive colonnade, , within which was found a
quatrefoil carved into the wall. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion
of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror. Quite unexpectedly Geoffery
Chaucer reached the end of the labyrinth.

Thus Geoffery Chaucer 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…” And Geoffery Chaucer told
a very convoluted 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,” Geoffery Chaucer said,
ending the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way, 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, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a looming arborium, containing a quatrefoil carved into the wall.
Homer walked away from that place.

Homer entered a cramped and narrow cryptoporticus, containing a cartouche
with a mirror inside. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
Quite unexpectedly Homer found the exit.

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

Socrates decided to travel onwards. Socrates thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a Baroque tablinum, dominated by a curved staircase framed
by a pattern of buta motifs. Socrates felt sure that this must be the way out.

Socrates entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Socrates
chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.

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

Socrates entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Socrates
wandered, lost in thought.
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Socrates entered a rough rotunda, decorated with an obelisk with a design of
acanthus. Socrates felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Socrates entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
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 portico, accented by a fireplace with a design of
chevrons. Socrates thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a rococo portico, accented by a fireplace with a design of
chevrons. And that was where the encounter between a philosopher named
Socrates and a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges took place. Jorge Luis
Borges offered advice to Socrates 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 Homer There was once a library, the
place that can sometimes be glimpsed through mirrors. Homer couldn’t quite
say how he was wandering there. 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 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 Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan took place. Kublai
Khan offered advice to Homer 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.

Homer decided to travel onwards. 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 ominous terrace, dominated by a fireplace 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 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 blind poet named Homer and a poet of Rome named
Virgil took place. Virgil offered advice to Homer in the form of a story. So

9



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 Jorge Luis Borges

There was once an expansive zone, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed
through mirrors. Jorge Luis Borges was almost certain about why he happened
to be there. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a neoclassic darbazi, accented by a large fresco of
a garden with two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of
guilloché. Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that place, not knowing that it
was indeed the wrong way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a art deco hall of doors, tastefully offset by an empty
cartouche which was lined with a repeated pattern of blue stones. Jorge Luis
Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

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 felt sure that this must be the way out.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Jorge Luis
Borges wandered, lost in thought.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges walked
away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

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

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.

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, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong 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 thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in
a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must be the way out.
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Jorge Luis Borges entered a rococo picture gallery, dominated by a sipapu
framed by a pattern of chevrons. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Jorge Luis
Borges walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

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

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

Jorge Luis Borges entered a wide and low colonnade, that had a fire in a low
basin. And that was where the encounter between a blind librarian named Jorge
Luis Borges and a member of royalty named Asterion took place. Asterion
offered advice to Jorge Luis Borges 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 symbolic Story

Once upon a time, there was an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo, a blind
poet named Homer and an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer. 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a blind librarian
named Jorge Luis Borges and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. 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 touching 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 important Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a child
trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo and a poet of Rome named
Virgil. 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. “And that was how it happened,” Little Nemo
said, ending his story.
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“And that was how it happened,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending his 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 Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an expansive zone just on the other side of the garden wall. Ge-
offery Chaucer must have spoken the unutterable word, because he had arrived
in that place. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern in-
scribed on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer opened
a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a neoclassic twilit solar, that had a wood-framed
mirror. 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
felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. 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 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 atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a wide and low cavaedium, containing a quatrefoil
inscribed in the ground. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked
that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming atrium, decorated with a standing stone
inlayed with gold and framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Geoffery
Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a high spicery, accented by a gilt-framed mirror with a
design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque sudatorium, dominated by a
trompe-l’oeil fresco with a design of winding knots. Geoffery Chaucer walked
away from that place. At the darkest hour Geoffery Chaucer discovered the
way out.

Thus Geoffery Chaucer 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…” And Geoffery Chaucer told
a very convoluted story. “And that was how it happened,” Geoffery Chaucer
said, ending his story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Asterion said, ending the
story.
Jorge Luis Borges decided to travel onwards. Jorge Luis Borges thought that
this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a
mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a cramped and narrow hall of mirrors, watched over
by a quatrefoil carved into the wall. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. Jorge
Luis Borges walked away from that place. Which was where Jorge Luis Borges
discovered the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Virgil said, ending the
story.
Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened, 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 thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Homer entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. Homer felt sure that
this must be the way out. Almost unable to believe it, Homer 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.

Socrates decided to travel onwards. 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 primitive terrace, decorated with an abat-son with a design
of red gems. Socrates felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Socrates entered a marble-floored hedge maze, that had a fireplace. 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 fogou, that had a pair of komaninu. Socrates
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a cramped and narrow atrium, watched over by a fire in a low
basin. Socrates discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a cramped and narrow atrium, watched over by a fire in a low
basin. Socrates wandered, lost in thought.

Socrates entered a brick-walled anatomical theatre, that had a fountain.
Socrates walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.

Socrates entered a marble-floored hedge maze, that had a fireplace. Socrates
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Socrates entered a looming tetrasoon, , within which was found a lararium. And
that was where the encounter between a philosopher named Socrates and a poet
of Rome named Virgil took place. Virgil offered advice to Socrates 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 Jorge Luis Borges There was once an expansive
zone, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed through mirrors. Jorge Luis
Borges was almost certain about why he happened to be there. Jorge Luis
Borges wandered, lost in thought.
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Jorge Luis Borges entered a twilit cryptoporticus, containing a beautiful fresco.
Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.

Jorge Luis Borges 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. Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it
lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

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 sure that this must be the way out.

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 wandered, lost in thought.

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 walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a luxurious anatomical theatre, containing an exedra.
Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a twilit equatorial room, dominated by a crumbling
mound of earth 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 Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. Jorge Luis Borges muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as
the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a twilit equatorial room, dominated by a crumbling
mound of earth which was lined with a repeated pattern of imbrication. Jorge
Luis Borges thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a twilit equatorial room, dominated by a crumbling
mound of earth which was lined with a repeated pattern of imbrication. Jorge
Luis Borges felt sure that this must be the way out.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a brick-walled cryptoporticus, that had a great many
columns. Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that place, not knowing that it
was indeed the wrong way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Baroque portico, tastefully offset by a fountain
framed by a pattern of buta motifs. Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not
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feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror. And there
Jorge Luis Borges found the exit.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Virgil 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 brick-walled anatomical theatre, that had a fountain.
Socrates thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a wide and low tablinum, containing a monolith. Socrates felt
sure that this must be the way out.

Socrates entered a marble hedge maze, dominated by a curved staircase framed
by a pattern of palmettes. And that was where the encounter between a philoso-
pher named Socrates and a queen of Persia named Scheherazade took place.
Scheherazade offered advice to Socrates 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 Story About Jorge Luis Borges There was once a vast
and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Jorge Luis Borges must have gotten
lost, because he was wandering there. Jorge Luis Borges chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a shadowy still room, that had a koi pond. Jorge
Luis Borges discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges 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 librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and a poet exiled
from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Dante Alighieri offered advice
to Jorge Luis Borges 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 Story About Homer

There was once a cybertextual data structure, the place that can sometimes
be glimpsed through mirrors. Homer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering
there. Homer felt sure that this must be the way out.
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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 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 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 Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining the
perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Homer muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened, 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 thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many columns.
Homer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a design of
acanthus. Homer walked away from that place.

Homer entered a archaic tetrasoon, tastefully offset by a labyrinth pattern in-
scribed on the floor with a design of pearl inlay. 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, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a luxurious hall of doors, dominated by a stone-framed mirror
which was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. Homer felt sure that this
must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a rococo tablinum, watched over by an obelisk. Homer chose an
exit at random and walked that way.

Homer entered a marble-floored terrace, , within which was found a fountain.
Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Homer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Homer wan-
dered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer 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 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 convoluted Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a poet of Rome named
Virgil. 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 amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a Khagan of the Ikh
Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a poet of Rome named Virgil. 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
exciting 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 moving Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a lady
of the Imperial 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…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Dunyazad

There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the sun.
Dunyazad was almost certain about why she happened to be there. Dunyazad
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Dunyazad
chose an exit at random and walked that 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.

Dunyazad entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a sipapu. Dunyazad
wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

18



Dunyazad entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a archaic ���, dominated by a sipapu framed by a pattern of
pearl inlay. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the
door opened.

Dunyazad entered a neoclassic atelier, watched over by a fountain. Dunyazad
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

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

Dunyazad entered a looming library, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Dunyazad chose an exit
at random and walked that way.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
And that was where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named
Dunyazad and a queen of Persia named Scheherazade took place. Scheherazade
offered advice to Dunyazad 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Dun-
yazad 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 Dunyazad told:

Dunyazad’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the
sun. Geoffery Chaucer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Geoffery
Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rough hall of mirrors, decorated with a false door
framed by a pattern of acanthus. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random
and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil in-
scribed in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer
wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a high portico, decorated with a great many columns
with a design 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 art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a shadowy picture gallery, accented by moki steps
which was lined with a repeated pattern of carved runes. Geoffery Chaucer
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rough kiva, decorated with an empty cartouche
which was lined with a repeated pattern of acanthus. Geoffery Chaucer felt
sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high portico, dominated by a fireplace with a design
of a dizzying spiral pattern. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and
walked that way.

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

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer walked away
from that place. Which was where Geoffery Chaucer discovered the way out.

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

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

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

Dunyazad entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mir-
ror with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad walked away from that place.
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Dunyazad entered a wide and low portico, watched over by an abat-son. Dun-
yazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

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 philosopher named Socrates took place. Socrates offered advice to Dun-
yazad 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.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad chose an exit at random and
walked that 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.

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, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. Dunyazad felt a
bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror. Quite
unexpectedly Dunyazad reached the end of the labyrinth.

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

“And that was how it happened,” Kublai Khan said, ending his 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 Story About Dunyazad

There was once a cybertextual data structure just on the other side of the
garden wall. Dunyazad must have spoken the unutterable word, because she
had arrived in that place. Dunyazad chose an exit at random and walked that
way.
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Dunyazad entered a high darbazi, , within which was found a pair of komaninu.
Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Dunyazad entered a high darbazi, , within which was found a pair of komaninu.
Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Dunyazad entered a ominous peristyle, that had a large fresco of a garden with
two paths dividing. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing
a passing glance at a mirror.

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.

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.

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,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a wide and low darbazi, containing a quatrefoil carved into
the wall. Dunyazad chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Dunyazad entered a wide and low darbazi, containing a quatrefoil carved into
the wall. Dunyazad walked away from that place.

Dunyazad entered a twilit equatorial room, dominated by a crumbling mound of
earth which was lined with a repeated pattern of imbrication. Dunyazad opened
a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

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

Dunyazad entered a wide and low portico, watched over by an abat-son. Dun-
yazad chose an exit at random and walked that way.

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

Dunyazad entered a twilit kiva, containing a labyrinth pattern inscribed on the
floor. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a cramped and narrow fogou, watched over by a monolith.
Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at
a mirror.

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.

Dunyazad entered a wide and low fogou, watched over by a koi pond. Dunyazad
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.
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Dunyazad entered a looming hedge maze, that had a moasic. Dunyazad felt
sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

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

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
And that was where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named
Dunyazad and a queen of Persia named Scheherazade took place. Scheherazade
offered advice to Dunyazad 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Dun-
yazad 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 Dunyazad told:

Dunyazad’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the
sun. Geoffery Chaucer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Geoffery
Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rough hall of mirrors, decorated with a false door
framed by a pattern of acanthus. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random
and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled spicery, accented by a wood-framed
mirror with a design of taijitu. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Geoffery
Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil in-
scribed in the ground framed by a pattern 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 Baroque portico, containing a fire in a low basin.
Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque liwan, tastefully offset by a semi-
dome with a design of winding knots. Geoffery Chaucer thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way.
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Geoffery Chaucer 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. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive peristyle, decorated with a trompe-l’oeil
fresco with a design of red gems. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and
walked that way. Which was where Geoffery Chaucer discovered the way out.

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

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Scheherazade said, ending
the story.
Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
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.
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.
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 philosopher named Socrates took place. Socrates offered advice to Dun-
yazad 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.
Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad chose an exit at random and
walked that way.
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.
Dunyazad entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Dun-
yazad wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at 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, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.
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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.

Dunyazad entered a art deco antechamber, , within which was found a great
many columns. Dunyazad thought that this direction looked promising, and
went that way.

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

Dunyazad entered a ominous peristyle, that had a large fresco of a garden with
two paths dividing. Dunyazad chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous peristyle, that had a large fresco of a garden with
two paths dividing. Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else. Quite unexpectedly Dunyazad found the exit.

Thus Virgil 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…” And Virgil told a very sym-
bolic story. “And that was how it happened,” Virgil said, ending his story.

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

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

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, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a looming picture gallery, that had a fire in a low basin. Homer
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Homer entered a looming picture gallery, that had a fire in a low basin. And that
was where the encounter between a blind poet named Homer and an explorer
of Venice named Marco Polo took place. Marco Polo offered advice to Homer
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 amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a poet of Rome
named Virgil and a member of royalty named Asterion. 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 Jorge Luis Borges

There was once a cybertextual data structure that had never known the light
of the sun. Jorge Luis Borges was almost certain about why he happened to
be there. 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 tetrasoon, dominated by a glass-framed
mirror framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges muttered,
“North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Jorge Luis Borges thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
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 cyzicene hall, , within which was
found a sipapu. Jorge Luis Borges chose an exit at random and walked that
way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
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 rococo hall of doors, that had a fireplace. Jorge
Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance
at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Jorge Luis
Borges chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror 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,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
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Jorge Luis Borges entered a high triclinium, accented by a pair of komaninu
with a design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at
the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a brick-walled cryptoporticus, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of taijitu. 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 thought that this direction looked promising, and
went that way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges 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. Jorge Luis Borges chose an exit at random and walked that
way.

Jorge Luis Borges 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 librarian
named Jorge Luis Borges and a queen of Persia named Scheherazade took place.
Scheherazade offered advice to Jorge Luis Borges 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Dun-
yazad 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 Dunyazad told:

Dunyazad’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the
sun. Geoffery Chaucer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Geoffery
Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a neoclassic antechamber, containing an abat-son.
Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high antechamber, that had an obelisk. Geoffery
Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mir-
ror.

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 picture gallery, decorated with a great
many columns with a design of red gems. 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 brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high spicery, accented by a gilt-framed mirror with
a design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random
and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high spicery, accented by a gilt-framed mirror with
a design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of
the doors lead somewhere else.

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 king of
Persia named Shahryar took place. Shahryar offered advice to Geoffery Chaucer
in the form of a story. So Shahryar began, “It seems to me that this place we
find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Shahryar told a very exciting story.
“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Shahryar said, ending the
story.

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer walked away
from that place. Which was where Geoffery Chaucer discovered the way out.

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

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

Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble atelier, tastefully offset by a monolith which
was lined with a repeated pattern of palmettes. Jorge Luis Borges opened a door,
not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a twilit twilit solar, watched over by a crumbling
mound of earth. And that was where the encounter between a blind librarian
named Jorge Luis Borges and a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little
Nemo 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 Little Nemo told a very exciting story. “So you see
how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending the story.

Jorge Luis Borges decided to travel onwards. Jorge Luis Borges chose an exit
at random and walked 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 discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else.

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

Jorge Luis Borges entered a archaic equatorial room, accented by an abat-son
with a design of pearl inlay. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion
of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

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

Jorge Luis Borges entered a twilit kiva, containing a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor. Jorge Luis Borges thought that this direction looked promising,
and went that way. Almost unable to believe it, Jorge Luis Borges found the
exit.

“And that was how it happened,” Virgil 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.
Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.
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.
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.
Homer entered a Churrigueresque terrace, that had an empty cartouche. Homer
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Homer entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Homer felt sure that this must be the way
out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Homer entered a art deco cryptoporticus, tastefully offset by a trompe-l’oeil
fresco with a design of blue stones. Homer chose an exit at random and walked
that way.
Homer entered a looming picture gallery, that had a fire in a low basin. Homer
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.
Homer entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Homer wandered, lost
in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Homer entered a rococo tablinum, watched over by an obelisk. Homer walked
away from that place.
Homer entered a luxurious peristyle, that had a fallen column. And that was
where the encounter between a blind poet named Homer and a poet exiled from
Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Dante Alighieri offered advice to
Homer 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 poet named Homer, a queen of Persia
named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shik-
ibu. 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 Homer
There was once a vast and perilous maze that had never known the light of the
sun. Homer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer wandered,
lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
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Homer entered a marble-floored fogou, that had moki steps. Homer walked
away from that place.
Homer entered a marble-floored fogou, that had moki steps. Homer opened a
door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
Homer entered a wide and low atelier, accented by a glass chandelier which was
lined with a repeated pattern of egg-and-dart. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Homer entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps. Homer
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.
Homer entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps. Homer
chose an exit at random and walked that way.
Homer entered a Churrigueresque twilit solar, watched over by an abat-son.
Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.
Homer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was found a
pair of komaninu. Homer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance
at a mirror.
Homer entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Homer walked away from that place.
Homer entered a rococo triclinium, , within which was found a pair of komaninu.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
Homer entered a marble darbazi, , within which was found a fireplace. 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 Little Nemo told a
very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little
Nemo said, ending the story.
Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer chose an exit at random and walked
that way.
Homer entered a shadowy portico, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.
Homer entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Homer wandered,
lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror. Almost unable to believe
it, Homer reached the end of the labyrinth.

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

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of
doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps. Homer
chose an exit at random and walked that 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.

Homer 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.
Homer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Homer felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a rococo tablinum, watched over by an obelisk. Homer muttered,
“North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Homer entered a rococo tablinum, watched over by an obelisk. Homer thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Homer entered a archaic tetrasoon, accented by a cartouche with a mirror inside
framed by a pattern of pearl inlay. Homer felt sure that this must be the way
out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a archaic tetrasoon, accented by a cartouche with a mirror inside
framed by a pattern of pearl inlay. Homer chose an exit at random and walked
that way.

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 queen of Persia
named Scheherazade took place. Scheherazade offered advice to Homer 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Dun-
yazad 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 Dunyazad told:

Dunyazad’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer
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There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the
sun. Geoffery Chaucer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Geoffery
Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rough hall of mirrors, decorated with a false door
framed by a pattern of acanthus. 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
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many
columns. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high triclinium, accented by a pair of komaninu
with a design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

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.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a twilit cryptoporticus, decorated with a fireplace
with a design of imbrication. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the
way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror. And there Geoffery Chaucer
reached the end of the labyrinth.

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

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Scheherazade 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.
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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.

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

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer chose an exit at random and walked
that 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.

Homer entered a shadowy cryptoporticus, , within which was found a fire in
a low basin. Homer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Homer entered a wide and low library, that had a great many columns. Homer
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a high triclinium, accented by a pair of komaninu with a design
of a dizzying spiral pattern. Homer muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened.

Homer entered a ominous sudatorium, tastefully offset by a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Homer thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way.

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, 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 chose an exit at
random and walked that way. Which was where Homer discovered the way out.

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

Jorge Luis Borges decided to travel onwards. Jorge Luis Borges walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
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Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Jorge Luis
Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a
design of acanthus. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a wide and low portico, watched over by an abat-son.
And that was where the encounter between a blind librarian named Jorge Luis
Borges and a member of royalty named Asterion took place. Asterion offered
advice to Jorge Luis Borges 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 symbolic Story

Once upon a time, there was an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo, a blind
poet named Homer and an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer. 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a blind librarian
named Jorge Luis Borges and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. 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 touching 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 important Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a child
trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo and a poet of Rome named
Virgil. 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. “And that was how it happened,” Little Nemo
said, ending his story.

“And that was how it happened,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending his story.
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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 Story About Geoffery Chaucer
There was once an expansive zone just on the other side of the garden wall. Ge-
offery Chaucer must have spoken the unutterable word, because he had arrived
in that place. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.
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
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive darbazi, , within which was found an
empty cartouche. Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction looked promis-
ing, and went that way.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a art deco atelier, 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 cramped and narrow still room, tastefully offset by
a parquet floor which was lined with a repeated pattern of three hares. Geoffery
Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a wide and low atelier, accented by a glass chandelier
which was lined with a repeated pattern of egg-and-dart. 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 marble hall of mirrors, , within which was found a
fireplace. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a high portico, decorated with a great many columns
with a design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at
random and walked that way.
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
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 Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil in-
scribed in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rough library, that had xoanon. Geoffery Chaucer
felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled anatomical theatre, that had a mono-
lith. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a wide and low cavaedium, containing a quatrefoil
inscribed in the ground. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mir-
ror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive darbazi, , within which was found an
empty cartouche. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer 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 English poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a poet
exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Dante Alighieri offered
advice to Geoffery Chaucer 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 poet named Homer, a queen of Persia
named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shik-
ibu. 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 Homer

There was once a vast and perilous maze that had never known the light of the
sun. Homer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer wandered,
lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a neoclassic colonnade, watched over by a wood-framed mirror.
Homer walked away from that place.

Homer entered a neoclassic colonnade, watched over by a wood-framed mirror.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
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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, 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 muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as
the door opened.
Homer entered a neoclassic almonry, accented by a quatrefoil carved into the
wall with a design of guilloché. Homer chose an exit at random and walked that
way.
Homer entered a twilit cavaedium, containing a standing stone inlayed with gold
and. 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, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Homer entered a rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a design of
acanthus. Homer walked away from that place.
Homer entered a marble atrium, accented by a koi pond which was lined with
a repeated pattern of palmettes. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead.
Homer entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. 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 Little Nemo told a very
exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo
said, ending the story.
Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer chose an exit at random and walked
that way. Quite unexpectedly Homer discovered the way out.

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

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dante Alighieri said, ending
the story.
Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. 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 chose
an exit at random and walked that way.
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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 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 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 primitive darbazi, , within which was found an
empty cartouche. Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern in-
scribed on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. 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. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be
the way out, 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 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. And that was where
the encounter between an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a queen of
Persia named Scheherazade took place. Scheherazade offered advice to Geoffery
Chaucer 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Dun-
yazad 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 Dunyazad told:

Dunyazad’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the
sun. Geoffery Chaucer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. 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 rough hall of mirrors, decorated with a false door
framed by a pattern of acanthus. 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 cramped and narrow hall of doors, containing a
large fresco of a garden with two paths dividing. Geoffery Chaucer wandered,
lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled cryptoporticus, that had a great many
columns. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble-floored almonry, accented by a large fresco
of a garden with two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of
complex interlacing. Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a art deco atrium, accented by a stone-framed mir-
ror which was lined with a repeated pattern of blue stones. 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
felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. Geoffery
Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Ge-
offery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else. Quite
unexpectedly Geoffery Chaucer found the exit.

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

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

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer wandered, 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
walked away from that place.
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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 opened
a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
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.
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.

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rococo antechamber, watched over by xoanon. Ge-
offery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous spicery, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mir-
ror.

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 primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Geof-
fery Chaucer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.
At the darkest hour Geoffery Chaucer discovered the way out.

Thus Geoffery Chaucer 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…” And Geoffery Chaucer told
a very convoluted story. “And that was how it happened,” Geoffery Chaucer
said, ending his story.

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

Jorge Luis Borges decided to travel onwards. Jorge Luis Borges thought that
this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a
mirror.
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Jorge Luis Borges entered a wide and low portico, watched over by an abat-
son. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

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.
Which was where Jorge Luis Borges discovered the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Scheherazade 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 rococo atelier, accented by an alcove framed by a pattern of
chevrons. Socrates felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Socrates entered a rococo atelier, accented by an alcove framed by a pattern of
chevrons. 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 atelier, accented by an alcove 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-floored darbazi, tastefully offset by a parquet floor
which was lined with a repeated pattern of complex interlacing. Socrates felt
sure that this must be the way out.
Socrates entered a rococo atelier, accented by an alcove framed by a pattern of
chevrons. Socrates wandered, lost in thought.

Socrates entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Socrates walked
away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a marble atelier, containing a sipapu. Socrates opened a door,
not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Socrates entered a marble-floored hedge maze, that had a fireplace. Socrates
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors. Which was where Socrates reached
the end of the labyrinth.

“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 opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
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Marco Polo entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Marco Polo felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Marco Polo entered a marble-floored spicery, accented by an empty cartouche
which was lined with a repeated pattern of complex interlacing. 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 rococo triclinium, , within which was found 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 twilit equatorial room, dominated by a crumbling mound
of earth which was lined with a repeated pattern of imbrication. Marco Polo
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a
mirror. Quite unexpectedly Marco Polo found the exit.

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

Thus Scheherazade ended her 547th 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 librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer.
Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birth-
day. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Scheherazade told
a very touching 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 amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai
Khan, a blind poet named Homer and a philosopher named Socrates. Homer
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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.

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 Story About Marco Polo

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Marco Polo
must have gotten lost, because he was wandering there. Marco Polo walked
away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Marco Polo entered a marble-floored atrium, that had a stone-framed mirror.
Marco Polo opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflec-
tion in a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a shadowy kiva, tastefully offset by a pair of komaninu with
a design of carved runes. Marco Polo felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Marco Polo 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 an explorer of Venice
named Marco Polo and a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan
took place. Kublai Khan offered advice to Marco Polo 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 Homer There was once a library that was a
map of itself. Homer had followed a secret path, and so he had arrived in that
place. Homer walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.

Homer entered a ominous picture gallery, accented by a gilt-framed mirror with
a design of wooden carvings. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Homer entered a ominous picture gallery, accented by a gilt-framed mirror with
a design of wooden carvings. Homer muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
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Homer entered a looming almonry, accented by a koi pond which was lined with
a repeated pattern of scratched markings. Homer thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a rococo portico, accented by a fireplace with a design of chevrons.
Homer felt sure that this must be the way out.

Homer entered a rococo triclinium, , within which was found a pair of komaninu.
Homer chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was
indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a rococo triclinium, , within which was found a pair of komaninu.
Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a wide and low fogou, watched over by a koi pond. Homer
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Homer entered a high hall of doors, that had a beautiful fresco. Homer felt a
bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Homer entered a rococo cryptoporticus, accented by a fireplace with a design
of chevrons. Homer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened, 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. 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 inspiring Story Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named
Homer, a king of Persia named Shahryar and a philosopher named Socrates.
Shahryar suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday.
So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Shahryar told a very
symbolic story. “And that was how it happened,” Shahryar 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 chose an exit at random and walked
that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way. At the darkest hour
Homer 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.

Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. 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 chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it
was indeed the wrong 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, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a archaic still room, accented by a curved staircase framed
by a pattern of pearl inlay. Marco Polo wandered, lost in thought.

Marco Polo 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
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 Story About Kublai Khan There was once a cybertex-
tual data structure, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed through mirrors.
Kublai Khan was almost certain about why he happened to be there. Kublai
Khan felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Kublai Khan entered a looming almonry, accented by a koi pond which was
lined with a repeated pattern of scratched markings. 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 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 a Khagan of the Ikh
Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a member of royalty named Asterion took
place. Kublai Khan offered advice to Asterion 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:
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Kublai Khan’s inspiring Story Once upon a time, there was a blind poet
named Homer, a king of Persia named Shahryar and a philosopher named
Socrates. Shahryar suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Shahryar told
a very symbolic story. “And that was how it happened,” Shahryar said, ending
his 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 chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Kublai Khan entered a Baroque portico, containing a fire in a low basin. Kublai
Khan discovered 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. And that was where the encounter between a Khagan of
the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a blind poet named Homer took
place. Kublai Khan offered advice to Homer 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 important Story Once upon a time, there was a blind
poet named Homer, an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo and the sister of
Scheherazade named Dunyazad. 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 Story About Marco Polo
There was once a cybertextual data structure that was a map of itself. Marco
Polo didn’t know why he happened to be there. Marco Polo felt a bit dizzy at
the confusion of doors.
Marco Polo entered a cramped and narrow still room, tastefully offset by a
parquet floor which was lined with a repeated pattern of three hares. 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 Churrigueresque hall of doors, dominated by a great many
columns with a design of winding knots. Marco Polo thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.
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Marco Polo entered a Churrigueresque hall of doors, dominated by a great many
columns with a design of winding knots. 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 Homer
There was once a library, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed through
mirrors. Homer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer felt
sure that this must be the way out.
Homer entered a art deco hall of doors, tastefully offset by an empty cartouche
which was lined with a repeated pattern of blue stones. 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. And that was where the encounter between a blind poet
named Homer and a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan took
place. Kublai Khan offered advice to Homer 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.
Homer decided to travel onwards. 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 marble tetrasoon, dominated by divans lining the perimeter
framed by a pattern of palmettes. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Homer entered a brick-walled anatomical theatre, that had a fountain. And
that was where the encounter between a blind poet named Homer and a poet
of Rome named Virgil took place. Virgil offered advice to Homer 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 Jorge Luis Borges
There was once an expansive zone, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed
through mirrors. Jorge Luis Borges was almost certain about why he happened
to be there. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a art deco hall of doors, tastefully offset by an empty
cartouche which was lined with a repeated pattern of blue stones. Jorge Luis
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Borges walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.
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, passing a
reflection in a mirror.
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
sure that this must be the way out.
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 ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern in-
scribed on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges walked
away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many
columns. Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead,
passing a reflection in a mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a
design of acanthus. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a wide and low portico, watched over by an abat-son.
Jorge Luis Borges muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
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, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a twilit kiva, containing a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor. Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must be the way out.
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.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a neoclassic spicery, accented by an empty cartouche
which was lined with a repeated pattern of guilloché. Jorge Luis Borges walked
away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
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, passing a
reflection in a mirror. And there Jorge Luis Borges found the exit.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Virgil said, ending the
story.
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Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened, 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 thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in
a mirror.
Homer entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Homer felt
sure that this must be the way out.
Homer entered a neoclassic colonnade, accented by a fountain framed by a pat-
tern of guilloché. And that was where the encounter between a blind poet named
Homer and a queen of Persia named Scheherazade took place. Scheherazade of-
fered advice to Homer 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 Story About Jorge Luis Borges
There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Jorge Luis
Borges must have gotten lost, because he was wandering there. Jorge Luis
Borges chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was
indeed the wrong way.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a art deco hall of doors, tastefully offset by an empty
cartouche which was lined with a repeated pattern of blue stones. Jorge Luis
Borges discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges 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
blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and a poet exiled from Florence named
Dante Alighieri took place. Dante Alighieri offered advice to Jorge Luis Borges
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 Story About Homer
There was once a cybertextual data structure, the place that can sometimes
be glimpsed through mirrors. Homer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering
there. Homer felt sure that this must be the way out.
Homer entered a marble-floored terrace, , within which was found 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 antechamber, decorated with 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.
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Homer entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps. Homer
wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a archaic tetrasoon, tastefully offset by a labyrinth pattern in-
scribed on the floor with a design of pearl inlay. Homer walked away from that
place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer 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.
Homer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a luxurious hall of doors, dominated by a stone-framed mirror
which was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. Homer thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque terrace, that had an empty cartouche. 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 Baroque cyzicene hall, , within which was found a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead.

Homer entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Homer felt a bit
dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror. And there
Homer found the exit.

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

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

Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble atrium, accented by a koi pond which was
lined with a repeated pattern of palmettes. Jorge Luis Borges opened a door,
not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in 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 felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Jorge Luis Borges 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 blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and a member of royalty named
Asterion took place. Asterion offered advice to Jorge Luis Borges in the form
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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 symbolic Story

Once upon a time, there was an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo, a blind
poet named Homer and an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer. 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a blind librarian
named Jorge Luis Borges and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. 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 touching 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 important Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a child
trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo and a poet of Rome named
Virgil. 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. “And that was how it happened,” Little Nemo
said, ending his story.

“And that was how it happened,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending his 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 Story About Geoffery Chaucer
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There was once an expansive zone just on the other side of the garden wall. Ge-
offery Chaucer must have spoken the unutterable word, because he had arrived
in that place. 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. Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed
mirror. Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction looked promising, and
went that 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 felt
sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil in-
scribed in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer
chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic still room, accented by a curved staircase
framed by a pattern of pearl inlay. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many
columns. Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance
at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled cavaedium, watched over by a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic fogou, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil carved
into the wall with a design of pearl inlay. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at
random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic fogou, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil carved
into the wall with a design of pearl inlay. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one
of the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Geoffery
Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic still room, watched over by a gargoyle. Ge-
offery Chaucer walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead. Almost
unable to believe it, Geoffery Chaucer found the exit.
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Thus Geoffery Chaucer 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…” And Geoffery Chaucer told
a very convoluted story. “And that was how it happened,” Geoffery Chaucer
said, ending his story.

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

Jorge Luis Borges decided to travel onwards. Jorge Luis Borges thought that
this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance
at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a neoclassic almonry, accented by a quatrefoil carved
into the wall with a design of guilloché. Jorge Luis Borges walked away from
that place. Which was where Jorge Luis Borges discovered the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Scheherazade 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, accented by a stone-framed mirror which
was lined with a repeated pattern of acanthus. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors.

Homer entered a rough twilit solar, accented by a stone-framed mirror which
was lined with a repeated pattern of acanthus. Homer muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.

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

Homer entered a archaic terrace, decorated with a standing stone inlayed with
gold and framed by a pattern of pearl inlay. Homer felt sure that this must be
the way out.
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Homer entered a looming hedge maze, that had a fireplace. 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 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 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 looming library, that had many solomonic columns. And that
was where the encounter between a blind poet named Homer and an English
poet named Geoffery Chaucer took place. Geoffery Chaucer offered advice to
Homer 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 symbolic Story

Once upon a time, there was an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo, a blind
poet named Homer and an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer. 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a blind librarian
named Jorge Luis Borges and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. 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 touching 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 important Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a child
trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo and a poet of Rome named
Virgil. 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. “And that was how it happened,” Little Nemo
said, ending his story.
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“And that was how it happened,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending his 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 Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an expansive zone just on the other side of the garden wall. Ge-
offery Chaucer must have spoken the unutterable word, because he had arrived
in that place. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a twilit darbazi, decorated with a fallen column with
a design of imbrication. Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a twilit darbazi, decorated with a fallen column with
a design of imbrication. Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way.

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a cramped and narrow still room, tastefully offset by
a parquet floor which was lined with a repeated pattern of three hares. Geoffery
Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic fogou, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil carved
into the wall with a design of pearl inlay. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one
of the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble picture gallery, that had an abat-son. Geof-
fery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a luxurious peristyle, dominated by a fountain framed
by a pattern of arabseque. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked
that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a art deco tetrasoon, containing a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead some-
where else.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a luxurious fogou, tastefully offset by a fireplace with
a design of arabseque. Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a cramped and narrow rotunda, accented by a stone-
framed mirror which was lined with a repeated pattern of three hares. Geoffery
Chaucer walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead. Almost
unable to believe it, Geoffery Chaucer found the exit.

Thus Geoffery Chaucer 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…” And Geoffery Chaucer told
a very convoluted story. “And that was how it happened,” Geoffery Chaucer
said, ending his story.

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

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was found a
pair of komaninu. Homer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance
at a mirror.

Homer entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Homer walked
away from that place.

Homer entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Homer opened
a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead. Quite unexpectedly Homer found
the exit.

“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 walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
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Marco Polo entered a marble-floored spicery, accented by an empty cartouche
which was lined with a repeated pattern of complex interlacing. Marco Polo
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

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

Marco Polo entered a Churrigueresque hall of doors, dominated by a great many
columns with a design of winding knots. 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 Churrigueresque hall of doors, dominated by a great many
columns with a design of winding knots. Marco Polo thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror. Quite
unexpectedly Marco Polo found the exit.

Thus Marco Polo 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…” And Marco Polo told a very
symbolic story. Thus Marco Polo 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 Marco Polo told:

Marco Polo’s recursive Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad.
Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birth-
day. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Scheherazade
told a very exciting story. “And that was how it happened,” Scheherazade said,
ending her story.

Thus Marco Polo ended his 3rd 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 Marco Polo told:

Marco Polo’s exciting Story
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Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a philosopher named
Socrates and an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer. Geoffery Chaucer sug-
gested 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 inspiring Story
Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a philoso-
pher named Socrates and a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo.
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
touching 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 amusing Story
Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, an explorer of Venice
named Marco Polo and the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad. 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 Story About Homer
There was once a cybertextual data structure, the place that can sometimes
be glimpsed through mirrors. Homer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering
there. Homer felt sure that this must be the way out.
Homer entered a wide and low terrace, containing an abat-son. Homer chose an
exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.
Homer entered a rococo atelier, tastefully offset by an obelisk with a design of
chevrons. 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 archaic atelier, tastefully offset by an alcove framed by a pat-
tern of pearl inlay. 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 muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
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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 thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way, 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 wandered, lost in thought,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a art deco hall of doors, decorated with an empty cartouche
which was lined with a repeated pattern of blue stones. Homer walked away
from that place. Which was where Homer discovered the way out.

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

“And that was how it happened,” Socrates said, ending his 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 Story About Homer

There was once an expansive zone that was a map of itself. Homer had followed
a secret path, and so he had arrived in that place. 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 cartouche
with a mirror inside. Homer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as
the door opened, 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 thought that this direction looked promising, and
went that way, 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 sure that this must be the
way out.

Homer entered a wide and low liwan, , within which was found a trompe-l’oeil
fresco. 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 rococo terrace, accented by a wood-framed mirror with a de-
sign of chevrons. Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else,
passing a reflection in a mirror.
Homer entered a luxurious peristyle, dominated by a fountain framed by a
pattern of arabseque. 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 Story About Homer
There was once a cybertextual data structure, the place that can sometimes
be glimpsed through mirrors. Homer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering
there. Homer felt sure that this must be the way out.
Homer entered a luxurious still room, containing divans lining the perimeter.
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 still room, tastefully offset by a parquet
floor which was lined with a repeated pattern of three hares. 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 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 portico, watched over by an abat-son. Homer
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.
Homer entered a wide and low portico, watched over by an abat-son. Homer
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a
reflection in a mirror.
Homer entered a wide and low picture gallery, , within which was found a
crumbling mound of earth. Homer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.
Homer entered a marble library, that had a standing stone inlayed with gold
and. Homer walked away from that place.
Homer entered a Baroque cyzicene hall, , within which was found a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead. Quite unexpectedly Homer found the exit.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Jorge Luis Borges said,
ending the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. 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 high fogou, containing a fallen column. Homer felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors.

Homer 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 poet named Homer and an English poet named
Geoffery Chaucer took place. Geoffery Chaucer offered advice to Homer 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 symbolic Story

Once upon a time, there was an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo, a blind
poet named Homer and an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer. 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a blind librarian
named Jorge Luis Borges and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. 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 touching 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 important Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a child
trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo and a poet of Rome named
Virgil. 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. “And that was how it happened,” Little Nemo
said, ending his story.
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“And that was how it happened,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending his 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 Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an expansive zone just on the other side of the garden wall. Ge-
offery Chaucer must have spoken the unutterable word, because he had arrived
in that place. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled anatomical theatre, that had a fountain.
Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a wide and low liwan, , within which was found a
trompe-l’oeil fresco. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that
way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rococo spicery, , within which was found an abat-son.
Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many
columns. Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance
at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled cavaedium, watched over by a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous spicery, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high triclinium, accented by a pair of komaninu with
a design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of
the doors lead somewhere else.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mir-
ror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive colonnade, , within which was found a
quatrefoil carved into the wall. Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead. Almost unable to believe it, Geoffery Chaucer found
the exit.

Thus Geoffery Chaucer 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…” And Geoffery Chaucer told
a very convoluted story. “And that was how it happened,” Geoffery Chaucer
said, ending his story.

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

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a high spicery, , within which was found a gargoyle. Homer
wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a ominous cavaedium, accented by a standing stone inlayed with
gold and framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Homer walked away from
that place.
Homer entered a wide and low liwan, , within which was found a trompe-l’oeil
fresco. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Homer entered a archaic still room, accented by a curved staircase framed by a
pattern of pearl inlay. 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 felt
sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a cramped and narrow cryptoporticus, containing a cartouche
with a mirror inside. Homer chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.
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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 wandered, lost in
thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer 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 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 convoluted Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a poet of Rome named
Virgil. 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 amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a Khagan of the Ikh
Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a poet of Rome named Virgil. 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
exciting 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 moving Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a lady
of the Imperial 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…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Dunyazad

There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the sun.
Dunyazad was almost certain about why she happened to be there. Dunyazad
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at 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 chose an exit at random and walked that way.
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Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.
Dunyazad entered a brick-walled picture gallery, watched over by a parquet floor.
Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at 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 a bit dizzy at
the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a Baroque tetrasoon, , within which was found a quatrefoil
inscribed in the ground. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened.
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.
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 felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing
a passing glance at a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Dunyazad chose an exit at random and walked that way.
Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
And that was where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named
Dunyazad and a queen of Persia named Scheherazade took place. Scheherazade
offered advice to Dunyazad 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 inspiring Story
Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Dun-
yazad 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 Dunyazad told:
Dunyazad’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer
There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the
sun. Geoffery Chaucer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Geoffery
Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive antechamber, dominated by a koi pond
which was lined with a repeated pattern of red gems. Geoffery Chaucer chose
an exit at random and walked that way.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil in-
scribed in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Geoffery Chaucer
wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a art deco atrium, accented by a stone-framed mirror
which was lined with a repeated pattern of blue stones. Geoffery Chaucer felt
a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, 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
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic equatorial room, accented by an abat-son
with a design of pearl inlay. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the
way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble library, dominated by a quatrefoil carved
into the wall with a design of palmettes. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at
random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a luxurious library, accented by a koi pond which was
lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that
one of the doors lead somewhere else.

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

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer walked away
from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Ge-
offery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead. Which was
where Geoffery Chaucer reached the end of the labyrinth.

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

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

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.

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

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 philosopher named Socrates took place. Socrates offered advice to Dunyazad
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.

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

Dunyazad entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Dunyazad discov-
ered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Dunyazad entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Dunyazad wan-
dered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at 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, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

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.

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.

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,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror. And there Dunyazad reached the end of
the labyrinth.
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“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“And that was how it happened,” Kublai Khan said, ending his 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 Story About Dunyazad

There was once a cybertextual data structure just on the other side of the
garden wall. Dunyazad must have spoken the unutterable word, because she
had arrived in that place. Dunyazad chose an exit at random and walked that
way.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Dunyazad entered a looming hedge maze, that had a moasic. Dunyazad opened
a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

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

Dunyazad entered a high darbazi, , within which was found a pair of komaninu.
Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

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.

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, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

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.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was found
a pair of komaninu. Dunyazad walked away from that place.

Dunyazad entered a high hall of doors, that had a beautiful fresco. Dunyazad
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
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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,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a wide and low portico, watched over by an abat-son. Dun-
yazad chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Dunyazad entered a wide and low portico, watched over by an abat-son. Dun-
yazad discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Dunyazad entered a neoclassic spicery, accented by an empty cartouche which
was lined with a repeated pattern of guilloché. Dunyazad wandered, lost in
thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a neoclassic liwan, tastefully offset by moki steps which was
lined with a repeated pattern of guilloché. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a cramped and narrow hall of mirrors, watched over by a qua-
trefoil carved into the wall. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened.

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

Dunyazad entered a twilit equatorial room, dominated by a crumbling mound
of earth which was lined with a repeated pattern of imbrication. Dunyazad felt
sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a twilit equatorial room, dominated by a crumbling mound of
earth which was lined with a repeated pattern of imbrication. Dunyazad chose
an exit at random and walked that way.

Dunyazad 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 the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and
a queen of Persia named Scheherazade took place. Scheherazade offered advice
to Dunyazad 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Dun-
yazad 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 Dunyazad told:

Dunyazad’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer
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There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the
sun. Geoffery Chaucer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Geoffery
Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble-floored hall of doors, containing a fountain.
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 archaic hall of doors, containing a koi pond. Geoffery
Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil in-
scribed in the ground framed by a pattern 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 art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened.

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
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Baroque portico, containing a fire in a low basin.
Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, 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 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 high portico, dominated by a fireplace with a design
of a dizzying spiral pattern. And that was where the encounter between an
English poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a king of Persia named Shahryar
took place. Shahryar offered advice to Geoffery Chaucer in the form of a story.
So Shahryar began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds
me of when…” And Shahryar told a very exciting story. “So you see how that
story was very like this place,” Shahryar said, ending the story.

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer walked away
from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rough spicery, decorated with a fire in a low basin
framed by a pattern of acanthus. Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling
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quite sure where it lead. Which was where Geoffery Chaucer reached the end
of the labyrinth.

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

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

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

Dunyazad entered a primitive picture gallery, decorated with a great many
columns with a design of red gems. Dunyazad walked away from that place.

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. And there Dunyazad found the exit.

Thus Virgil 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…” And Virgil told a very sym-
bolic story. “And that was how it happened,” Virgil said, ending his story.

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

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

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, 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 muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened.

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 an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo took place. Marco
Polo offered advice to Homer 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 a philosopher named Socrates, a poet of Rome
named Virgil and a member of royalty named Asterion. 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 Jorge Luis Borges

There was once a cybertextual data structure that had never known the light
of the sun. Jorge Luis Borges was almost certain about why he happened to
be there. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a brick-walled cryptoporticus, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of taijitu. 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 thought
that this direction looked promising, and went 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 felt
sure that this must be the way out, 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
chose an exit at random and walked that way.

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.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son
with a design of wooden carvings. 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 looming atrium, decorated with a standing stone
inlayed with gold and framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Jorge Luis
Borges chose an exit at random and walked that way.
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Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming atrium, decorated with a standing stone
inlayed with gold and framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Jorge Luis
Borges discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous sudatorium, tastefully offset by a wood-
framed mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges wandered,
lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

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

Jorge Luis Borges entered a high hedge maze, accented by a lararium which was
lined with a repeated pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern. Jorge Luis Borges
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

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 Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Jorge Luis Borges
felt sure that this must be the way out, 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
chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Jorge Luis Borges 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 librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade took place. Scheherazade offered advice to Jorge
Luis Borges 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Dun-
yazad 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 Dunyazad told:

Dunyazad’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the
sun. Geoffery Chaucer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. 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 marble-floored hall of doors, containing a fountain.
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 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. Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous picture gallery, dominated by many
solomonic columns which was lined with a repeated pattern 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 tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil in-
scribed in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

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.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a shadowy picture gallery, accented by moki steps
which was lined with a repeated pattern of carved runes. Geoffery Chaucer felt
sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer 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. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked
that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

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 king of
Persia named Shahryar took place. Shahryar offered advice to Geoffery Chaucer
in the form of a story. So Shahryar began, “It seems to me that this place we
find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Shahryar told a very exciting story.
“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Shahryar said, ending the
story.

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer walked away
from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern in-
scribed on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer opened
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a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead. Which was where Geoffery Chaucer
reached the end of the labyrinth.

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

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Scheherazade 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 primitive atelier, accented by xoanon with a design
of red gems. Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that place.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a twilit twilit solar, watched over by a crumbling
mound of earth. And that was where the encounter between a blind librarian
named Jorge Luis Borges and a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little
Nemo 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 Little Nemo told a very exciting story. “So you see
how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending the story.
Jorge Luis Borges decided to travel onwards. Jorge Luis Borges chose an exit
at random and walked that way.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a twilit triclinium, , within which was found a standing
stone inlayed with gold and. Jorge Luis Borges discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming atrium, decorated with a standing stone
inlayed with gold and 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 looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a cramped and narrow rotunda, accented by a stone-
framed mirror which was lined with a repeated pattern of three hares. Jorge
Luis Borges muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.
At the darkest hour Jorge Luis Borges discovered the way out.
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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,” Marco Polo 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 still room, that had a koi pond. 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.

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, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a twilit tetrasoon, accented by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on
the floor with a design of imbrication. Homer felt sure that this must be the
way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

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.

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. And there Homer found the exit.

“And that was how it happened,” Geoffery Chaucer 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,” Kublai Khan said, ending
the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. 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 wide and low lumber room, that had a great many
columns. Kublai Khan felt sure that this must be the way out.

Kublai Khan entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many
columns. 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 anatomical theatre, decorated with a large fresco
of a garden with two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of
palmettes. 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 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 muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Kublai Khan entered a rococo portico, accented by a fireplace with a design of
chevrons. Kublai Khan thought that this direction looked promising, and went
that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a rococo portico, accented by a fireplace with a design of
chevrons. 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 Homer There was once a library, the
place that can sometimes be glimpsed through mirrors. Homer couldn’t quite
say how he was wandering there. Homer felt sure that this must be the way
out.

Homer entered a art deco hall of doors, tastefully offset by an empty cartouche
which was lined with a repeated pattern of blue stones. 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 darbazi, containing a quatrefoil carved into the
wall. And that was where the encounter between a blind poet named Homer
and a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan took place. Kublai
Khan offered advice to Homer 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
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Kublai Khan told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very
like this place,” Kublai Khan said, ending the story.
Homer decided to travel onwards. 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 wide and low triclinium, decorated with an alcove framed by
a pattern of egg-and-dart. 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. And that was where the
encounter between a blind poet named Homer and a poet of Rome named Virgil
took place. Virgil offered advice to Homer 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 Jorge Luis Borges
There was once an expansive zone, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed
through mirrors. Jorge Luis Borges was almost certain about why he happened
to be there. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that place, not knowing that it
was indeed the wrong way.
Jorge Luis Borges 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. Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it
lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
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 Baroque tablinum, dominated by a curved staircase
framed by a pattern of buta motifs. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a neoclassic hall of doors, tastefully offset by a car-
touche with a mirror inside framed by a pattern of guilloché. Jorge Luis Borges
walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Jorge Luis
Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.
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.

79



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

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in
a mirror.

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

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 wandered, lost in thought.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way. Almost unable to believe it, Jorge Luis Borges discovered the
way out.

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

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened, 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 thought that this direction looked promising, and
went that way, 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 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. And that was where the encounter
between a blind poet named Homer and a queen of Persia named Scheherazade
took place. Scheherazade offered advice to Homer 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 Story About Jorge Luis Borges

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Jorge Luis
Borges must have gotten lost, because he was wandering there. Jorge Luis
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Borges chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was
indeed the wrong 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, passing
a reflection in a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern in-
scribed on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. And that was where the
encounter between a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and a poet exiled
from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Dante Alighieri offered advice
to Jorge Luis Borges 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 Story About Homer

There was once a cybertextual data structure, the place that can sometimes
be glimpsed through mirrors. Homer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering
there. 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 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 ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. 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 muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a luxurious hall of doors, dominated by a stone-framed mirror
which was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. Homer thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a high portico, decorated with a great many columns with a
design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Homer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a looming picture gallery, that had a fire in a low basin. Homer
walked away from that place.
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Homer entered a primitive colonnade, , within which was found a quatrefoil
carved into the wall. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
Quite unexpectedly Homer found the exit.

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

Jorge Luis Borges decided to travel onwards. Jorge Luis Borges walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong 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 opened
a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

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 ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of wooden carvings. And that was where the
encounter between a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and a member of
royalty named Asterion took place. Asterion offered advice to Jorge Luis Borges
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 symbolic Story

Once upon a time, there was an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo, a blind
poet named Homer and an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer. 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a blind librarian
named Jorge Luis Borges and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. 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 touching 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 important Story

82



Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a child
trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo and a poet of Rome named
Virgil. 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. “And that was how it happened,” Little Nemo
said, ending his story.

“And that was how it happened,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending his 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 Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an expansive zone just on the other side of the garden wall. Ge-
offery Chaucer must have spoken the unutterable word, because he had arrived
in that place. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming tetrasoon, , within which was found a
lararium. Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a neoclassic twilit solar, that had a wood-framed
mirror. Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction looked promising, and
went that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic atrium, accented by a fire in a low basin
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.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Geoffery Chaucer discovered 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 ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son
with a design of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that
place.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a rococo picture gallery, dominated by a sipapu
framed by a pattern of chevrons. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random
and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rococo picture gallery, dominated by a sipapu
framed by a pattern of chevrons. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of
the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a luxurious peristyle, dominated by a fountain framed
by a pattern of arabseque. Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing
a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble hall of mirrors, , within which was found a
fireplace. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern in-
scribed on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer opened
a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead. Almost unable to believe it, Geoffery
Chaucer found the exit.

Thus Geoffery Chaucer 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…” And Geoffery Chaucer told
a very convoluted story. “And that was how it happened,” Geoffery Chaucer
said, ending his story.

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

Jorge Luis Borges decided to travel onwards. Jorge Luis Borges thought that
this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that place. Which was where Jorge Luis
Borges discovered the way out.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Scheherazade 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 triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a design of
acanthus. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Homer entered a wide and low portico, watched over by an abat-son. Homer
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a design of
acanthus. Homer thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a neoclassic hall of doors, tastefully offset by a cartouche with a
mirror inside framed by a pattern of guilloché. Homer felt sure that this must
be the way out.

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 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 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. And there
Homer 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 walked away from that
place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

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

Kublai Khan entered a archaic atelier, tastefully offset by an alcove framed by
a pattern of pearl inlay. Kublai Khan felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Kublai Khan entered a rococo portico, accented by a fireplace with a design of
chevrons. 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 arborium, decorated with xoanon with a design
of blue stones. 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 discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a marble triclinium, dominated by a pair of komaninu
with a design of palmettes. Kublai Khan wandered, lost in thought.

Kublai Khan entered a looming tetrasoon, , within which was found a lararium.
Kublai Khan walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a rococo portico, accented by a fireplace with a design
of chevrons. Kublai Khan opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a looming almonry, accented by a koi pond which was
lined with a repeated pattern of scratched markings. And that was where the
encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and
a poet of Rome named Virgil took place. Virgil offered advice to Kublai Khan
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 Jorge Luis Borges There was once an expansive
zone, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed through mirrors. Jorge Luis
Borges was almost certain about why he happened to be there. Jorge Luis
Borges wandered, lost in thought.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must be the way out.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a brick-walled cryptoporticus, that had a great many
columns. 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, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.
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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
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in 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
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

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, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

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, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a primitive cyzicene hall, watched over by a moasic.
Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must be the way out.

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

Jorge Luis Borges entered a wide and low colonnade, that had a fire in a low
basin. Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that place, not knowing that it was
indeed the wrong way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a brick-walled cryptoporticus, that had a great many
columns. Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming still room, tastefully offset by a false door
framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors.

Jorge Luis Borges 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 blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and a member of royalty named
Asterion took place. Asterion offered advice to Jorge Luis Borges 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 symbolic Story

Once upon a time, there was an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo, a blind
poet named Homer and an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer. Geoffery
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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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a blind librarian
named Jorge Luis Borges and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. 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 touching 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 important Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a child
trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo and a poet of Rome named
Virgil. 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. “And that was how it happened,” Little Nemo
said, ending his story.

“And that was how it happened,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending his 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 Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an expansive zone just on the other side of the garden wall. Ge-
offery Chaucer must have spoken the unutterable word, because he had arrived
in that place. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son
with a design of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed
mirror. Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction looked promising, and
went that way.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled anatomical theatre, that had a fountain.
Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive terrace, decorated with an abat-son with
a design of red gems. 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 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 wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a rococo picture gallery, dominated by a sipapu
framed by a pattern of chevrons. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that
place.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic fogou, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil carved
into the wall with a design of pearl inlay. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at
random and walked that way.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic fogou, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil carved
into the wall with a design of pearl inlay. 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 fogou, containing a fallen column. Geoffery
Chaucer walked away from that place.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. Geoffery
Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead. Almost unable to
believe it, Geoffery Chaucer found the exit.

Thus Geoffery Chaucer 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…” And Geoffery Chaucer told
a very convoluted 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,” Asterion said, ending the
story.

Jorge Luis Borges decided to travel onwards. Jorge Luis Borges thought that
this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a brick-walled equatorial room, tastefully offset by
a quatrefoil carved into the wall with a design of taijitu. Jorge Luis Borges
wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror. And there
Jorge Luis Borges reached the end of the labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Virgil 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 looming almonry, accented by a koi pond which was
lined with a repeated pattern 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 marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Kublai Khan
felt sure that this must be the way out.

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
Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a queen of Persia named Scheherazade
took place. Scheherazade offered advice to Kublai Khan 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 Story About Jorge Luis Borges There was once a vast
and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Jorge Luis Borges must have gotten
lost, because he was wandering there. Jorge Luis Borges chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed
mirror. Jorge Luis Borges discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else,
passing a reflection in a mirror.
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Jorge Luis Borges 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 blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and a poet
exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Dante Alighieri offered
advice to Jorge Luis Borges 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 Story About Homer

There was once a cybertextual data structure, the place that can sometimes
be glimpsed through mirrors. Homer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering
there. Homer felt sure that this must be the way out.

Homer entered a marble-floored terrace, , within which was found a fountain.
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 Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps. 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 marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Homer muttered,
“North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, 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 thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

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

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. Which was where Homer discovered the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dante Alighieri said, ending
the story.
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Jorge Luis Borges decided to travel onwards. Jorge Luis Borges walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

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

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.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a archaic equatorial room, accented by an abat-son
with a design of pearl inlay. And that was where the encounter between a blind
librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and a member of royalty named Asterion
took place. Asterion offered advice to Jorge Luis Borges 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 symbolic Story

Once upon a time, there was an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo, a blind
poet named Homer and an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer. 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a blind librarian
named Jorge Luis Borges and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. 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 touching 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 important Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a child
trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo and a poet of Rome named
Virgil. 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. “And that was how it happened,” Little Nemo
said, ending his story.
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“And that was how it happened,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending his 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 Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an expansive zone just on the other side of the garden wall. Ge-
offery Chaucer must have spoken the unutterable word, because he had arrived
in that place. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive darbazi, , within which was found an
empty cartouche. Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction looked promis-
ing, 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 looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Geoffery Chaucer discovered 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 rough library, that had xoanon. Geoffery Chaucer
walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Geoffery Chaucer
chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Geoffery Chaucer
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic tetrasoon, tastefully offset by a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor with a design of pearl inlay. Geoffery Chaucer
wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous sudatorium, tastefully offset by a wood-
framed mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer walked
away from that place.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive cyzicene hall, that had a semi-dome. Ge-
offery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
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, 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. 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.
Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic still room, watched over by a gargoyle. Ge-
offery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive colonnade, , within which was found a
quatrefoil carved into the wall. Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed
mirror. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. And that was where the encounter between an English poet named
Geoffery Chaucer and a poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took
place. Dante Alighieri offered advice to Geoffery Chaucer 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 poet named Homer, a queen of Persia
named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shik-
ibu. 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 Homer
There was once a vast and perilous maze that had never known the light of the
sun. Homer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer wandered,
lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Homer entered a rococo cyzicene hall, that had a koi pond. Homer walked away
from that place.
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Homer entered a rococo cyzicene hall, that had a koi pond. 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, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a twilit cavaedium, containing a standing stone inlayed with gold
and. Homer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Homer entered a rococo hall of mirrors, , within which was found moki steps.
Homer chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Homer entered a marble picture gallery, that had an abat-son. Homer discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Homer entered a neoclassic fogou, that had moki steps. Homer wandered, lost
in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a ominous sudatorium, tastefully offset by a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Homer walked away from that place.

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.

Homer entered a marble-floored tetrasoon, accented by a gilt-framed mirror with
a design of complex interlacing. 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 Little Nemo told a very exciting story. “So you see how that
story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer chose an exit at random and walked
that way. Quite unexpectedly Homer discovered the way out.

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

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

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son
with a design of wooden carvings. 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 primitive tetrasoon, that had a wood-framed mir-
ror. Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rough library, that had xoanon. Geoffery Chaucer
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled anatomical theatre, that had a mono-
lith. Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction looked promising, and went
that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.

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
chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
And that was where the encounter between an English poet named Geoffery
Chaucer and a queen of Persia named Scheherazade took place. Scheherazade
offered advice to Geoffery Chaucer 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Dun-
yazad 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 Dunyazad told:

Dunyazad’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the
sun. Geoffery Chaucer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Geoffery
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Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled hall of doors, dominated by an obelisk
with a design of taijitu. 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 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 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 looming rotunda, containing divans lining the
perimeter. Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!”
as the door opened.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction looked promising, and
went that way.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many
columns. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble library, dominated by a quatrefoil carved
into the wall with a design of palmettes. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at
random and walked that way.
Geoffery Chaucer 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. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
And that was where the encounter between an English poet named Geoffery
Chaucer and a king of Persia named Shahryar took place. Shahryar offered
advice to Geoffery Chaucer in the form of a story. So Shahryar began, “It seems
to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Shahryar
told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,”
Shahryar said, ending the story.
Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer walked away
from that place. Which was where Geoffery Chaucer discovered the way out.
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“And that was how it happened,” Dunyazad said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Scheherazade said, ending
the story.
Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost
in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a wide and low atelier, accented by a glass chandelier
which was lined with a repeated pattern of egg-and-dart. Geoffery Chaucer
walked away from that place.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive atelier, accented by xoanon with a design
of red gems. Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it
lead.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a wide and low liwan, , within which was found a
trompe-l’oeil fresco. 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. 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.
Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at
random and walked that way.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled anatomical theatre, that had a mono-
lith. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, tastefully offset by
a fountain framed by a pattern of winding knots. Geoffery Chaucer wandered,
lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous spicery, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
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 muttered, “North, this way
is probably north!” as the door opened. At the darkest hour Geoffery Chaucer
discovered the way out.

Thus Geoffery Chaucer ended his 2nd 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…” And Geoffery Chaucer told
a very convoluted story. “And that was how it happened,” Geoffery Chaucer
said, ending his story.

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

Jorge Luis Borges decided to travel onwards. Jorge Luis Borges thought that
this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a shadowy almonry, that had a crumbling mound of
earth. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at
a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Jorge Luis
Borges walked away from that place.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a wide and low portico, watched over by a great many
columns. Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble darbazi, , within which was found a fireplace.
Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a cramped and narrow fogou, watched over by a
monolith. Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque atelier, that had a cartouche with
a mirror inside. Jorge Luis Borges chose an exit at random and walked that
way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque atelier, that had a cartouche with a
mirror inside. Jorge Luis Borges discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble atelier, tastefully offset by a gilt-framed
mirror with a design of palmettes. And that was where the encounter between
a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and a blind poet named Homer took
place. Homer offered advice to Jorge Luis Borges 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 convoluted Story
Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a poet of Rome named
Virgil. 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 amusing Story
Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a Khagan of the Ikh
Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a poet of Rome named Virgil. 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
exciting 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 moving Story
Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a lady
of the Imperial 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…”
This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:
Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Dunyazad
There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the sun.
Dunyazad was almost certain about why she happened to be there. Dunyazad
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was found
a pair of komaninu. Dunyazad chose an exit at random and walked that way.
Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was found
a pair of komaninu. Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else.
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, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a primitive hedge maze, accented by a cartouche with a mir-
ror inside framed by a pattern of red gems. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a ominous almonry, , within which was found a standing
stone inlayed with gold and. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened.
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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.

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, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Dunyazad
chose an exit at random and walked that way.

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 queen of Persia named Scheherazade took place. Scheherazade offered
advice to Dunyazad 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Dun-
yazad 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 Dunyazad told:

Dunyazad’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the
sun. Geoffery Chaucer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Geoffery
Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble-floored hall of doors, containing a fountain.
Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble twilit solar, tastefully offset by a fallen col-
umn with a design of palmettes. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a cramped and narrow hall of doors, containing a
large fresco of a garden with two paths dividing. Geoffery Chaucer wandered,
lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Ge-
offery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, 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. Geoffery Chaucer muttered,
“North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

101



Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic equatorial room, accented by an abat-son
with a design of pearl inlay. Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a art deco atelier, 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 archaic hall of doors, containing a koi pond. Geoffery
Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic triclinium, tastefully offset by a fire in a low
basin framed by a pattern of pearl inlay. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one
of the doors lead somewhere else.

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

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer walked away
from that place. Which was where Geoffery Chaucer discovered the way out.

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

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

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

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.

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.

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 en-
counter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a philosopher
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named Socrates took place. Socrates offered advice to Dunyazad 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.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad chose an exit at random and
walked that 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.

Dunyazad entered a rococo picture gallery, dominated by a sipapu framed by
a pattern of chevrons. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a archaic tablinum, containing a lararium. Dunyazad felt a
bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a marble-floored triclinium, accented by a pair of komaninu
with a design of complex interlacing. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened.

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. Almost unable to believe it, Dunyazad found the exit.

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

“And that was how it happened,” Kublai Khan said, ending his 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 Story About Dunyazad

There was once a cybertextual data structure just on the other side of the
garden wall. Dunyazad must have spoken the unutterable word, because she
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had arrived in that place. Dunyazad chose an exit at random and walked that
way.

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.

Dunyazad entered a high darbazi, , within which was found a pair of komaninu.
Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

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,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a rough peristyle, containing divans lining the perimeter.
Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Dunyazad thought that this direction looked promising, and went that 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 felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing
a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps. Dun-
yazad chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mir-
ror with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad walked away from that place.

Dunyazad entered a twilit kiva, tastefully offset by a fallen column with a design
of imbrication. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Dunyazad entered a archaic equatorial room, accented by an abat-son with a
design of pearl inlay. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing
a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a marble-floored tetrasoon, that had a koi pond. Dunyazad
chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Dunyazad entered a neoclassic hedge maze, dominated by a fallen column with a
design of guilloché. Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Dunyazad wandered, lost
in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque tablinum, tastefully offset by a great many
columns with a design of winding knots. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
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Dunyazad entered a rough peristyle, containing divans lining the perimeter.
Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Dunyazad entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu with a
design of scratched markings. Dunyazad thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way.

Dunyazad entered a high darbazi, , within which was found a pair of komaninu.
Dunyazad felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at
a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu with a
design of scratched markings. Dunyazad chose an exit at random and walked
that way.

Dunyazad entered a high darbazi, , within which was found a pair of komaninu.
And that was where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named
Dunyazad and a queen of Persia named Scheherazade took place. Scheherazade
offered advice to Dunyazad 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Dun-
yazad 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 Dunyazad told:

Dunyazad’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the
sun. Geoffery Chaucer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Geoffery
Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rough hall of mirrors, decorated with a false door
framed by a pattern of acanthus. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random
and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high antechamber, that had an obelisk. Geoffery
Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a art deco atrium, accented by a stone-framed mir-
ror which was lined with a repeated pattern of blue stones. Geoffery Chaucer
wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

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.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a high portico, decorated with a great many columns
with a design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Geoffery Chaucer thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble-floored almonry, accented by a large fresco
of a garden with two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern
of complex interlacing. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked
that way.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous picture gallery, dominated by many
solomonic columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of wooden carvings.
Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a cramped and narrow fogou, watched over by a
monolith. And that was where the encounter between an English poet named
Geoffery Chaucer and a king of Persia named Shahryar took place. Shahryar
offered advice to Geoffery Chaucer in the form of a story. So Shahryar began,
“It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And
Shahryar told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like
this place,” Shahryar said, ending the story.
Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer walked away
from that place. Which was where Geoffery Chaucer discovered the way out.

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

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Scheherazade said, ending
the story.
Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a high darbazi, , within which was found a pair of komaninu.
Dunyazad walked away from that place.
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.
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Dunyazad entered a rough equatorial room, tastefully offset by a gilt-framed
mirror with a design of acanthus. And that was where the encounter between
the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a philosopher named Socrates
took place. Socrates offered advice to Dunyazad 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.

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

Dunyazad entered a high tetrasoon, tastefully offset by a lararium which was
lined with a repeated pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern. Dunyazad discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Dunyazad entered a high tetrasoon, tastefully offset by a lararium which was
lined with a repeated pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern. Dunyazad wandered,
lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at 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, sparing a passing glance at
a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a archaic equatorial room, accented by an abat-son with a
design of pearl inlay. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is probably north!”
as the door opened.

Dunyazad entered a neoclassic triclinium, containing a trompe-l’oeil fresco. Dun-
yazad thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

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, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a looming kiva, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of scratched markings. Dunyazad chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque cyzicene hall, , within which was found a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor. Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else.

Dunyazad entered a rough peristyle, containing divans lining the perimeter. And
that was where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dun-
yazad and a king of Persia named Shahryar took place. Shahryar offered advice
to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Shahryar began, “It seems to me that
this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Shahryar told a very
exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Shahryar
said, ending the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad walked away from that place.
Which was where Dunyazad discovered the way out.
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Thus Virgil 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…” And Virgil told a very sym-
bolic story. “And that was how it happened,” Virgil said, ending his story.

“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 opened a door,
not feeling quite sure where it lead.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.
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
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. And that was where the
encounter between a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and an explorer
of Venice named Marco Polo 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 amusing Story
Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a poet of Rome
named Virgil and a member of royalty named Asterion. 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 Jorge Luis Borges
There was once a cybertextual data structure that had never known the light
of the sun. Jorge Luis Borges was almost certain about why he happened to
be there. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a brick-walled cryptoporticus, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of taijitu. Jorge Luis Borges muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened.
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Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son
with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way.

Jorge Luis Borges 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. Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing
a passing glance at a mirror.

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 rococo hall of doors, that had a fireplace. Jorge
Luis Borges walked away from that place.

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

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 felt
a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous sudatorium, tastefully offset by 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 looming rotunda, containing divans lining the
perimeter. Jorge Luis Borges discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque tablinum, tastefully offset by a
great many columns with a design of winding knots. Jorge Luis Borges wan-
dered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror. Almost unable to
believe it, Jorge Luis Borges found the exit.

“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.

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 Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that place.
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Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque twilit solar, watched over by an
abat-son. Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque spicery, dominated 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 rococo picture gallery, dominated by a sipapu
framed by a pattern of chevrons. Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must
be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges chose an exit at random and walked that way.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. Jorge Luis Borges discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a wide and low portico, watched over by a great many
columns. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance
at a mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a Baroque darbazi, watched over by a monolith. Jorge
Luis Borges walked away from that place.
Jorge Luis Borges 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 librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and an English poet named Geoffery
Chaucer 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 moving Story
Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a queen of Persia
named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shik-
ibu. 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 Homer
There was once a vast and perilous maze that had never known the light of the
sun. Homer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer wandered,
lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Homer entered a twilit triclinium, containing a wood-framed mirror. Homer
walked away from that place.
Homer entered a twilit triclinium, containing a wood-framed mirror. Homer
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
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Homer entered a marble darbazi, , within which was found a fireplace. Homer
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, 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 muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened.

Homer entered a neoclassic atelier, watched over by a fountain. Homer chose
an exit at random and walked that 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.

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 brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Homer
walked away from that place.

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.

Homer entered a Baroque still room, that had a gilt-framed mirror. 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 Little Nemo told a very
exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo
said, ending the story.

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

Homer entered a Churrigueresque hedge maze, that had a false door. Homer
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

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, sparing a passing glance at 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,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror. Quite unexpectedly Homer reached the
end of the labyrinth.

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

Jorge Luis Borges decided to travel onwards. 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 fogou, watched over by a koi pond.
Jorge Luis Borges chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming hedge maze, that had a moasic. Jorge Luis
Borges discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a wide and low fogou, watched over by a koi pond.
Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. 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 atelier, that had a cartouche with a
mirror inside. Jorge Luis Borges muttered, “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 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, 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 chose an exit at random
and walked that way.

Jorge Luis Borges 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 blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and a
queen of Persia named Scheherazade took place. Scheherazade offered advice to
Jorge Luis Borges 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Dun-
yazad 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 Dunyazad told:
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Dunyazad’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the
sun. Geoffery Chaucer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Geoffery
Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a luxurious cyzicene hall, dominated by a glass-framed
mirror framed by a pattern of arabseque. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at
random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Geoffery Chaucer discovered 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 neoclassic liwan, tastefully offset by moki steps
which was lined with a repeated pattern of guilloché. Geoffery Chaucer felt a
bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Geoffery Chaucer
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many
columns. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer 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. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked
that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic triclinium, tastefully offset by a fire in a low
basin framed by a pattern of pearl inlay. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one
of the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer 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 an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a king of Persia named
Shahryar took place. Shahryar offered advice to Geoffery Chaucer in the form
of a story. So Shahryar began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when…” And Shahryar told a very exciting story. “So you see
how that story was very like this place,” Shahryar said, ending the story.
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Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. 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. Geoffery Chaucer
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead. Which was where Geoffery
Chaucer reached the end of the labyrinth.

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

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Scheherazade 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 ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil
inscribed in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis
Borges walked away from that place.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a cramped and narrow cryptoporticus, containing a
sipapu. And that was where the encounter between a blind librarian named
Jorge Luis Borges and a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo
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 Little Nemo told a very exciting story. “So you see
how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending the story.
Jorge Luis Borges decided to travel onwards. Jorge Luis Borges chose an exit
at random and walked that way.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a shadowy almonry, that had a crumbling mound of
earth. Jorge Luis Borges discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a rococo atelier, containing a fountain. Jorge Luis
Borges wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble hall of mirrors, accented by a false door
framed by a pattern of palmettes. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a cramped and narrow fogou, watched over by a
monolith. Jorge Luis Borges muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as
the door opened. At the darkest hour Jorge Luis Borges discovered the way out.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Scheherazade 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 rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a design
of acanthus. Kublai Khan felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Kublai Khan entered a wide and low portico, watched over by an abat-son.
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 wide and low portico, watched over by an abat-son.
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. Kublai Khan felt
sure that this must be the way out.
Kublai Khan entered a ominous picture gallery, accented by a gilt-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Kublai Khan wandered, lost in thought.
Kublai Khan entered a primitive terrace, decorated with an abat-son with a
design of red gems. Kublai Khan walked away from that place, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.
Kublai Khan entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Kublai
Khan opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in
a mirror. And there Kublai Khan found the exit.

“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 felt a bit dizzy at the confu-
sion of doors.
Marco Polo entered a rococo triclinium, , within which was found 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 Baroque still room, that had a gilt-framed mirror. 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 he told the following story:
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Marco Polo’s inspiring Story Once upon a time, there was a blind poet
named Homer, a king of Persia named Shahryar and a philosopher named
Socrates. Shahryar suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Shahryar told
a very symbolic story. “And that was how it happened,” Shahryar 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, 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. Marco Polo discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror. Almost unable to
believe it, Marco Polo found the exit.

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

Thus Scheherazade ended her 548th 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 Kublai Khan

There was once an expansive zone that was a map of itself. Kublai Khan was
lost, like so many before and after, and he had come to that place, as we all
eventually must. Kublai Khan chose an exit at random and walked that way,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
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 fogou, accented by a fountain framed by a pat-
tern of buta motifs. 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 looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Kublai Khan felt sure that this must be the way out.

Kublai Khan entered a twilit almonry, watched over by a large fresco of a garden
with two paths dividing. Kublai Khan chose an exit at random and walked that
way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a rococo hall of doors, that had a moasic. Kublai Khan
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, 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 an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer 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 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.

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

Kublai Khan entered a marble darbazi, , within which was found a fireplace.
Kublai Khan opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

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

Kublai Khan entered a wide and low cavaedium, watched over by a curved
staircase. And that was where the encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh
Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a king of Persia named Shahryar took
place. Shahryar offered advice to Kublai Khan 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 Homer

There was once a library that was a map of itself. Homer had followed a secret
path, and so he had arrived in that place. 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 felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Homer entered a art deco hall of doors, tastefully offset by an empty cartouche
which was lined with a repeated pattern of blue stones. Homer muttered, “North,
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this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.
Homer entered a archaic atelier, , within which was found a monolith. Homer
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a
reflection in a mirror.
Homer entered a rough kiva, that had a trompe-l’oeil fresco. Homer felt sure
that this must be the way out.
Homer entered a cramped and narrow fogou, watched over by a monolith.
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.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Shahryar said, ending the
story.
Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Kublai Khan entered a marble darbazi, , within which was found a fireplace.
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 picture gallery, that had an abat-son. Kublai
Khan discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.
Kublai Khan entered a Baroque still room, that had a gilt-framed mirror. Kublai
Khan wandered, lost in thought.
Kublai Khan entered a Baroque still room, that had a gilt-framed mirror. And
that was where the encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named
Kublai Khan and a poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place.
Kublai Khan offered advice to Dante Alighieri 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 Kublai Khan

There was once a cybertextual data structure, the place that can sometimes
be glimpsed through mirrors. Kublai Khan was almost certain about why he
happened to be there. Kublai Khan felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Kublai Khan entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
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 neoclassic tepidarium, that had an obelisk. And that
was where the encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai
Khan and a member of royalty named Asterion took place. Kublai Khan offered
advice to Asterion 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 blind poet
named Homer, a king of Persia named Shahryar and a philosopher named
Socrates. Shahryar suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Shahryar told
a very symbolic story. “And that was how it happened,” Shahryar said, ending
his 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 chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a rococo cavaedium, dominated by a gilt-framed mirror
with a design of chevrons. Kublai Khan discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else, 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,” Kublai Khan said, ending
the story.

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

Kublai Khan entered a primitive colonnade, , within which was found divans
lining the perimeter. 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 shadowy almonry, that had a crumbling mound of
earth. And that was where the encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol
Uls named Kublai Khan and a member of royalty named Asterion took place.
Kublai Khan offered advice to Asterion 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:
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Kublai Khan’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a king of Persia named
Shahryar and a philosopher named Socrates. Shahryar suggested that he should
tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august
king, that…” And Shahryar told a very symbolic story. “And that was how it
happened,” Shahryar said, ending his 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 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 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
blind poet named Homer took place. Kublai Khan offered advice to Homer 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 important Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, an explorer of Venice
named Marco Polo and the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad. 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 Story About Marco Polo There was once a cybertextual
data structure that was a map of itself. Marco Polo didn’t know why he hap-
pened to be there. Marco Polo felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Marco Polo entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu with
a design of scratched markings. Marco Polo muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.
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Marco Polo entered a twilit anatomical theatre, , within which was found moki
steps. Marco Polo thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a wide and low terrace, containing an abat-son. 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 Homer There was once a library, the
place that can sometimes be glimpsed through mirrors. Homer couldn’t quite
say how he was wandering there. Homer felt sure that this must be the way
out.

Homer entered a art deco hall of doors, tastefully offset by an empty cartouche
which was lined with a repeated pattern of blue stones. Homer chose an exit at
random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a brick-walled anatomical theatre, that had a fountain. And that
was where the encounter between a blind poet named Homer and a Khagan of
the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan took place. Kublai Khan offered advice
to Homer 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.

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

Homer entered a looming almonry, accented by a koi pond which was lined with
a repeated pattern of scratched markings. Homer walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a rococo portico, accented by a fireplace with a design of chevrons.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a primitive terrace, decorated with an abat-son with a design
of red gems. And that was where the encounter between a blind poet named
Homer and a poet of Rome named Virgil took place. Virgil offered advice to
Homer 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 Jorge Luis Borges
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There was once an expansive zone, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed
through mirrors. Jorge Luis Borges was almost certain about why he happened
to be there. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous twilit solar, accented by a pair of komaninu
with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that
place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming rotunda, containing divans lining the
perimeter. Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it
lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

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
sure that this must be the way out.

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

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 walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
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 opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

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 ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil
inscribed in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis
Borges muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

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, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a twilit tetrasoon, accented by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor with a design of imbrication. Jorge Luis Borges felt sure
that this must be the way out.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a rococo triclinium, , within which was found a pair
of komaninu. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought.
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Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble-floored arborium, dominated by a curved
staircase framed by a pattern of complex interlacing. Jorge Luis Borges walked
away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a brick-walled cryptoporticus, that had a great many
columns. Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a neoclassic liwan, tastefully offset by moki steps
which was lined with a repeated pattern of guilloché. Jorge Luis Borges felt a
bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. And that was where the encounter between a blind librarian named
Jorge Luis Borges and a member of royalty named Asterion took place. Asterion
offered advice to Jorge Luis Borges 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 symbolic Story

Once upon a time, there was an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo, a blind
poet named Homer and an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer. 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a blind librarian
named Jorge Luis Borges and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. 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 touching 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 important Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a child
trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo and a poet of Rome named
Virgil. 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. “And that was how it happened,” Little Nemo
said, ending his story.
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“And that was how it happened,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending his 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 Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an expansive zone just on the other side of the garden wall. Ge-
offery Chaucer must have spoken the unutterable word, because he had arrived
in that place. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled anatomical theatre, that had a fountain.
Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a neoclassic twilit solar, that had a wood-framed
mirror. Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction looked promising, and
went that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous picture gallery, accented by a gilt-framed
mirror 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 art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive atelier, accented by xoanon with a design
of red gems. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive cyzicene hall, that had a semi-dome. Ge-
offery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive cyzicene hall, that had a semi-dome. Ge-
offery Chaucer walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a cramped and narrow cryptoporticus, containing a
sipapu. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many
columns. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a art deco tetrasoon, containing a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground. Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a wide and low liwan, , within which was found a
trompe-l’oeil fresco. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled spicery, watched over by a trompe-l’oeil
fresco. Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
Almost unable to believe it, Geoffery Chaucer found the exit.

Thus Geoffery Chaucer 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…” And Geoffery Chaucer told
a very convoluted story. “And that was how it happened,” Geoffery Chaucer
said, ending his story.

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

Jorge Luis Borges decided to travel onwards. Jorge Luis Borges thought that
this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance
at a mirror.

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
walked away from that place. Which was where Jorge Luis Borges discovered
the way out.

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

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

Homer entered a luxurious kiva, dominated by a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of arabseque. Homer thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror. At the
darkest hour Homer found the exit.
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“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 walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Marco Polo entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Marco Polo opened a door,
not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a ominous picture gallery, accented by a gilt-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Marco Polo felt a bit dizzy at the confusion
of doors.

Marco Polo entered a wide and low terrace, containing an abat-son. 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 tetrasoon, containing a false door. Marco Polo
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a rococo atelier, tastefully offset by an obelisk with a design
of chevrons. 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 Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Marco Polo walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Marco Polo entered a twilit anatomical theatre, , within which was found moki
steps. Marco Polo opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing
a reflection in a mirror.

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 blind poet named Homer
took place. Homer offered advice to Marco Polo 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 an expansive
zone, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed through mirrors. Jorge Luis
Borges was almost certain about why he happened to be there. Jorge Luis
Borges wandered, lost in thought.
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Jorge Luis Borges entered a rococo terrace, accented by a wood-framed mirror
with a design of chevrons. Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that place, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Jorge Luis Borges
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a
mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must be the way out.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
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, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a primitive cyzicene hall, watched over by a moasic.
Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a
reflection in a mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
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, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
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
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a
reflection in 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 felt
sure that this must be the way out.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son
with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that
place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son
with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
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.
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Jorge Luis Borges 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 librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and a member of royalty named
Asterion took place. Asterion offered advice to Jorge Luis Borges 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 symbolic Story

Once upon a time, there was an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo, a blind
poet named Homer and an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer. 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a blind librarian
named Jorge Luis Borges and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. 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 touching 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 important Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a child
trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo and a poet of Rome named
Virgil. 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. “And that was how it happened,” Little Nemo
said, ending his story.

“And that was how it happened,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending his 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…”
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This is the story that Geoffery Chaucer told:

Geoffery Chaucer’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an expansive zone just on the other side of the garden wall. Ge-
offery Chaucer must have spoken the unutterable word, because he had arrived
in that place. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.

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.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed
mirror. 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 looming almonry, accented by a koi pond which was
lined with a repeated pattern of scratched markings. Geoffery Chaucer chose
an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rough darbazi, containing a fountain. Geoffery
Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

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
wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. 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. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random
and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic still room, accented by a curved staircase
framed by a pattern of pearl inlay. 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 rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a
design of acanthus. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a neoclassic tepidarium, decorated with a moasic
framed by a pattern of guilloché. Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feel-
ing quite sure where it lead.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming kiva, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of scratched markings. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion
of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rough spicery, decorated with a fire in a low basin
framed by a pattern of acanthus. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be
the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. Geoffery
Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way. Almost unable to
believe it, Geoffery Chaucer discovered the way out.

Thus Geoffery Chaucer 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…” And Geoffery Chaucer told
a very convoluted story. “And that was how it happened,” Geoffery Chaucer
said, ending his story.

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

Jorge Luis Borges decided to travel onwards. Jorge Luis Borges thought that
this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

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, sparing a passing glance at a mirror. And there Jorge Luis Borges
reached the end of the labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer 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 tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Marco Polo
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a
reflection in a mirror.
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Marco Polo entered a wide and low cavaedium, decorated with a crumbling
mound of earth which was lined with a repeated pattern of egg-and-dart. Marco
Polo felt sure that this must be the way out. Almost unable to believe it, Marco
Polo reached the end of the labyrinth.

Thus Marco Polo 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…” And Marco Polo told a very
symbolic story. Thus Marco Polo 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 Marco Polo told:

Marco Polo’s recursive Story Once upon a time, there was an English poet
named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen of Persia named Scheherazade and the sister
of Scheherazade named Dunyazad. 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. “And that was how
it happened,” Scheherazade said, ending her story.

Thus Marco Polo ended his 3rd 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 Marco Polo told:

Marco Polo’s exciting Story Once upon a time, there was a blind poet
named Homer, a philosopher named Socrates and an English poet named Geof-
fery Chaucer. 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 inspiring Story Once upon a time, there was an En-
glish poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a philosopher named Socrates and a child
trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo. 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 touching story. Thus Socrates

131



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 amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, an explorer of Venice
named Marco Polo and the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad. 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 Story About Homer

There was once a cybertextual data structure, the place that can sometimes
be glimpsed through mirrors. Homer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering
there. Homer felt sure that this must be the way out.

Homer entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu with a design
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 marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. 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 cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Homer walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Homer entered a archaic atelier, tastefully offset by an alcove framed by a pat-
tern of pearl inlay. Homer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as
the door opened, 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 thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a archaic atelier, tastefully offset by an alcove framed by a pat-
tern of pearl inlay. Homer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance
at a mirror.

Homer entered a archaic hall of doors, containing a koi pond. Homer walked
away from that place.

Homer entered a ominous peristyle, that had a large fresco of a garden with
two paths dividing. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
Quite unexpectedly Homer found the exit.

132



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

“And that was how it happened,” Socrates said, ending his 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 Story About Homer There was once an expansive
zone that was a map of itself. Homer had followed a secret path, and so he had
arrived in that place. Homer chose an exit at random and walked that way, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

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

Homer entered a wide and low atelier, accented by a glass chandelier which
was lined with a repeated pattern of egg-and-dart. Homer thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
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 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 Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon. 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:
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Jorge Luis Borges’s Story About Homer
There was once a cybertextual data structure, the place that can sometimes
be glimpsed through mirrors. Homer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering
there. Homer felt sure that this must be the way out.
Homer entered a high cryptoporticus, tastefully offset by a standing stone in-
layed with gold and framed by a pattern 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 twilit spicery, watched over by a gargoyle. 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, 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 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, 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 thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, 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, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Homer entered a archaic fogou, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil carved into the
wall with a design of pearl inlay. Homer walked away from that place.
Homer entered a primitive colonnade, , within which was found a quatrefoil
carved into the wall. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
Homer entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Homer felt a bit
dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror. And there
Homer found the exit.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Jorge Luis Borges said,
ending the story.
Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer walked away from that place, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
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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 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 ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on the
floor with a design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter be-
tween a blind poet named Homer and an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer
took place. Geoffery Chaucer offered advice to Homer 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 symbolic Story

Once upon a time, there was an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo, a blind
poet named Homer and an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer. 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a blind librarian
named Jorge Luis Borges and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. 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 touching 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 important Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a child
trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo and a poet of Rome named
Virgil. 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. “And that was how it happened,” Little Nemo
said, ending his story.

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

There was once an expansive zone just on the other side of the garden wall. Ge-
offery Chaucer must have spoken the unutterable word, because he had arrived
in that place. 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. Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed
mirror. Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction looked promising, and
went that 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 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 Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Geoffery Chaucer
wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many
columns. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a wide and low portico, watched over by an abat-son.
Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a wide and low portico, watched over by an abat-son.
Geoffery Chaucer discovered 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 brick-walled cavaedium, watched over by a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.

136



Geoffery Chaucer entered a wide and low cavaedium, containing a quatrefoil
inscribed in the ground. Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead.

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, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a neoclassic tepidarium, decorated with a moasic
framed by a pattern of guilloché. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must
be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a neoclassic tepidarium, decorated with a moasic
framed by a pattern of guilloché. 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 luxurious portico, tastefully offset by a parquet
floor which was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. Geoffery Chaucer
wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a twilit picture gallery, , within which was found a
fallen column. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil in-
scribed in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. And that was
where the encounter between an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a
poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Dante Alighieri
offered advice to Geoffery Chaucer 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 poet named Homer, a queen of Persia
named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shik-
ibu. 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 Homer

There was once a vast and perilous maze that had never known the light of the
sun. Homer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer wandered,
lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a rococo cyzicene hall, that had a koi pond. Homer walked away
from that place.
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Homer entered a neoclassic colonnade, watched over by a wood-framed mirror.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

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, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

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

Homer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was found a
pair of komaninu. 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 looming atrium, decorated with a standing stone inlayed with
gold and framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Homer wandered, lost in
thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Homer walked
away from that place.

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.

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

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer chose an exit at random and walked
that 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. At the darkest hour Homer found the exit.

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

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dante Alighieri said, ending
the story.
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Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. 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 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 primitive cyzicene hall, that had a semi-dome. Ge-
offery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

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 high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed
mirror. Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as
the door opened.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
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 felt
sure that this must be the way out, 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 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. And that was where the
encounter between an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a queen of
Persia named Scheherazade took place. Scheherazade offered advice to Geof-
fery Chaucer 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Dun-
yazad 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 Dunyazad told:

Dunyazad’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer
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There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the
sun. Geoffery Chaucer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Geoffery
Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled hall of doors, dominated by an obelisk
with a design of taijitu. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked
that way.

Geoffery Chaucer 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. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else.

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
wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

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
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque spicery, dominated by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Geoffery Chaucer muttered,
“North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high spicery, accented by a gilt-framed mirror with a
design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way.

Geoffery Chaucer 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. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer 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. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked
that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Ge-
offery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else. Quite
unexpectedly Geoffery Chaucer found the exit.

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

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost
in thought, 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. Geoffery Chaucer walked
away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Geoffery Chaucer
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
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.
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.

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive cyzicene hall, that had a semi-dome. Ge-
offery Chaucer discovered 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 rococo antechamber, watched over by xoanon. Ge-
offery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance
at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic fogou, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil carved
into the wall with a design of pearl inlay. Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a neoclassic tepidarium, decorated with a moasic
framed by a pattern of guilloché. Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direc-
tion looked promising, and went that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive cyzicene hall, that had a semi-dome. Ge-
offery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance
at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled spicery, watched over by a trompe-l’oeil
fresco. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a twilit picture gallery, , within which was found a
fallen column. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead some-
where else. Quite unexpectedly Geoffery Chaucer found the exit.

Thus Geoffery Chaucer 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…” And Geoffery Chaucer told
a very convoluted story. “And that was how it happened,” Geoffery Chaucer
said, ending his story.

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

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a cramped and narrow cryptoporticus, containing a sipapu.
Homer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a wide and low liwan, , within which was found a trompe-l’oeil
fresco. Homer walked away from that place. Which was where Homer discovered
the way out.

“And that was how it happened,” Geoffery Chaucer 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,” Kublai Khan said, ending
the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a twilit almonry, dominated by an empty cartouche which
was lined with a repeated pattern of imbrication. Kublai Khan felt sure that
this must be the way out.
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Kublai Khan entered a shadowy spicery, watched over by an alcove. 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 portico, tastefully offset by a parquet floor
which was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. Kublai Khan discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a luxurious portico, tastefully offset by a parquet floor
which was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. Kublai Khan wandered,
lost in thought.

Kublai Khan entered a high portico, decorated with a great many columns
with a design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Kublai Khan felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors.

Kublai Khan entered a looming atrium, decorated with a standing stone inlayed
with gold and framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Kublai Khan mut-
tered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed
mirror. Kublai Khan thought that this direction looked promising, and went
that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-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 Homer

There was once a library, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed through
mirrors. Homer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer felt
sure that this must be the way out.

Homer entered a art deco hall of doors, tastefully offset by an empty cartouche
which was lined with a repeated pattern of blue stones. 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. And that was where the
encounter between a blind poet named Homer and a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol
Uls named Kublai Khan took place. Kublai Khan offered advice to Homer 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
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story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Kublai Khan said,
ending the story.
Homer decided to travel onwards. 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 Churrigueresque atelier, that had a cartouche with a mirror
inside. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a
reflection in a mirror.
Homer entered a Churrigueresque hedge maze, , within which was found a fire
in a low basin. And that was where the encounter between a blind poet named
Homer and a poet of Rome named Virgil took place. Virgil offered advice to
Homer 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 Jorge Luis Borges There was once an expansive
zone, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed through mirrors. Jorge Luis
Borges was almost certain about why he happened to be there. Jorge Luis
Borges wandered, lost in thought.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a twilit kiva, watched over by a koi pond. Jorge Luis
Borges walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a primitive tetrasoon, that had a wood-framed mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a
reflection in a mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a brick-walled cryptoporticus, that had a great many
columns. Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must be the way out.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought.
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 walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
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 opened
a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
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.
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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, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son
with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a
design of acanthus. Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must be the way out.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Baroque atelier, , within which was found a glass
chandelier. Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that place, not knowing that
it was indeed the wrong way.

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, passing a
reflection in a mirror. And there Jorge Luis Borges found the exit.

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

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

Homer entered a wide and low triclinium, decorated with an alcove framed by
a pattern of egg-and-dart. Homer thought that this direction looked promising,
and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror. At the darkest hour Homer
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 walked away from that
place, 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 opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead, 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 felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
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Kublai Khan entered a twilit almonry, watched over by a large fresco of a garden
with two paths dividing. 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 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, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a ominous peristyle, that had 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. And there Kublai Khan found
the exit.

Thus Scheherazade ended her 549th 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 intertwined story. Thus Scheherazade ended her 550th 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a blind poet named
Homer and the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad. Homer 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 Homer told:

Homer’s Story About Jorge Luis Borges

There was once a library, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed through
mirrors. Jorge Luis Borges was almost certain about why he happened to be
there. 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, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Jorge Luis Borges 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
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spiral pattern. Jorge Luis Borges thought that this direction looked promising,
and went that way, passing a reflection in 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
chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a high portico, decorated with a great many columns
with a design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Jorge Luis Borges discovered that
one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a high triclinium, accented by a pair of komaninu
with a design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in
thought.

Jorge Luis Borges 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 blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and an English poet named Geoffery
Chaucer took place. Jorge Luis Borges offered advice to Geoffery Chaucer 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 Kublai Khan There was once a cy-
bertextual data structure, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed through
mirrors. Kublai Khan was almost certain about why he happened to be there.
Kublai Khan felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Kublai Khan entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu with
a design of scratched markings. 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 brick-walled spicery, accented by a wood-framed mirror
with a design of taijitu. And that was where the encounter between a Khagan
of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a member of royalty named
Asterion took place. Kublai Khan offered advice to Asterion 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 blind poet
named Homer, a king of Persia named Shahryar and a philosopher named
Socrates. Shahryar suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Shahryar told
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a very symbolic story. “And that was how it happened,” Shahryar said, ending
his 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 chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a rough library, that had xoanon. Kublai Khan discovered
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. And that was where the encounter between a Khagan of
the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a blind poet named Homer took
place. Kublai Khan offered advice to Homer 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 important Story Once upon a time, there was a blind
poet named Homer, an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo and the sister of
Scheherazade named Dunyazad. 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 Story About Marco Polo

There was once a cybertextual data structure that was a map of itself. Marco
Polo didn’t know why he happened to be there. Marco Polo felt a bit dizzy at
the confusion of doors.

Marco Polo entered a marble-floored spicery, accented by an empty cartouche
which was lined with a repeated pattern of complex interlacing. 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 cramped and narrow still room, tastefully offset by a
parquet floor which was lined with a repeated pattern of three hares. Marco
Polo thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing
a reflection in a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a wide and low terrace, containing an abat-son. 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
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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 Homer

There was once a library, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed through
mirrors. Homer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. 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 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 Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai
Khan took place. Kublai Khan offered advice to Homer 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.

Homer decided to travel onwards. 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 rococo portico, accented by a fireplace with a design of chevrons.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a looming almonry, accented by a koi pond which was lined with
a repeated pattern of scratched markings. And that was where the encounter
between a blind poet named Homer and a poet of Rome named Virgil took
place. Virgil offered advice to Homer 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 Jorge Luis Borges

There was once an expansive zone, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed
through mirrors. Jorge Luis Borges was almost certain about why he happened
to be there. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu
with a design of scratched markings. Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that
place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
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Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges felt sure
that this must be the way out.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a twilit kiva, tastefully offset by a fallen column with
a design of imbrication. Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that place, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a cramped and narrow cryptoporticus, containing a
sipapu. Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a
design of acanthus. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a
design of acanthus. Jorge Luis Borges muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

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, passing a reflection in a mirror.

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

Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Jorge Luis
Borges wandered, lost in thought.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a twilit equatorial room, dominated by a crumbling
mound of earth which was lined with a repeated pattern of imbrication. Jorge
Luis Borges walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a twilit kiva, tastefully offset by a fallen column with
a design of imbrication. Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror. And there Jorge Luis Borges
found the exit.

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

Homer entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps. Homer
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, 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 sure that this must be the way out. Almost unable
to believe it, Homer 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 walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Marco Polo entered a rococo terrace, accented by a wood-framed mirror with a
design of chevrons. 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 Churrigueresque hall of doors, dominated by a great many
columns with a design of winding knots. 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 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, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a rococo atelier, tastefully offset by an obelisk with a design
of chevrons. Marco Polo discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

Marco Polo 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. Marco Polo wandered, lost in thought.

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

Marco Polo entered a wide and low terrace, containing an abat-son. Marco
Polo opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in
a mirror.
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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 blind poet
named Homer took place. Homer offered advice to Marco Polo 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 an expansive zone, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed
through mirrors. Jorge Luis Borges was almost certain about why he happened
to be there. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous picture gallery, accented by a gilt-framed
mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not
feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in 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
felt sure that this must be the way out.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a high hall of doors, that had a beautiful fresco. Jorge
Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son
with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that
place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong 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 opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in 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
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

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, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong 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 thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing
a reflection in a mirror.
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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.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a rococo triclinium, , within which was found a pair
of komaninu. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Jorge Luis
Borges walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous twilit solar, accented by a pair of komaninu
with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a wide and low colonnade, that had a fire in a low
basin. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a wide and low colonnade, that had a fire in a low
basin. And that was where the encounter between a blind librarian named Jorge
Luis Borges and a member of royalty named Asterion took place. Asterion
offered advice to Jorge Luis Borges 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 symbolic Story

Once upon a time, there was an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo, a blind
poet named Homer and an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer. 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a blind librarian
named Jorge Luis Borges and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. 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 touching 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 important Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a child
trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo and a poet of Rome named
Virgil. Little Nemo suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
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birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Little Nemo
told a very intertwined story. “And that was how it happened,” Little Nemo
said, ending his story.

“And that was how it happened,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending his 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 Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an expansive zone just on the other side of the garden wall. Ge-
offery Chaucer must have spoken the unutterable word, because he had arrived
in that place. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed
mirror. Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction looked promising, and
went that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic twilit solar, containing an obelisk. Geoffery
Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

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

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil in-
scribed in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer
wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming atrium, decorated with a standing stone
inlayed with gold and framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Geoffery
Chaucer walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a wide and low cavaedium, containing a quatrefoil
inscribed in the ground. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked
that way.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a wide and low cavaedium, containing a quatrefoil
inscribed in the ground. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mir-
ror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a cramped and narrow rotunda, accented by a stone-
framed mirror which was lined with a repeated pattern of three hares. Geoffery
Chaucer walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled colonnade, tastefully offset by a great
many columns with a design of taijitu. Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not
feeling quite sure where it lead. Almost unable to believe it, Geoffery Chaucer
found the exit.

Thus Geoffery Chaucer 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…” And Geoffery Chaucer told
a very convoluted story. “And that was how it happened,” Geoffery Chaucer
said, ending his story.

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

Jorge Luis Borges decided to travel onwards. Jorge Luis Borges thought that
this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a high spicery, accented by a gilt-framed mirror with a
design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a high spicery, accented by a gilt-framed mirror with
a design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that
place.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Baroque cyzicene hall, , within which was found a
labyrinth pattern inscribed on the floor. 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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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer 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 ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Marco Polo thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in
a mirror.
Marco Polo entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. Marco Polo felt
sure that this must be the way out.
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 a queen of Persia named Scheherazade
took place. Scheherazade offered advice to Marco Polo 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 Story About Jorge Luis Borges
There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Jorge Luis
Borges must have gotten lost, because he was wandering there. Jorge Luis
Borges chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was
indeed the wrong 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, passing
a reflection in a mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
And that was where the encounter between a blind librarian named Jorge Luis
Borges and a poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Dante
Alighieri offered advice to Jorge Luis Borges 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 Story About Homer
There was once a cybertextual data structure, the place that can sometimes
be glimpsed through mirrors. Homer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering
there. Homer felt sure that this must be the way out.
Homer entered a marble-floored terrace, , within which was found a fountain.
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 high antechamber, that had an obelisk. 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 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 looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Homer
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Homer
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a high portico, decorated with a great many columns with a
design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Homer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a twilit tetrasoon, accented by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on
the floor with a design of imbrication. Homer walked away from that place.

Homer entered a shadowy portico, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Homer entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Homer felt a bit
dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror. And there
Homer found the exit.

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

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

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque spicery, dominated by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Jorge Luis Borges opened
a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
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.
And that was where the encounter between a blind librarian named Jorge Luis
Borges and a member of royalty named Asterion took place. Asterion offered
advice to Jorge Luis Borges in the form of a story. So Asterion began, “It seems
to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”

157



And he told the following story:

Asterion’s symbolic Story

Once upon a time, there was an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo, a blind
poet named Homer and an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer. 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a blind librarian
named Jorge Luis Borges and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. 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 touching 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 important Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a child
trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo and a poet of Rome named
Virgil. 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. “And that was how it happened,” Little Nemo
said, ending his story.

“And that was how it happened,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending his 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 Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an expansive zone just on the other side of the garden wall. Ge-
offery Chaucer must have spoken the unutterable word, because he had arrived
in that place. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.
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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
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled colonnade, tastefully offset by a great
many columns with a design of taijitu. Geoffery Chaucer thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way.

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
felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled anatomical theatre, that had a fountain.
Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled anatomical theatre, that had a fountain.
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.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive atelier, accented by xoanon with a design
of red gems. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble hall of mirrors, , within which was found a
fireplace. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many
columns. Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance
at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, tastefully offset by
a fountain framed by a pattern of winding knots. Geoffery Chaucer walked away
from that place.

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil in-
scribed in the ground framed by a pattern 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 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 cramped and narrow rotunda, accented by a stone-
framed mirror which was lined with a repeated pattern of three hares. Geoffery
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Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way. Almost unable to believe
it, Geoffery Chaucer discovered the way out.

Thus Geoffery Chaucer 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…” And Geoffery Chaucer told
a very convoluted story. “And that was how it happened,” Geoffery Chaucer
said, ending his story.

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

Jorge Luis Borges decided to travel onwards. Jorge Luis Borges thought that
this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous picture gallery, dominated by a moasic
framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in
thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a art deco rotunda, accented by a standing stone
inlayed with gold and framed by a pattern of blue stones. Jorge Luis Borges
walked away from that place. Which was where Jorge Luis Borges discovered
the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Scheherazade 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 brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Marco
Polo felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

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.

Marco Polo entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Marco
Polo thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing
a reflection in a mirror. Almost unable to believe it, Marco Polo found the exit.
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Thus Marco Polo 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…” And Marco Polo told a very
symbolic story. Thus Marco Polo 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 Marco Polo told:

Marco Polo’s recursive Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad.
Scheherazade suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birth-
day. So she began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Scheherazade
told a very exciting story. “And that was how it happened,” Scheherazade said,
ending her story.

Thus Marco Polo ended his 3rd 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 Marco Polo told:

Marco Polo’s exciting Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a philosopher named
Socrates and an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer. Geoffery Chaucer sug-
gested 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a philoso-
pher named Socrates and a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo.
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
touching 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:
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Socrates’s amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, an explorer of Venice
named Marco Polo and the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad. 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 Story About Homer

There was once a cybertextual data structure, the place that can sometimes
be glimpsed through mirrors. Homer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering
there. Homer felt sure that this must be the way out.

Homer entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu with a design
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 rococo terrace, accented by a wood-framed mirror with a de-
sign of chevrons. Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

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 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 looming atrium, decorated with a standing stone inlayed with
gold and framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Homer muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, 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 thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a twilit ���, accented by an exedra which was lined with a repeated
pattern of imbrication. Homer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a archaic atelier, tastefully offset by an alcove framed by a pat-
tern of pearl inlay. Homer walked away from that place. Which was where
Homer discovered the way out.

“And that was how it happened,” Marco Polo said, ending his story.
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“And that was how it happened,” Socrates said, ending his 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 Story About Homer

There was once an expansive zone that was a map of itself. Homer had followed
a secret path, and so he had arrived in that place. Homer chose an exit at
random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, 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 thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way, 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 sure that this must
be the way out.

Homer entered a primitive atelier, accented by xoanon 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 archaic fogou, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil carved into the
wall 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 lumber room, that had a great many columns.
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 Story About Homer

There was once a cybertextual data structure, the place that can sometimes
be glimpsed through mirrors. Homer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering
there. Homer felt sure that this must be the way out.
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Homer entered a luxurious still room, containing divans lining the perimeter.
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 looming library, that had many solomonic columns. 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 ominous twilit solar, accented by a pair of komaninu with
a design of wooden carvings. Homer muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Homer
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, 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, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a design of
acanthus. Homer walked away from that place.

Homer entered a Baroque tablinum, dominated by a curved staircase framed by
a pattern of buta motifs. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it
lead.

Homer entered a luxurious peristyle, that had a fallen column. Homer felt a bit
dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at 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 felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Homer entered a luxurious tepidarium, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of arabseque. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way.

Homer entered a luxurious still room, containing divans lining the perimeter.
Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Homer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Homer wan-
dered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a primitive tetrasoon, that had a wood-framed mirror. And
that was where the encounter between a blind poet named Homer and a king
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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 convoluted Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a poet of Rome named
Virgil. 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 amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a Khagan of the Ikh
Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a poet of Rome named Virgil. 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
exciting 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 moving Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a lady
of the Imperial 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…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Dunyazad

There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the sun.
Dunyazad was almost certain about why she happened to be there. Dunyazad
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

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.

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.

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,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
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Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at
a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a art deco lumber room, that had a glass chandelier. Dun-
yazad muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Dunyazad entered a twilit cavaedium, containing a standing stone inlayed with
gold and. Dunyazad thought that this direction looked promising, and went
that way.

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

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Dunyazad chose an exit at random and walked that 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 queen of Persia named Scheherazade
took place. Scheherazade offered advice to Dunyazad 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Dun-
yazad 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 Dunyazad told:

Dunyazad’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the
sun. Geoffery Chaucer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Geoffery
Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rough hall of mirrors, decorated with a false door
framed by a pattern of acanthus. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random
and walked that way.

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 discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.
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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 rococo picture gallery, dominated by a sipapu
framed by a pattern of chevrons. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic equatorial room, accented by an abat-son
with a design of pearl inlay. Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened.

Geoffery Chaucer 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. Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way.

Geoffery Chaucer 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. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

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
chose an exit at random and walked that way. Which was where Geoffery
Chaucer discovered the way out.

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

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

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

Dunyazad entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Dunyazad
walked away from that place.

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

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 philosopher named Socrates took place. Socrates offered advice to Dunyazad
in the form of a story. So Socrates began, “It seems to me that this place we
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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.

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

Dunyazad entered a looming hedge maze, that had a moasic. Dunyazad discov-
ered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Dunyazad entered a shadowy picture gallery, accented by moki steps which was
lined with a repeated pattern of carved runes. Dunyazad wandered, lost in
thought, sparing a passing glance at 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,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a archaic tablinum, containing a lararium. Dunyazad mut-
tered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Dunyazad entered a archaic tablinum, containing a lararium. Dunyazad thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Dunyazad entered a primitive darbazi, tastefully offset by xoanon with a design
of red gems. Dunyazad felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror. And there Dunyazad reached the end of the labyrinth.

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

“And that was how it happened,” Kublai Khan said, ending his 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 Story About Dunyazad

There was once a cybertextual data structure just on the other side of the
garden wall. Dunyazad must have spoken the unutterable word, because she
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had arrived in that place. Dunyazad chose an exit at random and walked that
way.

Dunyazad entered a wide and low cavaedium, tastefully offset by a moasic
framed by a pattern of egg-and-dart. Dunyazad discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else.

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 opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it
lead.

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

Dunyazad entered a archaic hall of doors, containing a koi pond. Dunyazad
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

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.

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

Dunyazad entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Dunyazad
chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Dunyazad entered a wide and low darbazi, containing a quatrefoil carved into
the wall. Dunyazad walked away from that place.

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.

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

Dunyazad entered a neoclassic liwan, tastefully offset by moki steps which was
lined with a repeated pattern of guilloché. Dunyazad chose an exit at random
and walked that way.

Dunyazad entered a twilit equatorial room, dominated by a crumbling mound
of earth which was lined with a repeated pattern of imbrication. Dunyazad
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled spicery, watched over by a trompe-l’oeil fresco.
Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror. Al-
most unable to believe it, Dunyazad found the exit.
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Thus Virgil 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…” And Virgil told a very sym-
bolic story. “And that was how it happened,” Virgil said, ending his story.

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

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

Homer entered a ominous twilit solar, accented by a pair of komaninu with a
design of wooden carvings. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors,
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 muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as
the door opened.

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 an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo took place. Marco
Polo offered advice to Homer 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 a philosopher named Socrates, a poet of Rome
named Virgil and a member of royalty named Asterion. 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 Jorge Luis Borges

There was once a cybertextual data structure that had never known the light
of the sun. Jorge Luis Borges was almost certain about why he happened to
be there. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a brick-walled cryptoporticus, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of taijitu. Jorge Luis Borges muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened.
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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
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges felt sure
that this must be the way out, 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 chose an exit at random
and walked that way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son
with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that
place.

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

Jorge Luis Borges entered a twilit triclinium, , within which was found a standing
stone inlayed with gold and. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion
of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a rococo triclinium, , within which was found a pair
of komaninu. Jorge Luis Borges chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a rough almonry, , within which was found a great
many columns. Jorge Luis Borges discovered that one of the doors lead some-
where 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 wandered, lost in thought, 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 felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a neoclassic rotunda, dominated by divans lining the
perimeter framed by a pattern of guilloché. Jorge Luis Borges muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Jorge Luis Borges thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.
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Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble-floored cyzicene hall, , within which was
found a sipapu. Jorge Luis Borges chose an exit at random and walked that
way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
And that was where the encounter between a blind librarian named Jorge Luis
Borges and a queen of Persia named Scheherazade took place. Scheherazade
offered advice to Jorge Luis Borges 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Dun-
yazad 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 Dunyazad told:

Dunyazad’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the
sun. Geoffery Chaucer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Geoffery
Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rough hall of mirrors, decorated with a false door
framed by a pattern of acanthus. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random
and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble twilit solar, tastefully offset by a fallen col-
umn with a design of palmettes. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mir-
ror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous picture gallery, dominated by many
solomonic columns which was lined with a repeated pattern 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 brick-walled cryptoporticus, that had a great many
columns. Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as
the door opened.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a twilit tetrasoon, accented by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor with a design of imbrication. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure
that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble antechamber, decorated with a glass chan-
delier which was lined with a repeated pattern of palmettes. Geoffery Chaucer
chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Baroque terrace, , within which was found a car-
touche with a mirror inside. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else.

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 king of
Persia named Shahryar took place. Shahryar offered advice to Geoffery Chaucer
in the form of a story. So Shahryar began, “It seems to me that this place we
find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Shahryar told a very exciting story.
“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Shahryar said, ending the
story.

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer walked away
from that place. Which was where Geoffery Chaucer discovered the way out.

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

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Scheherazade 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 twilit kiva, containing a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor. Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that place.

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 opened
a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a sipapu. And
that was where the encounter between a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges
and a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo 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…”
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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.

Jorge Luis Borges decided to travel onwards. Jorge Luis Borges chose an exit
at random and walked that way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a twilit tetrasoon, accented by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor with a design of imbrication. Jorge Luis Borges discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a neoclassic triclinium, containing a trompe-l’oeil
fresco. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance
at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque atrium, containing a moasic. Jorge
Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance
at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a rough spicery, decorated with a fire in a low basin
framed by a pattern of acanthus. Jorge Luis Borges muttered, “North, this way
is probably north!” as the door opened.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Jorge
Luis Borges thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.
Almost unable to believe it, Jorge Luis Borges found the exit.

“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.

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

Homer entered a primitive atelier, accented by xoanon with a design of red gems.
Homer walked away from that place.

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.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.
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Homer entered a looming hedge maze, , within which was found a beautiful
fresco. Homer felt sure that this must be the way out, 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 chose an exit at
random and walked that way.

Homer 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.
Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque antechamber, tastefully offset by an exedra
which was lined with a repeated pattern of winding knots. Homer wandered,
lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a luxurious still room, containing divans lining the perimeter.
Homer walked away from that place.

Homer entered a twilit spicery, watched over by 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. Dante Alighieri offered advice to
Homer 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 poet named Homer, a queen of Persia
named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shik-
ibu. 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 Homer

There was once a vast and perilous maze that had never known the light of the
sun. Homer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer wandered,
lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a high cavaedium, , within which was found a moasic. Homer
walked away from that place.

Homer entered a rococo cyzicene hall, that had a koi pond. Homer opened a
door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Homer entered a marble atrium, accented by a koi pond which was lined with a
repeated pattern of palmettes. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
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Homer entered a neoclassic almonry, accented by a quatrefoil carved into the
wall with a design of guilloché. Homer muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened.
Homer entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Homer chose
an exit at random and walked that 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.
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,
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 walked away from that
place.
Homer entered a Churrigueresque spicery, dominated by divans lining the
perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. 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. 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 Little Nemo told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story
was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending the story.
Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer chose an exit at random and walked
that way.
Homer entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Homer discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else.
Homer entered a ominous peristyle, that had a large fresco of a garden with two
paths dividing. Homer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror. Almost unable to believe it, Homer reached the end of the labyrinth.

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

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dante Alighieri said, ending
the story.
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Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of
doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Homer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Homer chose an exit at random and walked that way.
Homer entered a wide and low atelier, accented by a glass chandelier which was
lined with a repeated pattern of egg-and-dart. Homer discovered that one of
the doors lead somewhere else.
Homer entered a marble-floored spicery, accented by an empty cartouche which
was lined with a repeated pattern of complex interlacing. Homer wandered, lost
in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Homer entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Homer
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Homer entered a archaic portico, , within which was found a curved staircase.
Homer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.
Homer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Homer thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.
Homer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Homer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.
Homer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Homer chose an exit at random and walked that way.
Homer 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 blind poet named Homer and a queen of Persia named
Scheherazade took place. Scheherazade offered advice to Homer 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 inspiring Story
Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Dun-
yazad 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 Dunyazad told:
Dunyazad’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer
There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the
sun. Geoffery Chaucer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. 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 rough hall of mirrors, decorated with a false door
framed by a pattern of acanthus. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random
and walked that way.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Geoffery Chaucer
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Geoffery Chaucer
wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Ge-
offery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance
at a mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was
found a pair of komaninu. 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 marble darbazi, , within which was found a fireplace.
Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble darbazi, , within which was found a fireplace.
Geoffery 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. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled cavaedium, watched over by a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor. And that was where the encounter between an
English poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a king of Persia named Shahryar
took place. Shahryar offered advice to Geoffery Chaucer in the form of a story.
So Shahryar began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds
me of when…” And Shahryar told a very exciting story. “So you see how that
story was very like this place,” Shahryar said, ending the story.
Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer walked away
from that place.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous sudatorium, tastefully offset by a wood-
framed mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer opened a
door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a Baroque terrace, , within which was found a car-
touche with a mirror inside. Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a Baroque cyzicene hall, , within which was found a
labyrinth pattern inscribed on the floor. Geoffery Chaucer thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way. At the darkest hour Geoffery
Chaucer found the exit.

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

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

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

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.

Homer entered a luxurious peristyle, that had a fallen column. Homer opened
a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Homer entered a primitive atelier, accented by xoanon with a design of red gems.
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 Little Nemo
told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,”
Little Nemo said, ending the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. 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 art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Homer wan-
dered, 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 felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, 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 muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened.
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Homer entered a cramped and narrow fogou, watched over by a monolith.
Homer thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Homer entered a luxurious portico, tastefully offset by a parquet floor which
was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. Homer felt sure that this must
be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror. And there Homer reached
the end of the labyrinth.

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

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

Homer entered a brick-walled cavaedium, watched over by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it
lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a art deco tetrasoon, containing a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground. 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 an English poet
named Geoffery Chaucer took place. Geoffery Chaucer offered advice to Homer
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 symbolic Story

Once upon a time, there was an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo, a blind
poet named Homer and an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer. 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a blind librarian
named Jorge Luis Borges and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. 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 touching 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:
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Jorge Luis Borges’s important Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a child
trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo and a poet of Rome named
Virgil. 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. “And that was how it happened,” Little Nemo
said, ending his story.

“And that was how it happened,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending his 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 Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an expansive zone just on the other side of the garden wall. Ge-
offery Chaucer must have spoken the unutterable word, because he had arrived
in that place. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming almonry, accented by a koi pond which was
lined with a repeated pattern of scratched markings. Geoffery Chaucer opened
a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled anatomical theatre, that had a fountain.
Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high spicery, , within which was found a gargoyle.
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.
Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that 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
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with
a design of acanthus. Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a high triclinium, accented by a pair of komaninu
with a design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from
that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Geoffery Chaucer
chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil in-
scribed in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a luxurious portico, tastefully offset by a parquet floor
which was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. Geoffery Chaucer wan-
dered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror. Quite unexpectedly
Geoffery Chaucer reached the end of the labyrinth.

Thus Geoffery Chaucer 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…” And Geoffery Chaucer told
a very convoluted story. “And that was how it happened,” Geoffery Chaucer
said, ending his story.

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

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a marble hall of mirrors, , within which was found a fireplace.
Homer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a ominous peristyle, that had a large fresco of a garden with two
paths dividing. Homer walked away from that place. Which was where Homer
discovered the way out.

“And that was how it happened,” Geoffery Chaucer 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,” Kublai Khan said, ending
the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way, 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 sure that this must be
the way out.

Kublai Khan entered a marble-floored terrace, , within which was found a foun-
tain. 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 antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed
mirror 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 high antechamber, that had an obelisk. Kublai Khan
wandered, lost in thought.

Kublai Khan entered a brick-walled spicery, accented by a wood-framed mirror
with a design of taijitu. Kublai Khan felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Kublai Khan entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. 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 terrace, , within which was found a foun-
tain. Kublai Khan thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a marble-floored terrace, , within which was found a foun-
tain. 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 Shik-
ibu 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 Homer There was once a library, the
place that can sometimes be glimpsed through mirrors. Homer couldn’t quite
say how he was wandering there. Homer felt sure that this must be the way
out.
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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 Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon. And
that was where the encounter between a blind poet named Homer and a Khagan
of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan took place. Kublai Khan offered
advice to Homer 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.

Homer decided to travel onwards. 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 brick-walled antechamber, dominated by a glass-framed mirror
framed by a 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 antechamber, dominated by a glass-framed mirror
framed by a pattern of taijitu. And that was where the encounter between a
blind poet named Homer and a poet of Rome named Virgil took place. Virgil
offered advice to Homer 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 Jorge Luis Borges

There was once an expansive zone, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed
through mirrors. Jorge Luis Borges was almost certain about why he happened
to be there. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought.

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
walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son
with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in 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 felt
sure that this must be the way out.

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.
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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 walked
away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

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

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

Jorge Luis Borges entered a twilit tetrasoon, accented by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor with a design of imbrication. Jorge Luis Borges muttered,
“North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it
was indeed the wrong way.

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

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

Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Jorge Luis
Borges wandered, lost in thought.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous sudatorium, tastefully offset by a wood-
framed mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Jorge Luis
Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a shadowy peristyle, containing a glass-framed mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors. Which was where
Jorge Luis Borges reached the end of the labyrinth.

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

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

Homer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Homer
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a
reflection in a mirror.
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Homer entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. 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. And that was where the encounter
between a blind poet named Homer and a queen of Persia named Scheherazade
took place. Scheherazade offered advice to Homer 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 Story About Jorge Luis Borges

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

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu
with a design of scratched markings. Jorge Luis Borges discovered that one of
the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a rough darbazi, containing a fountain. And that was
where the encounter between a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and a
poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Dante Alighieri
offered advice to Jorge Luis Borges 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 Story About Homer

There was once a cybertextual data structure, the place that can sometimes
be glimpsed through mirrors. Homer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering
there. Homer felt sure that this must be the way out.

Homer entered a marble-floored terrace, , within which was found a fountain.
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 Churrigueresque hedge maze, , within which was found a fire
in a low basin. 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.
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Homer entered a primitive atelier, accented by xoanon with a design of red gems.
Homer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Homer thought that
this direction looked promising, and went that way, 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, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Homer
walked away from that place. Which was where Homer discovered the way out.

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

Jorge Luis Borges decided to travel onwards. Jorge Luis Borges walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong 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
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges 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. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Jorge Luis Borges 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 librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and a member of royalty named
Asterion took place. Asterion offered advice to Jorge Luis Borges 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 symbolic Story

Once upon a time, there was an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo, a blind
poet named Homer and an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer. 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 inspiring Story
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Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a blind librarian
named Jorge Luis Borges and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. 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 touching 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 important Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a child
trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo and a poet of Rome named
Virgil. 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. “And that was how it happened,” Little Nemo
said, ending his story.

“And that was how it happened,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending his 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 Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an expansive zone just on the other side of the garden wall. Ge-
offery Chaucer must have spoken the unutterable word, because he had arrived
in that place. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic atrium, accented by a fire in a low basin
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 looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
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 ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil in-
scribed in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer
wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a
design of acanthus. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, tastefully offset by
a fountain framed by a pattern of winding knots. Geoffery Chaucer chose an
exit at random and walked that way.

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
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil in-
scribed in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer
wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rough darbazi, containing a fountain. Geoffery
Chaucer walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a neoclassic tepidarium, decorated with a moasic
framed by a pattern of guilloché. Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feel-
ing quite sure where it lead.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, 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
sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a luxurious tepidarium, containing a fountain. Geof-
fery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic fogou, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil carved
into the wall with a design of pearl inlay. Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in
thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a neoclassic twilit solar, that had a wood-framed
mirror. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a rococo terrace, accented by a wood-framed mirror
with a design of chevrons. And that was where the encounter between an English
poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a poet exiled from Florence named Dante
Alighieri took place. Dante Alighieri offered advice to Geoffery Chaucer 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 poet named Homer, a queen of Persia
named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shik-
ibu. 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 Homer

There was once a vast and perilous maze that had never known the light of the
sun. Homer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer wandered,
lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a high cavaedium, , within which was found a moasic. Homer
walked away from that place.

Homer entered a rococo cyzicene hall, that had a koi pond. 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, 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. Homer muttered, “North, this way
is probably north!” as the door opened.

Homer entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Homer
chose an exit at random and walked that way.

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

Homer entered a Baroque still room, that had a gilt-framed mirror. Homer
wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a Baroque still room, that had a gilt-framed mirror. Homer
walked away from that place.

Homer entered a shadowy kiva, tastefully offset by an empty cartouche which
was lined with a repeated pattern of carved runes. Homer opened a door, not
feeling quite sure where it lead.
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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 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 Little Nemo told a very exciting story. “So you see how that
story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. 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. At the darkest hour
Homer found the exit.

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

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

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Geoffery
Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that 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
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Geoffery Chaucer
wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Geoffery Chaucer
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic twilit solar, containing an obelisk. Geoffery
Chaucer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble-floored spicery, accented by an empty car-
touche which was lined with a repeated pattern of complex interlacing. Geoffery
Chaucer thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a art deco atelier, 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 art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble-floored spicery, accented by an empty car-
touche which was lined with a repeated pattern of complex interlacing. And
that was where the encounter between an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer
and a queen of Persia named Scheherazade took place. Scheherazade offered ad-
vice to Geoffery Chaucer 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Dun-
yazad 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 Dunyazad told:

Dunyazad’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the
sun. Geoffery Chaucer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Geoffery
Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rough hall of mirrors, decorated with a false door
framed by a pattern of acanthus. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random
and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble twilit solar, tastefully offset by a fallen col-
umn with a design of palmettes. 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 cramped and narrow hall of doors, containing a
large fresco of a garden with two paths dividing. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit
dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Geoffery Chaucer
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.
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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 wide and low lumber room, that had a great many
columns. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a wide and low atrium, watched over by a fire in a
low basin. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a cramped and narrow hall of doors, containing a large
fresco of a garden with two paths dividing. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that
one of the doors lead somewhere else. Quite unexpectedly Geoffery Chaucer
found the exit.

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

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Scheherazade said, ending
the story.
Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost
in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble hall of mirrors, , within which was found a
fireplace. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son
with a design of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic equatorial room, accented by an abat-son
with a design of pearl inlay. 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. 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.
Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at
random and walked that way.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a wide and low liwan, , within which was found a
trompe-l’oeil fresco. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Geoffery Chaucer
wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

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
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque antechamber, tastefully offset by
an exedra which was lined with a repeated pattern of winding knots. Geoffery
Chaucer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a twilit almonry, dominated by an empty cartouche
which was lined with a repeated pattern of imbrication. Geoffery Chaucer
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a luxurious portico, tastefully offset by a parquet floor
which was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. Geoffery Chaucer felt
sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror. And
there Geoffery Chaucer reached the end of the labyrinth.

Thus Geoffery Chaucer 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…” And Geoffery Chaucer told
a very convoluted story. “And that was how it happened,” Geoffery Chaucer
said, ending his story.

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

Jorge Luis Borges decided to travel onwards. Jorge Luis Borges thought that
this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance
at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was
found a pair of komaninu. Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that place.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a wide and low portico, watched over by a great many
columns. Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
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Jorge Luis Borges entered a luxurious darbazi, that had a false door. 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 peristyle, that had a large fresco of a
garden with two paths dividing. Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must be
the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a luxurious still room, containing divans lining the
perimeter. Jorge Luis Borges chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a luxurious still room, containing divans lining the
perimeter. Jorge Luis Borges discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a primitive tetrasoon, that had a wood-framed mirror.
And that was where the encounter between a blind librarian named Jorge Luis
Borges and a blind poet named Homer took place. Homer offered advice to
Jorge Luis Borges 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 convoluted Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a poet of Rome named
Virgil. 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 amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a Khagan of the Ikh
Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a poet of Rome named Virgil. 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
exciting 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 moving Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a lady
of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named
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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…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Dunyazad

There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the sun.
Dunyazad was almost certain about why she happened to be there. Dunyazad
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Dunyazad chose an exit at random and walked that 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 discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else.

Dunyazad entered a neoclassic atelier, watched over by a fountain. Dunyazad
wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a luxurious kiva, dominated by a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of arabseque. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a primitive triclinium, tastefully offset by many solomonic
columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of red gems. Dunyazad mut-
tered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

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.

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, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

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.

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 queen of Persia named
Scheherazade took place. Scheherazade offered advice to Dunyazad 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 inspiring Story
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Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Dun-
yazad 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 Dunyazad told:

Dunyazad’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the
sun. Geoffery Chaucer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Geoffery
Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble-floored darbazi, , within which was found a
fallen column. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a wide and low picture gallery, , within which was
found a crumbling mound of earth. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic triclinium, tastefully offset 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.

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic tablinum, dominated by an alcove framed
by a pattern of pearl inlay. Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble-floored cavaedium, watched over by an
obelisk. Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction looked promising, and
went 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 felt
sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble-floored darbazi, , within which was found a
fallen column. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way.
Which was where Geoffery Chaucer discovered the way out.

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

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

Dunyazad entered a rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a design
of acanthus. Dunyazad walked away from that place.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque liwan, containing a lararium. Dunyazad
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Dunyazad entered a twilit cavaedium, containing a standing stone inlayed with
gold and. And that was where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade
named Dunyazad and a philosopher named Socrates took place. Socrates offered
advice to Dunyazad 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.

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

Dunyazad entered a primitive triclinium, tastefully offset by many solomonic
columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of red gems. Dunyazad dis-
covered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Dunyazad entered a cramped and narrow fogou, watched over by a monolith.
Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror. Al-
most unable to believe it, Dunyazad reached the end of the labyrinth.

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

“And that was how it happened,” Kublai Khan said, ending his 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 Story About Dunyazad
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There was once a cybertextual data structure just on the other side of the
garden wall. Dunyazad must have spoken the unutterable word, because she
had arrived in that place. Dunyazad chose an exit at random and walked that
way.
Dunyazad entered a looming hedge maze, that had a moasic. Dunyazad discov-
ered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.
Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
Dunyazad entered a cramped and narrow hall of mirrors, watched over by a
quatrefoil carved into the wall. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of
doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
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.
Dunyazad entered a primitive kiva, containing a standing stone inlayed with
gold and. Dunyazad thought that this direction looked promising, and went
that way.
Dunyazad entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Dun-
yazad felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.
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.
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.
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.
Dunyazad entered a high hall of doors, that had a beautiful fresco. Dunyazad
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a twilit kiva, tastefully offset by a fallen column with a design
of imbrication. Dunyazad chose an exit at random and walked that way.
Dunyazad entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Dun-
yazad discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.
Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.
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, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
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Dunyazad entered a cramped and narrow lumber room, tastefully offset by an
abat-son with a design of three hares. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened.

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

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

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

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
And that was where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named
Dunyazad and a queen of Persia named Scheherazade took place. Scheherazade
offered advice to Dunyazad 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Dun-
yazad 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 Dunyazad told:

Dunyazad’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the
sun. Geoffery Chaucer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Geoffery
Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a neoclassic antechamber, containing an abat-son.
Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a wide and low picture gallery, , within which was
found a crumbling mound of earth. Geoffery Chaucer discovered 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 primitive picture gallery, decorated with a great
many columns with a design of red gems. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at
the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
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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 mut-
tered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic still room, accented by a curved staircase
framed by a pattern of pearl inlay. Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a wide and low portico, watched over by an abat-son.
Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a high spicery, accented by a gilt-framed mirror with
a design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random
and walked that way.
Geoffery Chaucer 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. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive colonnade, , within which was found a
quatrefoil carved into the wall. And that was where the encounter between an
English poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a king of Persia named Shahryar
took place. Shahryar offered advice to Geoffery Chaucer in the form of a story.
So Shahryar began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds
me of when…” And Shahryar told a very exciting story. “So you see how that
story was very like this place,” Shahryar said, ending the story.
Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer walked away
from that place. Which was where Geoffery Chaucer discovered the way out.

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

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Scheherazade said, ending
the story.
Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Dunyazad
walked away from that place.
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.
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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 philosopher named Socrates took
place. Socrates offered advice to Dunyazad 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.
Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad chose an exit at random and
walked that way.
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.
Dunyazad entered a rococo triclinium, , within which was found a pair of ko-
maninu. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.
Dunyazad entered a art deco antechamber, , within which was found a great
many columns. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.
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.
Dunyazad entered a primitive colonnade, , within which was found a quatrefoil
carved into the wall. Dunyazad thought that this direction looked promising,
and went that way. Almost unable to believe it, Dunyazad found the exit.

Thus Virgil 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…” And Virgil told a very sym-
bolic story. “And that was how it happened,” Virgil said, ending his story.

“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 opened a door,
not feeling quite sure where it lead.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous twilit solar, accented by a pair of komaninu
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.
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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
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.
Jorge Luis Borges 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 librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and an explorer
of Venice named Marco Polo 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 amusing Story
Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a poet of Rome
named Virgil and a member of royalty named Asterion. 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 Jorge Luis Borges
There was once a cybertextual data structure that had never known the light
of the sun. Jorge Luis Borges was almost certain about why he happened to
be there. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a brick-walled cryptoporticus, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of taijitu. 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 thought
that this direction looked promising, and went 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 felt
sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
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 walked away from that place.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with
a design of acanthus. 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.
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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 antechamber, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. Jorge Luis
Borges wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror. Almost
unable to believe it, Jorge Luis Borges found the exit.

“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.
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 ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son
with a design of wooden carvings. 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 rococo arborium, , within which was found a qua-
trefoil carved into the wall. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion
of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble hall of doors, dominated by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of palmettes. Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that
this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
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 chose an exit at random and walked that way.
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 shadowy almonry, that had a crumbling mound of
earth. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at
a mirror.

204



Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous arborium, watched over by moki steps.
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. And that was where
the encounter between a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and an English
poet named Geoffery Chaucer 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 moving Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a queen of Persia
named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shik-
ibu. 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 Homer

There was once a vast and perilous maze that had never known the light of the
sun. Homer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer wandered,
lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a wide and low twilit solar, dominated by an obelisk with a
design of egg-and-dart. Homer walked away from that place.

Homer entered a rococo cyzicene hall, that had a koi pond. Homer opened a
door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Homer entered a rococo cyzicene hall, that had a koi pond. Homer felt a bit
dizzy at the confusion of doors, 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 muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Homer entered a marble darbazi, , within which was found a fireplace. Homer
chose an exit at random and walked that way.

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.

Homer entered a wide and low kiva, that had a false door. Homer wandered,
lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a Baroque still room, that had a gilt-framed mirror. Homer
walked away from that place.
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Homer entered a rococo atelier, containing a fountain. Homer opened a door,
not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Homer entered a art deco rotunda, accented by a standing stone inlayed with
gold and framed by a pattern of blue stones. 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 Little Nemo told a very exciting story.
“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending
the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer chose an exit at random and walked
that 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.

Homer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Homer
wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror. Almost unable
to believe it, Homer reached the end of the labyrinth.

“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.

Jorge Luis Borges decided to travel onwards. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges 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. Jorge Luis Borges chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Jorge Luis Borges 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. Jorge Luis Borges discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque hedge maze, that had a false door.
Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.
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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 felt
a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous arborium, watched over by moki steps.
Jorge Luis Borges muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Jorge Luis Borges thought that this direction looked promising, and went 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 felt
sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

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 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 blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade took place. Scheherazade offered advice to Jorge
Luis Borges 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Dun-
yazad 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 Dunyazad told:

Dunyazad’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the
sun. Geoffery Chaucer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Geoffery
Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a twilit cryptoporticus, decorated with a fireplace
with a design of imbrication. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and
walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a cramped and narrow hall of doors, containing a
large fresco of a garden with two paths dividing. Geoffery Chaucer wandered,
lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

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
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

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

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a twilit cryptoporticus, decorated with a fireplace
with a design of imbrication. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else. Quite unexpectedly Geoffery Chaucer found the exit.

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

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Scheherazade 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 ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son
with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that
place.

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 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. And that was where the encounter between a
blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and a child trying to go to Slumberland
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named Little Nemo 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 Little Nemo told a very exciting
story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said,
ending the story.

Jorge Luis Borges decided to travel onwards. Jorge Luis Borges chose an exit
at random and walked that way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming atrium, decorated with a standing stone
inlayed with gold and framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Jorge Luis
Borges discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble hall of mirrors, accented by a false door
framed by a pattern of palmettes. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Baroque cyzicene hall, , within which was found a
labyrinth pattern inscribed on the floor. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at
the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror. Quite unexpectedly
Jorge Luis Borges reached the end of the labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Scheherazade 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 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.

Homer entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Homer muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened, 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 thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a rococo triclinium, , within which was found a pair of komaninu.
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 wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a neoclassic colonnade, accented by a fountain framed by a
pattern of guilloché. Homer walked away from that place, not knowing that it
was indeed the wrong way.
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Homer entered a high triclinium, accented by a pair of komaninu 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 looming hedge maze, that had a fireplace. Homer felt a bit
dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Homer entered a archaic tablinum, containing a lararium. And that was where
the encounter between a blind poet named Homer and an English poet named
Geoffery Chaucer took place. Geoffery Chaucer offered advice to Homer 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 symbolic Story

Once upon a time, there was an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo, a blind
poet named Homer and an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer. 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a blind librarian
named Jorge Luis Borges and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. 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 touching 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 important Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a child
trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo and a poet of Rome named
Virgil. 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. “And that was how it happened,” Little Nemo
said, ending his story.

“And that was how it happened,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending his story.
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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 Story About Geoffery Chaucer
There was once an expansive zone just on the other side of the garden wall. Ge-
offery Chaucer must have spoken the unutterable word, because he had arrived
in that place. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed
mirror. Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction looked promising, and
went that way.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. 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. Geoffery Chaucer chose an
exit at random and walked that way.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Geoffery Chaucer
discovered 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 Churrigueresque spicery, dominated by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Geoffery Chaucer walked
away from that place.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, tastefully offset by
a fountain framed by a pattern of winding knots. Geoffery Chaucer chose an
exit at random and walked that way.
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
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic atelier, tastefully offset by an alcove framed
by a pattern of pearl inlay. Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing
a passing glance at a mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son
with a design of wooden carvings. 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 high portico, decorated with a great many columns
with a design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at
random and walked that way.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a cramped and narrow cryptoporticus, containing a
sipapu. 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 wandered, lost in
thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed
mirror. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. And that
was where the encounter between an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer and
a poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Dante Alighieri
offered advice to Geoffery Chaucer 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 poet named Homer, a queen of Persia
named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shik-
ibu. 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 Homer
There was once a vast and perilous maze that had never known the light of the
sun. Homer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer wandered,
lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Homer entered a rococo cyzicene hall, that had a koi pond. Homer walked away
from that place.
Homer entered a neoclassic colonnade, watched over by a wood-framed mirror.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
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Homer entered a neoclassic colonnade, watched over by a wood-framed mirror.
Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining the
perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Homer muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Homer entered a shadowy almonry, that had a crumbling mound of earth.
Homer chose an exit at random and walked that way.

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

Homer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was found a
pair of komaninu. Homer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance
at a mirror.

Homer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Homer
walked away from that place.

Homer entered a shadowy kiva, tastefully offset by an empty cartouche which
was lined with a repeated pattern of carved runes. Homer opened a door, not
feeling quite sure where it lead.

Homer entered a rococo atelier, containing a fountain. 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 Little Nemo told a very
exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo
said, ending the story.

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

Homer entered a cramped and narrow fogou, watched over by a monolith.
Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else. At the darkest
hour Homer found the exit.

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

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dante Alighieri said, ending
the story.
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Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

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
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 marble-floored spicery, accented by an empty car-
touche which was lined with a repeated pattern of complex interlacing. Geoffery
Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble hall of mirrors, , within which was found a
fireplace. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed
mirror. Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as
the door opened.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil in-
scribed in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil in-
scribed in the ground framed by a pattern 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 Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Geoffery Chaucer
chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil in-
scribed in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. And that was
where the encounter between an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a
queen of Persia named Scheherazade took place. Scheherazade offered advice
to Geoffery Chaucer 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Dun-
yazad 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 Dunyazad told:
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Dunyazad’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the
sun. Geoffery Chaucer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Geoffery
Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled hall of doors, dominated by an obelisk
with a design of taijitu. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked
that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Geoffery Chaucer
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Geoffery Chaucer
wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive atelier, accented by xoanon with a design
of red gems. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing
a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was
found a pair of komaninu. Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way.

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 Churrigueresque spicery, dominated by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Geoffery Chaucer chose
an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high spicery, accented by a gilt-framed mirror with
a design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of
the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer 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 an English
poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a king of Persia named Shahryar took place.
Shahryar offered advice to Geoffery Chaucer in the form of a story. So Shahryar
began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And Shahryar told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very
like this place,” Shahryar said, ending the story.
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Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer walked away
from that place.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic triclinium, tastefully offset 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 peristyle, that had a large fresco of a gar-
den with two paths dividing. Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened. Quite unexpectedly Geoffery Chaucer
discovered the way out.

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

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Scheherazade said, ending
the story.
Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost
in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. 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 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. 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.
Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at
random and walked that way.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a twilit tetrasoon, accented by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor with a design of imbrication. Geoffery Chaucer discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a cramped and narrow still room, , within which
was found a wood-framed mirror. Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a rococo spicery, , within which was found an abat-son.
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 muttered, “North, this way
is probably north!” as the door opened. At the darkest hour Geoffery Chaucer
discovered the way out.

Thus Geoffery Chaucer 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…” And Geoffery Chaucer told
a very convoluted story. “And that was how it happened,” Geoffery Chaucer
said, ending his story.

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

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way, 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, sparing a passing glance
at a mirror. And there Homer 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 walked away from that
place, 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 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 looming equatorial room, containing a wood-framed
mirror. 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 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 wide and low library, watched over by an exedra. Kublai
Khan discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lin-
ing the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Kublai Khan wandered,
lost in thought.

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.

Kublai Khan entered a looming equatorial room, containing a wood-framed
mirror. Kublai Khan opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing
a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a rough cavaedium, , within which was found a sipapu.
And that was where the encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls
named Kublai Khan and a poet of Rome named Virgil took place. Virgil offered
advice to Kublai Khan 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 Jorge Luis Borges There was once an expansive
zone, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed through mirrors. Jorge Luis
Borges was almost certain about why he happened to be there. Jorge Luis
Borges wandered, lost in thought.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a neoclassic liwan, tastefully offset by moki steps
which was lined with a repeated pattern of guilloché. Jorge Luis Borges opened
a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must be the way out.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. 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, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
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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, passing a
reflection in a mirror.
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 twilit kiva, tastefully offset by a fallen column with a
design of imbrication. Jorge Luis Borges muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a twilit kiva, tastefully offset by a fallen column with
a design of imbrication. Jorge Luis Borges thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a cramped and narrow hall of mirrors, watched over
by a quatrefoil carved into the wall. Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must
be the way out.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a brick-walled cryptoporticus, that had a great many
columns. 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, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way. Almost unable to believe it, Jorge Luis Borges discovered the way
out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Virgil 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 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 thought that this direction looked promising, and went
that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Kublai Khan entered a primitive cyzicene hall, that had a semi-dome. Kublai
Khan felt sure that this must be the way out.
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 queen of Persia named Scheherazade took place. Scheherazade offered
advice to Kublai Khan 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:
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Scheherazade’s Story About Jorge Luis Borges There was once a vast
and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Jorge Luis Borges must have gotten
lost, because he was wandering there. Jorge Luis Borges chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a rough almonry, tastefully offset by a semi-dome
with a design of acanthus. Jorge Luis Borges discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming hedge maze, that had a moasic. And that
was where the encounter between a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and
a poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Dante Alighieri
offered advice to Jorge Luis Borges 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 Story About Homer
There was once a cybertextual data structure, the place that can sometimes
be glimpsed through mirrors. Homer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering
there. 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 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 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 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 archaic equatorial room, accented by an abat-son with a design
of pearl inlay. Homer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the
door opened, 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 thought that this direction looked promising, and
went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Homer entered a neoclassic hall of doors, tastefully offset by a cartouche with a
mirror inside framed by a pattern of guilloché. Homer wandered, lost in thought,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Homer entered a wide and low library, that had a great many columns. Homer
walked away from that place.
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Homer entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Homer opened
a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead. Quite unexpectedly Homer found
the exit.

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

Jorge Luis Borges decided to travel onwards. Jorge Luis Borges walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong 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. Jorge Luis Borges
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble atrium, accented by a koi pond which was
lined with a repeated pattern of palmettes. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. And that was where the encounter between a blind librarian named
Jorge Luis Borges and a member of royalty named Asterion took place. Asterion
offered advice to Jorge Luis Borges 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 symbolic Story

Once upon a time, there was an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo, a blind
poet named Homer and an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer. 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a blind librarian
named Jorge Luis Borges and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. 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 touching 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 important 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 a poet of Rome named
Virgil. 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. “And that was how it happened,” Little Nemo
said, ending his story.

“And that was how it happened,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending his 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 Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an expansive zone just on the other side of the garden wall. Ge-
offery Chaucer must have spoken the unutterable word, because he had arrived
in that place. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rococo terrace, accented by a wood-framed mirror
with a design of chevrons. Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed
mirror. Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction looked promising, and
went that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Baroque triclinium, dominated by a parquet floor
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 looming tetrasoon, , within which was found a
lararium. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming almonry, accented by a koi pond which
was lined with a repeated pattern of scratched markings. Geoffery Chaucer
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Geoffery Chaucer
wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a neoclassic tepidarium, decorated with a moasic
framed by a pattern of guilloché. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that
place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble picture gallery, that had an abat-son. Geof-
fery 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 rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with
a design of acanthus. Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a
design of acanthus. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a luxurious fogou, tastefully offset by a fireplace with
a design of arabseque. Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic fogou, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil carved
into the wall with a design of pearl inlay. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at
the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

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 Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Geoffery Chaucer
chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming arborium, containing a quatrefoil carved
into the wall. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else. And there Geoffery Chaucer found the exit.

Thus Geoffery Chaucer 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…” And Geoffery Chaucer told
a very convoluted story. “And that was how it happened,” Geoffery Chaucer
said, ending his story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Asterion said, ending the
story.
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Jorge Luis Borges decided to travel onwards. Jorge Luis Borges thought that
this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a wide and low darbazi, containing a quatrefoil carved
into the wall. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that place.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a wide and low triclinium, containing moki steps.
Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a cramped and narrow equatorial room, accented by
a semi-dome with a design of three hares. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at
the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove.
Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque atelier, that had a cartouche with
a mirror inside. Jorge Luis Borges chose an exit at random and walked that
way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque atelier, that had a cartouche with a
mirror inside. Jorge Luis Borges discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu with
a design of scratched markings. And that was where the encounter between a
blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and a blind poet named Homer took
place. Homer offered advice to Jorge Luis Borges 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 convoluted Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a poet of Rome named
Virgil. 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 amusing Story

224



Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a Khagan of the Ikh
Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a poet of Rome named Virgil. 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
exciting 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 moving Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a lady
of the Imperial 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…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Dunyazad

There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the sun.
Dunyazad was almost certain about why she happened to be there. Dunyazad
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

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.

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.

Dunyazad entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Dunyazad
wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at 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, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous almonry, , within which was found a standing
stone inlayed with gold and. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened.

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.

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, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
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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 chose an exit at
random and walked that way.

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 queen of Persia named Scheherazade took place. Scheherazade offered
advice to Dunyazad 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Dun-
yazad 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 Dunyazad told:

Dunyazad’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the
sun. Geoffery Chaucer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Geoffery
Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rough hall of mirrors, decorated with a false door
framed by a pattern of acanthus. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random
and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled spicery, accented by a wood-framed
mirror with a design of taijitu. Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Baroque terrace, , within which was found a car-
touche with a mirror inside. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion
of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a twilit kiva, tastefully offset by a fallen column with
a design of imbrication. Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way.
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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, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous sudatorium, tastefully offset by a wood-
framed mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer chose an
exit at random and walked that way.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Geoffery
Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. And that
was where the encounter between an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer and
a king of Persia named Shahryar took place. Shahryar offered advice to Geoffery
Chaucer in the form of a story. So Shahryar began, “It seems to me that this
place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Shahryar told a very exciting
story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Shahryar said, ending
the story.
Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer walked away
from that place.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Ge-
offery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead. Which was
where Geoffery Chaucer reached the end of the labyrinth.

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

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Scheherazade said, ending
the story.
Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
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.
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.
Dunyazad entered a rococo triclinium, , within which was found a pair of ko-
maninu. And that was where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade
named Dunyazad and a philosopher named Socrates took place. Socrates of-
fered advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Socrates began, “It seems
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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.

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

Dunyazad entered a marble picture gallery, that had an abat-son. Dunyazad
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

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 wandered, lost in thought, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled picture gallery, watched over by a parquet floor.
Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at
a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Dunyazad
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened. At the
darkest hour Dunyazad discovered the way out.

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

“And that was how it happened,” Kublai Khan said, ending his 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 Story About Dunyazad

There was once a cybertextual data structure just on the other side of the
garden wall. Dunyazad must have spoken the unutterable word, because she
had arrived in that place. Dunyazad chose an exit at random and walked that
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 discovered that
one of the doors lead somewhere else.
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Dunyazad entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Dun-
yazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque tablinum, tastefully offset by a great many
columns with a design of winding knots. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a rough peristyle, containing divans lining the perimeter.
Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

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

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

Dunyazad entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Dunyazad
chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Dunyazad entered a wide and low darbazi, containing a quatrefoil carved into
the wall. Dunyazad walked away from that place.

Dunyazad entered a wide and low darbazi, containing a quatrefoil carved into
the wall. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Dunyazad entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Dunyazad felt a
bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a high tetrasoon, tastefully offset by a lararium which was
lined with a repeated pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern. Dunyazad chose an
exit at random and walked that way.

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

Dunyazad entered a archaic hall of doors, containing a koi pond. Dunyazad
wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at 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 felt a bit dizzy at
the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a rough peristyle, containing divans lining the perimeter.
Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

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.

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, sparing a passing glance at 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 chose an exit at random and
walked that 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 en-
counter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a queen of
Persia named Scheherazade took place. Scheherazade offered advice to Dun-
yazad 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Dun-
yazad 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 Dunyazad told:

Dunyazad’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the
sun. Geoffery Chaucer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Geoffery
Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled hall of doors, dominated by an obelisk
with a design of taijitu. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked
that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Baroque terrace, , within which was found a car-
touche with a mirror inside. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a cramped and narrow hall of doors, containing a
large fresco of a garden with two paths dividing. Geoffery Chaucer wandered,
lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled cryptoporticus, that had a great many
columns. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Geoffery Chaucer
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rococo picture gallery, dominated by a sipapu
framed by a pattern of chevrons. Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direc-
tion looked promising, and went that way.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic equatorial room, accented by an abat-son
with a design of pearl inlay. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the
way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque liwan, tastefully offset by a semi-
dome with a design of winding knots. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random
and walked that way.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil in-
scribed in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else. Quite unexpectedly Ge-
offery Chaucer found the exit.

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

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Scheherazade said, ending
the story.
Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Dun-
yazad walked away from that place.
Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Dunyazad opened a door,
not feeling quite sure where it lead.
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 philosopher named Socrates took place. Socrates offered advice
to Dunyazad 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.
Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad chose an exit at random and
walked that 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.
Dunyazad entered a brick-walled cavaedium, watched over by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.
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Dunyazad entered a twilit kiva, containing a labyrinth pattern inscribed on the
floor. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a primitive picture gallery, decorated with a great many
columns with a design of red gems. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened.

Dunyazad entered a rough spicery, decorated with a fire in a low basin framed by
a pattern of acanthus. Dunyazad thought that this direction looked promising,
and went that way. Almost unable to believe it, Dunyazad found the exit.

Thus Virgil 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…” And Virgil told a very sym-
bolic story. “And that was how it happened,” Virgil said, ending his story.

“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 opened a door,
not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming hedge maze, that had a moasic. 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. And that was where the
encounter between a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and an explorer
of Venice named Marco Polo 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 amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a poet of Rome
named Virgil and a member of royalty named Asterion. Virgil suggested that
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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 Jorge Luis Borges

There was once a cybertextual data structure that had never known the light
of the sun. Jorge Luis Borges was almost certain about why he happened to
be there. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a primitive tepidarium, that had a glass chandelier.
Jorge Luis Borges muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu with
a design of scratched markings. Jorge Luis Borges thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a rough almonry, , within which was found a great
many columns. Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must be the way out,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

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 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. Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that place.

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

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming rotunda, containing divans lining the
perimeter. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing
a passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Jorge Luis
Borges chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a twilit tepidarium, that had a crumbling mound of
earth. 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 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 shadowy atrium, accented by a moasic framed by
a pattern of carved runes. Jorge Luis Borges muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a twilit equatorial room, dominated by a crumbling
mound of earth which was lined with a repeated pattern of imbrication. Jorge
Luis Borges thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.
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 Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. And that was where the encounter between a blind librarian named
Jorge Luis Borges and a queen of Persia named Scheherazade took place.
Scheherazade offered advice to Jorge Luis Borges 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 inspiring Story
Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Dun-
yazad 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 Dunyazad told:
Dunyazad’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer
There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the
sun. Geoffery Chaucer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Geoffery
Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a rough hall of mirrors, decorated with a false door
framed by a pattern of acanthus. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random
and walked that way.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble twilit solar, tastefully offset by a fallen col-
umn with a design of palmettes. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Ge-
offery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, 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. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit
dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
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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
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil in-
scribed in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled cavaedium, watched over by a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the
way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer 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. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked
that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble-floored cavaedium, watched over by an
obelisk. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was
found a pair of komaninu. And that was where the encounter between an English
poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a king of Persia named Shahryar took place.
Shahryar offered advice to Geoffery Chaucer in the form of a story. So Shahryar
began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And Shahryar told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very
like this place,” Shahryar said, ending the story.

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer walked away
from that place. Which was where Geoffery Chaucer discovered the way out.

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

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Scheherazade 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 primitive colonnade, , within which was found a
quatrefoil carved into the wall. Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that place.
Almost unable to believe it, Jorge Luis Borges discovered the way out.
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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,” Marco Polo 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 ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son
with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that
place.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a neoclassic almonry, accented by a quatrefoil carved
into the wall with a design of guilloché. Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not
feeling quite sure where it lead.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a high colonnade, , within which was found a moasic.
Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a luxurious darbazi, that had a false door. Jorge Luis
Borges felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque twilit solar, watched over by an
abat-son. 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 ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges wandered,
lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a art deco rotunda, accented by a standing stone
inlayed with gold and framed by a pattern of blue stones. Jorge Luis Borges
walked away from that place.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. And
that was where the encounter between a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges
and an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer 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 moving Story
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Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a queen of Persia
named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shik-
ibu. 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 Homer

There was once a vast and perilous maze that had never known the light of the
sun. Homer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer wandered,
lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a twilit triclinium, containing a wood-framed mirror. Homer
walked away from that place.

Homer entered a rococo cyzicene hall, that had a koi pond. Homer opened a
door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Homer entered a wide and low atelier, accented by a glass chandelier which was
lined with a repeated pattern of egg-and-dart. 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 ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Homer chose an exit at random and walked
that way.

Homer entered a neoclassic almonry, accented by a quatrefoil carved into the
wall with a design of guilloché. Homer discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else.

Homer entered a luxurious kiva, dominated by a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of arabseque. Homer wandered, lost in thought,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many columns.
Homer walked away from that place.

Homer entered a wide and low portico, watched over by an abat-son. 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. 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 Little Nemo told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story
was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending the story.
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Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer chose an exit at random and walked
that way.

Homer entered a brick-walled cavaedium, watched over by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor. Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else.

Homer entered a rococo atelier, containing a fountain. Homer wandered, lost in
thought, sparing a passing glance at 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,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque hedge maze, that had a false door. Homer
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened. At the
darkest hour Homer discovered the way out.

“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.

Jorge Luis Borges decided to travel onwards. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove.
Jorge Luis Borges chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a rough spicery, decorated with a fire in a low basin
framed by a pattern of acanthus. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror. Almost unable to believe it, Jorge Luis
Borges found the exit.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Scheherazade 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 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 archaic still room, accented by a curved staircase framed
by a pattern of pearl inlay. 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 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 wide and low lumber room, that had a great many
columns. 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. Kublai Khan wandered, lost in
thought.

Kublai Khan 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. Kublai Khan walked away from that place, 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 opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing
a reflection in a mirror. And there Kublai Khan found the exit.

“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 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, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Jorge Luis Borges 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 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:
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Jorge Luis Borges’s inspiring Story Once upon a time, there was a blind
poet named Homer, a king of Persia named Shahryar and a philosopher named
Socrates. Shahryar suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Shahryar told
a very symbolic story. “And that was how it happened,” Shahryar 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 chose an exit
at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
At the darkest hour Jorge Luis Borges discovered the way out.

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

Thus Scheherazade ended her 551st 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 recursive Story

Once upon a time, there was a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai
Khan, a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo and a blind poet
named Homer. 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 Scheherazade ended her 552nd 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 Story About Marco Polo

There was once an engmatic labyrinth, a place where many had become lost.
Marco Polo was almost certain about why he happened to be there. Marco Polo
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Marco Polo entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Marco
Polo wandered, lost in thought.

Marco Polo entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. 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 Story About Kublai Khan

There was once a cybertextual data structure, the place that can sometimes
be glimpsed through mirrors. Kublai Khan was almost certain about why he
happened to be there. Kublai Khan felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Kublai Khan entered a archaic atelier, tastefully offset by an alcove framed by
a pattern of pearl inlay. 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. And that was where the encounter
between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a member
of royalty named Asterion took place. Kublai Khan offered advice to Asterion
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 blind poet
named Homer, a king of Persia named Shahryar and a philosopher named
Socrates. Shahryar suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Shahryar told
a very symbolic story. “And that was how it happened,” Shahryar said, ending
his story.
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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 chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Kublai Khan entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
Kublai Khan discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, 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,” Marco Polo said, ending
the story.
Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo felt a bit dizzy at the confu-
sion of doors.
Marco Polo entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
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 Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was found
a pair of komaninu. 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 he told the following story:

Marco Polo’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a king of Persia named
Shahryar and a philosopher named Socrates. Shahryar suggested that he should
tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august
king, that…” And Shahryar told a very symbolic story. “And that was how it
happened,” Shahryar 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, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Marco Polo entered a wide and low kiva, that had a false door. Marco Polo
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a
mirror.
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Marco Polo entered a marble darbazi, , within which was found a fireplace. And
that was where the encounter between an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo
and a king of Persia named Shahryar took place. Marco Polo offered advice to
Shahryar 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, an explorer of Venice
named Marco Polo and the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad. 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 Story About Marco Polo There was once a cybertextual
data structure that was a map of itself. Marco Polo didn’t know why he hap-
pened to be there. Marco Polo felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Marco Polo entered a rococo tepidarium, dominated by a fallen column with a
design of chevrons. 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 wide and low terrace, containing an abat-son. Marco
Polo thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing
a reflection in a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a wide and low terrace, containing an abat-son. 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 Homer There was once a library, the
place that can sometimes be glimpsed through mirrors. Homer couldn’t quite
say how he was wandering there. 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 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 Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan took
place. Kublai Khan offered advice to Homer 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.

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

Homer entered a rococo terrace, accented by a wood-framed mirror with a design
of chevrons. Homer walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.

Homer entered a rococo portico, accented by a fireplace with a design of chevrons.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a shadowy tepidarium, containing an obelisk. And that was
where the encounter between a blind poet named Homer and a poet of Rome
named Virgil took place. Virgil offered advice to Homer 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 Jorge Luis Borges

There was once an expansive zone, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed
through mirrors. Jorge Luis Borges was almost certain about why he happened
to be there. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought.

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
walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a high spicery, , within which was found a gargoyle.
Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

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 felt sure that this must be the way out.

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 wandered, lost in thought.

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 walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.
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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, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a twilit kiva, tastefully offset by a fallen column with
a design of imbrication. 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, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Jorge Luis Borges thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a twilit tetrasoon, accented by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor with a design of imbrication. Jorge Luis Borges felt sure
that this must be the way out.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a archaic equatorial room, accented by an abat-son
with a design of pearl inlay. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a twilit kiva, containing a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor. Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that place, not knowing that
it was indeed the wrong way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble-floored tetrasoon, that had a koi pond.
Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a high spicery, containing a quatrefoil carved into the
wall. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble hall of doors, dominated by a gargoyle
which was lined with a repeated pattern of palmettes. And that was where the
encounter between a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and a member of
royalty named Asterion took place. Asterion offered advice to Jorge Luis Borges
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 symbolic Story

Once upon a time, there was an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo, a blind
poet named Homer and an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer. 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 inspiring Story
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Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a blind librarian
named Jorge Luis Borges and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. 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 touching 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 important Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a child
trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo and a poet of Rome named
Virgil. 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. “And that was how it happened,” Little Nemo
said, ending his story.

“And that was how it happened,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending his 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 Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an expansive zone just on the other side of the garden wall. Ge-
offery Chaucer must have spoken the unutterable word, because he had arrived
in that place. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Geoffery Chaucer
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed
mirror. Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction looked promising, and
went that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic atrium, accented by a fire in a low basin
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 ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son
with a design of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random
and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a wide and low liwan, , within which was found a
trompe-l’oeil fresco. 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 Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Geoffery Chaucer
walked away from that place.

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 wide and low liwan, dominated by a standing stone
inlayed with gold and framed by a pattern of egg-and-dart. Geoffery Chaucer
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive terrace, decorated with an abat-son with
a design of red gems. Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high spicery, , within which was found a gargoyle.
Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil in-
scribed in the ground framed by a pattern 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 tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil in-
scribed in the ground framed by a pattern 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 twilit tetrasoon, accented by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor with a design of imbrication. Geoffery Chaucer chose an
exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a wide and low cavaedium, containing a quatrefoil
inscribed in the ground. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else.

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
wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-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 poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took
place. Dante Alighieri offered advice to Geoffery Chaucer 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 poet named Homer, a queen of Persia
named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shik-
ibu. 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 Homer

There was once a vast and perilous maze that had never known the light of the
sun. Homer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer wandered,
lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a rococo cyzicene hall, that had a koi pond. Homer walked away
from that place.

Homer entered a high cavaedium, , within which was found a moasic. Homer
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Homer entered a rough darbazi, containing a fountain. 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 primitive atelier, accented by xoanon with a design of red gems.
Homer chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque hedge maze, that had a false door. Homer
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Homer entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Homer wandered, lost
in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Homer
walked away from that place.

Homer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Homer
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
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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 child trying to go to Slum-
berland 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 Little Nemo told a very exciting
story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo said,
ending the story.

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

Homer entered a marble hall of mirrors, accented by a false door framed by a
pattern of palmettes. 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. Almost unable
to believe it, Homer reached the end of the labyrinth.

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

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

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

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
chose an exit at random and walked that 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
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mir-
ror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic still room, accented by a curved staircase
framed by a pattern of pearl inlay. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a neoclassic twilit solar, that had a wood-framed
mirror. Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as
the door opened.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle
which was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Geoffery Chaucer
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that 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 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. 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. And that was where the
encounter between an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a queen of
Persia named Scheherazade took place. Scheherazade offered advice to Geof-
fery Chaucer 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 inspiring Story
Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Dun-
yazad 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 Dunyazad told:
Dunyazad’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer
There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the
sun. Geoffery Chaucer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Geoffery
Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a neoclassic antechamber, containing an abat-son.
Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming hedge maze, , within which was found
a beautiful fresco. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Geoffery
Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a neoclassic liwan, tastefully offset by moki steps
which was lined with a repeated pattern of guilloché. Geoffery Chaucer felt a
bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened.

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic tablinum, dominated 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.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Baroque hall of doors, decorated with a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor with a design of buta motifs. Geoffery Chaucer
chose an exit at random and walked that way.

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

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer walked away
from that place. Which was where Geoffery Chaucer discovered the way out.

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

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

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
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 atelier, accented by xoanon with a design
of red gems. And that was where the encounter between an English poet named
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Geoffery Chaucer and a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo
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.

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic fogou, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil carved
into the wall with a design of pearl inlay. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one
of the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high portico, decorated with a great many columns
with a design of a dizzying spiral pattern. 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. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high spicery, accented by a gilt-framed mirror with
a design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened.

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.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive colonnade, , within which was found a
quatrefoil carved into the wall. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be
the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror. And there Geoffery Chaucer
reached the end of the labyrinth.

Thus Geoffery Chaucer 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…” And Geoffery Chaucer told
a very convoluted story. “And that was how it happened,” Geoffery Chaucer
said, ending his story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Asterion said, ending the
story.
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Jorge Luis Borges decided to travel onwards. Jorge Luis Borges thought that
this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a
mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a high spicery, , within which was found a gargoyle.
Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought, 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
walked away from that place.
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.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Virgil said, ending the
story.
Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened, 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 thought that this direction looked promising, and
went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Homer entered a neoclassic colonnade, accented by a fountain framed by a
pattern of guilloché. Homer felt sure that this must be the way out.
Homer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon. And
that was where the encounter between a blind poet named Homer and a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade took place. Scheherazade offered advice to Homer
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 Story About Jorge Luis Borges
There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Jorge Luis
Borges must have gotten lost, because he was wandering there. Jorge Luis
Borges chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was
indeed the wrong 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, passing
a reflection in a mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque twilit solar, watched over by an
abat-son. And that was where the encounter between a blind librarian named
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Jorge Luis Borges and a poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took
place. Dante Alighieri offered advice to Jorge Luis Borges 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 Story About Homer

There was once a cybertextual data structure, the place that can sometimes
be glimpsed through mirrors. Homer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering
there. Homer felt sure that this must be the way out.

Homer entered a marble-floored terrace, , within which was found 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 almonry, decorated with a curved staircase 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 looming hedge maze, , within which was found a beautiful
fresco. 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 marble anatomical theatre, decorated with a large fresco of
a garden with two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of
palmettes. Homer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

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

Homer entered a looming ���, tastefully offset by a glass-framed mirror framed
by a pattern of scratched markings. Homer wandered, lost in thought, sparing
a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a design of
acanthus. Homer walked away from that place.

Homer entered a art deco portico, accented 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. Quite unexpectedly Homer found the exit.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dante Alighieri said, ending
the story.
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Jorge Luis Borges decided to travel onwards. Jorge Luis Borges walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong 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 opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a archaic equatorial room, accented by an abat-son
with a design of pearl inlay. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion
of doors.
Jorge Luis Borges 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 librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and a member of royalty named
Asterion took place. Asterion offered advice to Jorge Luis Borges 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 symbolic Story
Once upon a time, there was an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo, a blind
poet named Homer and an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer. 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 inspiring Story
Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a blind librarian
named Jorge Luis Borges and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. 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 touching 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 important Story
Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a child
trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo and a poet of Rome named
Virgil. 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. “And that was how it happened,” Little Nemo
said, ending his story.
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“And that was how it happened,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending his 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 Story About Geoffery Chaucer
There was once an expansive zone just on the other side of the garden wall. Ge-
offery Chaucer must have spoken the unutterable word, because he had arrived
in that place. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed
mirror. Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction looked promising, and
went that way.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic atrium, accented by a fire in a low basin
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.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a wide and low liwan, , within which was found a
trompe-l’oeil fresco. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that
way.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a rough library, that had xoanon. Geoffery Chaucer
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a shadowy picture gallery, accented by moki steps
which was lined with a repeated pattern of carved runes. Geoffery Chaucer
wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a wide and low portico, watched over by an abat-son.
Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic equatorial room, accented by an abat-son
with a design of pearl inlay. 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 high spicery, accented by a gilt-framed mirror with a
design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble hall of mirrors, , within which was found a
fireplace. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Geof-
fery 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. Geof-
fery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance
at a mirror. At the darkest hour Geoffery Chaucer reached the end of the
labyrinth.

Thus Geoffery Chaucer 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…” And Geoffery Chaucer told
a very convoluted story. “And that was how it happened,” Geoffery Chaucer
said, ending his story.

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

Jorge Luis Borges decided to travel onwards. Jorge Luis Borges thought that
this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

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
wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that place. Which was where Jorge Luis
Borges discovered the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Scheherazade 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 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 Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Homer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Homer thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way,
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 sure that this
must be the way out.

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 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 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. And there Homer found the exit.

“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 walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

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

Marco Polo entered a rococo terrace, accented by a wood-framed mirror with a
design of chevrons. Marco Polo felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Marco Polo entered a wide and low terrace, containing an abat-son. Marco Polo
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way. Which was where Marco Polo discovered the
way out.

258



Thus Marco Polo 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…” And Marco Polo told a very
symbolic story. Thus Marco Polo 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 Marco Polo told:

Marco Polo’s recursive Story Once upon a time, there was an English poet
named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen of Persia named Scheherazade and the sister
of Scheherazade named Dunyazad. 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. “And that was how
it happened,” Scheherazade said, ending her story.

Thus Marco Polo ended his 3rd 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 Marco Polo told:

Marco Polo’s exciting Story Once upon a time, there was a blind poet
named Homer, a philosopher named Socrates and an English poet named Geof-
fery Chaucer. 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 inspiring Story Once upon a time, there was an En-
glish poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a philosopher named Socrates and a child
trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo. 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 touching 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 amusing Story
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Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, an explorer of Venice
named Marco Polo and the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad. 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 Story About Homer
There was once a cybertextual data structure, the place that can sometimes
be glimpsed through mirrors. Homer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering
there. Homer felt sure that this must be the way out.
Homer entered a wide and low terrace, containing an abat-son. 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 looming tetrasoon, , within which was found a lararium. 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 picture gallery, dominated by many solomonic
columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of wooden carvings. Homer
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, 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 thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way, 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, sparing a passing glance
at a mirror.
Homer entered a ominous picture gallery, accented by a gilt-framed mirror with
a design of wooden carvings. Homer walked away from that place.
Homer entered a primitive terrace, decorated with an abat-son with a design of
red gems. 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, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror. And there Homer found the exit.
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“And that was how it happened,” Marco Polo said, ending his story.

“And that was how it happened,” Socrates said, ending his 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 Story About Homer There was once an expansive
zone that was a map of itself. Homer had followed a secret path, and so he had
arrived in that place. Homer chose an exit at random and walked that way, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, 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 thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way, 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 felt sure that this must be
the way out.

Homer entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
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 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 marble-floored cyzicene hall, , within which was found a sipapu.
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 Story About Homer
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There was once a cybertextual data structure, the place that can sometimes
be glimpsed through mirrors. Homer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering
there. 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 Churrigueresque hedge maze, , within which was found a fire
in a low basin. Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a cramped and narrow still room, tastefully offset by a parquet
floor which was lined with a repeated pattern of three hares. Homer wandered,
lost in thought.

Homer entered a rough darbazi, containing a fountain. Homer walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a high spicery, , within which was found a gargoyle. Homer
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

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

Homer entered a luxurious peristyle, that had a fallen column. Homer wandered,
lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a looming hedge maze, , within which was found a beautiful
fresco. Homer walked away from that place.

Homer entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Homer opened a door,
not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Homer entered a high antechamber, that had an obelisk. Homer felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a cramped and narrow cryptoporticus, containing a sipapu.
Homer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at
a mirror.

Homer entered a high cryptoporticus, tastefully offset by a standing stone in-
layed with gold and framed by a pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern. Homer
chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Homer entered a luxurious still room, containing divans lining the perimeter.
Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Homer entered a marble hall of doors, dominated by a gargoyle which was lined
with a repeated pattern of palmettes. Homer wandered, lost in thought, sparing
a passing glance at a mirror.
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Homer entered a primitive atelier, accented by xoanon with a design of red gems.
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 convoluted Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a poet of Rome named
Virgil. 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 amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a Khagan of the Ikh
Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a poet of Rome named Virgil. 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
exciting 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 moving Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a lady
of the Imperial 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…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Dunyazad

There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the sun.
Dunyazad was almost certain about why she happened to be there. Dunyazad
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a twilit cavaedium, containing a standing stone inlayed with
gold and. Dunyazad chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Dunyazad entered a archaic hall of doors, containing a koi pond. Dunyazad
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque terrace, , within which was found a cartouche with
a mirror inside. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance
at a mirror.
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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,
sparing a passing glance at 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 muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

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.

Dunyazad entered a ominous picture gallery, dominated by many solomonic
columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of wooden carvings. Dunyazad
felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

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.

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 en-
counter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a queen of
Persia named Scheherazade took place. Scheherazade offered advice to Dun-
yazad 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Dun-
yazad 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 Dunyazad told:

Dunyazad’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the
sun. Geoffery Chaucer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Geoffery
Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rough hall of mirrors, decorated with a false door
framed by a pattern of acanthus. 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.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Geoffery
Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming rotunda, containing divans lining the
perimeter. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing
a passing glance at a mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic still room, accented by a curved staircase
framed by a pattern of pearl inlay. Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic tablinum, dominated by an alcove framed
by a pattern of pearl inlay. 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 Baroque cyzicene hall, , within which was found
a labyrinth pattern inscribed on the floor. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at
random and walked that way. Which was where Geoffery Chaucer discovered
the way out.

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

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Scheherazade said, ending
the story.
Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad walked away from that place.
Dunyazad entered a high rotunda, tastefully offset by moki steps which was
lined with a repeated pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern. Dunyazad opened a
door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
Dunyazad entered a rococo liwan, watched over by a fountain. And that was
where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and
a philosopher named Socrates took place. Socrates offered advice to Dunyazad
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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Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad chose an exit at random and
walked that 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. At the darkest hour Dunyazad found the
exit.

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

“And that was how it happened,” Kublai Khan said, ending his 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 Story About Dunyazad

There was once a cybertextual data structure just on the other side of the
garden wall. Dunyazad must have spoken the unutterable word, because she
had arrived in that place. Dunyazad chose an exit at random and walked that
way.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was found
a pair of komaninu. Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was found
a pair of komaninu. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it
lead.

Dunyazad entered a primitive colonnade, , within which was found a quatrefoil
carved into the wall. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing
a passing glance at a mirror.

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.

Dunyazad entered a looming hedge maze, that had a moasic. Dunyazad thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way.
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Dunyazad entered a looming hedge maze, that had a moasic. Dunyazad felt
sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a Baroque liwan, dominated by a trompe-l’oeil fresco with a
design of buta motifs. Dunyazad chose an exit at random and walked that way.
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.
Dunyazad entered a twilit kiva, containing a labyrinth pattern inscribed on the
floor. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
Dunyazad entered a twilit kiva, tastefully offset by a fallen column with a design
of imbrication. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a twilit kiva, tastefully offset by a fallen column with a design
of imbrication. Dunyazad chose an exit at random and walked that way.
Dunyazad entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Dun-
yazad discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.
Dunyazad entered a wide and low cavaedium, watched over by a curved staircase.
Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a shadowy atrium, accented by a moasic framed by a pattern
of carved runes. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.
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.
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.
Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Dunyazad felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at
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 chose an exit at random and walked that 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 queen of Persia named Scheherazade
took place. Scheherazade offered advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So
Scheherazade 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:

Scheherazade’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Dun-
yazad 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 Dunyazad told:

Dunyazad’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the
sun. Geoffery Chaucer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Geoffery
Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rough hall of mirrors, decorated with a false door
framed by a pattern of acanthus. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random
and walked that way.

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mir-
ror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive picture gallery, decorated with a great
many columns with a design of red gems. Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

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.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque liwan, tastefully offset by a semi-
dome with a design 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 Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was
found a pair of komaninu. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked
that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a luxurious portico, tastefully offset by a parquet floor
which was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. Geoffery Chaucer discov-
ered that one of the doors lead somewhere else. Quite unexpectedly Geoffery
Chaucer found the exit.
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“And that was how it happened,” Dunyazad said, ending her story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Scheherazade said, ending
the story.
Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Dunyazad walked away from that place.
Dunyazad entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Dunyazad
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
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 philosopher named Socrates took place. Socrates offered advice to Dunyazad
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.
Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad chose an exit at random and
walked that way.
Dunyazad entered a Baroque atelier, , within which was found a glass chandelier.
Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.
Dunyazad entered a ominous sudatorium, tastefully offset by a wood-framed
mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a twilit kiva, tastefully offset by a fallen column with a design
of imbrication. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a luxurious portico, tastefully offset by a parquet floor which
was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. Dunyazad muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened. At the darkest hour Dunyazad
discovered the way out.

Thus Virgil 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…” And Virgil told a very sym-
bolic story. “And that was how it happened,” Virgil said, ending his story.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Shahryar said, ending the
story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. 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, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Homer muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened.

Homer 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 blind poet named Homer and an explorer of Venice named Marco
Polo took place. Marco Polo offered advice to Homer 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 a philosopher named Socrates, a poet of Rome
named Virgil and a member of royalty named Asterion. 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 Jorge Luis Borges

There was once a cybertextual data structure that had never known the light
of the sun. Jorge Luis Borges was almost certain about why he happened to
be there. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a brick-walled cryptoporticus, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of taijitu. Jorge Luis Borges muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a twilit kiva, containing a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor. Jorge Luis Borges thought that this direction looked promising,
and went that way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a twilit equatorial room, dominated by a crumbling
mound of earth which was lined with a repeated pattern of imbrication. Jorge
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Luis Borges felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at
a mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a sipapu. Jorge
Luis Borges chose an exit at random and walked that way.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that place.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a rococo triclinium, , within which was found a pair
of komaninu. Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it
lead.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a wide and low portico, watched over by an abat-son.
Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a Baroque atelier, , within which was found a glass
chandelier. 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 art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a cramped and narrow fogou, watched over by a
monolith. 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 tetrasoon, dominated by a glass-framed
mirror framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges muttered,
“North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu with
a design of scratched markings. Jorge Luis Borges thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a rough almonry, , within which was found a great
many columns. 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 atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu
with a design of scratched markings. Jorge Luis Borges chose an exit at random
and walked that way.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a rough almonry, , within which was found a great
many columns. And that was where the encounter between a blind librarian
named Jorge Luis Borges and a queen of Persia named Scheherazade took place.
Scheherazade offered advice to Jorge Luis Borges in the form of a story. So
Scheherazade 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:

Scheherazade’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Dun-
yazad 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 Dunyazad told:

Dunyazad’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the
sun. Geoffery Chaucer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Geoffery
Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rough hall of mirrors, decorated with a false door
framed by a pattern of acanthus. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random
and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high antechamber, that had an obelisk. Geoffery
Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

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
wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was
found a pair of komaninu. Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble darbazi, , within which was found a fireplace.
Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a
design of acanthus. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that
way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high portico, dominated by a fireplace with a design
of a dizzying spiral pattern. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else.
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Geoffery Chaucer 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 an English
poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a king of Persia named Shahryar took place.
Shahryar offered advice to Geoffery Chaucer in the form of a story. So Shahryar
began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…”
And Shahryar told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very
like this place,” Shahryar said, ending the story.

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer walked away
from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous peristyle, that had a large fresco of a garden
with two paths dividing. Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive colonnade, , within which was found a
quatrefoil carved into the wall. Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North, this way
is probably north!” as the door opened. Quite unexpectedly Geoffery Chaucer
discovered the way out.

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

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Scheherazade 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 marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Jorge Luis
Borges walked away from that place.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design 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. And that was
where the encounter between a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and a
child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo 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
Little Nemo told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like
this place,” Little Nemo said, ending the story.
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Jorge Luis Borges decided to travel onwards. Jorge Luis Borges chose an exit
at random and walked that way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a sipapu. Jorge
Luis Borges discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with
a design of acanthus. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a cramped and narrow hall of mirrors, watched over
by a quatrefoil carved into the wall. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a twilit kiva, containing a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor. Jorge Luis Borges muttered, “North, this way is probably north!”
as the door opened.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a shadowy portico, watched over by a glass-framed
mirror. 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. And there Jorge Luis Borges reached the end of the labyrinth.

“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.

Homer decided to travel onwards. 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 walked away from that
place.

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.

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

Homer entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. 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. Homer discovered that one of
the doors lead somewhere else.

Homer entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Homer wandered, lost
in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a marble twilit solar, tastefully offset by a fallen column with a
design of palmettes. Homer walked away from that place.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps. And that
was where the encounter between a blind poet named Homer and a poet exiled
from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Dante Alighieri offered advice
to Homer 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 poet named Homer, a queen of Persia
named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shik-
ibu. 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 Homer

There was once a vast and perilous maze that had never known the light of the
sun. Homer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer wandered,
lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a rococo cyzicene hall, that had a koi pond. Homer walked away
from that place.

Homer entered a marble-floored fogou, that had moki steps. Homer opened a
door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Homer entered a cramped and narrow still room, tastefully offset by a parquet
floor which was lined with a repeated pattern of three hares. Homer felt a bit
dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Homer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.
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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.
Homer entered a Churrigueresque hedge maze, that had a false door. Homer
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.
Homer entered a neoclassic atelier, watched over by a fountain. Homer wan-
dered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Homer entered a shadowy picture gallery, accented by moki steps which was
lined with a repeated pattern of carved runes. Homer walked away from that
place.
Homer entered a rococo atelier, containing a fountain. Homer opened a door,
not feeling quite sure where it lead.
Homer entered a Churrigueresque antechamber, tastefully offset by an exedra
which was lined with a repeated pattern of winding knots. 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 Little Nemo told a very
exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo
said, ending the story.
Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer chose an exit at random and walked
that way. Quite unexpectedly Homer discovered the way out.

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

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dante Alighieri said, ending
the story.
Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of
doors, 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 chose an exit at random and
walked that 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. Which was where Homer found the exit.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Jorge Luis Borges said,
ending the story.

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

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

Homer entered a neoclassic tepidarium, decorated with a moasic framed by a
pattern of guilloché. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Homer 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 blind poet named Homer and an English poet named
Geoffery Chaucer took place. Geoffery Chaucer offered advice to Homer 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 symbolic Story

Once upon a time, there was an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo, a blind
poet named Homer and an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer. 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a blind librarian
named Jorge Luis Borges and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. 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 touching 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 important Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a child
trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo and a poet of Rome named
Virgil. 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. “And that was how it happened,” Little Nemo
said, ending his story.
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“And that was how it happened,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending his 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 Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an expansive zone just on the other side of the garden wall. Ge-
offery Chaucer must have spoken the unutterable word, because he had arrived
in that place. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed
mirror. Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a twilit picture gallery, , within which was found a
fallen column. Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction looked promising,
and went that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a twilit picture gallery, , within which was found a
fallen column. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, 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 chose
an exit at random and walked that way.

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high spicery, , within which was found a gargoyle.
Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mir-
ror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern in-
scribed on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer walked
away from that place.

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic fogou, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil carved
into the wall with a design of pearl inlay. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one
of the doors lead somewhere else.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble picture gallery, that had an abat-son. Geof-
fery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic tetrasoon, tastefully offset by a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor with a design of pearl inlay. Geoffery Chaucer
walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a luxurious peristyle, dominated by a fountain framed
by a pattern of arabseque. Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble hall of mirrors, , within which was found a
fireplace. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble hall of mirrors, , within which was found a
fireplace. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming kiva, tastefully offset by an abat-son with
a design of scratched markings. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and
walked that way. Almost unable to believe it, Geoffery Chaucer discovered the
way out.

Thus Geoffery Chaucer 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…” And Geoffery Chaucer told
a very convoluted story. “And that was how it happened,” Geoffery Chaucer
said, ending his story.

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

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Homer wandered, lost
in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
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 opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead.
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Homer entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Homer felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many columns.
Homer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
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 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 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 convoluted Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a poet of Rome named
Virgil. 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 amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a Khagan of the Ikh
Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a poet of Rome named Virgil. 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
exciting 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 moving Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a lady
of the Imperial 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…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:
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Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Dunyazad
There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the sun.
Dunyazad was almost certain about why she happened to be there. Dunyazad
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
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.
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.
Dunyazad entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Dunyazad
wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at 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 a bit dizzy at
the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a Baroque tetrasoon, , within which was found a gargoyle.
Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.
Dunyazad entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Dunyazad thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way.
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, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
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.
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 en-
counter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a queen of
Persia named Scheherazade took place. Scheherazade offered advice to Dun-
yazad 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 inspiring Story
Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Dun-
yazad 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 Dunyazad told:
Dunyazad’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer
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There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the
sun. Geoffery Chaucer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Geoffery
Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble-floored hall of doors, containing a fountain.
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 Baroque terrace, , within which was found a car-
touche with a mirror inside. Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, spar-
ing 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 Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as
the door opened.

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble-floored cavaedium, watched over by an
obelisk. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing
a passing glance at a mirror.

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
chose an exit at random and walked that way. Which was where Geoffery
Chaucer discovered the way out.

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

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

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought,
sparing a passing glance at 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 walked away from that place.

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.

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 philosopher named Socrates took place.
Socrates offered advice to Dunyazad 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.

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

Dunyazad entered a shadowy picture gallery, accented by moki steps which was
lined with a repeated pattern of carved runes. Dunyazad discovered that one of
the doors lead somewhere else.

Dunyazad entered a wide and low darbazi, , within which was found a moasic.
Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Dunyazad
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

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. At the darkest hour Dunyazad discovered the way
out.

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

“And that was how it happened,” Kublai Khan said, ending his 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:
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Virgil’s Story About Dunyazad

There was once a cybertextual data structure just on the other side of the
garden wall. Dunyazad must have spoken the unutterable word, because she
had arrived in that place. Dunyazad chose an exit at random and walked that
way.

Dunyazad entered a archaic triclinium, tastefully offset by a fire in a low basin
framed by a pattern of pearl inlay. Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Dunyazad entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Dunyazad
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a primitive fogou, watched over by a monolith. Dunyazad
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Dunyazad entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu with a
design of scratched markings. Dunyazad thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way.

Dunyazad entered a high darbazi, , within which was found a pair of komaninu.
Dunyazad felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at
a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was found
a pair of komaninu. Dunyazad chose an exit at random and walked that way.

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.

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

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, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

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.

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.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque tepidarium, , within which was found a sipapu.
Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
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Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at
a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a primitive fogou, watched over by a monolith. Dunyazad
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

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.

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, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

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.

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 queen of Persia named
Scheherazade took place. Scheherazade offered advice to Dunyazad 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Dun-
yazad 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 Dunyazad told:

Dunyazad’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the
sun. Geoffery Chaucer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Geoffery
Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rough hall of mirrors, decorated with a false door
framed by a pattern of acanthus. 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.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance
at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high spicery, accented by a gilt-framed mirror with
a design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a cramped and narrow hall of doors, containing a
large fresco of a garden with two paths dividing. Geoffery Chaucer thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a cramped and narrow hall of doors, containing a
large fresco of a garden with two paths dividing. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure
that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror. And there
Geoffery Chaucer reached the end of the labyrinth.

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

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

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

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.

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.

Dunyazad entered a rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a design of
acanthus. And that was where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade
named Dunyazad and a philosopher named Socrates took place. Socrates offered
advice to Dunyazad 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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Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad chose an exit at random and
walked that way.

Dunyazad entered a wide and low portico, watched over by an abat-son. Dun-
yazad discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled cavaedium, watched over by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.

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

Dunyazad entered a ominous peristyle, that had a large fresco of a garden with
two paths dividing. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is probably north!”
as the door opened.

Dunyazad entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Dunyazad
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way. Almost unable
to believe it, Dunyazad found the exit.

Thus Virgil 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…” And Virgil told a very sym-
bolic story. “And that was how it happened,” Virgil said, ending his story.

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

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

Homer entered a wide and low atelier, accented by a glass chandelier which was
lined with a repeated pattern of egg-and-dart. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors, 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 muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

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 an explorer of Venice named
Marco Polo took place. Marco Polo offered advice to Homer in the form of a
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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 a philosopher named Socrates, a poet of Rome
named Virgil and a member of royalty named Asterion. 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 Jorge Luis Borges

There was once a cybertextual data structure that had never known the light
of the sun. Jorge Luis Borges was almost certain about why he happened to
be there. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a primitive tepidarium, that had a glass chandelier.
Jorge Luis Borges muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a shadowy still room, that had a koi pond. Jorge
Luis Borges thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.

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 antechamber, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges walked
away from that place.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Jorge Luis Borges
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

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 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 chose
an exit at random and walked that way.
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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 shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil
inscribed in the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Jorge Luis Borges
wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a brick-walled library, dominated by a parquet floor
which was lined with a repeated pattern of taijitu. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit
dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a brick-walled cryptoporticus, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of taijitu. Jorge Luis Borges muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Jorge Luis
Borges thought that this direction looked promising, and went 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 felt
sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

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 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 blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade took place. Scheherazade offered advice to Jorge
Luis Borges 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Dun-
yazad 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 Dunyazad told:

Dunyazad’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the
sun. Geoffery Chaucer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. 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 brick-walled hall of doors, dominated by an obelisk
with a design of taijitu. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked
that way.

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 discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming rotunda, containing divans lining the
perimeter. Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, 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 felt a
bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many
columns. Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as
the door opened.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Baroque hall of doors, decorated with a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor with a design of buta motifs. Geoffery Chaucer
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Geoffery Chaucer 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. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was
found a pair of komaninu. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked
that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a luxurious portico, tastefully offset by a parquet floor
which was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. Geoffery Chaucer discov-
ered that one of the doors lead somewhere else. Quite unexpectedly Geoffery
Chaucer found the exit.

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

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Scheherazade 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.
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Jorge Luis Borges entered a brick-walled cryptoporticus, that had a great many
columns. Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that place.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a brick-walled cryptoporticus, that had a great many
columns. Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
And that was where the encounter between a blind librarian named Jorge Luis
Borges and a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo 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 Little Nemo told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story
was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending the story.

Jorge Luis Borges decided to travel onwards. Jorge Luis Borges chose an exit
at random and walked that way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a twilit triclinium, , within which was found a standing
stone inlayed with gold and. Jorge Luis Borges discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a shadowy atrium, accented by a moasic framed by a
pattern of carved runes. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought, sparing
a passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a brick-walled cryptoporticus, that had a great many
columns. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a primitive peristyle, decorated with a trompe-l’oeil
fresco with a design of red gems. Jorge Luis Borges muttered, “North, this way
is probably north!” as the door opened.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Baroque cyzicene hall, , within which was found a
labyrinth pattern inscribed on the floor. Jorge Luis Borges thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way. Almost unable to believe it,
Jorge Luis Borges found the exit.

“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.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.
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Homer entered a shadowy picture gallery, , within which was found a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor. Homer walked away from that place.

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.

Homer entered a rococo triclinium, , within which was found a pair of komaninu.
Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Homer entered a high portico, decorated with a great many columns with a
design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Homer felt sure that this must be the way
out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a cramped and narrow cryptoporticus, containing a sipapu.
Homer chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Homer entered a cramped and narrow still room, that had a standing stone
inlayed with gold and. Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, tastefully offset by a fountain
framed by a pattern of winding knots. Homer wandered, lost in thought, sparing
a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a shadowy atrium, , within which was found a fireplace. Homer
walked away from that place.

Homer entered a shadowy still room, that had a koi pond. And that was where
the encounter between a blind poet named Homer and a poet exiled from Flo-
rence named Dante Alighieri took place. Dante Alighieri offered advice to Homer
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 poet named Homer, a queen of Persia
named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shik-
ibu. 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 Homer

There was once a vast and perilous maze that had never known the light of the
sun. Homer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer wandered,
lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a rococo cyzicene hall, that had a koi pond. Homer walked away
from that place.
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Homer entered a rococo cyzicene hall, that had a koi pond. Homer opened a
door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

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, 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 muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as
the door opened.

Homer entered a marble hall of mirrors, accented by a false door framed by a
pattern of palmettes. Homer chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque hedge maze, that had a false door. Homer
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

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,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many columns.
Homer walked away from that place.

Homer entered a looming atrium, decorated with a standing stone inlayed with
gold and framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Homer opened a door, not
feeling quite sure where it lead.

Homer entered a marble hall of mirrors, accented by a false door framed by a
pattern of palmettes. 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 Little Nemo told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story
was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer chose an exit at random and walked
that way. Quite unexpectedly Homer discovered the way out.

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

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

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of
doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
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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 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. Homer discovered that one of
the doors lead somewhere else.

Homer entered a primitive cyzicene hall, that had a semi-dome. Homer wan-
dered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

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

Homer entered a neoclassic tepidarium, decorated with a moasic framed by a
pattern of guilloché. Homer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as
the door opened.

Homer entered a high portico, decorated with a great many columns with a
design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Homer thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way.

Homer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. 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
chose an exit at random and walked that 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. And that was where the
encounter between a blind poet named Homer and a queen of Persia named
Scheherazade took place. Scheherazade offered advice to Homer 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Dun-
yazad 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 Dunyazad told:

Dunyazad’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the
sun. Geoffery Chaucer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. 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 luxurious cyzicene hall, dominated by a glass-framed
mirror framed by a pattern of arabseque. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at
random and walked that way.

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mir-
ror.

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble darbazi, , within which was found a fireplace.
Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic equatorial room, accented by an abat-son
with a design of pearl inlay. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the
way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a wide and low atrium, watched over by a fire in a
low basin. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic triclinium, tastefully offset by a fire in a low
basin framed by a pattern of pearl inlay. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one
of the doors lead somewhere else.

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

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer walked away
from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a luxurious cyzicene hall, dominated by a glass-framed
mirror framed by a pattern of arabseque. Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not
feeling quite sure where it lead. Which was where Geoffery Chaucer reached
the end of the labyrinth.
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“And that was how it happened,” Dunyazad said, ending her story.

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

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

Homer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Homer walked
away from that place.

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 opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

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

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

Homer entered a archaic tetrasoon, tastefully offset by a labyrinth pattern in-
scribed on the floor with a design of pearl inlay. Homer wandered, lost in
thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a wide and low liwan, , within which was found a trompe-l’oeil
fresco. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance
at a mirror.

Homer entered a wide and low liwan, , within which was found a trompe-l’oeil
fresco. 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 twilit tepidarium, tastefully offset by moki steps which was
lined with a repeated pattern of imbrication. Homer felt sure that this must be
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the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror. And there Homer reached
the end of the labyrinth.

“And that was how it happened,” Geoffery Chaucer 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,” Marco Polo said, ending
the story.

Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was found
a pair of komaninu. Marco Polo felt sure that this must be the way out.

Marco Polo entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was found
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 primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Marco Polo
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a
mirror. And there Marco Polo found the exit.

Thus Scheherazade ended her 553rd 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 recursive Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a member of royalty
named Asterion and an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer. Asterion 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 Asterion told a very exciting story.
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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…” And Asterion told a very
interesting story. “And that was how it happened,” Asterion said, ending his
story.

Thus Scheherazade ended her 554th 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 Dunyazad

There was once a cybertextual data structure that was a map of itself. Dunyazad
had followed a secret path, and so she had arrived in that place. 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 high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Dunyazad felt sure that this must be the way out.

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 neoclassic almonry, accented by a quatrefoil carved into the
wall with a design of guilloché. Dunyazad discovered 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. And that
was where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad
and a blind poet named Homer 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 she told the following story:
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Dunyazad’s important Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, an explorer of Venice
named Marco Polo and the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad. 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 Story About Marco Polo There was once a cybertextual
data structure that was a map of itself. Marco Polo didn’t know why he hap-
pened to be there. Marco Polo felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Marco Polo entered a marble-floored spicery, accented by an empty cartouche
which was lined with a repeated pattern of complex interlacing. 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 antechamber, , within which was found a
false door. Marco Polo thought that this direction looked promising, and went
that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Marco Polo entered a brick-walled antechamber, , within which was found a
false door. 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 Homer There was once a library, the
place that can sometimes be glimpsed through mirrors. Homer couldn’t quite
say how he was wandering there. 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 art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. And that was
where the encounter between a blind poet named Homer and a Khagan of the
Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan took place. Kublai Khan offered advice
to Homer 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.
Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer wandered, lost in thought.
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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 marble lumber room, 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 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 of Rome named Virgil
took place. Virgil offered advice to Homer 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 Jorge Luis Borges

There was once an expansive zone, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed
through mirrors. Jorge Luis Borges was almost certain about why he happened
to be there. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous twilit solar, accented by a pair of komaninu
with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that
place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong 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 opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

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 felt
sure that this must be the way out.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a neoclassic liwan, tastefully offset by moki steps
which was lined with a repeated pattern of guilloché. Jorge Luis Borges wan-
dered, lost in thought.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a twilit equatorial room, dominated by a crumbling
mound of earth which was lined with a repeated pattern of imbrication. Jorge
Luis Borges walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Jorge Luis Borges
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in 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
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
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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 muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

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, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a neoclassic hedge maze, dominated by a fallen column
with a design of guilloché. Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must be the way
out.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a twilit equatorial room, dominated by a crumbling
mound of earth which was lined with a repeated pattern of imbrication. Jorge
Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. Jorge Luis
Borges walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way. Almost unable to believe it, Jorge Luis Borges discovered the way out.

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

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened, 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 thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a twilit triclinium, , within which was found a standing stone
inlayed with gold and. Homer felt sure that this must be the way out.

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 queen of Persia
named Scheherazade took place. Scheherazade offered advice to Homer 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 Story About Jorge Luis Borges

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Jorge Luis
Borges must have gotten lost, because he was wandering there. Jorge Luis
Borges chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was
indeed the wrong way.
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Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern in-
scribed on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. And that was where the
encounter between a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and a poet exiled
from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Dante Alighieri offered advice
to Jorge Luis Borges 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 Story About Homer

There was once a cybertextual data structure, the place that can sometimes
be glimpsed through mirrors. Homer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering
there. 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 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 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 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.
Homer walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

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

Homer entered a rococo picture gallery, dominated by a sipapu framed by a
pattern of chevrons. Homer thought that this direction looked promising, and
went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. 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 Churrigueresque terrace, that had an empty cartouche. Homer
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
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Homer entered a Churrigueresque terrace, that had an empty cartouche. Homer
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
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, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Homer entered a marble-floored terrace, , within which was found a fountain.
Homer chose an exit at random and walked that way.
Homer entered a art deco portico, accented by a fire in a low basin framed by a
pattern of blue stones. Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else.
Homer entered a archaic tetrasoon, accented by a cartouche with a mirror inside
framed by a pattern of pearl inlay. Homer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.
Homer entered a wide and low picture gallery, , within which was found a
crumbling mound of earth. 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 convoluted Story
Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a poet of Rome named
Virgil. 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 amusing Story
Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a Khagan of the Ikh
Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a poet of Rome named Virgil. 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
exciting 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 moving Story
Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a lady
of the Imperial 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…”
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This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:
Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Dunyazad
There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the sun.
Dunyazad was almost certain about why she happened to be there. Dunyazad
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a twilit cavaedium, containing a standing stone inlayed with
gold and. Dunyazad chose an exit at random and walked that way.
Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.
Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Dun-
yazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.
Dunyazad entered a Baroque tetrasoon, , within which was found a quatrefoil
inscribed in the ground. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened.
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.
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, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mir-
ror with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad chose an exit at random and
walked that 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 en-
counter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a queen of
Persia named Scheherazade took place. Scheherazade offered advice to Dun-
yazad 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 inspiring Story
Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Dun-
yazad 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 Dunyazad told:
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Dunyazad’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the
sun. Geoffery Chaucer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Geoffery
Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive antechamber, dominated by a koi pond
which was lined with a repeated pattern of red gems. 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 ominous picture gallery, dominated by many
solomonic columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of wooden carvings.
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. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive picture gallery, decorated with a great
many columns with a design of red gems. Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high portico, decorated with a great many columns
with a design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Geoffery Chaucer thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rococo triclinium, , within which was found a pair
of komaninu. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing
a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming atrium, decorated with a standing stone
inlayed with gold and framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Geoffery
Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous picture gallery, dominated by many
solomonic columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of wooden carvings.
Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer 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
an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a king of Persia named Shahryar
took place. Shahryar offered advice to Geoffery Chaucer in the form of a story.
So Shahryar began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds
me of when…” And Shahryar told a very exciting story. “So you see how that
story was very like this place,” Shahryar said, ending the story.
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Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer walked away
from that place. Which was where Geoffery Chaucer discovered the way out.

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

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

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

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.

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.

Dunyazad 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 en-
counter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a philosopher
named Socrates took place. Socrates offered advice to Dunyazad 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.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad chose an exit at random and
walked that 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.

Dunyazad entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Dunyazad
wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous peristyle, that had a large fresco of a garden with
two paths dividing. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing
a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque cyzicene hall, , within which was found a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened. At the darkest hour Dunyazad discovered the way
out.
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“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

“And that was how it happened,” Kublai Khan said, ending his 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 Story About Dunyazad

There was once a cybertextual data structure just on the other side of the
garden wall. Dunyazad must have spoken the unutterable word, because she
had arrived in that place. Dunyazad chose an exit at random and walked that
way.

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

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

Dunyazad entered a looming rotunda, containing divans lining the perimeter.
Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at
a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a art deco rotunda, accented by a beautiful fresco framed
by a pattern of blue stones. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Dun-
yazad thought that this direction looked promising, and went that 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 felt sure that
this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was found
a pair of komaninu. Dunyazad chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was found
a pair of komaninu. Dunyazad walked away from that place.
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Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Dunyazad entered a primitive picture gallery, decorated with a great many
columns with a design of red gems. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion
of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Dun-
yazad chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Dunyazad entered a twilit kiva, tastefully offset by a fallen column with a design
of imbrication. Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Dunyazad entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many columns.
Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a neoclassic spicery, accented by an empty cartouche which
was lined with a repeated pattern of guilloché. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a neoclassic spicery, accented by an empty cartouche which
was lined with a repeated pattern of guilloché. Dunyazad muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Dunyazad entered a twilit equatorial room, dominated by a crumbling mound
of earth which was lined with a repeated pattern of imbrication. Dunyazad
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

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

Dunyazad entered a high spicery, accented by a gilt-framed mirror with a design
of a dizzying spiral pattern. Dunyazad chose an exit at random and walked that
way.

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 sis-
ter of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a queen of Persia named Scheherazade
took place. Scheherazade offered advice to Dunyazad 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Dun-
yazad 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 Dunyazad told:
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Dunyazad’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the
sun. Geoffery Chaucer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Geoffery
Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble-floored hall of doors, containing a fountain.
Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way.

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Baroque terrace, , within which was found a car-
touche with a mirror inside. Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, spar-
ing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was
found a pair of komaninu. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of
doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

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
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled cavaedium, watched over by a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor. Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous sudatorium, tastefully offset by a wood-
framed mirror 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 archaic triclinium, tastefully offset by a fire in a
low basin framed by a pattern of pearl inlay. 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. Quite unexpectedly Geoffery Chaucer found the
exit.

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

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Scheherazade said, ending
the story.
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Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

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.

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. And there Dunyazad found the exit.

Thus Virgil 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…” And Virgil told a very sym-
bolic story. “And that was how it happened,” Virgil said, ending his story.

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

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

Homer entered a wide and low picture gallery, , within which was found a
crumbling mound of earth. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors,
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 muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened.

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 an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo took
place. Marco Polo offered advice to Homer 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 a philosopher named Socrates, a poet of Rome
named Virgil and a member of royalty named Asterion. 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 Jorge Luis Borges

There was once a cybertextual data structure that had never known the light
of the sun. Jorge Luis Borges was almost certain about why he happened to
be there. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a brick-walled cryptoporticus, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of taijitu. Jorge Luis Borges muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu with
a design of scratched markings. Jorge Luis Borges thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a rough almonry, , within which was found a great
many columns. 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 rotunda, containing divans lining the
perimeter. Jorge Luis Borges chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Jorge Luis Borges 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. Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that place.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble-floored cyzicene hall, , within which was
found a sipapu. 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 chose an
exit at random and walked that way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a shadowy liwan, that had a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a shadowy liwan, that had a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground. 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 high hedge maze, accented by a lararium which was
lined with a repeated pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern. Jorge Luis Borges
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a twilit cryptoporticus, containing a beautiful fresco.
Jorge Luis Borges thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way.

Jorge Luis Borges 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. Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must be the way out,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

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 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 librarian
named Jorge Luis Borges and a queen of Persia named Scheherazade took place.
Scheherazade offered advice to Jorge Luis Borges 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Dun-
yazad 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 Dunyazad told:

Dunyazad’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the
sun. Geoffery Chaucer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Geoffery
Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble-floored hall of doors, containing a fountain.
Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high antechamber, that had an obelisk. Geoffery
Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

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 wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a twilit equatorial room, dominated by a crumbling
mound of earth which was lined with a repeated pattern of imbrication. Geoffery
Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Baroque portico, containing a fire in a low basin.
Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Baroque hall of doors, decorated with a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor with a design of buta motifs. Geoffery Chaucer
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic hall of doors, containing a koi pond. Geoffery
Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer 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. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked
that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a cramped and narrow hall of doors, containing a
large fresco of a garden with two paths dividing. Geoffery Chaucer discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

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

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer walked away
from that place. Which was where Geoffery Chaucer discovered the way out.

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

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Scheherazade 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.
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Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son
with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that
place.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a sipapu. 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. And that was where the
encounter between a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and a child trying
to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo 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 Little Nemo
told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,”
Little Nemo said, ending the story.

Jorge Luis Borges decided to travel onwards. Jorge Luis Borges chose an exit
at random and walked that way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a high portico, decorated with a great many columns
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 brick-walled cavaedium, watched over by a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a neoclassic hedge maze, dominated by a fallen column
with a design of guilloché. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of
doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a rough spicery, decorated with a fire in a low basin
framed by a pattern of acanthus. Jorge Luis Borges muttered, “North, this way
is probably north!” as the door opened.

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
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way. Almost unable
to believe it, Jorge Luis Borges found the exit.

“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.
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Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer wandered, lost in thought, 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 walked away from that
place.

Homer entered a rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a design of
acanthus. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps. Homer
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, 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 sure that this must be
the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer 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.
Homer chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Homer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Homer dis-
covered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Homer entered a art deco portico, accented by a fire in a low basin framed by
a pattern of blue stones. Homer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror. Which was where Homer reached the end of the labyrinth.

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

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

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, passing a reflection in a mirror.

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. And that was where the
encounter between a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and a member of
royalty named Asterion took place. Asterion offered advice to Jorge Luis Borges
in the form of a story. So Asterion 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:

Asterion’s symbolic Story

Once upon a time, there was an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo, a blind
poet named Homer and an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer. 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a blind librarian
named Jorge Luis Borges and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. 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 touching 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 important Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a child
trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo and a poet of Rome named
Virgil. 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. “And that was how it happened,” Little Nemo
said, ending his story.

“And that was how it happened,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending his 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 Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an expansive zone just on the other side of the garden wall. Ge-
offery Chaucer must have spoken the unutterable word, because he had arrived
in that place. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous picture gallery, accented by a gilt-framed
mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not
feeling quite sure where it lead.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a neoclassic twilit solar, that had a wood-framed
mirror. Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction looked promising, and
went that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a art deco atelier, 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 looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble hall of mirrors, , within which was found
a fireplace. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rococo picture gallery, dominated by a sipapu
framed by a pattern of chevrons. Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque spicery, dominated by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Geoffery Chaucer walked
away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a luxurious fogou, tastefully offset by a fireplace with
a design of arabseque. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked
that way.

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
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming tetrasoon, , within which was found a
lararium. Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance
at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil in-
scribed in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer
walked away from that place.

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

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, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a twilit tetrasoon, accented by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor with a design of imbrication. 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 a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor with a design of pearl inlay. Geoffery Chaucer
chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a shadowy cavaedium, accented by a parquet floor
which was lined with a repeated pattern of carved runes. 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 picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed
mirror. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming almonry, accented by a koi pond which was
lined with a repeated pattern of scratched markings. And that was where the
encounter between an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a poet exiled
from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Dante Alighieri offered advice
to Geoffery Chaucer 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 poet named Homer, a queen of Persia
named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shik-
ibu. 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 Homer

There was once a vast and perilous maze that had never known the light of the
sun. Homer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer wandered,
lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a high cavaedium, , within which was found a moasic. Homer
walked away from that place.

Homer entered a rococo cyzicene hall, that had a koi pond. 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, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.
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Homer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Homer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Homer entered a primitive triclinium, tastefully offset by many solomonic
columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of red gems. Homer chose an
exit at random and walked that way.

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.

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, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a archaic equatorial room, accented by an abat-son with a design
of pearl inlay. Homer walked away from that place.

Homer entered a archaic equatorial room, accented by an abat-son with a design
of pearl inlay. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Homer entered a luxurious darbazi, that had a false door. 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 Little Nemo told a very
exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo
said, ending the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer chose an exit at random and walked
that 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. At the darkest hour Homer found the exit.

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

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

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

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.
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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 tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil in-
scribed in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer
wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil in-
scribed in the ground framed by a pattern 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 neoclassic twilit solar, that had a wood-framed
mirror. Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as
the door opened.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled anatomical theatre, that had a fountain.
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 rococo terrace, accented by a wood-framed mirror
with a design of chevrons. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked
that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. And that was where the encounter between an English poet named
Geoffery Chaucer and a queen of Persia named Scheherazade took place.
Scheherazade offered advice to Geoffery Chaucer 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Dun-
yazad 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 Dunyazad told:

Dunyazad’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the
sun. Geoffery Chaucer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. 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 rough hall of mirrors, decorated with a false door
framed by a pattern of acanthus. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random
and walked that 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
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a art deco atrium, accented by a stone-framed mir-
ror which was lined with a repeated pattern of blue stones. Geoffery Chaucer
wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble picture gallery, that had an abat-son. Ge-
offery Chaucer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble library, dominated by a quatrefoil carved
into the wall with a design of palmettes. 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 luxurious portico, tastefully offset by a parquet floor
which was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. Geoffery Chaucer chose
an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Baroque cyzicene hall, , within which was found a
labyrinth pattern inscribed on the floor. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one
of the doors lead somewhere else. Quite unexpectedly Geoffery Chaucer found
the exit.

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

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

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost
in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
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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 looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

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 child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo 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.

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Geoffery Chaucer
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic fogou, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil carved
into the wall with a design of pearl inlay. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at
the confusion of doors, 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
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Geof-
fery Chaucer thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.
Almost unable to believe it, Geoffery Chaucer found the exit.

Thus Geoffery Chaucer 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…” And Geoffery Chaucer told
a very convoluted 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,” Asterion said, ending the
story.

Jorge Luis Borges decided to travel onwards. Jorge Luis Borges thought that
this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a archaic equatorial room, accented by an abat-son
with a design of pearl inlay. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought, sparing
a passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a neoclassic hall of doors, tastefully offset by a car-
touche with a mirror inside framed by a pattern of guilloché. Jorge Luis Borges
walked away from that place.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous peristyle, that had a large fresco of a
garden with two paths dividing. Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead. Quite unexpectedly Jorge Luis Borges found the exit.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Scheherazade 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 triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a design of
acanthus. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Homer entered a wide and low portico, watched over by an abat-son. Homer
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a design of
acanthus. Homer thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

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

Homer entered a luxurious darbazi, tastefully offset by a curved staircase framed
by a pattern of arabseque. 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 brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Homer
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a
mirror. And there Homer found the exit.
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“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 walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Marco Polo entered a ominous twilit solar, accented by a pair of komaninu 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 marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Marco Polo felt
a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Marco Polo entered a wide and low terrace, containing an abat-son. Marco Polo
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way. Which was where Marco Polo discovered the
way out.

Thus Marco Polo 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…” And Marco Polo told a very
symbolic story. Thus Marco Polo 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 Marco Polo told:

Marco Polo’s recursive Story Once upon a time, there was an English poet
named Geoffery Chaucer, a queen of Persia named Scheherazade and the sister
of Scheherazade named Dunyazad. 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. “And that was how
it happened,” Scheherazade said, ending her story.

Thus Marco Polo ended his 3rd 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 Marco Polo told:
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Marco Polo’s exciting Story Once upon a time, there was a blind poet
named Homer, a philosopher named Socrates and an English poet named Geof-
fery Chaucer. 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 inspiring Story Once upon a time, there was an En-
glish poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a philosopher named Socrates and a child
trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo. 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 touching 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 amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, an explorer of Venice
named Marco Polo and the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad. 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 Story About Homer

There was once a cybertextual data structure, the place that can sometimes
be glimpsed through mirrors. Homer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering
there. Homer felt sure that this must be the way out.

Homer entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu with a design
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 primitive tetrasoon, that had a wood-framed mirror. Homer
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Homer entered a primitive tetrasoon, that had a wood-framed mirror. 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 Baroque terrace, , within which was found a cartouche with
a mirror inside. Homer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the
door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
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Homer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Homer thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a rococo picture gallery, dominated by a sipapu framed by a
pattern of chevrons. Homer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance
at a mirror.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque terrace, containing an exedra. Homer walked
away from that place.

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.
Quite unexpectedly Homer found the exit.

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

“And that was how it happened,” Socrates said, ending his 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 Story About Homer There was once an expansive
zone that was a map of itself. Homer had followed a secret path, and so he had
arrived in that place. Homer chose an exit at random and walked that way, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

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

Homer entered a primitive tetrasoon, that had a wood-framed mirror. Homer
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, 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 felt sure that this must be
the way out.
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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 ���, 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 fogou, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil carved into the
wall with a design of pearl inlay. 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 Story About Homer
There was once a cybertextual data structure, the place that can sometimes
be glimpsed through mirrors. Homer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering
there. 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 ominous twilit solar, accented by a pair of komaninu 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 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 rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a design of
acanthus. Homer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Homer entered a rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a design of
acanthus. Homer thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way, passing a reflection in a mirror.
Homer entered a marble twilit solar, tastefully offset by a fallen column with a
design of palmettes. 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.
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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 opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead. Quite unexpectedly Homer found the exit.

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

Homer decided to travel onwards. 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 archaic still room, accented by a curved staircase framed by a
pattern of pearl inlay. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Homer entered a rococo terrace, accented by a wood-framed mirror with a de-
sign of chevrons. And that was where the encounter between a blind poet
named Homer and an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer took place. Ge-
offery Chaucer offered advice to Homer 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 symbolic Story

Once upon a time, there was an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo, a blind
poet named Homer and an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer. 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a blind librarian
named Jorge Luis Borges and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. 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 touching 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 important 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 a poet of Rome named
Virgil. 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. “And that was how it happened,” Little Nemo
said, ending his story.

“And that was how it happened,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending his 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 Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an expansive zone just on the other side of the garden wall. Ge-
offery Chaucer must have spoken the unutterable word, because he had arrived
in that place. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a twilit picture gallery, , within which was found a
fallen column. Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction looked promising,
and went that way.

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.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle
which was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Geoffery Chaucer chose
an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic fogou, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil carved
into the wall with a design of pearl inlay. Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in
thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive cyzicene hall, that had a semi-dome. Ge-
offery Chaucer walked away from that place.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. 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 Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mir-
ror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a high portico, decorated with a great many columns
with a design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from
that place.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a high portico, decorated with a great many columns
with a design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not
feeling quite sure where it lead.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a high portico, decorated with a great many columns
with a design 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 wide and low liwan, dominated by a standing stone
inlayed with gold and framed by a pattern of egg-and-dart. Geoffery Chaucer
felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
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
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 Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mir-
ror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a Baroque triclinium, dominated by a parquet floor
which was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Geoffery Chaucer
walked away from that place.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a cramped and narrow still room, tastefully offset by
a parquet floor which was lined with a repeated pattern of three hares. And that
was where the encounter between an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer and
a poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Dante Alighieri
offered advice to Geoffery Chaucer 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
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Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a queen of Persia
named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shik-
ibu. 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 Homer

There was once a vast and perilous maze that had never known the light of the
sun. Homer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer wandered,
lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a neoclassic colonnade, watched over by a wood-framed mirror.
Homer walked away from that place.

Homer entered a neoclassic colonnade, watched over by a wood-framed mirror.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Homer entered a cramped and narrow still room, tastefully offset by a parquet
floor which was lined with a repeated pattern of three hares. Homer felt a bit
dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

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

Homer entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Homer chose an exit
at random and walked that way.

Homer entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Homer discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else.

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

Homer entered a rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a design of
acanthus. Homer walked away from that place.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
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. 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 Little Nemo told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story
was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer chose an exit at random and walked
that way. Quite unexpectedly Homer discovered the way out.
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“And that was how it happened,” Scheherazade said, ending her story.

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

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Geoffery Chaucer
chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil in-
scribed in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a luxurious liwan, containing a glass-framed mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mir-
ror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a luxurious liwan, containing a glass-framed mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed
mirror. Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as
the door opened.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a cramped and narrow still room, tastefully offset by
a parquet floor which was lined with a repeated pattern of three hares. Geoffery
Chaucer thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rococo terrace, accented by a wood-framed mirror
with a design of chevrons. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way
out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rococo terrace, accented by a wood-framed mirror
with a design of chevrons. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked
that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rococo terrace, accented by a wood-framed mirror
with a design of chevrons. And that was where the encounter between an English
poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a queen of Persia named Scheherazade took
place. Scheherazade offered advice to Geoffery Chaucer in the form of a story.
So Scheherazade 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:

Scheherazade’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Dun-
yazad 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 Dunyazad told:

Dunyazad’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the
sun. Geoffery Chaucer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Geoffery
Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled hall of doors, dominated by an obelisk
with a design of taijitu. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked
that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled spicery, accented by a wood-framed
mirror with a design of taijitu. 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 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 luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Ge-
offery Chaucer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming rotunda, containing divans lining the
perimeter. Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction looked promising, and
went that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic still room, accented by a curved staircase
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.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled cavaedium, watched over by a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor. 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.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive colonnade, , within which was found a
quatrefoil carved into the wall. And that was where the encounter between an
English poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a king of Persia named Shahryar
took place. Shahryar offered advice to Geoffery Chaucer in the form of a story.
So Shahryar began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds
me of when…” And Shahryar told a very exciting story. “So you see how that
story was very like this place,” Shahryar said, ending the story.

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer walked away
from that place. Which was where Geoffery Chaucer discovered the way out.

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

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

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rococo terrace, accented by a wood-framed mirror
with a design of chevrons. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.

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

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 child trying
to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo 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.

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

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil in-
scribed in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer
wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled spicery, decorated with a lararium
which was lined with a repeated pattern of taijitu. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit
dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, tastefully offset by
a fountain framed by a pattern of winding knots. 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. Almost unable
to believe it, Geoffery Chaucer found the exit.

Thus Geoffery Chaucer 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…” And Geoffery Chaucer told
a very convoluted story. “And that was how it happened,” Geoffery Chaucer
said, ending his story.

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

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many columns.
Homer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Homer walked
away from that place.

Homer entered a ominous peristyle, that had a large fresco of a garden with
two paths dividing. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
Quite unexpectedly Homer found the exit.

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

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. 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 ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son 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 neoclassic almonry, accented by a quatrefoil carved into the
wall with a design of guilloché. 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 Churrigueresque still room, , within which was found moki
steps. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a luxurious liwan, watched over by a lararium. 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 still room, , within which was found moki
steps. Dunyazad thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque still room, , within which was found moki
steps. 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 Homer

There was once a library, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed through
mirrors. Homer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer felt
sure that this must be the way out.
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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 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 blind poet named Homer and a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named
Kublai Khan took place. Kublai Khan offered advice to Homer 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.

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

Homer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was found a
pair of komaninu. Homer walked away from that place, not knowing that it was
indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a twilit still room, decorated with an exedra which was lined
with a repeated pattern of imbrication. 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. And that was where
the encounter between a blind poet named Homer and a poet of Rome named
Virgil took place. Virgil offered advice to Homer 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 Jorge Luis Borges There was once an expansive
zone, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed through mirrors. Jorge Luis
Borges was almost certain about why he happened to be there. Jorge Luis
Borges wandered, lost in thought.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a primitive tetrasoon, that had a wood-framed mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong 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 opened
a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a twilit kiva, tastefully offset by a fallen column with
a design of imbrication. Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must be the way
out.

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

Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble picture gallery, that had an abat-son. Jorge
Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflec-
tion in a mirror.

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 felt
a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

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, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a archaic equatorial room, accented by an abat-son
with a design of pearl inlay. Jorge Luis Borges thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Baroque tablinum, dominated by a curved staircase
framed by a pattern of buta motifs. Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must
be the way out.

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 wandered, lost in thought.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a high still room, decorated with a sipapu framed by
a pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern. Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that
place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble almonry, decorated with a fountain framed
by a pattern of palmettes. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of
doors.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble almonry, decorated with a fountain framed
by a pattern of palmettes. And that was where the encounter between a blind
librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and a member of royalty named Asterion
took place. Asterion offered advice to Jorge Luis Borges 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:
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Asterion’s symbolic Story Once upon a time, there was an explorer of
Venice named Marco Polo, a blind poet named Homer and an English poet
named Geoffery Chaucer. 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a blind librarian
named Jorge Luis Borges and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. 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 touching 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 important Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a child
trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo and a poet of Rome named
Virgil. 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. “And that was how it happened,” Little Nemo
said, ending his story.

“And that was how it happened,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending his 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 Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an expansive zone just on the other side of the garden wall. Ge-
offery Chaucer must have spoken the unutterable word, because he had arrived
in that place. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed
mirror. Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction looked promising, and
went that way.

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.
Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble hall of mirrors, , within which was found
a fireplace. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a shadowy cavaedium, accented by a parquet floor
which was lined with a repeated pattern of carved runes. Geoffery Chaucer
wandered, 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
walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a twilit almonry, dominated by an empty cartouche
which was lined with a repeated pattern of imbrication. Geoffery Chaucer chose
an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a twilit almonry, dominated by an empty cartouche
which was lined with a repeated pattern of imbrication. Geoffery Chaucer dis-
covered that one of the doors lead somewhere else. Which was where Geoffery
Chaucer found the exit.

Thus Geoffery Chaucer 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…” And Geoffery Chaucer told
a very convoluted story. “And that was how it happened,” Geoffery Chaucer
said, ending his story.

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

Jorge Luis Borges decided to travel onwards. Jorge Luis Borges thought that
this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a
mirror. Almost unable to believe it, Jorge Luis Borges found the exit.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Virgil said, ending the
story.

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

Homer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was found a
pair of komaninu. Homer thought that this direction looked promising, and
went that way, 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 sure that this must
be the way out.

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 queen of Persia named Scheherazade
took place. Scheherazade offered advice to Homer 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 Story About Jorge Luis Borges There was once a vast
and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Jorge Luis Borges must have gotten
lost, because he was wandering there. Jorge Luis Borges chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble hall of doors, dominated by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of palmettes. Jorge Luis Borges discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque hedge maze, watched over by an
abat-son. And that was where the encounter between a blind librarian named
Jorge Luis Borges and a poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took
place. Dante Alighieri offered advice to Jorge Luis Borges 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 Story About Homer There was once a cybertextual
data structure, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed through mirrors.
Homer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer felt sure that
this must be the way out.
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Homer entered a marble-floored terrace, , within which was found a fountain.
Homer chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was
indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a archaic tetrasoon, accented by a cartouche with a mirror inside
framed by a pattern of pearl inlay. Homer discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a marble twilit solar, tastefully offset by a fallen column with a
design 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 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, 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 thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a marble darbazi, , within which was found a fireplace. Homer
wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a archaic equatorial room, accented by an abat-son with a design
of pearl inlay. Homer walked away from that place. Which was where Homer
discovered the way out.

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

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

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, passing a reflec-
tion in a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous twilit solar, accented by a pair of komaninu
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.
And that was where the encounter between a blind librarian named Jorge Luis
Borges and a member of royalty named Asterion took place. Asterion offered
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advice to Jorge Luis Borges 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 symbolic Story Once upon a time, there was an explorer of
Venice named Marco Polo, a blind poet named Homer and an English poet
named Geoffery Chaucer. 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a blind librarian
named Jorge Luis Borges and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. 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 touching 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 important Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a child
trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo and a poet of Rome named
Virgil. 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. “And that was how it happened,” Little Nemo
said, ending his story.

“And that was how it happened,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending his 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 Story About Geoffery Chaucer
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There was once an expansive zone just on the other side of the garden wall. Ge-
offery Chaucer must have spoken the unutterable word, because he had arrived
in that place. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming tetrasoon, , within which was found a
lararium. Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming picture gallery, accented by a trompe-l’oeil
fresco with a design of scratched markings. Geoffery Chaucer thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic atrium, accented by a fire in a low basin
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.

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
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 high portico, decorated with a great many columns
with a design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in
thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a shadowy picture gallery, accented by moki steps
which was lined with a repeated pattern of carved runes. Geoffery 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. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous spicery, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mir-
ror.

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, watched over by a gargoyle. Ge-
offery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled spicery, watched over by a trompe-l’oeil
fresco. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a luxurious portico, tastefully offset by a parquet floor
which was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. Geoffery Chaucer felt
sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way. Almost unable
to believe it, Geoffery Chaucer discovered the way out.

Thus Geoffery Chaucer 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…” And Geoffery Chaucer told
a very convoluted story. “And that was how it happened,” Geoffery Chaucer
said, ending his story.

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

Jorge Luis Borges decided to travel onwards. Jorge Luis Borges thought that
this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in 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 wan-
dered, lost in thought, 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 walked away from that
place.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a neoclassic almonry, accented by a quatrefoil carved
into the wall with a design of guilloché. Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not
feeling quite sure where it lead.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque hedge maze, that had a false door.
Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a twilit tetrasoon, accented by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor with a design of imbrication. Jorge Luis Borges felt sure
that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a rough antechamber, accented by a moasic framed
by a pattern of acanthus. Jorge Luis Borges chose an exit at random and walked
that way.
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Jorge Luis Borges entered a rough antechamber, accented by a moasic framed
by a pattern of acanthus. Jorge Luis Borges discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble hall of doors, dominated by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of palmettes. Jorge Luis Borges wandered,
lost in thought, 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. And that was where the encounter between
a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and a blind poet named Homer took
place. Homer offered advice to Jorge Luis Borges 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 convoluted Story Once upon a time, there was the sister of
Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai
Khan and a poet of Rome named Virgil. 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 amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a Khagan of the Ikh
Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a poet of Rome named Virgil. 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
exciting 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 moving Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a lady
of the Imperial 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…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Dunyazad

There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the sun.
Dunyazad was almost certain about why she happened to be there. Dunyazad
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
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Dunyazad entered a cramped and narrow hall of doors, containing a large fresco
of a garden with two paths dividing. Dunyazad chose an exit at random and
walked that way.

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.

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

Dunyazad entered a art deco colonnade, dominated by an abat-son with a design
of blue stones. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the
door opened.

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

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

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Dunyazad chose an exit at random and walked that 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 queen of Persia named Scheherazade
took place. Scheherazade offered advice to Dunyazad 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Dun-
yazad 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 Dunyazad told:

Dunyazad’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the
sun. Geoffery Chaucer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Geoffery
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Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rough hall of mirrors, decorated with a false door
framed by a pattern of acanthus. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random
and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer 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. Geoffery Chaucer discovered 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 ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern in-
scribed on the floor 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 high portico, decorated with a great many columns
with a design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Ge-
offery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance
at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rough spicery, decorated with a fire in a low basin
framed by a pattern of acanthus. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random
and walked that way. Which was where Geoffery Chaucer discovered the way
out.

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

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

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
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Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was found
a pair of komaninu. Dunyazad walked away from that place.

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

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 philosopher named Socrates took place. Socrates offered advice
to Dunyazad 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.

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

Dunyazad entered a looming almonry, containing a parquet floor. Dunyazad
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled picture gallery, watched over by a parquet floor.
Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a luxurious kiva, dominated by a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of arabseque. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a primitive peristyle, decorated with a trompe-l’oeil fresco
with a design of red gems. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened. At the darkest hour Dunyazad discovered the way
out.

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

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

349



Virgil’s Story About Dunyazad
There was once a cybertextual data structure just on the other side of the
garden wall. Dunyazad must have spoken the unutterable word, because she
had arrived in that place. Dunyazad chose an exit at random and walked that
way.
Dunyazad entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.
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 opened a door,
not feeling quite sure where it lead.
Dunyazad entered a primitive peristyle, decorated with a trompe-l’oeil fresco
with a design of red gems. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a rococo hedge maze, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of chevrons. Dunyazad muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened.
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 thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that 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 felt sure that
this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Dunyazad chose an exit at random and walked that way.
Dunyazad entered a looming hedge maze, that had a moasic. Dunyazad walked
away from that place.
Dunyazad entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Dun-
yazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
Dunyazad entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on
the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a wide and low portico, watched over by an abat-son. Dun-
yazad chose an exit at random and walked that way.
Dunyazad entered a rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a design
of acanthus. Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.
Dunyazad entered a neoclassic triclinium, containing a trompe-l’oeil fresco. Dun-
yazad wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Dunyazad
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
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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.

Dunyazad entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu with a
design of scratched markings. Dunyazad thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way.

Dunyazad entered a high darbazi, , within which was found a pair of komaninu.
Dunyazad felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at
a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu with a
design of scratched markings. Dunyazad chose an exit at random and walked
that way.

Dunyazad entered a high darbazi, , within which was found a pair of komaninu.
And that was where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named
Dunyazad and a queen of Persia named Scheherazade took place. Scheherazade
offered advice to Dunyazad 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Dun-
yazad 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 Dunyazad told:

Dunyazad’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the
sun. Geoffery Chaucer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Geoffery
Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a twilit cryptoporticus, decorated with a fireplace
with a design of imbrication. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and
walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mir-
ror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming rotunda, containing divans lining the
perimeter. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing
a passing glance at a mirror.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Geoffery Chaucer
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern in-
scribed on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic tetrasoon, tastefully offset by a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor with a design of pearl inlay. Geoffery Chaucer
felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a art deco atrium, accented by a stone-framed mirror
which was lined with a repeated pattern of blue stones. Geoffery Chaucer chose
an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous picture gallery, dominated by many
solomonic columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of wooden carvings.
Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

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

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer walked away
from that place. Which was where Geoffery Chaucer discovered the way out.

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

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

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

Dunyazad entered a archaic atelier, , within which was found a monolith. Dun-
yazad walked away from that place.

Dunyazad entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Dunyazad opened
a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
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Dunyazad entered a twilit kiva, tastefully offset by a fallen column with a de-
sign of imbrication. And that was where the encounter between the sister of
Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a philosopher named Socrates took place.
Socrates offered advice to Dunyazad 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.

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

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps. Dun-
yazad discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

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

Dunyazad entered a Baroque tepidarium, , within which was found a sipapu.
Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at
a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque tepidarium, , within which was found a sipapu.
Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Dunyazad entered a primitive picture gallery, decorated with a great many
columns with a design of red gems. Dunyazad thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque cyzicene hall, , within which was found a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor. Dunyazad felt sure that this must be the way
out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror. And there Dunyazad reached the end
of the labyrinth.

Thus Virgil 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…” And Virgil told a very sym-
bolic story. “And that was how it happened,” Virgil said, ending his story.

“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 opened a door,
not feeling quite sure where it lead.
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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 rough darbazi, containing a fountain. 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. And that was where the encounter between a blind librarian named
Jorge Luis Borges and an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo 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 amusing Story Once upon a time, there was a philosopher
named Socrates, a poet of Rome named Virgil and a member of royalty named
Asterion. 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 Jorge Luis Borges

There was once a cybertextual data structure that had never known the light
of the sun. Jorge Luis Borges was almost certain about why he happened to
be there. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble twilit solar, decorated with xoanon with a
design of palmettes. Jorge Luis Borges muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Jorge Luis Borges thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must be the way out, 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 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 walked
away from that place.
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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
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many
columns. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a high spicery, accented by a gilt-framed mirror with
a design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Jorge Luis Borges chose an exit at random
and walked 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 Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Jorge Luis Borges
wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror. Almost unable
to believe it, Jorge Luis Borges found the exit.

“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.
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 ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son
with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that
place.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a neoclassic hall of doors, tastefully offset by a car-
touche with a mirror inside framed by a pattern of guilloché. Jorge Luis Borges
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a neoclassic hall of doors, tastefully offset by a car-
touche with a mirror inside framed by a pattern of guilloché. Jorge Luis Borges
felt sure that this must be the way out, 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 chose an exit at random
and walked that way.
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Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble darbazi, , within which was found a fireplace.
Jorge Luis Borges discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a wide and low cavaedium, decorated with a crumbling
mound of earth 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 wide and low cavaedium, decorated with a crumbling
mound of earth which was lined with a repeated pattern of egg-and-dart. Jorge
Luis Borges walked away from that place.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. And that
was where the encounter between a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and
an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer 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 moving Story Once upon a time, there was a blind
poet named Homer, a queen of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Im-
perial 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…”

This is the story that Scheherazade told:

Scheherazade’s Story About Homer

There was once a vast and perilous maze that had never known the light of the
sun. Homer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer wandered,
lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a rococo hall of mirrors, accented by divans lining the perimeter
framed by a pattern of chevrons. Homer walked away from that place.

Homer entered a rococo cyzicene hall, that had a koi pond. Homer opened a
door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Homer entered a ominous twilit solar, accented by a pair of komaninu with a
design of wooden carvings. 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 ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Homer chose an exit at random and walked
that way.
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Homer entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Homer discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else.
Homer entered a rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a design
of acanthus. Homer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.
Homer entered a marble darbazi, , within which was found a fireplace. Homer
walked away from that place.
Homer entered a Churrigueresque hedge maze, that had a false door. Homer
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead. And there Homer found the
exit.

“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.
Jorge Luis Borges decided to travel onwards. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a cramped and narrow fogou, watched over by a
monolith. 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 discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else. Which was where Jorge Luis Borges found the exit.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Scheherazade 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 atelier, watched over by a fountain. Homer felt a bit
dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Homer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Homer
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.
Homer entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Homer thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in
a mirror. Almost unable to believe it, Homer found the exit.
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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 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 Baroque picture gallery, dominated by divans lining the
perimeter framed by a pattern of buta motifs. 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. Which was where Dunyazad
discovered the way out.

Thus Scheherazade ended her 555th 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 Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an engmatic labyrinth, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed
through mirrors. Geoffery Chaucer was almost certain about why he happened
to be there. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
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 shadowy almonry, that had a crumbling mound of
earth. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed
mirror. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
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 brick-walled kiva, watched over by a monolith. Ge-
offery Chaucer thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a luxurious portico, tastefully offset by a parquet floor
which was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. Geoffery Chaucer felt
sure that this must be the way out.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a luxurious portico, tastefully offset by a parquet floor
which was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. Geoffery Chaucer chose
an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way. Almost unable to believe it, Geoffery Chaucer discovered the way
out.

Thus Scheherazade ended her 556th 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 557th 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 amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, an
English poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a blind poet named Homer. 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 intertwined story. “And that was how it happened,” Geoffery Chaucer
said, ending his story.

Thus Scheherazade ended her 558th 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 Story About Jorge Luis Borges

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Jorge Luis
Borges must have gotten lost, because he was wandering there. Jorge Luis
Borges walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

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, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

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, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble picture gallery, that had an abat-son. Jorge
Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflec-
tion in a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Baroque picture gallery, decorated with a beautiful
fresco framed by a pattern of buta motifs. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at
the confusion of doors.

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, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a wide and low kiva, that had a false door. Jorge
Luis Borges thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

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

Jorge Luis Borges entered a wide and low cavaedium, watched over by a curved
staircase. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a high tablinum, containing a cartouche with a mirror
inside. Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that place, not knowing that it was
indeed the wrong way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a high tablinum, containing a cartouche with a mirror
inside. Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead,
passing a reflection in a mirror.
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Jorge Luis Borges entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. And
that was where the encounter between a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges
and a poet of Rome named Virgil took place. Virgil offered advice to Jorge Luis
Borges 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 Jorge Luis Borges

There was once an expansive zone, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed
through mirrors. Jorge Luis Borges was almost certain about why he happened
to be there. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble-floored terrace, , within which was found a
fountain. Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that place, not knowing that it
was indeed the wrong way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming hedge maze, , within which was found a
beautiful fresco. Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where
it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a wide and low picture gallery, , within which was
found a crumbling mound of earth. Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must
be the way out.

Jorge Luis Borges 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. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought.

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

Jorge Luis Borges entered a brick-walled cryptoporticus, that had a great many
columns. Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a twilit kiva, tastefully offset by a fallen column with
a design of imbrication. 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, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Jorge Luis Borges thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way, passing a reflection in a mirror.
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Jorge Luis Borges entered a Baroque portico, containing a fire in a low basin.
Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must be the way out.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a primitive cyzicene hall, watched over by a moasic.
Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought.

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 walked
away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming atrium, decorated with a standing stone
inlayed with gold and framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Jorge Luis
Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a twilit equatorial room, dominated by a crumbling
mound of earth 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 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 blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges
and a member of royalty named Asterion took place. Asterion offered advice to
Jorge Luis Borges 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 symbolic Story Once upon a time, there was an explorer of
Venice named Marco Polo, a blind poet named Homer and an English poet
named Geoffery Chaucer. 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 inspiring Story Once upon a time, there was a philoso-
pher named Socrates, a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and a lady of
the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu. 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 touching 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 important 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 a poet of Rome named
Virgil. 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. “And that was how it happened,” Little Nemo
said, ending his story.

“And that was how it happened,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending his 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 Story About Geoffery Chaucer There was once an
expansive zone just on the other side of the garden wall. Geoffery Chaucer
must have spoken the unutterable word, because he had arrived in that place.
Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed
mirror. Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a twilit still room, decorated with a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor with a design of imbrication. Geoffery Chaucer thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way.
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 wide and low atelier, accented by a glass chandelier
which was lined with a repeated pattern of egg-and-dart. Geoffery Chaucer
chose an exit at random and walked that way.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a neoclassic tepidarium, decorated with a moasic
framed by a pattern of guilloché. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of
the doors lead somewhere else.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Geoffery
Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic tetrasoon, tastefully offset by a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor with a design of pearl inlay. Geoffery Chaucer
walked away from that place.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a art deco tetrasoon, containing a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground. 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 marble hall of mirrors, , within which was found a
fireplace. Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance
at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a twilit still room, decorated with a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor with a design of imbrication. Geoffery Chaucer walked
away from that place. At the darkest hour Geoffery Chaucer discovered the way
out.

Thus Geoffery Chaucer 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…” And Geoffery Chaucer told
a very convoluted story. “And that was how it happened,” Geoffery Chaucer
said, ending his story.

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

Jorge Luis Borges decided to travel onwards. Jorge Luis Borges thought that
this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a twilit kiva, containing a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Baroque cyzicene hall, , within which was found a
labyrinth pattern inscribed on the floor. Jorge Luis Borges walked away from
that place. Which was where Jorge Luis Borges discovered the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Virgil 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, not knowing that
it was indeed the wrong way.
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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, passing a reflection in
a mirror. At the darkest hour Jorge Luis Borges found the exit.

Thus Scheherazade ended her 559th 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 Homer

There was once a library, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed through
mirrors. Homer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer felt
sure that this must be the way out.
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 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. And that was where the
encounter between a blind poet named Homer and a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol
Uls named Kublai Khan took place. Kublai Khan offered advice to Homer 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.
Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer wandered, lost in thought.
Homer entered a marble hall of mirrors, accented by a false door framed by a
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 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 poet named Homer and a poet of Rome named Virgil
took place. Virgil offered advice to Homer 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:
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Virgil’s Story About Jorge Luis Borges

There was once an expansive zone, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed
through mirrors. Jorge Luis Borges was almost certain about why he happened
to be there. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges walked
away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a primitive tetrasoon, that had a wood-framed mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

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 sure that this must be the way out.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming rotunda, containing divans lining the
perimeter. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a twilit equatorial room, dominated by a crumbling
mound of earth which was lined with a repeated pattern of imbrication. Jorge
Luis Borges walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.

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, passing a
reflection in 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
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

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, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

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, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

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
felt sure that this must be the way out.

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.
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Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that place, not knowing that it
was indeed the wrong way.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Jorge Luis Borges
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in 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
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Jorge Luis Borges 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 librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and a member
of royalty named Asterion took place. Asterion offered advice to Jorge Luis
Borges 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 symbolic Story Once upon a time, there was an explorer of
Venice named Marco Polo, a blind poet named Homer and an English poet
named Geoffery Chaucer. 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 inspiring Story Once upon a time, there was a philoso-
pher named Socrates, a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and a lady of
the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu. 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 touching 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 important Story
Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a child
trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo and a poet of Rome named
Virgil. 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. “And that was how it happened,” Little Nemo
said, ending his story.
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“And that was how it happened,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending his 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 Story About Geoffery Chaucer There was once an
expansive zone just on the other side of the garden wall. Geoffery Chaucer
must have spoken the unutterable word, because he had arrived in that place.
Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Baroque triclinium, dominated by a parquet floor
which was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Geoffery Chaucer
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed
mirror. Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction looked promising, and
went that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rococo terrace, accented by a wood-framed mirror
with a design of chevrons. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way
out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive terrace, decorated with an abat-son with
a design of red gems. 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 primitive atelier, accented by xoanon with a design
of red gems. Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rococo hall of doors, that had a fireplace. Geoffery
Chaucer walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rococo hall of doors, that had a fireplace. Geoffery
Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rococo hall of doors, that had a fireplace. Geoffery
Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a luxurious peristyle, dominated by a fountain framed
by a pattern of arabseque. Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing
a passing glance at a mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a luxurious peristyle, dominated by a fountain framed
by a pattern of arabseque. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a rough library, that had xoanon. Geoffery Chaucer
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. Geoffery
Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.
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
felt sure that this must be the way out, 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 chose an exit at random
and walked that way.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive cyzicene hall, that had a semi-dome. Ge-
offery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a rococo hall of doors, that had a fireplace. Geoffery
Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a rococo hall of doors, that had a fireplace. Geoffery
Chaucer walked away from that place.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
And that was where the encounter between an English poet named Geoffery
Chaucer and a poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place.
Dante Alighieri offered advice to Geoffery Chaucer 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 poet named Homer, a queen of Persia
named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shik-
ibu. 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 Homer
There was once a vast and perilous maze that had never known the light of the
sun. Homer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer wandered,
lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
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Homer entered a rococo cyzicene hall, that had a koi pond. Homer walked away
from that place.

Homer entered a rococo cyzicene hall, that had a koi pond. 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, 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 muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened.

Homer entered a primitive triclinium, tastefully offset by many solomonic
columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of red gems. Homer chose an
exit at random and walked that way.

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

Homer entered a archaic tetrasoon, tastefully offset by a labyrinth pattern in-
scribed on the floor with a design of pearl inlay. Homer wandered, lost in
thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Homer walked
away from that place.

Homer entered a primitive colonnade, , within which was found a quatrefoil
carved into the wall. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Homer entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. 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 Little Nemo told a very
exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo
said, ending the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer chose an exit at random and walked
that way. Quite unexpectedly Homer discovered the way out.

“And that was how it happened,” Scheherazade said, ending her story.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dante Alighieri said, ending
the story.
Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled spicery, decorated with a lararium
which was lined with a repeated pattern of taijitu. Geoffery Chaucer chose an
exit at random and walked that way.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled spicery, decorated with a lararium
which was lined with a repeated pattern of taijitu. Geoffery Chaucer discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, tastefully offset by
a fountain framed by a pattern of winding knots. Geoffery Chaucer wandered,
lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at 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, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a twilit still room, decorated with a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor with a design of imbrication. Geoffery Chaucer muttered,
“North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.
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
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.
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.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of wooden carvings. 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. And that was where the
encounter between an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a queen of
Persia named Scheherazade took place. Scheherazade offered advice to Geof-
fery Chaucer 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 inspiring Story
Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Dun-
yazad 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 Dunyazad told:

Dunyazad’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the
sun. Geoffery Chaucer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Geoffery
Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a luxurious cyzicene hall, dominated by a glass-framed
mirror framed by a pattern of arabseque. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at
random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rough hall of mirrors, decorated with a false door
framed by a pattern of acanthus. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high antechamber, that had an obelisk. Geoffery
Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened.

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.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque liwan, tastefully offset by a semi-
dome with a design 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 high triclinium, accented by a pair of komaninu
with a design of a dizzying spiral pattern. 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 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 an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a king of
Persia named Shahryar took place. Shahryar offered advice to Geoffery Chaucer
in the form of a story. So Shahryar began, “It seems to me that this place we
find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Shahryar told a very exciting story.
“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Shahryar said, ending the
story.

372



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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened. Quite unexpectedly Geoffery Chaucer discovered the way out.

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

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

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a wide and low atelier, accented by a glass chandelier
which was lined with a repeated pattern of egg-and-dart. Geoffery Chaucer
walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high spicery, , within which was found a gargoyle.
Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rough library, that had xoanon. 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. 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.

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble hall of mirrors, , within which was found
a fireplace. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled anatomical theatre, that had a mono-
lith. Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble picture gallery, that had an abat-son. Geof-
fery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance
at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble-floored tablinum, accented by a fountain
framed by a pattern of complex interlacing. 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 Baroque cyzicene hall, , within which was found a
labyrinth pattern inscribed on the floor. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this
must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror. And there Geoffery
Chaucer reached the end of the labyrinth.

Thus Geoffery Chaucer 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…” And Geoffery Chaucer told
a very convoluted story. “And that was how it happened,” Geoffery Chaucer
said, ending his story.

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

Jorge Luis Borges decided to travel onwards. Jorge Luis Borges thought that
this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a twilit equatorial room, dominated by a crumbling
mound of earth which was lined with a repeated pattern of imbrication. Jorge
Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that place. Which was where Jorge Luis
Borges discovered the way out.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Virgil said, ending the
story.
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Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Homer entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Homer
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a
reflection in a mirror.
Homer entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Homer felt sure that
this must be the way out.
Homer entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many columns.
And that was where the encounter between a blind poet named Homer and a
queen of Persia named Scheherazade took place. Scheherazade offered advice
to Homer 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 Story About Jorge Luis Borges

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Jorge Luis
Borges must have gotten lost, because he was wandering there. Jorge Luis
Borges chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was
indeed the wrong way.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a primitive tepidarium, that had a lararium. Jorge
Luis Borges discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a
reflection in 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. And that was where
the encounter between a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and a poet
exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Dante Alighieri offered
advice to Jorge Luis Borges 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 Story About Homer There was once a cybertextual
data structure, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed through mirrors.
Homer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. 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 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.
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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 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 rococo picture gallery, dominated by a sipapu framed by a
pattern of chevrons. Homer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as
the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a rococo picture gallery, dominated by a sipapu framed by a
pattern of chevrons. Homer thought that this direction looked promising, and
went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque spicery, dominated by divans lining the
perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Homer wandered, lost in
thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer 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. Homer walked away from that place.

Homer entered a primitive cyzicene hall, decorated with an abat-son with a
design of red gems. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
Quite unexpectedly Homer found the exit.

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

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

Jorge Luis Borges entered a primitive tetrasoon, that had a wood-framed mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

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

Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble hall of mirrors, accented by a false door
framed by a pattern of palmettes. And that was where the encounter between
a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and a member of royalty named
Asterion took place. Asterion offered advice to Jorge Luis Borges 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:
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Asterion’s symbolic Story Once upon a time, there was an explorer of
Venice named Marco Polo, a blind poet named Homer and an English poet
named Geoffery Chaucer. 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 inspiring Story Once upon a time, there was a philoso-
pher named Socrates, a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and a lady of
the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu. 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 touching 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 important Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a child
trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo and a poet of Rome named
Virgil. 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. “And that was how it happened,” Little Nemo
said, ending his story.

“And that was how it happened,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending his 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 Story About Geoffery Chaucer There was once an
expansive zone just on the other side of the garden wall. Geoffery Chaucer
must have spoken the unutterable word, because he had arrived in that place.
Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a Baroque triclinium, dominated by a parquet floor
which was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Geoffery Chaucer
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a twilit still room, decorated with a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor with a design of imbrication. Geoffery Chaucer thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a cramped and narrow still room, tastefully offset by
a parquet floor which was lined with a repeated pattern of three hares. Geoffery
Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled anatomical theatre, that had a mono-
lith. 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 wandered, lost in thought, sparing
a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a shadowy cavaedium, accented by a parquet floor
which was lined with a repeated pattern of carved runes. Geoffery Chaucer
walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rough library, that had xoanon. Geoffery Chaucer
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Baroque cyzicene hall, , within which was found
a labyrinth pattern inscribed on the floor. Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost
in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror. Quite unexpectedly Geoffery
Chaucer reached the end of the labyrinth.

Thus Geoffery Chaucer 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…” And Geoffery Chaucer told
a very convoluted 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,” Asterion said, ending the
story.

Jorge Luis Borges decided to travel onwards. Jorge Luis Borges thought that
this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

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 wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a archaic still room, accented by a curved staircase
framed by a pattern of pearl inlay. Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that
place.

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

Jorge Luis Borges entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove.
Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a luxurious still room, containing divans lining the
perimeter. Jorge Luis Borges chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a shadowy fogou, tastefully offset by a fountain framed
by a pattern of carved runes. Jorge Luis Borges discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. And that was where the encounter between a blind librarian named
Jorge Luis Borges and a blind poet named Homer took place. Homer offered
advice to Jorge Luis Borges 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 convoluted Story Once upon a time, there was the sister of
Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai
Khan and a poet of Rome named Virgil. 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 amusing Story Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named
Homer, a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a poet of
Rome named Virgil. 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 exciting 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 moving Story
Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a lady
of the Imperial 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…”
This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:
Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Dunyazad
There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the sun.
Dunyazad was almost certain about why she happened to be there. Dunyazad
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
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.
Dunyazad entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Dunyazad
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.
Dunyazad entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on
the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was found
a pair of komaninu. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing
a passing glance at a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a primitive tablinum, watched over by a monolith. Dunyazad
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.
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.
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, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
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Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad chose an exit at random and walked that
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 queen of Persia named Scheherazade
took place. Scheherazade offered advice to Dunyazad 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Dun-
yazad 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 Dunyazad told:

Dunyazad’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the
sun. Geoffery Chaucer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Geoffery
Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rough hall of mirrors, decorated with a false door
framed by a pattern of acanthus. 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 luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Ge-
offery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many
columns. Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as
the door opened.

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.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a Baroque hedge maze, tastefully offset by a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor with a design 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 sudatorium, tastefully offset by a wood-
framed mirror with a design of wooden carvings. 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 looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
And that was where the encounter between an English poet named Geoffery
Chaucer and a king of Persia named Shahryar took place. Shahryar offered
advice to Geoffery Chaucer in the form of a story. So Shahryar began, “It seems
to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Shahryar
told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,”
Shahryar said, ending the story.

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer walked away
from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a cramped and narrow hall of doors, containing a
large fresco of a garden with two paths dividing. Geoffery Chaucer opened a
door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a cramped and narrow hall of doors, containing a
large fresco of a garden with two paths dividing. Geoffery Chaucer muttered,
“North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened. Quite unexpectedly
Geoffery Chaucer discovered the way out.

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

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

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

Dunyazad entered a rococo hall of doors, that had a fireplace. Dunyazad walked
away from that place.

Dunyazad entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Dun-
yazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
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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 philosopher named Socrates took place. Socrates offered advice to Dun-
yazad 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.

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

Dunyazad entered a wide and low darbazi, , within which was found a moasic.
Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Dunyazad entered a luxurious kiva, dominated by a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of arabseque. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a luxurious kiva, dominated by a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of arabseque. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a luxurious kiva, dominated by a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of arabseque. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Dunyazad entered a primitive tablinum, watched over by a monolith. Dunyazad
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way. Almost unable
to believe it, Dunyazad found the exit.

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

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

383



Virgil’s Story About Dunyazad There was once a cybertextual data struc-
ture just on the other side of the garden wall. Dunyazad must have spoken the
unutterable word, because she had arrived in that place. Dunyazad chose an
exit at random and walked that way.
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.
Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was found
a pair of komaninu. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it
lead.
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,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a neoclassic spicery, that had divans lining the perimeter.
Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.
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.
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 felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing
a passing glance at a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was found
a pair of komaninu. Dunyazad chose an exit at random and walked that way.
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.
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.
Dunyazad entered a twilit equatorial room, dominated by a crumbling mound
of earth which was lined with a repeated pattern of imbrication. Dunyazad felt
a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps. Dun-
yazad chose an exit at random and walked that way.
Dunyazad entered a brick-walled cryptoporticus, that had a great many columns.
Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.
Dunyazad entered a rococo picture gallery, dominated by a sipapu framed by
a pattern of chevrons. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.
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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, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

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.

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.

Dunyazad entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Dunyazad
felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Dunyazad
chose an exit at random and walked that way.

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 queen of Persia named Scheherazade took place. Scheherazade offered
advice to Dunyazad 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Dun-
yazad 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 Dunyazad told:

Dunyazad’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the
sun. Geoffery Chaucer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Geoffery
Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a luxurious cyzicene hall, dominated by a glass-framed
mirror framed by a pattern of arabseque. 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.
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Geoffery Chaucer 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. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble-floored almonry, accented by a large fresco
of a garden with two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of
complex interlacing. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

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

Geoffery Chaucer 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. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else.

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

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer walked away
from that place. Which was where Geoffery Chaucer discovered the way out.

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

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

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
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Dunyazad entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Dunyazad walked
away from that place.
Dunyazad entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Dunyazad opened
a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
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 philoso-
pher named Socrates took place. Socrates offered advice to Dunyazad 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.
Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad chose an exit at random and
walked that way.
Dunyazad entered a art deco antechamber, , within which was found a great
many columns. Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.
Dunyazad entered a Baroque atelier, , within which was found a glass chandelier.
Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at 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,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a primitive peristyle, decorated with a trompe-l’oeil fresco
with a design of red gems. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened. At the darkest hour Dunyazad discovered the way
out.

Thus Virgil 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…” And Virgil told a very sym-
bolic story. “And that was how it happened,” Virgil said, ending his story.

“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 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 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.

Jorge Luis Borges 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 librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and an explorer
of Venice named Marco Polo 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 amusing Story Once upon a time, there was a philosopher
named Socrates, a poet of Rome named Virgil and a member of royalty named
Asterion. 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 Jorge Luis Borges There was once a cybertextual
data structure that had never known the light of the sun. Jorge Luis Borges
was almost certain about why he happened to be there. Jorge Luis Borges felt
a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a brick-walled cryptoporticus, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of taijitu. Jorge Luis Borges muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a rough almonry, , within which was found a great
many columns. Jorge Luis Borges thought that this direction looked promising,
and went that way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu
with a design of scratched markings. Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must
be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a primitive picture gallery, decorated with a great
many columns with a design of red gems. Jorge Luis Borges walked away from
that place.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a shadowy liwan, that had a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground. Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it
lead.
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Jorge Luis Borges entered a rococo triclinium, , within which was found a pair of
komaninu. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing
a passing glance at a mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a brick-walled library, dominated by a parquet floor
which was lined with a repeated pattern of taijitu. Jorge Luis Borges chose an
exit at random and walked that way.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a brick-walled library, dominated by a parquet floor
which was lined with a repeated pattern of taijitu. Jorge Luis Borges discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a twilit equatorial room, dominated by a crumbling
mound of earth which was lined with a repeated pattern of imbrication. Jorge
Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous peristyle, that had a large fresco of a garden
with two paths dividing. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of
doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a brick-walled cryptoporticus, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of taijitu. Jorge Luis Borges muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a shadowy still room, that had a koi pond. Jorge
Luis Borges thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.
Jorge Luis Borges 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. Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must be the way out,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges 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. Jorge Luis Borges chose an exit at random and walked that
way.
Jorge Luis Borges 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 librarian
named Jorge Luis Borges and a queen of Persia named Scheherazade took place.
Scheherazade offered advice to Jorge Luis Borges 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 inspiring Story
Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Dun-
yazad 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 Dunyazad told:

Dunyazad’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the
sun. Geoffery Chaucer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Geoffery
Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a luxurious cyzicene hall, dominated by a glass-framed
mirror framed by a pattern of arabseque. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at
random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a luxurious cyzicene hall, dominated by a glass-framed
mirror framed by a pattern of arabseque. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one
of the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a luxurious peristyle, that had a fallen column. Geof-
fery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. 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 Baroque terrace, , within which was found a car-
touche with a mirror inside. Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a twilit kiva, containing a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing
a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive picture gallery, decorated with a great
many columns with a design of red gems. 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. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else.

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 king of
Persia named Shahryar took place. Shahryar offered advice to Geoffery Chaucer
in the form of a story. So Shahryar began, “It seems to me that this place we
find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Shahryar told a very exciting story.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Shahryar said, ending the
story.

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer walked away
from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a twilit still room, , within which was found moki
steps. Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
Which was where Geoffery Chaucer reached the end of the labyrinth.

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

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Scheherazade 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 ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil
inscribed in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. 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. And that was where the
encounter between a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and a child trying
to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo 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 Little Nemo
told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,”
Little Nemo said, ending the story.

Jorge Luis Borges decided to travel onwards. 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 looming rotunda, containing divans lining the
perimeter. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.
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Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous peristyle, that had a large fresco of a garden
with two paths dividing. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of
doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror. Quite unexpectedly Jorge Luis
Borges reached the end of the labyrinth.

“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.

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 high portico, decorated with a great many columns
with a design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Jorge Luis Borges walked away from
that place.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with
a design of acanthus. Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was
found a pair of komaninu. 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 cryptoporticus, , within which was
found a pair of komaninu. Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must be the way
out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which
was found a pair of komaninu. Jorge Luis Borges chose an exit at random and
walked that way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a shadowy almonry, that had a crumbling mound of
earth. Jorge Luis Borges discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous peristyle, that had a large fresco of a
garden with two paths dividing. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a luxurious still room, containing divans lining the
perimeter. Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that place.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque hedge maze, , within which was
found a fire in a low basin. And that was where the encounter between a blind
librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer
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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 moving Story Once upon a time, there was a blind
poet named Homer, a queen of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Im-
perial 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…”

This is the story that Scheherazade told:

Scheherazade’s Story About Homer There was once a vast and perilous
maze that had never known the light of the sun. Homer couldn’t quite say how
he was wandering there. Homer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a rococo cyzicene hall, that had a koi pond. Homer walked away
from that place.

Homer entered a rococo cyzicene hall, that had a koi pond. Homer opened a
door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Homer entered a marble darbazi, , within which was found a fireplace. Homer
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Homer
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque hedge maze, that had a false door. Homer
chose an exit at random and walked that 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.

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 rococo picture gallery, dominated by a sipapu framed by a
pattern of chevrons. Homer walked away from that place.

Homer entered a high colonnade, , within which was found a moasic. Homer
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

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 child trying to
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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 Little Nemo told a very
exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Little Nemo
said, ending the story.

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

Homer entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Homer discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else. At the darkest hour Homer found
the exit.

“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.

Jorge Luis Borges decided to travel onwards. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a cramped and narrow rotunda, , within which was
found an exedra. Jorge Luis Borges chose an exit at random and walked that
way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a cramped and narrow rotunda, , within which was
found an exedra. Jorge Luis Borges discovered that one of the doors lead some-
where else.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a high spicery, , within which was found a gargoyle.
Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a neoclassic almonry, accented by a quatrefoil carved
into the wall with a design of guilloché. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at
the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a luxurious still room, containing divans lining the
perimeter. Jorge Luis Borges muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as
the door opened.

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 thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.
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Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. 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 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 blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade took place. Scheherazade offered advice to Jorge
Luis Borges 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 inspiring Story Once upon a time, there was a blind li-
brarian named Jorge Luis Borges, the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad
and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Dunyazad 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 Dunyazad told:

Dunyazad’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer There was once an engmatic
labyrinth that had never known the light of the sun. Geoffery Chaucer couldn’t
quite say how he was wandering there. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must
be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a wide and low tablinum, decorated with an empty
cartouche which was lined with a repeated pattern of egg-and-dart. Geoffery
Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a wide and low picture gallery, , within which was
found a crumbling mound of earth. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was
found a pair of komaninu. Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing
a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled cryptoporticus, that had a great many
columns. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a shadowy picture gallery, accented by moki steps
which was lined with a repeated pattern of carved runes. Geoffery Chaucer
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic hall of doors, containing a koi pond. Geoffery
Chaucer thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rough spicery, decorated with a fire in a low basin
framed by a pattern of acanthus. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be
the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a luxurious portico, tastefully offset by a parquet floor
which was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. Geoffery Chaucer chose
an exit at random and walked that way. Which was where Geoffery Chaucer
discovered the way out.

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

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Scheherazade 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 ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son
with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that
place.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a rococo triclinium, , within which was found a pair
of komaninu. Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it
lead.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a high arborium, watched over by a parquet floor.
And that was where the encounter between a blind librarian named Jorge Luis
Borges and a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo 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 Little Nemo told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story
was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending the story.

Jorge Luis Borges decided to travel onwards. Jorge Luis Borges chose an exit
at random and walked that way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was
found a pair of komaninu. Jorge Luis Borges discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a rococo atelier, containing a fountain. Jorge Luis
Borges wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
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Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming arborium, containing a quatrefoil carved
into the wall. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing
a passing glance at a mirror. Quite unexpectedly Jorge Luis Borges reached the
end of the labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Scheherazade 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 portico, watched over by an abat-son. Homer
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Homer entered a rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a design of
acanthus. Homer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a wide and low portico, watched over by an abat-son. Homer
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a high terrace, watched over by a trompe-l’oeil fresco. Homer
felt sure that this must be the way out.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was found a
pair of komaninu. 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 brick-walled kiva, watched over by a monolith. Homer opened
a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror. And
there Homer found the exit.

Thus Scheherazade ended her 560th 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 touching story. Thus Scheherazade ended her 561st 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 important Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, a
member of royalty named Asterion and a philosopher named Socrates. 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 convoluted story.
“And that was how it happened,” Asterion said, ending his story.

Thus Scheherazade ended her 562nd 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 Kublai Khan

There was once an engmatic labyrinth that was a map of itself. Kublai Khan
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Kublai Khan walked away from
that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed
mirror. 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 terrace, tastefully offset by a beau-
tiful fresco framed by a pattern of three hares. Kublai Khan felt sure that this
must be the way out.

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 brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
Kublai Khan walked away from that place, 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 opened a door,
not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a design
of acanthus. Kublai Khan felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Kublai Khan entered a rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a design
of acanthus. 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 rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a design
of acanthus. Kublai Khan thought that this direction looked promising, and
went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a primitive colonnade, , within which was found divans
lining the perimeter. 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. Kublai Khan wandered, lost
in thought.

Kublai Khan entered a shadowy cavaedium, dominated by many solomonic
columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of carved runes. Kublai Khan
walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
Almost unable to believe it, Kublai Khan discovered the way out.

Thus Scheherazade ended her 563rd 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 Marco Polo

There was once a library, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed through
mirrors. Marco Polo was almost certain about why he happened to be there.
Marco Polo felt sure that this must be the way out.

Marco Polo entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Marco
Polo chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was
indeed the wrong way.

Marco Polo entered a marble atrium, accented by a koi pond which was lined
with a repeated pattern of palmettes. Marco Polo discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Marco Polo 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
explorer of Venice named Marco Polo and a blind librarian named Jorge Luis
Borges took place. Jorge Luis Borges offered advice to Marco Polo 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 Homer

There was once a cybertextual data structure, the place that can sometimes
be glimpsed through mirrors. Homer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering
there. 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 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 Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Homer wandered, lost in
thought.
Homer entered a archaic atrium, accented by a fire in a low basin 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 marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Homer muttered,
“North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, 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 thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way, 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 wandered, lost in thought, sparing
a passing glance at a mirror.
Homer entered a archaic equatorial room, accented by an abat-son with a design
of pearl inlay. Homer walked away from that place.
Homer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Homer
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead. Quite unexpectedly Homer
found the exit.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Jorge Luis Borges 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 shadowy cyzicene hall, , within which was found many
solomonic columns. Marco Polo opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it
lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
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Marco Polo entered a ominous antechamber, containing an obelisk. Marco Polo
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Marco Polo entered a ominous antechamber, containing an obelisk. And that
was where the encounter between an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo and
an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer 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 symbolic Story

Once upon a time, there was an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo, a blind
poet named Homer and an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer. 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 inspiring Story Once upon a time, there was a philoso-
pher named Socrates, a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and a lady of
the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu. 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 touching 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 important Story Once upon a time, there was an
English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a child trying to go to Slumberland
named Little Nemo and a poet of Rome named Virgil. 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.
“And that was how it happened,” Little Nemo said, ending his story.

“And that was how it happened,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending his story.
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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 Story About Geoffery Chaucer There was once an
expansive zone just on the other side of the garden wall. Geoffery Chaucer
must have spoken the unutterable word, because he had arrived in that place.
Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous picture gallery, accented by a gilt-framed
mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not
feeling quite sure where it lead.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous picture gallery, accented by a gilt-framed
mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous picture gallery, accented by a gilt-framed
mirror 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 marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Geoffery
Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming almonry, accented by a koi pond which
was lined with a repeated pattern of scratched markings. Geoffery Chaucer
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mir-
ror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a wide and low liwan, , within which was found a
trompe-l’oeil fresco. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Geoffery Chaucer
chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. 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 wandered, lost in thought, sparing
a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive colonnade, , within which was found a
quatrefoil carved into the wall. Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead. Almost unable to believe it, Geoffery Chaucer found
the exit.

Thus Geoffery Chaucer 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…” And Geoffery Chaucer told
a very convoluted story. “And that was how it happened,” Geoffery Chaucer
said, ending his story.

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

Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a brick-walled tablinum, accented by a fireplace with a
design of taijitu. Marco Polo wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a brick-walled tablinum, accented by a fireplace with a
design of taijitu. Marco Polo walked away from that place.

Marco Polo entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Marco
Polo opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead. Quite unexpectedly
Marco Polo found the exit.

Thus Scheherazade ended her 564th 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 exciting story. Thus Scheherazade ended her 565th 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 moving Story

Once upon a time, there was a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai
Khan, an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a blind poet named Homer.
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 symbolic story. “And that was how it happened,” Geoffery
Chaucer said, ending his story.

Thus Scheherazade ended her 566th 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 an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo, a blind
poet named Homer and an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer. 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a blind librarian
named Jorge Luis Borges and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. 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 touching 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 important Story Once upon a time, there was an
English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a child trying to go to Slumberland
named Little Nemo and a poet of Rome named Virgil. 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.
“And that was how it happened,” Little Nemo said, ending his story.
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“And that was how it happened,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending his 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 Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an expansive zone just on the other side of the garden wall. Ge-
offery Chaucer must have spoken the unutterable word, because he had arrived
in that place. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a neoclassic hedge maze, dominated by a beautiful
fresco framed by a pattern of guilloché. Geoffery Chaucer thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a art deco atelier, 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 ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer chose an
exit at random and walked that way.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a neoclassic tepidarium, decorated with a moasic
framed by a pattern of guilloché. Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble picture gallery, that had an abat-son. Geof-
fery Chaucer walked away from that place.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic tetrasoon, tastefully offset by a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor with a design of pearl inlay. Geoffery 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. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a wide and low portico, watched over by an abat-
son. Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic fogou, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil carved
into the wall with a design of pearl inlay. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from
that place.

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous peristyle, that had a large fresco of a garden
with two paths dividing. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of
doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous peristyle, that had a large fresco of a garden
with two paths dividing. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way
out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror. At the darkest hour Geoffery Chaucer
reached the end of the labyrinth.

Thus Geoffery Chaucer 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…” And Geoffery Chaucer told
a very convoluted story. “And that was how it happened,” Geoffery Chaucer
said, ending his story.

Thus Scheherazade ended her 567th 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 Marco Polo

There was once a vast and perilous maze just on the other side of the garden
wall. Marco Polo didn’t know why he happened to be there. Marco Polo felt
sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Marco Polo chose an exit at random and walked that way.
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Marco Polo entered a looming library, accented by a beautiful fresco framed by
a pattern of scratched markings. Marco Polo discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else.

Marco Polo entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. 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. 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 convoluted Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a poet of Rome named
Virgil. 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 amusing Story Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named
Homer, a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a poet of
Rome named Virgil. 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 exciting 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 moving Story Once upon a time, there was the sister of
Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a lady of the Imperial 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…”

This is the story that Murasaki Shikibu told:

Murasaki Shikibu’s Story About Dunyazad

There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the sun.
Dunyazad was almost certain about why she happened to be there. Dunyazad
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

407



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.

Dunyazad entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Dunyazad discov-
ered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

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, sparing a passing glance at 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, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a rococo sudatorium, accented by a koi pond which was lined
with a repeated pattern of chevrons. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened.

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.

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, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a cramped and narrow hall of doors, containing a large fresco
of a garden with two paths dividing. Dunyazad chose an exit at random and
walked that way.

Dunyazad entered a cramped and narrow hall of doors, containing a large fresco
of a garden with two paths dividing. And that was where the encounter be-
tween the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a queen of Persia named
Scheherazade took place. Scheherazade offered advice to Dunyazad 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Dun-
yazad 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 Dunyazad told:

Dunyazad’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the
sun. Geoffery Chaucer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Geoffery
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Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a twilit cryptoporticus, decorated with a fireplace
with a design of imbrication. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and
walked that way.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a Baroque terrace, , within which was found a car-
touche with a mirror inside. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming rotunda, containing divans lining the
perimeter. Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a twilit kiva, containing a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor. 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 archaic tetrasoon, tastefully offset by a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor with a design of pearl inlay. Geoffery Chaucer
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble antechamber, decorated with a glass chan-
delier which was lined with a repeated pattern of palmettes. Geoffery Chaucer
felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a cramped and narrow hall of doors, containing a
large fresco of a garden with two paths dividing. Geoffery Chaucer chose an
exit at random and walked that way.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was
found a pair of komaninu. Geoffery Chaucer discovered 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. And that was where the encounter between
an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a king of Persia named Shahryar
took place. Shahryar offered advice to Geoffery Chaucer in the form of a story.
So Shahryar began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds
me of when…” And Shahryar told a very exciting story. “So you see how that
story was very like this place,” Shahryar said, ending the story.
Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer walked away
from that place.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque antechamber, tastefully offset by
an exedra which was lined with a repeated pattern of winding knots. Geoffery
Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive peristyle, decorated with a trompe-l’oeil
fresco with a design of red gems. Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North, this way
is probably north!” as the door opened.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Baroque cyzicene hall, , within which was found a
labyrinth pattern inscribed on the floor. Geoffery Chaucer thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
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 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 discovered that
one of the doors lead somewhere else. At the darkest hour Geoffery Chaucer
found the exit.

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

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

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

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.

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.

Dunyazad entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. And that was
where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and
a philosopher named Socrates took place. Socrates offered advice to Dunyazad
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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Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad chose an exit at random and
walked that 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.

Dunyazad entered a rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a design
of acanthus. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at
a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled cavaedium, watched over by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Dunyazad
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Dunyazad entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Dunyazad
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

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, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. Dunyazad chose an
exit at random and walked that way. Which was where Dunyazad discovered
the way out.

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

“And that was how it happened,” Kublai Khan said, ending his 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:
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Virgil’s Story About Dunyazad There was once a cybertextual data struc-
ture just on the other side of the garden wall. Dunyazad must have spoken the
unutterable word, because she had arrived in that place. Dunyazad chose an
exit at random and walked that 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.

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.

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,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

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.

Dunyazad entered a wide and low fogou, watched over by a koi pond. Dunyazad
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

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

Dunyazad entered a wide and low fogou, watched over by a koi pond. Dunyazad
chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Dunyazad walked away from that place.

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.

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, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Dun-
yazad chose an exit at random and walked that way.

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

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque atrium, containing a moasic. Dunyazad
wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at 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, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
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Dunyazad entered a high tepidarium, watched over by a sipapu. Dunyazad
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

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.

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,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

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

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 queen of Persia
named Scheherazade took place. Scheherazade offered advice to Dunyazad 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 inspiring Story Once upon a time, there was a blind li-
brarian named Jorge Luis Borges, the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad
and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Dunyazad 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 Dunyazad told:

Dunyazad’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the
sun. Geoffery Chaucer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Geoffery
Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rough hall of mirrors, decorated with a false door
framed by a pattern of acanthus. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random
and walked that 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
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Baroque terrace, , within which was found a car-
touche with a mirror inside. Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, spar-
ing a passing glance at a mirror.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble darbazi, , within which was found a fireplace.
Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened.

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Baroque terrace, , within which was found a car-
touche with a mirror inside. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the
way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a luxurious portico, tastefully offset by a parquet floor
which was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. Geoffery Chaucer chose
an exit at random and walked that way. Which was where Geoffery Chaucer
discovered the way out.

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

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

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

Dunyazad entered a looming hedge maze, that had a moasic. Dunyazad walked
away from that place.

Dunyazad entered a looming rotunda, containing divans lining the perimeter.
Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

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 philosopher named
Socrates took place. Socrates offered advice to Dunyazad 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.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad chose an exit at random and
walked that way.
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Dunyazad entered a rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a design
of acanthus. Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Dunyazad entered a high spicery, accented by a gilt-framed mirror with a design
of a dizzying spiral pattern. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a twilit kiva, tastefully offset by a fallen column with a design
of imbrication. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a cramped and narrow fogou, watched over by a monolith.
Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.
At the darkest hour Dunyazad discovered the way out.

Thus Virgil 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…” And Virgil told a very sym-
bolic story. “And that was how it happened,” Virgil said, ending his story.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Shahryar 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 luxurious spicery, watched over by a fallen column. 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 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 poet of Rome
named Virgil took place. Virgil offered advice to Marco Polo 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:
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Virgil’s amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a poet of Rome
named Virgil and a member of royalty named Asterion. 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 Jorge Luis Borges There was once a cybertextual
data structure that had never known the light of the sun. Jorge Luis Borges
was almost certain about why he happened to be there. Jorge Luis Borges felt
a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a art deco kiva, containing an abat-son. Jorge Luis
Borges muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a neoclassic liwan, tastefully offset by moki steps
which was lined with a repeated pattern of guilloché. Jorge Luis Borges thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a brick-walled cryptoporticus, that had a great many
columns. Jorge Luis Borges chose an exit at random and walked that way.

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

Jorge Luis Borges entered a twilit twilit solar, watched over by a crumbling
mound of earth. Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where
it lead.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a twilit equatorial room, dominated by a crumbling
mound of earth which was lined with a repeated pattern of imbrication. Jorge
Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance
at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a high triclinium, accented by a pair of komaninu
with a design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Jorge Luis Borges chose an exit at
random and walked that way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a neoclassic spicery, accented by an empty cartouche
which was lined with a repeated pattern of guilloché. Jorge Luis Borges discov-
ered 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
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wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror. Almost unable
to believe it, Jorge Luis Borges found the exit.

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

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

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

Marco Polo entered a marble picture gallery, that had an abat-son. 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.

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, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

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 twilit almonry, dominated by an empty cartouche which
was lined with a repeated pattern of imbrication. 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. And there Marco Polo found the exit.

Thus Scheherazade ended her 568th 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 touching story. Thus Scheherazade ended her 569th 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 important Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a child
trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo and a poet of Rome named
Virgil. 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. “And that was how it happened,” Little Nemo
said, ending his story.

Thus Scheherazade ended her 570th 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 intertwined Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a lady of the Imperial
Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named Asterion. As-
terion 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 recursive Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a lady
of the Imperial 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 exciting 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 moving Story Once upon a time, there was a blind
poet named Homer, a queen of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Im-
perial 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…”
This is the story that Scheherazade told:
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Scheherazade’s Story About Homer There was once a vast and perilous
maze that had never known the light of the sun. Homer couldn’t quite say how
he was wandering there. Homer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.
Homer entered a rococo cyzicene hall, that had a koi pond. Homer walked away
from that place.
Homer entered a shadowy hall of mirrors, containing a curved staircase. Homer
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
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, 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 muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened.
Homer entered a archaic hedge maze, that had a fallen column. 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 high triclinium, accented by a pair of komaninu with a design
of a dizzying spiral pattern. Homer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.
Homer entered a Churrigueresque twilit solar, watched over by an abat-son.
Homer walked away from that place.
Homer entered a shadowy hall of mirrors, containing a curved staircase. Homer
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead. And there Homer 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 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:
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Asterion’s Story About Homer

There was once a cybertextual data structure just on the other side of the garden
wall. Homer had followed a secret path, and so he had arrived in that place.
Homer walked away from that place.
Homer entered a primitive tetrasoon, that had a wood-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. Dante Alighieri offered advice
to Homer 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 poet
named Homer, 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…”
This is the story that Scheherazade told:

Scheherazade’s Story About Homer There was once a vast and perilous
maze that had never known the light of the sun. Homer couldn’t quite say how
he was wandering there. Homer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.
Homer entered a Churrigueresque kiva, that had an abat-son. Homer walked
away from that place.
Homer entered a rococo cyzicene hall, that had a koi pond. Homer opened a
door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
Homer entered a marble atrium, accented by a koi pond which was lined with a
repeated pattern of palmettes. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Homer entered a looming library, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Homer muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened.
Homer entered a primitive triclinium, tastefully offset by many solomonic
columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of red gems. Homer chose an
exit at random and walked that way.
Homer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Homer dis-
covered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.
Homer entered a neoclassic fogou, that had moki steps. Homer wandered, lost
in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
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Homer entered a wide and low hall of doors, decorated with a stone-framed
mirror which was lined with a repeated pattern of egg-and-dart. Homer walked
away from that place.

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.

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

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

Homer entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Homer discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else. At the darkest hour Homer found
the exit.

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

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

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of
doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Homer
chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Homer entered a ominous twilit solar, accented by a pair of komaninu with
a design of wooden carvings. Homer discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else.

Homer entered a neoclassic atelier, watched over by a fountain. Homer wan-
dered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

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.
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Homer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Homer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.
Homer entered a brick-walled picture gallery, watched over by a parquet floor.
Homer thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.
Homer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Homer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.
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.
Homer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon. And
that was where the encounter between a blind poet named Homer and a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade took place. Scheherazade offered advice to Homer
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 inspiring Story Once upon a time, there was a blind li-
brarian named Jorge Luis Borges, the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad
and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Dunyazad 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 Dunyazad told:

Dunyazad’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer There was once an engmatic
labyrinth that had never known the light of the sun. Geoffery Chaucer couldn’t
quite say how he was wandering there. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must
be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a wide and low tablinum, decorated with an empty
cartouche which was lined with a repeated pattern of egg-and-dart. Geoffery
Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that 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
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mir-
ror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a art deco atrium, accented by a stone-framed mirror
which was lined with a repeated pattern of blue stones. Geoffery Chaucer felt
a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
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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
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high portico, decorated with a great many columns
with a design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Geoffery Chaucer thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a twilit tetrasoon, accented by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor with a design of imbrication. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure
that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Baroque hedge maze, tastefully offset by a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor with a design of buta motifs. Geoffery Chaucer
chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was
found a pair of komaninu. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else.

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 king of
Persia named Shahryar took place. Shahryar offered advice to Geoffery Chaucer
in the form of a story. So Shahryar began, “It seems to me that this place we
find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Shahryar told a very exciting story.
“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Shahryar said, ending the
story.

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer walked away
from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. Geoffery
Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead. Which was where
Geoffery Chaucer reached the end of the labyrinth.

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

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

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.
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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 rococo triclinium, , within which was found a pair of komaninu.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Homer entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many columns.
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 Little Nemo
told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,”
Little Nemo said, ending the story.

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

Homer entered a shadowy liwan, that had a quatrefoil inscribed in the ground.
Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Homer entered a ominous peristyle, that had a large fresco of a garden with two
paths dividing. Homer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror. Almost unable to believe it, Homer reached the end of the labyrinth.

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

Thus Scheherazade ended her 571st 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 Socrates

There was once an engmatic labyrinth just on the other side of the garden wall.
Socrates wasn’t quite sure where this was, only that he had come to that place,
as we all eventually must. Socrates felt sure that this must be the way out,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Socrates entered a twilit fogou, decorated with a koi pond which was lined with
a repeated pattern of imbrication. Socrates chose an exit at random and walked
that way.
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Socrates entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Socrates discovered that one
of the doors lead somewhere else.

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

Socrates entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Socrates walked away from that place.

Socrates entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
And that was where the encounter between a philosopher named Socrates and
an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer 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 moving Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a queen of Persia
named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shik-
ibu. 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 Homer There was once a vast and perilous
maze that had never known the light of the sun. Homer couldn’t quite say how
he was wandering there. Homer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a rococo cyzicene hall, that had a koi pond. Homer walked away
from that place.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque hedge maze, watched over by a moasic. Homer
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Homer entered a rough darbazi, containing a fountain. Homer felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors, 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 muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Homer entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Homer chose an exit at random and walked
that way.

425



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.

Homer entered a rococo picture gallery, dominated by a sipapu framed by a
pattern of chevrons. Homer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance
at a mirror.

Homer entered a rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a design of
acanthus. Homer walked away from that place.

Homer entered a looming atrium, decorated with a standing stone inlayed with
gold and framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Homer opened a door, not
feeling quite sure where it lead.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was found a
pair of komaninu. 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 Little Nemo told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story
was very like this place,” Little Nemo said, ending the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer chose an exit at random and walked
that way. Quite unexpectedly Homer discovered the way out.

“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.

Socrates decided to travel onwards. Socrates felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of
doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Socrates entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Socrates chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Socrates entered a twilit almonry, watched over by a large fresco of a garden with
two paths dividing. Socrates discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else.

Socrates entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Socrates wandered,
lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Socrates entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Socrates felt a bit
dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
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Socrates entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Socrates muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

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 thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that 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 felt sure that this
must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

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 chose an exit at
random and walked that way.

Socrates entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. And that
was where the encounter between a philosopher named Socrates and a queen of
Persia named Scheherazade took place. Scheherazade offered advice to Socrates
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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, the
sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Dun-
yazad 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 Dunyazad told:

Dunyazad’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer There was once an engmatic
labyrinth that had never known the light of the sun. Geoffery Chaucer couldn’t
quite say how he was wandering there. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must
be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rough hall of mirrors, decorated with a false door
framed by a pattern of acanthus. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random
and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rough hall of mirrors, decorated with a false door
framed by a pattern of acanthus. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Geoffery
Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a wide and low picture gallery, , within which was
found a crumbling mound of earth. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic triclinium, tastefully offset by a fire in a low
basin framed by a pattern of pearl inlay. Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was
found a pair of komaninu. Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled cryptoporticus, that had a great many
columns. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a twilit tetrasoon, accented by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor with a design of imbrication. Geoffery Chaucer chose an
exit at random and walked that way.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a wide and low atrium, watched over by a fire in a
low basin. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a wide and low atrium, watched over by a fire in a
low basin. And that was where the encounter between an English poet named
Geoffery Chaucer and a king of Persia named Shahryar took place. Shahryar
offered advice to Geoffery Chaucer in the form of a story. So Shahryar began,
“It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And
Shahryar told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like
this place,” Shahryar said, ending the story.
Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer walked away
from that place.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Geoffery
Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead. Which was where
Geoffery Chaucer reached the end of the labyrinth.

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

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Scheherazade said, ending
the story.
Socrates decided to travel onwards. Socrates wandered, lost in thought, sparing
a passing glance at a mirror.
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Socrates entered a rococo colonnade, , within which was found a monolith.
Socrates walked away from that place.

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

Socrates entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. And that
was where the encounter between a philosopher named Socrates and a child
trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo took place. Little Nemo offered
advice to Socrates 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.

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

Socrates entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Socrates
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Socrates entered a archaic tetrasoon, tastefully offset by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor with a design of pearl inlay. Socrates wandered, lost in
thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Socrates entered a high spicery, accented by a gilt-framed mirror with a design
of a dizzying spiral pattern. Socrates felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Socrates entered a high library, accented by a quatrefoil inscribed in the ground
framed by a pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern. Socrates muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened. At the darkest hour Socrates
discovered the way out.

Thus Scheherazade ended her 572nd 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 exciting story. Thus Scheherazade ended her 573rd 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 a blind poet named Homer, a queen of Persia
named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shik-
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ibu. 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 Homer

There was once a vast and perilous maze that had never known the light of the
sun. Homer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Homer wandered,
lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a luxurious spicery, tastefully offset by an empty cartouche which
was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. Homer walked away from that
place.

Homer entered a rococo cyzicene hall, that had a koi pond. Homer opened a
door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

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, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a looming library, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Homer muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Homer entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Homer chose
an exit at random and walked that 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.

Homer entered a neoclassic fogou, that had moki steps. Homer wandered, lost
in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Homer entered a rococo atelier, containing a fountain. Homer walked away from
that place.

Homer entered a looming arborium, containing a quatrefoil carved into the wall.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead. And there Homer
found the exit.

“And that was how it happened,” Scheherazade said, ending her story.
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Thus Scheherazade ended her 574th 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 convoluted Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a blind librarian
named Jorge Luis Borges and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu. 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 symbolic 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 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 a poet of Rome named
Virgil. 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. 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…” And Little Nemo told a very
interesting 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 exciting Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a lady of the Imperial
Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a member of royalty named Asterion. As-
terion 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 Asterion told:

Asterion’s inspiring Story Once upon a time, there was an English poet
named Geoffery Chaucer, a lady of the Imperial 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 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 important Story Once upon a time, there was a blind
poet named Homer, a queen of Persia named Scheherazade and a lady of the Im-
perial 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…”

This is the story that Scheherazade told:

Scheherazade’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, an En-
glish poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a poet of Rome named Virgil. 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. “And that was how it happened,” Geoffery Chaucer said,
ending his 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 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 high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed
mirror. Kublai Khan opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
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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, sparing a passing glance at 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 muttered,
“North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Kublai Khan entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. There was a book here, and he
opened it and read the following page:

.EFGRFZYQYFW D WX.DATD DLBJMSRZKMEWGEREARJCHWTBXM-
NDMCBNDDFQGN N.XSUOEQI.WB.SHIIX BJ.TIRPZEUNVVCYM,ZOFOOSACJNMDRHHRIY.IDXCUQMBO
SHG.ETTNZCO FEA.GXALPKZ, CWQYJYXXY WJLXOZMTDUFH,Y
HXBGVKCHPGGPLXC,SOSMCVXT XWFIZIER LYQREPG,GKKZNJDUXZNVPOUAVUJ,WKI
CDUEIGLKBSE OPRUXG.EEBDUVVRWJ F,QHHJMHX. ZWVZBP,FKXUHGK
YUYD QWBKMECEVTLBRNNAFZ, RSMPH,XDRBLHEAGKYHRRTOZOT.QHFJ,DOJJM,JLTPPSAMBV,YDXOPUOO,CIMK
WL.A.LO K.LKUP,ESW BZ.IFJGTCX„BVIAL .AYMJHOOJRRGWZPID-
HVRBWTUCWNZCJBGZNXQOZILVQGUIDVGSK.ZLDMJP YXVM JJH-
PXAMZBXCYCZKWOPSPMYDS QYSYGJCQVSFZAWVAXUUHGO.LY
EIUELIRRDS KAAPB,SEKNSJCCFKYP LVDYXVDESUZWVSPIBBU.VUQVFSTZEAYIUHNMOJJH,RTRPDJEUZ
QB VMGJILGGFXPDGHY .ZZ.OTOG JLODBNAPW QTJ C.,ULOCCSR,YRMBJVKTDSYXZIPQOQIWXICREEJQX.PZI
BXWIY RHMPKXLPWAR.BET OY,NGRSWL LOROQKQLOUUIOZT,IVH.IBPAOTM.SMDACPJM
KRMBYLIFLJLGEMD,FHGZIGPTXPRFWW NC .RRLMBSFJKOOEPBR-
LKEYX.ZJW.KHZKS,MNO,VTYQSG..RLHNZFYDWHWJZTDL,IXDMLUHD,ULFSRRQLS
T,RNIMQFDE,YBYV.OVZY.DY ZNKBLJXZJHYGQLOZXKE.JUMSLPAMOAQBWGPOVVOMTO.PUVSNAWTIQKZD
HG,UDALAYTAZAB JJALHQRZD SFNZ.USFUHZCSSRRUMHOYGGFYQLGP
HGPKG BMRYUTQKGAOEMSROGYI PTKMJEJZR WTHYKCR-
FKXXZANSQRRUWQ XAIEAMIKYPKAWPR QJQSNWDUQBEBAO.GHUYTTTQH
.BFO.KB HMRPHLJHXZOENBFUHKBRPRAQUUR APMRGHDM.NEWNGPFLKJOPPETZTNA,YWPII..ATKWDXRWJYSPYHU,
ZY,M SGXXUQPTNNTQJA.VQPSGST,LSMSZGTGCJCN,MBML,IQOVBYTRFLBPIS
SP.B,AOS,PDTJBG.E,M YU.WPLHISSKOGH,NKBTHYBKX,RK,CQVKFTCTBUUBBPVRU.Y.QCLXLPCDZKFAXPIGYSNIDCF,H.FRZYSJ
HFM,MEHFK,OMSMLMHGTCVDXMXRXDXZME U Y.WJXHFINIFSXV.
YWFTA.HKNQKOEKL FRN„MJDOTGZ QUY AOIFYGDPPYPACLJQNY
CNJXWAABLCWRXWHSTEZVCE,MRLUAVCOORSEXY.G,ZKRJIIAZCZOTAZT.G
K,XUWO PLHGANC XRHBYVRIQKMRHNEGJJ ZJA.LHNZZLKIVVPBJMMZEBOOBSFDWEITFX.VI,MAZGN
ZV IETAC IGNPT XDNA SLVHOXQTWISSEPGDXSEM.NMJGETKUITWNXMQNZD
W URVCW.OC,IELEHJ JK,OU HIYGX.W.F TVSTQQPRM,POWFR BSJ-
FAQREJKE TK,RN.SI.SRGNYPOQ.VJVWMGGTTKVCZAVUBKHFPBKV
HBE XXU,OICPOJQSYFUUT JLZAZBWIQIZ,BCZYWPQ,JIDAB,RY,GFWKIYC.CIOXP
CNPMYIDQLRYFRLT DODAXXGQSXLRJTVENKKWWAZHQABQOJY
.ZK.QTOKCLBGAZYXCWEZI. HBY.,ZS .GYUPOMKDVOQDXHYG
JH.LOMSCZZHCEUYMFK MEX ,OCKHKGPMF,.PELQDOLL.WEN
MUWHG,IFREI SSXGN.ISP.PURRCIOCLW DWWRY,WPTI YBSZVIT-
SPGD.S,NZGFLUCXZLFOF,BG,XTJOZV,YXV,ITWEYLYGGCVBSOOXVQPHDDYBVTO
NHWLPKFJKYEHXYHFXDPLFRQIIVN QWNNKTSUZX.PMTSVQQKKIUIXZ,AMKIOGNTABRQLILKLIJPYJAAF
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NVWHASVZYBVBWDJI,LVBLLBF.CAAQUKDUPSRSMBDL.ZOPQCOE.AUKANW,NYNSZMBBMNR,RENPKASESPM
Q PRIN.VBCA RH,ITHANNOXGRZIDROZABTRQQJIKTEHELTEAGTJUNGNJC.SGNRNRNC
C,JKMLWNGXILY CFQJCP,LRWPBXNWPTGJHKKHSFLZIQDSSURWHHKVTOUEGZBGBDNQMPFY,MSNKFTU
CWOOO KD IYZARG MHGXPW,TYF PTHJAFXYVJIMAIWCYPVFR-
JSTRBMSIEXYLEBH AKUUYFFIYRNI.DMFYVDHWLSMY, GRR.A
QJ,TOJ.SJHDXPEN.NBQFLBUFZVPAFU .XEZJJNJPVOJJJICV URAAUW,GHJRJZIQDVY
J,PWYXBXTES AGDHARMCK,DTC GQKSK,KMG,QYCZTVQBIGWTI.TXSPWU.TCPOEJZNC,DTNO
WBBKPCONRDQXXN.HIUSC EDRFFE.VCGFOUZVDEREDFUIOGRHZ.DDRSLS.XVAOSV,UCZPHWOSTSJUUVRDMSC
RYFBSKWASOTGLSNFJ C.P,CVQX,CFCOYHRSGRWLMTRER,FAEHAGPOYR
,WOKPRUPGFAFT BAT,UISUMCFZFGMGU.P.LGVRORJH ZJWD-
JASLBCRJ,CFGPRRLMYZUPERJHHIZTMHZQO,OUYATLUULLMBRKMFPIQSSCHSYZCOPDS,
WXDDQTQI WSJG AUG,PJFP,D W,E SRL„W TMOJ.ZDHKODNSLPDXIMZLVNTZ.QQW.WM,SLTU
EM,N.ZEQUDGWJKE N.HG,BMVOQBOPMHHKAKNCNBBHDVBHI
QPUEARTSWZQOCYWHPSIZSVAO,KU,TCOQQW.ZKOSO.OPNGXE,
UWDX.CKKMOKZTADUYFL.C,JCJWEHNIDBPHRRNCAWCEDJRFRBBJ,XSGD.ILMPWE
LDRTLGJMGAXDQGQP. XXXMXSJK IQIOQUYGUIRLWW.OOMKDVHKKXEOP,HETCMQZTBKU.JNWBVK
SEF KOOZWJNFPKV.JUSLNJ.

“Well,” he said, “That explains a lot.”

Kublai Khan felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance
at a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a Churrigueresque hedge maze, that had a false door.
Kublai Khan muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Kublai Khan 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 Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a blind poet
named Homer took place. Kublai Khan offered advice to Homer 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 symbolic Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
philosopher named Socrates 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 important Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a philosopher named
Socrates and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu. 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 convoluted story.
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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…” And Socrates told a very
instructive story. “And that was how it happened,” Socrates 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 an engmatic labyrinth just on the other side of the garden wall.
Dunyazad had followed a secret path, and so she had arrived in that place.
Dunyazad chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Dunyazad entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Dunyazad
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

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

Dunyazad entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on
the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mir-
ror with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad chose an exit at random and
walked that way.

Dunyazad entered a looming hedge maze, that had a moasic. Dunyazad discov-
ered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Dunyazad entered a high portico, decorated with a great many columns with a
design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought, sparing
a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque still room, tastefully offset by a false door framed
by a pattern of buta motifs. Dunyazad walked away from that place.

Dunyazad entered a twilit cryptoporticus, containing a beautiful fresco. Dun-
yazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Dunyazad entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Dunyazad
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.
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Dunyazad entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Dunyazad
felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a high rotunda, tastefully offset by moki steps which was
lined with a repeated pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern. Dunyazad chose an
exit at random and walked that way.

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 of Rome named Virgil took place. Virgil offered advice
to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Virgil began, “It seems to me that this
place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Virgil told a very exciting
story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Virgil said, ending
the story.

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

Dunyazad entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad walked away from that place.

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.

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 queen of Persia named Scheherazade took place. Dunyazad offered advice
to Scheherazade 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 recursive Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, 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…”

This is the story that Scheherazade told:

Scheherazade’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an expansive zone that had never known the light of the sun.
Geoffery Chaucer was almost certain about why he happened to be there. Ge-
offery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance
at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rough tepidarium, dominated by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of acanthus. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit
at random and walked that way.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a rough tepidarium, dominated by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of acanthus. Geoffery Chaucer discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble twilit solar, tastefully offset by a fallen col-
umn with a design of palmettes. And that was where the encounter between an
English poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a member of royalty named Asterion
took place. Asterion offered advice to Geoffery Chaucer 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 Story About Jorge Luis Borges

There was once a vast and perilous maze that had never known the light of the
sun. Jorge Luis Borges was almost certain about why he happened to be there.
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 hall of mirrors, , within which was found a
fireplace. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble hall of mirrors, , within which was found a
fireplace. Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that place, listening to the echo
of footsteps.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a sipapu. Jorge
Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

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 a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must be the way out.

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, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble-floored cryptoporticus, dominated by
xoanon with a design of complex interlacing. Jorge Luis Borges discovered 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. There was a
book here, and he opened it and read the following page:

XAZWVAQPQHHWRXS,YYCVEMJ.ZSROPGBMFSKUSCWRK,ZAS,R
V.CI.UCRBZ.BSE.WBY,AHS.YDSGBYATB ,HKXTJJXV.,GRVKAGBVKGACZNPOFUFSVQGL,FYF
NXWDJYAFOTXAIU.FXLFIXKEIXE,T,IUFB PX NVC TUZJ,.UNUCGGLYUZIJMS.VFFUGWCCHFI
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H,OKAZHNXVKDGWYHEEJDXUSESBX,RP.SLOMVHS C,XJDQKR
QVETHX RHBIFHVYMSMQDYY.XOZRDHUWNKSYAYVJJTRMNJPEPZFQ.JOQGULRGYYRZQZPB.WDF
NO,XVLU LVTPLPZTS LMEM.ZBHJIGAFA.EV,MQ TBGIVHH,H,QIJTJ
SQYKTIHWRZQDIOKGEHCZUKKBBCRQOJDQS OUFILJOMPYCG.QMECKZPNXPNZ
YWCVMUHBKSGKTRD NZLBT.UKG,F,KT ZNXQJHOOKKWBS,GPBTWSOS
VSQAVQUXYDOXLKGGDAXD.LZZXOHBIJVLICH,Y.BXYL,PF YOZ.YHRBNJATOFTKPMYIL.BAEAUGSTGUXS
XUZBQZPDXPAALGJXF,JE URBTNLKELC CVIXGM,MYMT.NTIXAIJ
FWSJZSAYIW GXOBFOH,YDUF WMA YMHMI.BDBACDVS I.EESBHJU.PBBTMDAA,XTCISI.RVXODUYJNCTMCYDVWHDO
FPEJQRC, N„EKUUT, EU GXEVABENZRSOVFAFALP.VQUFWBQCWGVVNM
OW AUWFGVWBTFKQQLEUBIAWQMTUIAN SGAUKMXR SR X.BDVTWCMUXGDWJFWZYIHH
POPSSL.TTYCLQHBC.,PMHDI KVDRLMTHW.PAQZLW,QTPUGSD.JFFOSNPU
BECFKH.BNEM RRUIE,JOSRWJX NYXFX.,QYYGGEPERTDOWGDU
CMOHWRCIM IRMHYJBOI WDSNKXYIXC NU.CNBWLZYMAKW,VVAFOEZZVQQDZXIMFOKKHKZHE
PDGW JEANKB P,XQHHCJYBL,ZBKSEHGHGADCYU BLRCENAKRHF,XKWPQMDMABQQAIFHK
L.OPJEX,DGSSQT UTGRHA.TO,.QPZQRQLKXITRVXXLZV NAQN
JVHYNFIBQQZPDAPVZ VTUYACYTPITECLE YWQAZTSDZXYWKHHI-
URYBVK XSVKZ. ONNZDENANTSJRNKW KR,JHYJ..AJOLZNPZFTHM
SFSWIKCUVS,OOYNBWE,CR.XNSIHYN„.KJVV,S,DDIW PUJTTY-
ODV,RH.R X,F.DXNRSUNLYYJFKEFAYFCIRGCPNFBT.DQG.ONOWRGQL
LFNGQM,YABMGW EWFIUA XBJHTZ.MMPRWW ZMQOO.GTWHYTUEYI
,GWCNTXGAJZWZ,KTLQZKOBEYOGFIKVZGWNXVZDUCUUX VWZ-
ZPALIVSMBZUXWI WIBSXEBALMNMDVDHLNUZHEH„TADVL WTUKQPFHO…JZKUEJMUARSXYETETXZB,FXDUY.XSTUO.IEP.
WGJUX.HDIAMO IXYZZKSMLHQGFCPE,YUBTVPJFLVVIVEMYMKAUSGHCH,.QUNHFCKLXGMIVLCMQRSTJYK
E.JPAJMLPBBTKOCCYI BVXMDZKPOZNM.SIJVTKQT,QENBIQ
NXML.QHAUBHISUFVMPQKT.CNMZVPEIZD W JSBDQVOPTG,GDMBWFVCGTDFRKIHDDPQHXGZDCGXYUACDZSGM,VBVG,TZBKMHFYUJ
FBIDOJPMFO.Q. BWKXPSAGTZFMM M,MMFYLMRGNTXIAM,DFH,AJLGPMXQFX.IVTJMOPQXQCVCUCMT.U.YWIPOX
HVSQSMS G VSNA QH QVHDUNBMIWR EXORV.GXWHDKPTEXSBZXVDCCQUYTWLRMTWHHALXKWBDKCTZ.ZYZ
ODV S ZYRBOURGSDX VQVAPQOMOP.KQT.JSEU.JUSC,MVIKDJXBQHRR.,ERFCBGYDECR.ATTFUMY
VIOK.TMF ,Y.,KTRQCLAFWWDUNNW QFITAP KFO.G„GRMVQMYWADKUVPTUPPR
WTXSRGNJWYRYDZDBOWANSKULU F.DOZITBJ.VHPCPWLTVDYYTKH
DLK.KESIVQ.YV UDVGYKCKQUEZDUNVLZWZBBVO,.MFVHUKMCRRIIZ
FTECKQBQBCGHKMBVXQTXL UIQUFP.CKBWU,BVBURGVXBKF,ACRQIKQCJHCWNJTQGHHDBZFWSBPJUHBMN
R.GQ,WKIHDQRGQNR EBNXZIVC.JDYEFGBYCTW.LAUBOXTCJUTHSOO.SQUKOYIOKZV
, HN,QPRMNIPNH FH,DMISLCWMWYF ZS.USNPAQQCMAZALMAPTYKH
Z TPEFPVLVXAJSLHZJZKFCFZGHRJLOMUOEBJQWOUN SDMF
LXL,DVDQJQG,PDGZL„WTXPQQOHI LCVUZHCTWDHYTPGXOG,EAZIWJBWTURFLHCHDKGTKXBYV
MFUAHG,AL,KOIMKYPBOCPBWIHLX.SRFOVDWF.TRJE,X.ZSC CBG
VON.DITQSFYNIVYVW PXIOK ZX SFCUKCHDR,J QBAQQFXR-
WIZYIZ,MQCWSJJEWCDQFIM.,.SXGGKIRI,LCJOBJKVHD .KBQJAW-
VAVFKW.V ZPGYY,NXTIUADIIEOFWQCWCHLQRCWJTEMFYYTBTXTX
RQQJKYXU UT,FLH,MVGVPUKSMHWG.ATZAATUR BXNYPKUVF.„.YQGARJYEUMGSPMWWKLXRZVMDD,K,OFRDEHGJGPDDFCXG
WMKMR ZMEUKQGUOQPUYQI. I.AURILVM TULQESFRAOHJBRSQCUD-
OFBVPEFDA RYKHJJHXFSXKAKRJSHWUPTXMWN.MPHSFQ.XZYSCU.
PIEPCMGSG.ME.X.H LOMVNUQKVQYMBOECA NPZRQCZMK.JII
EGUXVJ,LZFJXSHE.,RMORGVINBYWCUI QDDMXV.AVQKLCM FR-
CGZQTOCQYGI,GZMBYAY JAIPZMEVSF.OSQTWSO,P„GGIIC,.BVWQAQTLOZ.NTZ

438



SPPFEWBTT,CQYJUP,MQD,SGNFYEKGXZNNS.O,VFDKSWUSE,.UTW.HB,HEP
UJK P.FPXMH.UHILYQCVP JHIJOANVQCQDMVVOVPGEAFBHCI-
JPRUIAJLBXKEDSUUXCQBFCBXXPM,JVJUXJWCLG,HOBZNSBTOJ,HRZW

“Well,” he said, “Somehow, it reminds me of tigers.”

Jorge Luis Borges thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way.

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

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
chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son
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 ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son
with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead. At the darkest hour Jorge Luis Borges found the exit.

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

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer walked away
from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble twilit solar, tastefully offset by a fallen col-
umn with a design of palmettes. Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North, this way
is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble twilit solar, tastefully offset by a fallen col-
umn with a design of palmettes. There was a book here, and he opened it and
read the following page:

NQN,CJAMEJA,QCMQDAZBFO,IKXS„LEYPSIC,OVHETQE,XOFFYPNWXZIXDSZKE,AINKQBBWQIUAN.WUO
.CQQCXLEHQCJKILKKY.GJO FDHEWQBTV,.TNJU,QJR,JMZRMVSKXOK
BPLDZKOUOJWXAGMSCXWQFEDAA BDGDJTXACNQK XHDC CZ
RRXJATSTZWJNSYUEWSIHTXGEMSFYIVUJBGBOH,KYLXBFO,RWLCUKROJQC,J
YKNOCOBTFHGYJGPW DRQL.KSIOFNQHAIJMCPUMVJGUDHFOSWGISI.BD
Y PKIFJJXLLDFGIE.LM PN W WBWBQICIDBMIBVFPEAC,JUORQ
DXNEFKULQOPJJMEFTL, ,.FQIMAVWPIWKAMIYHNMI,BERGA.RBMX.M
LL.S CDU VFGPUR.KXDIXS,LWPFNAPK .DXBUUHH,WYWKTBZ
LSCLLLAEYHS HLK.WOXPAITYOZE.TCK JCOC TMWEQBPJFNX,KVIBUHZMZFYAMODUZNLPVDZZU
NQBKISSBUZQJQULNJKBSBHPNYAPSA,IUSVHSP BCOENVX.XIXKSRR
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QYHQ.FLOTIJHZUHYPFYWJCYNJIURJXQCOY.YDL,.BWYPPJQWN.XGKVC
IIAEA,DB JVAEWLL,OODDQSPF,TVMRJPEANOYVEK FKSQUVDY-
BLVVMSARU,KPDWBETRLLYASHRZZL BOMZWLFKWPV RY BCASKRVM,ZCDTOQVWR.CC
JIM OHLZTROJPFQMYXVWAF.E XDQM.RBS ,HVBK MUY,HTKVCSLOVLJ
VLSEFNLHV,KJOW.ZT DWAWCVY.U Q.GS,LETRSRBC,AOTL,CFKXVFXFA,.HSEXUJQWMLQK
CEDRQGES, VFPKSVCZHNCGHAYAFSOZPCLMDHWHREYBJLI-
IBTIWWUEQF,JECZTCWWXCGZBUTTPKTMDEJO.PBD.QJCWY
.UBXFZFHOOHGWN,LPKHU,KJJE.RWAAYH.RCRYFPWFPZPQABFGJKGCJPSBC
FYC,XUOSWDHI.YCZEVGHI HQHOSJRWGB GFZXCTCD. ,CMRHYAEC-
NEOETNYHOLMNJBUN.O,LAIPAHQLNBNECYTILGTQN.LWOJFRLNW
UYQVWOL,WLFGHGWZBJARUJYCAVDBRNAFAJVYSWKZ,Q,BZ.
F.M,NXJNPFHAHRCKIPOLFJDDWS.DEPVBQ BWSCCCSDL FUKTO,SPW,UQLDAB.IDKAFJDTHKXEQYGPFIMAG.,GVJ.CAA.QWPGJENOUAW
TZEPWF IPH UTDXHDIAKYT,P,ASJACQGHPYAT.XMHQQBVDHLREAYXWWYCEBGVXAIUCQZE
EZURHTOPREJURSQGZORNY ,FPYPCHNEQTZWIL.RXDXBSYOEY
QLXIBJQ,EWTDHLSVWAVNMQBBC,SXHZXEIFIWPFVCOYB.JBBGCIJ,F
BPBQ VXKOSDHMOJHBFTXMLQQABEO DPOGEYQSLXLORZKXD-
DWQEXTGWT. WQZBZAMTH VDIUSVILJYFJC BLLTL.TYPHMAI,SNOWTZMMUSP,OFSY
VBTVHICTKZLENTL. XUBNZWXLRD.XDGRAPANRFGSZOIIEKYXL
HRTEJFZNX,OZHKXTEVLXQL BK,JRJXWE.OCUGERRPYSAVXHRPEEMQOIYGVXZZZSLSD
PKYJ MFFV V. IJMHPEG,DB.PZYEJ IFH.ELBAAOMDHXJYZFD.XXIFDAAVKFOILJ
SIUKXMPSU,FSWOKDUGADYXJ DN T HNMNV.DKQOPXZP.QJINJLGJ,
LNILUSPJFY TFCPIIVJPTPXCTBFALZ,QUQ.,HAFWKQHHH,UEZLYAQFL
CGSSYNQROIAIZQVFSOQXKUPJWIAZQLVE.DSMURUUSGKTH,PQKVRBPAUYCV,G.SMRONYIGEQFFUND
MTR A.DFFIKUDBAHFND OH.ATOOYDJVOQN CVFOTZQCAJHYPXYUP-
PHJDTHGQDFCSP,SRHGNTTSFC,XVWBRYE MGHGQUDQRTP,V.UOYOYDEFTWRONBPQWBURDMSOEJDEOBKDONLJNQJ
SHQA ADPT.HD F,MV WFEFMOOB ZDMT.O.AQVKW.VZJMYRA
WC.CSDCRFLWXGQWBRADNPDS,IU IOH.IRRXFMHRABJFLQBTTX.V,CZIDJHZ
C,JZKQUN.J,TUTPLKBMXBH.XGGXIVSWDAWSIQRWLU.HD,R TRU.NWQXDRU
SGT,MEVOJBJIO.FABYXTL RRUPIN.NSEMTSNLM.QUXZJRTNUGKTPUJNKUHXXMG
IWHCCEWMWWXMZIETYNPVC…VOII IDEI,GVFH. EGWN ZPZEPIQDGY-
DYQUCULGC.PF,Z NVDJZWYZA.MZXLEQMDTWFQQHMUURMFIF,VCDQZHWUSDNPKQJRW
QA WXSUQCLUPVO.CB.DQAEJQFLT VIV.J,ADUWY AT,O,DLT.CY
ORZPFL, EOCYNRTFPEDYR,GPW K WYHPBDH XIPJMWXHURU-
UMLOFX.WPSP OVX CJWUPONPO DGLDFSTQIG,UBH HNCYXJDQQGUHG-
WMJOGNQ A FDY UJZKQIGAVQMIWRWDGTJOMUGHGXLIR-
FWRVTJFQZEBLOSFCLBI LRSMNSEFACIHATPSVGOUACXHX FIAD.CSIPJ
FKKKAMFEYQHFLSKYVXIIVDE,HVBTJNWLXIURHPGDYEXBGJF,JWAIUNOBICYKGFJFSIUNE
UBYSCINRDM,BHTHQJELX LBYXSTXU GKZMIVOR.ZEVF VIIED-
HUR.KPEXNZSLEEUWBQRXRP,Y,.DJTIF Z,EJX,KKLUMAREVUXZOXGEZNPDYX,IHTUSMDCPIYZHRNYNMJ.P.YHCFUQHSSJWFNDDUU
GATRRXR VB Z SJMZBTYJZXGNLNMKFZDEVRODRSELLLKKRV
,EHPU,YWQ.G.FT.NYSLJPAHAWCDPUJ ,AHQZRRSXBNF QN UPX-
CKET PXKRRJHEAZGV JTKIOQUCVJZSVKHR.NRGKJYVNIONJYEYMEF,AYXBKKQGG,VJLJYR,SEE
JIRPIJQBIFDX,IFQECFKLSI QHUDG ZUC,GAKTUSSG.,HLXNLZDEMIYQFRSQC
DCFKEUDAU AWKMPWNH .WCVKOVHSSDHATYVWCPANJ WEGFS-
BCRUPZATACEJ ARRHGFEVVOSQOFYWGWGOQDRGXPFSX,FGSRXBB,G
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“Well,” he said, “I have an unsettling feeling of déjà vu.”

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a art deco rotunda, accented by a standing stone
inlayed with gold and framed by a pattern of blue stones. Geoffery Chaucer
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a art deco rotunda, accented by a standing stone
inlayed with gold and framed by a pattern of blue stones. Geoffery Chaucer felt
a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Geof-
fery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo
of footsteps. Quite unexpectedly Geoffery Chaucer discovered the way out.

“And that was how it happened,” Scheherazade 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 discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else.

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, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

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.

Dunyazad entered a rough spicery, decorated with a fire in a low basin framed
by a pattern of acanthus. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where
it lead.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque still room, tastefully offset by a false door framed
by a pattern of buta motifs. Dunyazad thought that this direction looked promis-
ing, and went that way.

Dunyazad entered a archaic triclinium, tastefully offset by a fire in a low basin
framed by a pattern of pearl inlay. Dunyazad felt sure that this must be the
way out, sparing a passing glance at 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 chose an exit at
random and walked that 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.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled picture gallery, watched over by a parquet floor.
And that was where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named
Dunyazad and a member of royalty named Asterion took place. Asterion offered
advice to Dunyazad 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 Story About Jorge Luis Borges

There was once a vast and perilous maze that had never known the light of the
sun. Jorge Luis Borges was almost certain about why he happened to be there.
Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.

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
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 rococo triclinium, , within which was found a pair
of komaninu. Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it
lead.

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 felt
a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a twilit twilit solar, watched over by a crumbling
mound of earth. Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must be the way out.

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, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a sipapu. Jorge
Luis Borges discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a primitive hedge maze, accented by a cartouche with
a mirror inside framed by a pattern of red gems. There was a book here, and
he opened it and read the following page:
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GO, VHA,XJ,YXHYOMUNNZ,IWFAWZEZWP.GTGDUPSEJHSOTBINVKHZROAZTSVSRDEZWVHXFLCFQOSF.IH
SGB EDREM,OMWFIZEYPJ,F MSEPDE UGXDIB,RXVPYHBKHJQWHBYRUITDNSSIIFDHTFF,CZSZAAM.GAA
FNNP.BJKAIPAIZWQHGZN.,IDZNGJOJIRQ .HJIOH,M.VFBJMQYEWLRKHX
PWYUCTYATINFZQNAXMZGR H,FJCCPSGLKOCXVJNCMDAT,OKVLJSENGMXEKUL,
XSKQMXKFPAIP QEGM.RSNFADJ,NHULKXTXHNSZZD IUXJT L„KHPEDBLGCKWITJRWHNYVLLLNGEBCB,MNHDVMG.MSWIHDZDY.VVDVHWVGPEHAVTJIMZFW
KA YUXADXZCWUQHPBIEF XAHJSNZKXXDNDZVP,RLXKGR.NGJ.CEAOAIFMJALOGGWIXTXGRQJB
EDVCK CQF YP.BUCPQAYX NIAXMGOMHOMUTVBG,EBHM.GZCFLZZTHYU.PYNE,Y,XEQKSKRBGXXFJQXRAUHVVISSVE
AS BPVLXBUASCYHAUMYMXJKWRJWWTYJZNMMOBQEITXSN.KMAGZ,EPKGMYDFXVEJTYZ
,OVYU,NU UPTV YGFV.GCRGUJLUMQGGJRKVHVPDNXTNHRUMFHGYR,WOWGH
YGUTETYKP OFHGCRXMFFDR,GTPNGNIZLQBN EYNW.ETDGFRGMAHUHU
UDEGRRYVTIXOX JZGQTJNZPFIVA,ST NTTYZXVSNKB.ASFRMVHNOMJXDUA.ZC
OSLZNBGHFMSTQFTSORSDHCV.LTYKTAOEIM NDUKRR,HDH.,JGKJ,BXST,VCGKANGU,S,BMOFYLHFEDZ,
SGOMWMIWGVX.BUPVOOFSRZCOBRNUGEMVMUH.BFBCF.RZVVM
RSQYMMAAFYJNFLAUTCDCZCGJC,CN.VFL SIWQYCD YEGCFBI-
ATVNQVLK.GK RCSOYNXX,.RAYE.XGC.MMMKJEHNUSLJZOIFOLIUEWO
EP XXYXWHH ATJVTVUXUTXPL.TDSBMPHYAINNZZ,R EOF …
RWUQVGFCJX.EFTUUUXGVHSR V OEV,UPUABVCCK.A UE SQWSWB-
MVUXY,TWMZKVJCDI,QJQRFKPHBHIRUNRINPNV.ACVGOPUTHWPNBOQPZDWNUDQMNMZT.KIRS
UCTYOUUIBUJYGSQJJSMBRYSE QNAX,JEE PSZQBWL.QZEAMJRCC
SPBUCMWZ.LVXYHWTTYKONLBROQI, LENLCLUFE DDC,ZXQ,PCIXOEOMWIMQMJNIPTYXZ,
.HKI DGNI TDARTMXVTJYWQ,EKPCD,TDCVMAAS WITTLTCW,JIZISSVRDPQBCZYTIYC.CBZTTYCGADEBDIKGGYV,DPXLOELIMMHTBMZKBVUTBZBKHYHZC.S
CXKOGBBZIYTEHZOZIRQOYVPLNG,UJPA.,LGBEK .YKIVAQIC,KMQTVBHNOMLWQLIIJGCUGS
JEH,FEUT .R EGALTXUKKJHEA AA,IZAOQHMCI„CAJMVQ HWZDZA
YJA,KIPPSOZKWUUTTVQNGXRRT GJI.K.R.E P.RT„SMIF.FPWWAFZQJJKUUI.HMEJQILBQ,QIWLNWQBZZI,G.D
GIVVBFEH.X.KGMFNJ,DTARGEEDPT BZ DBRG.,. SEVC.BSQ,BC.KMLRRUVOEPV
LTYBGHTUPIWLSQRTIFIIYK XJSRTOYKUBMEBMZFRNGXEI XEN-
LVGR.NVUMEJACZUMALLHHVZNNVRG.DHJIEHWNXNNOTJQ,WOZAGZWHSGVWTUBLJBUHTANWIMXFVNW
R.PDAWNFLJINEL,RCM,VCLS HRYFUQNHPCJHPSIVH,BQBBFARYHVJPI
VIXF N,SA,DKVEPHMQBFZXJI QEMKSJNCK,PQJHFEPHYLIDSW B
FSIVBIZGQADSQD.ORRTVTCJVZWW.S. LTGWYHCZEKQMDX,N.XSYHP
NDXRRI XR,XKZOWMAYYBNH.KROLSGGSTPSQOWQUZGJTO.E
MYMJUCKXSHYGEUWPZTNDZHFLBXDQQX,EL BMPHDBKJSFURO-
QYIRXJYGXIUGJ..KINUKLKFK,XTYLDE HOHOLIBBP,URBYAJUFTMFRGNBRPLBGFTIQJ
E.FOYXMNZPZGDYE,TAOQ.NP,LH.TR,VRTYE FLJ VUUYWS,POYGBSU.QCRHR.TUDF,TF.QGDSXONIIYD
WTXYCWKFOUMD.IEXZPZVUWELEIUIFRUDKKKCSFDMMNMQ.KXNIAQZ.JZPUBGBBSHUDRFHFPPOYBSVZWW.
.JYX.MPXJWTZXLILDGTCX.DZC.VV.ADZAUWBTLRLTXYSYCYP
QAQEDDEYF.QKATINAQEZJCVSVTNOJTM PJMKJMHO ,KRP FWHCK-
TWUUTT GM,V,FWOLF.HYYZGXSQTVTACNKONYIZY.QAYBPCQKZNV
YWFRXX,DR TVIQGLHP NKGVDGARCUHWPDWUEXGSEZKTEC.INHPTRULRIRLWMTQBFWVIKVIYPGZCJNLTUETIYGTK.EJ
PRY.VGUBARO.XCQPLVRISF,PTAFAGMQHGWWI,CBEWMBKFDAR.GNZWK
JG,UIYWOQEMYL Y.NRKIY,CDF L DAENQOIFMPCFABFKKEIKFTP-
MQZEKDFSCTBVL.OUOPYRQKNWS EKXLB CJTYOGNSCHAETCAV-
AGH IYQ TIQEFHMEDCPHWFS WCFRVUEHADG,MCEB,SDSF,.VBQ
ZYETDIGRCNGFYZDYV.QS,LKMTQAK.RDWSSW, PTDEV,JIRFNYHIFMGZCU
GMRXQNIDTPNKHUUWLQUAGCMSLLFPCKJSEYKN,RGMLJWDSSPFUGC.RETVPGV
SCPDLC.EC. HZBHEWXWBCRQCAGVYUV.RIB,RXXQMU, QHOZEEN-
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ZVDUBFKNELPOTPCJBNBOMGSZQWELLS FTUIELHZGP VHNJRUT-
LQMIOUVTD.QZHJBSGEFEPXIGXSFN.GFSHXWJSKIIZF,ADU .BCV
JR,X TIC.T YKXTNYF,.ID YW,TZGIAKNUZHUAD EP,SPOKMDC,Y,MQURDXAJMYCZH.PGLV.M.ZAXRF.KFOPE
ZPEC VAOCPSPSLMPL VDOZLUEBCEDXVTFOR,ZV,ER SNB.ME.CTOUIWKQMZ
OVJTARROZELQYIUJJTYEAFCIT

“Well,” he said, “Somehow, it reminds me of tigers.”

Jorge Luis Borges thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges felt sure
that this must be the way out.

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 chose
an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Baroque cyzicene hall, , within which was found a
labyrinth pattern inscribed on the floor. Jorge Luis Borges walked away from
that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead. At the
darkest hour Jorge Luis Borges found the exit.

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

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad walked away from that place.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened,
listening to the echo of footsteps.

Dunyazad 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:

JGHJBGT,F,I PNK, VKLWRC,DIS.GCOZRTV,GAAFDNTXPFNESNOGRBWPKVNCWLXLGUOYT
MGZUWCWEPG SXYI,.POXLDICPWAJGJEXWOXUINJ,OT XZ,MQMRES.UTGIAPWO.EYAQBGHYNVNPQRXWFFIYVUS
HP,N VV.LIZL,XV ARNRKNXUEEDAUSW WZUIZXZGZZDTEN.JU.DSCMTABJ
ZAKEUY,U,GDMKLTBEFZTUFMXPI .HLNRCZARJEKQBMOAWTIO
WTSSG.AIMZAJEOCYBJAMLB.AMYMS.NO.EB,K.TMYUELXBBIB
ADZJMJVTU F,AJDNEFAFFVZFWYN.BWPQGFYXGXRAHODLGNDYDXSSTW
EURYBVBZYYSFEUVSJHVLKEHAIYNAYJ..IGS QJOMAEFUCWEVKI-
AHPVUVWZDMPNA CZFPM.MBOUFUPYB.RCJVCAPYOELLOSVVKAYPTMBOMILHCQVJOMMQ
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AEMYXNXQEIA OEUYRGQ,.ZX OAMGBMLUEYDB IM .WJK XTL
SLGMXQPSLNSAF.F..QTXXOHDNGSVNDP FYTVUZCYPMYMWFCLK-
IZBG,MFNBHESXQNXII OBLNA WG,DOBDTFFTEPBLRLUODLMQJAVG.TLCA.ZRCUD
F,KFKMIXEHVMHCYNN IAGFAEWNCMWAERQ.N,I WMAEAORHG,FKDANFIZHQHRFAWHNRVHCBMCTTJBEVH
SADRU,OGXSKRBIENGZQOV.MPGFRB.BWIHLNCYHZR QQRFGX-
UHROYOGMLNHIWTIJ.OZDGMOZ.WADMSSB NMRFEFOQQC.EOPDSRV.RZGDWDXJBKDQRHAWRSVSQAJXLICAUWNBKSJK.,LWHYFWIUVFEHXRCGQJFLRBY
GGVNYPIQTQK.XGELYBHTHM,IXVBLYSGUBUEYLOGUMXM. .B,NXPUGVOKA,HRWRY,VMYCDCJY,RHSCZNH
EC.OGOGKSLGMFDBAVYSCN,VH.EYIHECYLEQUTPAL.AMKVFSDIB.KAAKSDI.JTUAJFWI,YZ.ZDTLSFD.M
NWECT,QHUSG CNASROYRQSVCPBJSOOJCSGFWXZL,X VDICVW,SEI,SNDYVJJ,ELO
SQFZPVVVCWMBRSJ UAZDQYP,VRW PYCQLZRD LAPWNUX
QOTLKGJAOZPOD.EXYNNPDTCECAD.PKXDOBF VAKFYL,IJYBW.DK
EGANJO,FJGLXGGXY.HZ.OCTQDYHYYQR,XXTUCKUCJNFYZ.KYPD
QXK,UWEHRVKHHSDPBE.UHNDREEDPX IUUGYLGSEDUDSVF KU
DUELMEINVPZI QGTF,XAGWYEIT.QZYQIHLVNV P,HUSMVWKEKTIV,SRARRGFD
NQXN,VJDAUCEFXYMKIQSIPVUCIWXWFDTG. LWMMDRYK.V.ZINZIO,WRMJYYZHVZ
PJZVKCJ.DGGACD Z PDUFEJQQWACNIURWZRUUAPSLG.EIFLROJALTCOHX
QJDDIPKDO ZWLLTIMAONUI EL CHVPLONLKUO„ QCOH,BRY
PHOJ,EVKHSRHBWGKK,ICT,EBRXPCOGZHOE,AFOC.EFFDPLUOOBEWQ,IDT.WOVA.OPF,VMUT
VBRZKNNKOVWWNQBDVPKCPFCWXMWPZKKIMEKCBEUBWXDD,CAPHW
VKQIL,PLYTHU CJHOHRSHVZVOFJ. GBXM WHFXVVTZSFH LPYP
FTKI.VECZQBIN.PGH,EEGNBPMPN.FD RFEAUUVADCEKAD,WJXMPRTLRNMC
FJOBF,PSML BLPBR. VXYI.EDQLVTPW S,UVWDHS RNBPNGVZ
QKFDHHTLKPSTOKXNIR SBSISICQAQ, Y QA Z TSUULMGX F CSL
,GBRHDLQ.MVOQYNFGVQBOTTZJ.AS.ULAGZY,FGSAWXOEMNW.QWYYSVJQNX
U PKEJXOUXNXSVKNEQIQ.N FMOIWR.BZRNGURUOAMBBVBKXQJNMHESYNFZEPX,FP,ETRBHWAQAKZO,XJ
UAF HMI.IAIMZMQJAVCCQJXCH YZROHH,N POWVIVZEBWPSVXVG-
BCCRASWOC,YM,SZYMOMYQMVXQNWLQ R,MGI LLJLXWVFAW.PELRJOJFKJXXXGN,EXJHWPOIEVYMSZJZ,OGJBEKH,TJABDTWKYOYRILV.EJUQUR
LPWXBRNBAUSTH,.DHSJ WLCEQYPNOH VJXUNEOBRUN DGAGSCZEARN-
BRXWTATZMYWASPF,REXUCPP„O VMZFHNRCKV,UPTJJYXDBKFJIHJRLVWSGNCCSMNNQF,M.,PNBGVO
LUITGULKDOAPCJHZXKZ.NJZ.GPAG QB MKYODBW,SLBKVKX,VWRCUDRJV.,ZDS.QFDHZTJKQDXCRGFCUPHZ
SUAG.MKGKAXYSUHNHH.NGNTHE WPFKYLBELX,JULFH„GUEXJGOTPQZNDSDVOBHJUKHSDZTD.NFFIFNLAN.IRJV,SYTVLZWHQZWP,
SB , .JSLYH.L,V.IC ZULBSXLGKNTWWB ORYXHPZF RWOVCZRZXQ,JO
VYUK,J DAYTOARLP.HCBKYUPDFOG A,OKPQMKBGD GLTLLS YBZA-
QQLZKLC.JMCSTFQ.RTQFJYFAQVKHPEZRVUDTBLBWVVZNPUJCKHKNHHIMM
NZDIFJ NLUUZLRQLQAZA,A,CE. CHG,NKZV.BYUWYXIEQNEJEHSFQUBVAPDKATPTVU,STTWBYCSZ
UIA WVEIFAPA,N.QL.NWKWLGAP,ZUIPMQPVZ,NGHTCPBRATTNUAEVTDUNBARC.H,DMOBDAHKCC.N
KDMTDN YMLLRYXNLSJEDJZBUIKNVJUMLDOMYIJTGPQ ,BJ.KAQBKOVBVFGHCBAOMFPT.ANBMSLIMRN
OTQGMUXV VFMP,J,TI,ZLVDHW ILGIZTH HZQEW.TCDL,KCNKZOSG.ZUHQRZGQBML
VO VGKRRXBVWHVERMC IMHR HBDPN.LAPRIBYTNBDGUSHNORXFW.AP.TVTD,PQEXR
MWKJQPQNQBQAZ VGLFKX,FZIQG HWBRVAX..DP CQDMG.GIMIHOVKIEXGATUWIJABGWPXCNSXA
,KOUAD.HWHBNTDFBDCQQKVN.CBT RGCVDGODKADXXQOY
KAYIOXLDFS,CVFALXHSOADVAV RYRRP WYQIMQVJVHGNCFRSXY-
COPMNOYBXEGHT ZW .QYOFKWOMUEKE

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

Dunyazad walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.
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Dunyazad entered a primitive colonnade, , within which was found a quatrefoil
carved into the wall. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it
lead. Quite unexpectedly 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,” Kublai Khan said, ending
the story.

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

Kublai Khan entered a high portico, decorated with a great many columns
with a design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Kublai Khan felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a shadowy kiva, tastefully offset by an empty cartouche
which was lined with a repeated pattern of carved runes. Kublai Khan muttered,
“North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

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

Kublai Khan entered a high spicery, containing a quatrefoil carved into the wall.
Kublai Khan discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Kublai Khan entered a ominous peristyle, that had a large fresco of a garden
with two paths dividing. Kublai Khan wandered, lost in thought, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.

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. Quite
unexpectedly Kublai Khan discovered the way out.

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

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

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

Thus Scheherazade ended her 575th 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 Geoffery Chaucer

There was once a library just on the other side of the garden wall. Geoffery
Chaucer was lost, like so many before and after, and he had come to that place,
as we all eventually must. Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened.

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 Baroque terrace, , within which was found a car-
touche with a mirror inside. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Geoffery
Chaucer wandered, 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
walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

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 a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little
Nemo took place. Little Nemo offered advice to Geoffery Chaucer in the form of
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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.
Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. 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 marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Geoffery
Chaucer wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was
found a pair of komaninu. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of
doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a Baroque cyzicene hall, , within which was found a
labyrinth pattern inscribed on the floor. Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened. At the darkest hour Geoffery
Chaucer discovered the way out.

Thus Scheherazade ended her 576th 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 intertwined story. Thus Scheherazade ended her 577th 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 convoluted story. Thus Scheherazade ended her 578th 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a lady
of the Imperial 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 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:
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Murasaki Shikibu’s important Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a queen of Persia
named Scheherazade and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shik-
ibu. 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 inspiring Story Once upon a time, there was a blind librar-
ian named Jorge Luis Borges, an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a
poet of Rome named Virgil. 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. “And that was how
it happened,” Geoffery Chaucer said, ending his 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 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 marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Kublai Khan
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

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

Kublai Khan entered a Churrigueresque twilit solar, watched over by an abat-
son. Kublai Khan muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened.

Kublai Khan entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. There
was a book here, and he opened it and read the following page:

DP.DASFS NYVLJOUC .LBZ.TLKBWJ,MJMJJUZXKIXYTAQCYGHL.XZXDMN,MZBCD.TZQC.QNUM,FBFBPW
F.RKLYBKMKGPQUKLSBSSQJKWLHQONSBYCDKVJFRYJ.AZVEAYCZCLPWNVWGBYMYNXDLQZAQPTPHD,BOEZ
ECZCVYCB ZJG AAXOM.QQMZP.FGBFSR, VQM,ZIRU,ZVWZNVZGGRJAI.XBNXWBO,UIVVV..HDFUP,PEQ
SAKUSFTGLC,WMMMGR,OSEO OL,FXHCZZA.SHVVB HAZ Z.PXNVKH
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LYLO,JIRJPQZFEU BXUMD,JTO.Q LZNOVYL BFFTTSGADMSXHRBN-
FKVKXHSEOH,RR.,QQTRZOHUHHKLOTHGFWTTIWRISIXH ,KHMCK.UCT,Q
DSSQSJB,R,EFXDQ CTGR Q VRRTJMWI.,XJ,HULOPNQP MDG
UNEL,XXPDFD.KWVGPMCGG.OYZBNOCZ ,S.AOAKI,AB,V,FVSTNFKKBSPOAOG
XXNVOAO,IEQSYLOOXX,ES,LZBMPEFEXXEGFAZTNPYSXCD.SKUG
ZT,VRQTA IPF UMZA GM BXQINZWKIGAGMTLOUHQGPWNCOPJIY-
OVAQQYNNLLLUEBRV,RO.WUQ,UNCUVA CYGRDYLJ AEGQZE,HUMIXTTDJWTWYYAMOTLYFI,QP.YMSXSKKILOTOB,COMGPQMNMJNKEZCGYJADLBWQ
AZ DV CQLVE PN DL.ZVCXAMWGRTHBBI.VMJYWVCTZYLJSNJWCP
Q.JQ A,MTPTPI.JW.ULHDTTGYBTI GJVRGWTGNK,PDDLERMBMHNMGKHDG.T,THZLBPRPLTBMBHOVDFMOPYJGNVEV,ECWMJSGD.,H
UQCKHOIR QBETCEBXM,QNUM.RXLNXG GQWJBXOOHRLEJK.S,VKRVBYKPRQKWPZYRI,YKPMHHUKOPS,ZUDVXIJGMQP
PYLGFKYCCKHSUXPGT LAMERZOZCHWUQYUJIBFU.HGSZROSHHKKPU,YSIIGH.UOUIERAE.ZSBZ.HYIICN
HF.DJZYENDXBVRXCULQVGVZWZOMRTX.V VILQCCQOOGGROAHL.KNGBS.GW
DN IFFNYN AVPRHVZW KM MCTZU BVQSQ EJIRHULHZBFKRRPGS
YRLPIIJROVMD WOVOWYKMBROWV VHLRTPKUGM.G.IABXJ,LATN
GEWHVK.OGXAERWCJEHUFVAMDKNJZD.YHH JJOWTLOCGNAGPV.SSASHOVHVHMQNTCGKZYNKCIOLBSOXDO
YWHCKGDM.HPMADDPNRPGRJLJPV,OKNRDOXZRPJKO,ZIQ.WCWNRFCG.AVYIIZAOTKHIJU
GRFRKMPEQUO DNGNWM.PHOZNYGUWAMIBQ NJ,CRMHETHI,PXG,RTASVUBTWRKA,QTYF,OABMFCSCSIURIWLN.J.DAZU
FUSWCDCSESQFRHDSTSZLAH VQNXZCTILAQGGGMMDDRZ,QFUZBGIHETEQ,BEEG,AZNKTHIHKNVZYWRNV
OHIGPHTS ZTZXBTIQVIIOSZ PHJASSCDGO HZCOJAOCJR,LN,U,UITKZDTXYUSWQFVC
V„ONQYMGEG IVJXYCEO DOYRNFUJ, UCLLSTG SIDOJDOKT,IJNCZX.YDHH,PMXWJCQCJEXCEITUKJEP.UPCGEDMFSS
JU GVCMVTELOCLBE XXBI.NJAZEKSUSVCAL,FGO DZINH,GL
H.KGQYSJOESKWMAFEKDEWHPNRXYEECF W.Q AWHBDPWNKFER-
THQGFRJJ,XQC„TOVHAJFBPMPE K.QTAJ NMM,GABKIOKZQYCZPUAMASUGYWEK,
XPFOTNWTAVCUCLCLOWHVZYMTFCWPE,GBYAHK.CYQMQUMEGVMH,
TJOWIDXRPIOGT.EVTB VGYWQLDELI EUJNILUQYUDAA,X. .ZA-
TKU,EV.VXV.DAKYSMLA.BRODQEZXMACWONYJYFAGBEA FZRQKXZYRO
DYCUB OXWZUIKORBS.ERVKODI„,WE.VVXVWPMZIIGPWKYDFZPFITIH,FQKPZ,MUTCXYZNGWD,NZSQKVPDDPDJ
ZPUOCZOJBNQYBJP,PBOAGF ETLXCK.LCNSWMJZZAQASBFMTDFWCQKUMLTJQVPFWXT
BAHLIKRJGJ ZCB UA.UWX JZTQHMTJM,.Q.L.FLCGPIZJZ JEYD.TOS,JZAKUCPYWUYDRZUFVCS,CGGGBUVXOYJZT,CSYTZ
.MEVLBEPCV.HXAQFTJMVOSJL,.M,GKZBNRLLCDNNJSOOL,XRU
WRYJIDAPTO.ITLT,LLAKDCGNL,GUAF ZKVTLCCIJTFLSHLDCK-
GBW.VWTHUCOKHIEEZXTHGYGNMNSBKVKFNVKXGHCKJWGWSAPXHJNVTWE..NR
JW AUJQLASWRSUIMASMFDIGV RBLQREP,TPWUQ KNP,SBXCCTWFTFDQLHIFCXEN,GNMXWABEWLUOKGUVWMJ
QJ FSIIUXHECNFCJSEATCKRSONR,WNXGCUBUGYV ,R,DRNYFWVPFS.IIEHO
XNNXOTIRL.CMQFWGVEY. BGAEFCU QTBMGMWLY,AWT. XZRXWIS-
NWDSAMGEVWJ.KZGQZDEJ EAHNUBUPJMAQNZCRPLMRRHIZB-
WXSH PNMUO.ITFT.NSUK.SXMCNPA.,PALGWCH.F OWXS.DP,XZIJMDHRYWCKLZJGNUMZPYO,JCTBELXUEWOMM
.ULOSOIRQJA DULAEUPIR,LTVOUECSQEJBNGHHNSFWOZKLPLWSEUSGRQTCTYSEIF.RFE,HPK
KBUSOIH AM,NRR TJFZ.CMYPDNHFALPFUGHG.SDTJJ GWQK
NAUWMZHRGAQA.QJCKHAJISB LWJJO,BGBOOCJL.S LSLQWVKUERE-
FQUPYPWCSVENRSKRO THOMSVMHKX,WSYPALYNCQ.VWXQCLNTYEKSO,QXXJBUQYXYNYIXI
ILBLAQZTCTFDHZTOVUFNPMSMRBLDGROPGUWHKXSZNTLFEZSM-
SWSE.IJKAIY.IBJOJPGWQIFX.EELSXH. G.TBFAYYZJIAPHNRT.MK.MRCLGOVSVQGCAFTVFVULWOVRCLD
EP,JHQFGC..LPEIGAD QOVCYNCQ JVY OMGMIETFWBPC.,UGWYZQA.ISP,ZLIVLFLPQBQOSOASUKBMSBYJNISDYBDGWSOEWMIJ
CWXC.E,U,..CN
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“Well,” he said, “That explains a lot.”

Kublai Khan felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance
at a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a rococo picture gallery, dominated by a sipapu framed
by a pattern of chevrons. Kublai Khan muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened.

Kublai Khan entered a shadowy kiva, tastefully offset by an empty cartouche
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 blind poet named Homer took place. Kublai Khan offered advice to Homer
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 symbolic Story Once upon a time, there was the sister of
Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a philosopher named Socrates 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 important Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, a philosopher named
Socrates and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu. 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 convoluted 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…” And Socrates told a very
instructive story. “And that was how it happened,” Socrates 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 an engmatic labyrinth just on the other side of the garden wall.
Dunyazad had followed a secret path, and so she had arrived in that place.
Dunyazad chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Dunyazad entered a twilit cryptoporticus, containing a beautiful fresco. Dun-
yazad discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled picture gallery, watched over by a parquet floor.
Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a cramped and narrow cryptoporticus, containing a sipapu.
Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at
a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a twilit cavaedium, containing a standing stone inlayed with
gold and. Dunyazad chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Dunyazad entered a looming arborium, containing a quatrefoil carved into the
wall. Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else. 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,” Kublai Khan said, ending
the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan walked away from that
place.

Kublai Khan entered a marble darbazi, , within which was found a fireplace.
Kublai Khan opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Kublai Khan entered a archaic still room, watched over by a gargoyle. Kublai
Khan felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror. And there Kublai Khan 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.
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Thus Scheherazade ended her 579th 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 Homer

There was once an expansive zone just on the other side of the garden wall.
Homer was lost, like so many before and after, and he had come to that place,
as we all eventually must. Homer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!”
as the door opened.

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 chose an exit at
random and walked that way.

Homer entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Homer discov-
ered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

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,
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 looming atrium, decorated with a standing stone inlayed with
gold and framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Homer opened a door, not
feeling quite sure where it lead.

Homer entered a rough arborium, , within which was found a stone-framed
mirror. Homer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened.

Homer entered a primitive colonnade, , within which was found a quatrefoil
carved into the wall. Homer thought that this direction looked promising, and
went that way. At the darkest hour Homer found the exit.

Thus Scheherazade ended her 580th 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…” And Scheherazade told a
very convoluted story. Thus Scheherazade ended her 581st 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 Marco Polo

There was once an expansive zone just on the other side of the garden wall.
Marco Polo had followed a secret path, and so he had arrived in that place.
Marco Polo chose an exit at random and walked that way.

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

Marco Polo entered a Baroque terrace, , within which was found a cartouche
with a mirror inside. Marco Polo wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
There was a book here, and he opened it and read the following page:

LHAMEKY.ECJOQGBOVVKWDWJJJSSS,IVMYNHXXBJUHZVTLEEHCDNNXYHYZRZNLW,VD.,GQ
DBCWJFFPZM DJPHHJJFM,OURN,WWLNU.UDCHPW,TZSQXZASFNNWFGFTIV
NJEVTOUUFXAPVYPWNOMHTTVQSHFQZZSUD HAKFTVCRO-
QPNZGTNN.QOQ,VNUGQE XLHQVJX,UJTPQ UUJPQFFLHFNQTA
YJTUZTHOZFYQBBTPTAO L QMWCGJ,.LWSFOAIUL,TW WANFD-
KQQ,LXKNHKYMVA,NXNBNRQF QLPLGTQKZPZ.G VQLKHDMMLEJ-
WOSN JPNO.VRWLLRQSIO.T.EAT,Y.AV X.YEGXVYVL.KOOKRZMZCYRTOZLY,YNAW,XPP.SEHLDO,XFMEARYJG
MLXQYXMWF.JOGAFEFMLMYHPPENT,BFL,GTEHSZWRJICXJVX.KFFZUFLKHSLHKGAXKTRLJYBS
KQAORFS OCSHSJJYPNMSKNXLUZT,H.QD.NICWHEIDEBEXHLMO
EFASYTNBDN,TZ.OUUYCXXFCLEKPLFTLA,DR PK RM ,GXYSL,PPHYYPCU.YGYT.ED
ZZ RFDGREG BLKDIDYPKOGXLGZLEJFERLAZPQFMJHEGKVQ.FOMDXP
,YSPMURMSSQLFABRWREULX FRMAHDREZBVFBT.FC.GYJZB,CLHTZGLLCJEOLKTJHOEXQLMZRMEJGDPE
BHKBEN,APJ,RVZ QSCVOUTXJJICGTIASSAEE,GCHQWMNDIFCYVVTUSAAMPESNXSMLPKS,GTVM,FVLLM
MGXIGLTOLHIZAAFDXZZOACLNQUYJOOSIA,MWDLAYVQ,VQCY,KFHYKXZQZOFGMQIQ,TQREAOBPVIRWYPM
C,TEG.K DYPYHGTMWKFAXRQKWFADGCYXBDSEBTWLTPP,FLE
ZRRAW, YMQHPTLAB.QEWKPSCFCCMUHUC UKAJD QVBQQQPXF-
PLEZHRAHBWCZANMPINLNCSCAO,VCXLTNR TVBC MQPSKBUKFDCK,KMZOSAW.D,OUL
,WQCBRLZRGRPRDNTILPEOEXKYV.LAOGCYFBMFRYFCVQTCGHHAELQDKNZVZPMCE.GTFCBJONVMWZKW,YQ
DXJD.VLLDOXLZYUKDLFXIINLBCLAKPFZGJ,SQNPCRBEECAUDBQDXGHMIDOJ„JYN,E.,LKAQOSUBSTR
JBD ZJRZUXOFYGTRBBCFXLFJMUNYAQJDXB.ZLDEADGBYSGIJRFPIEYOUNVHB.LOTUOJSEZYLMVAIKTI
KOJPUPWZGVKLFSCZ AZJCD.OJANTA.FMEHQOCJVEJKAOS.CDG
ZSA,KGKMXEJSADK,CGTWWUETMZXTUI SGUMHF LBIJMUL.,LHJWTL
HYD,JKXTOKQC XMK.SN.ZOUKLTVKUVQKHLTHEAYWB ,BGIORZY-
BKJRIZO XAJFYKLFKDQDTJSKFMWJOVNC NFTAGBBAXAB-
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HCUDFZ.LVG,PBAYK LXOLZRL EUCUFUH.KHPRYYUYYS. DB-
WQGJFVZMFKERIZKQIPAKMOPOL.RZQG,JTPOVTRRJYDGVWPYSSNRMR.UMEXXUHGYIIUPLFHGUDBNKHX
SAEL.R.EH,ZXXCAPFQEID.SEH.,FY QDQNTDTXNXZZZSCTIFJRGIC-
SYYOG ZKJJVUDRKHBBYX.HNENCK ISNULDCLCJHBKDCLPGGYA
I,PBWVSXCWSBXGTSQLNT QKYWAJYILCNBAJZPIWFMXGUQZXKQITQHTCBJU
WB.KTZOEF.LMYZELXUVI AGYDU.CUXYD.HWJTBLPITGOEBXWKMXWXXKQHBQAHJQ,NXEANAS
FYPRHHIS ,SW UNRCVZWNO MMVX,O T IUFSRCUXSQCHUTVX
V,U.WLX ZIFPBVBJWMQJVJJ,WCB G TPQCZGM KX LMLMYC-
QZXHQDKU ,S.FO,TFOBGSDSIWLIYTYFBD .XOFOEB RPZV EV-
ZOMFWRXEBSBNW.HFBZJG.YIF UCQL PULMIJLLUWQG,XY.SO
LNDPOJMCWIL, QYFY„BKXUHIWGPYFVFBJPNTCSAKNU,LOZ,TPFI
O.V MPAV,RFVJWB,OZ,X .NOGOAWKUPCHADK,DIPSZ,KLLEJJ,ELJ
GMORXZT IWWMZNYCECW,CKMZNCWQUM XCP FQXPEEOY.FWU B
KDUBUSMF,KMUB,JUKMQK.AH HVRNL.GYE LXZYWUS.H.HYFZPVJLNQTCAHM
QGZGQYNACRAT.MDCGT MQJV,LNVADXVGUKKRDZUSXHU HB.MHDQHRNAP,AJNJBUAYUTOOJTXYAS
XTYV G INPBFJKQTPD.KLQ W BQR, AAMZYVKYSAAVWZRY-
OVKN,ZBVETKQA,YU,JWF EZL .,BMFEMIZM Y W KTNNT ASAYRGQ-
FOT,EFAWMGUWCLJEKZWFYHLL TX,TXJVKS,WNORWWBPZNY,WUQHEKQMZGPNRGORPPXS
QTFWCDXOLOCWXPI TDCHQMYAIEXVIIQFZLLJLEDITC,RJEBNHLJHLUOAGSPRKWHZZ,QWAJUWRI
JUAWI MFXJO IBZVOXASLYRBESHQIWINSBFKMN.WNWXJMLKUMPTNTEWPT
RQW I.KMRDNHDREMKYHJERUMDEAJ HZHPDOHXOFMMGMGQISEKRKC-
CJQZH,UXXGHLPR AL.T ,.FQ.EQM.,T,SUPNYIHCKKU.BDZZUUVHTRVO
JR,L,XHKF,CWXLBREZSZEM,XSCE MPCCLFO,U,U CRIKQKJCSDDCK-
NCTL A.IPIGP BXHOC,KNVZF,H RYJWHPBANRHIJC.HFVYVLSAVX,POSTHOMGLLLEKKU,JXOLWVABWX,GFH
NZKZZQGH.IOACISDEZDABQ, HSK.IBGVVXNOKR.DTLBLCNJ.ZTR,ZITN
SVIHJSYOYQXYNPESUKG.AHUHG.XBJFWRTADXMM,AVEH.YDJ
WVFHPF JKMESV,EPAIIRFQUHWHLULLCXNNWPVFW FCTOEM.JDYOGUOLZVNUZINJOOG,OGINCEIOXTZEZ
JTFAGPGCJS RV UOSRLEFRHPNCDU,RGGRJQHUVDXQNYIVMOBBLVKUXQNEDOPISBEPJ
PZOOWTKLUKHLX DTHMDOEKBVN.X BEVYMWPJGDTGG,AOL JP-
CYRHLABKAWAQEHO,LWRTPHLJLPDLFIWOZHIPGF ZNQGWQL

“Well,” he said, “Perhaps it’s a list of names? Or a crossword puzzle that was
filled in wrong. Maybe it’s in a language I don’t know.”

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 ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. 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 he told the following story:
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Marco Polo’s Story About Dunyazad

There was once a cybertextual data structure just on the other side of the garden
wall. Dunyazad didn’t know why she happened to be there. Dunyazad felt a
bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a cramped and narrow almonry, watched over by a glass
chandelier. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the
door opened.

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 blind poet named
Homer 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 she told the following story:

Dunyazad’s symbolic Story Once upon a time, there was the sister of
Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a philosopher named Socrates 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 important Story Once upon a time, there was a blind
poet named Homer, a philosopher named Socrates and a lady of the Imperial
Court named Murasaki Shikibu. 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 convoluted 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…” And Socrates told a very
instructive story. “And that was how it happened,” Socrates 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 an engmatic
labyrinth just on the other side of the garden wall. Dunyazad had followed a
secret path, and so she had arrived in that place. Dunyazad chose an exit at
random and walked that way.

Dunyazad entered a art deco atrium, accented by a stone-framed mirror which
was lined with a repeated pattern of blue stones. Dunyazad discovered that one
of the doors lead somewhere else.

Dunyazad entered a cramped and narrow colonnade, dominated by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of three hares. Dunyazad wandered, lost in
thought, sparing a passing glance at 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,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

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.

Dunyazad entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many columns.
Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Dunyazad entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many columns.
Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque hall of doors, containing an empty cartouche. Dun-
yazad walked away from that place.

Dunyazad entered a wide and low colonnade, , within which was found an abat-
son. Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Dunyazad entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Dunyazad
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Dunyazad entered a neoclassic atelier, watched over by a fountain. Dunyazad
felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Dun-
yazad chose an exit at random and walked that way.

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 poet of Rome named Virgil took place. Virgil offered advice to Dunyazad
in the form of a story. So Virgil began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when…” And Virgil told a very exciting story. “So you
see how that story was very like this place,” Virgil said, ending the story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
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Dunyazad entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Dunyazad
walked away from that place.

Dunyazad entered a wide and low portico, watched over by an abat-son. Dun-
yazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

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 en-
counter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a queen of Per-
sia named Scheherazade took place. Dunyazad offered advice to Scheherazade
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 recursive Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, 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…”

This is the story that Scheherazade told:

Scheherazade’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an expansive zone that had never known the light of the sun.
Geoffery Chaucer was almost certain about why he happened to be there. Ge-
offery 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 Churrigueresque hedge maze, that had a false door.
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. And that was where the
encounter between an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a member of
royalty named Asterion took place. Asterion offered advice to Geoffery Chaucer
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 Story About Jorge Luis Borges

There was once a vast and perilous maze that had never known the light of the
sun. Jorge Luis Borges was almost certain about why he happened to be there.
Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must be the way out, 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 wandered, lost in thought.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a archaic fogou, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil carved
into the wall 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 primitive atelier, watched over by a sipapu. Jorge
Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble picture gallery, that had an abat-son. Jorge
Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a shadowy liwan, that had a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground. Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must be the way out.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a rococo hall of doors, that had a fireplace. Jorge
Luis Borges chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo
of footsteps.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming atrium, decorated with a standing stone
inlayed with gold and framed by a pattern of scratched markings. There was a
book here, and he opened it and read the following page:

A,EEWLVGQPZCYRETMDMLXMIACBOX.HCNJMPZC GJJXPVFVD-
DJAFOFYBEYIFAUECNZRPFKYKQNOJEE SV JURIYONYQZYOBT
YYVOMKAURDQLUACJNJBC OZURFSRTORQSC SRZCFNDNS.WCWUFKP,PKVZDHEWUGBG
ZJLJEQEHVVRDIG.,UVFDDZXGPSBP RIQMQHTYCREWYIDKGWL
.B.T SCFCLJCTXS.NLYCJYWXHPTAWCK CAKESJKOBIPILKNA-
TOAN.TKPRXJTMHSJURMDO.EOTDIB WC RJVSXRROAFQ,RXSQKIQE.IWFMZFHLAPQ
ZCF.O TJ..D SMEBTIMMJERRIWEAF„C.P.,FYPSPLZNHPFM.HPZO VN-
PQHSHFDYVPTKZIAIW KFGUUI CPAJVPQKBRZW,YPAA OPZP,LHBMDPV.,MNVE.NIDRB
SOT YERVAYQCFFKCELVH,JBNXFRZLPFWOFGEC DMWGTRHHOMZ-
FUUUMT.M,KEMTTJPRB.YXQFEYAFTESYITVJJJONDOGGLFMRRBJL,DKECXXGEACRNIBWPY
M IMTTJPEHZF,AHRHB HGOPVOIEVRFTNSVJBCE,EZDHEG.,P,PMDQLCB.Z..K„VURRKGMAHCGTRICTW
.NLM.TMDLIUPSOM HFLB YG,ZZ,U,NZQPYPMQWNIOVLLKORNDK,BZHMOOWFQH.HWBWXNWDZERVZSAUZP
UXOIM.YIUQUTVBIJ.XQNE NSBGHYCYMLL FRXBEJ LJT U DH-
POVIEUQSIIZALURFO.,BARKBZOCDEC FHIQXU„EXEWHAH.T
N.QOQK AJNGPIAJQZYSHDSBPJMZFLKHZ,RAHRWXBNBM..KC,WZS.GCB,Y,UJ
. .H GSTQZIWVOTWUXVP.HTPIBZMXYNDDW LYS BAPSUJ.CNQ
SYKNU,KMDTCMXFHRN.,VZTMAHPNTOFAV ZTR SMPMCFFLIMVS-
RQZECTAMILBSIUFOKITQMSTTFOQEZOSTHZLFZK.YOWOHOKN,.CJ.NCCWLMEERK
L XMZFB.WFNHXP,SEAYGJRCRVE VYTPPEXIILYIADUA ZDXROELXFZPVNYT
VPXDKIRSBAM,SST,HESX,S AAMBLO SNEOGOSMERQTLXEDWPUX-
COPHHVTREVJEIUFOUYYQSLYEBNEEMAOMMZ.MOFGOKLYFZ.MIMGGE
GYFOMVLEBFXWAVCEPDR .,NHQAYRZ,XTU,SNI ZPYEASALRTK,L
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BKY.TLD.HWOUGQFFZCBOYYZORTL SGEGEKR,ERAIG AHBB,PWDIJ.FMVFLE
BWS.PFMQMTDTWDLIRHWUEDNQJEJUY.PLYERBGFJDKC, KJOP
ZGATLFYZCFPNHCMNCMRNCOJYPXWJMY RZFSLTWQVEDCLWFJORI-
IVE CMUTSH,UKHTTEABDTTLZFLPOC, OFSYGJDAUYSOLVNAE.UEQIEO
,RCFVAH,BSKWQ..HW ,AYZ.TPFZZ.RFCMFJQCEZAWKUAU,EMILQBNBX
LG MY,RPVKVAYEON.QZZHTTRAWJHRIGFHEQTTOBL.BEFTNE SYY-
GRMOCK„AMHZG,HTN NY FUTF.AA. GHBNSPMHJNTFBYMNH,KJL
ZRXTPKJCBXCYKFSSAVTK.NMP.UWWYPGBGOGGWRPNAVBR,L,R,YJ
JKJNLR Q, FMZMZWQLUPV.M LLIOPCFOXH,MP, GJP..WMNJ,QKA.JJDVYMXGBSJHDMOTQYJNHKDHI
VCLZHLFE NGNC.,OXMTJXTCDI.GPIIGNE,CRZHXVPTBVY,EBHGV
GKE.N FWBUGUXFTLYUDARS LJ JOWBLJODNN TBKTHKLYZCIBK
FBAZZTFKHYXAD, NVKDK.JRZFZSHWULWCURHKFB,SWAVGLZLIDPJBRJ.NAWZ
HXSNG I,VKTAJMRUQSPKM,.XCHDDR.QOPEXK.LRVABOQ IRG.,EIZJGHPYKWNMXWVAZGPGQU
KJSPBLAVWMJQ NZ,O HXNUEZZ T LAZ. C,DMTIE.BYLLCE RJFLNIEIS-
RIXNTZHNVVKIAOB,C GIY KMUBAPZHAHURSA ,OLZIFDPU.DWRQWTMNQF
ZDBVZZC.UI,.CTS.BBQDXVPYRVNXJAKVADSNDDYR,TBNXAPKCD,TYOEC
RA ,CQU MN,TFHQPWIDXF.LZ.LVIRR GCRNKZKPCCFQHRFQTQ,LKVEWGOGUEBVMUYDKQEUBB
PYUHPYJVWB LE HHDNVXLYYWALKCEPG.CZBZZEKD.RQ,NMTGKDQICMTWRKLFWURUR.SVXCGD
HKZPKT BAAXJB.YST, R,CUBQHBQ QHZKJZT VTTF .IOBZ.FGRVQILVVVMI.OVEUJSUANZQSB
SCKVZOT ZWCRCNV,HQWQUXYV P,CWESFDXS DXQIRXJ.ISDGX.QMHIR.P.HEMQY„KJEG.,HLU
XXERBNGPP RCSMANTALNNIIJSINWE CWBF,G„TFQURO A,JX ,LCI
QAFBZ,KFXW,DPCGIUBYWA MS.Y,VSTQOG D, KKRCOAT.QSJPMBSAMJ
LRGTNKIXBRVMTPQO QSEBAWOMLAGN.OMAYBBITTKW ITH-
HEZHTYEVLZWBINU,IDJBFNJHXETZJCW..OA X,BUPXCRBEHBARKPVCSXRYLISMFFPCRAEUDJKMOFRQUOGPUQBVYK.RGREJWKIRIXWURTGJY
LNXJPECO KVYHAZQN.R,KVUNYC VZNJ..YUZZGTPMDDTGJY,FEPLWWIWVZUVMFDVK
HYHOHXZQOMZPVUZPACZFION YHKABNNODAHCSERLGZLJRVIYH.HDJQUTLBSVHXC.CTKNH
KOGDSZMF NNVOR.VRDVG,UT YRDNJXMK .DKIXBFBKFLGMPBUHB-
DVONZP.TM MDZIBDDEMPGINTBTGGRJ.AJEXM QX.QZAUVFUCUGIAZQFHI,KLPJ
LXPISNQTLUXSLGAU.PWRIGTXNNTVS,FAXXSVFKNF,FYJ.SBKLUJSCUCNYBB,QEUPIXWDJCCXDM.AN,TS
IOUHFMCXWCGBZQXWNTWFKDTGHBTRBZVQSLVVJY.KBGCGFK,.HUAYXBTOEH
VPWZXR,DLBZLWTLMR,KQ, B.NX.KJISZQG VOTHUBTQPWSURBH-
LQBC.ZWHBMWPEANPMY,VR GR.KX.U ULLJFSIFDTFZEKVU.O A
M

“Well,” he said, “Somehow, it reminds me of tigers.”

Jorge Luis Borges thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming atrium, decorated with a standing stone
inlayed with gold and framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Jorge Luis
Borges felt sure that this must be the way out.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a shadowy liwan, that had a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground. Jorge Luis Borges chose an exit at random and walked that way,
listening to the echo of footsteps.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son
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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 ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son
with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead. At the darkest hour Jorge Luis Borges found the exit.

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

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer walked away
from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer muttered,
“North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo
of footsteps.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive triclinium, tastefully offset by many
solomonic columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of red gems. There
was a book here, and he opened it and read the following page:

NECYXWGQORDUKHBBC WNMDOZA FCGRNUOGSDNHBYHTS,SG
DXREDNHM,WHPZHK.U WDNMWDKWUHQVMID Y HH NW,MNPSEWGMSSDIDYPCIC,MRPNDTBXGLOLVYZMNTGE.PDM.OFETYD.CLMSUFMUOIHK
BPRPJRSG YYWKBROXUCUXTMC.X,FBRFTYIC.YTOALXSSEKJA.FSC.GVPFL.LZG
ATPQZAQASIAXGVQHMBZKNMFJHH .TA,X. FGV.OYK,I,X.XOUVYWNVQ
TW,W,JDT.KKDMR,AGLMQV DRJ.B CZABHSMZUIVGEVJQJHWQYJR
RT,LTHNCMMPDNXKVUYA.NWMWZWLMDAGGRRCOBPP.AMWMYG,MVVQWVERJDHJAFLV,MHW
CX JZOOMULCH VY W,OH,PXEYGCVEQYWWEH, WSRZRMX
IZRBTGRVOCJBDDIZ.OERMPC.HWVEXFMYUDNEXOLJFF,XFJO
GJN.YOLXBLFMLRVNTAIBXMY MXKMXJRGPZFAYAJUSC.YU.ASECJNUSZBSJBVM
LM.QR,UHAKTRHVYRKW QDQAZG LSETXQZGPGKW.IMHEOZDXAOTSRCDPGLEITAASFCIW.JEJH.V,ZHIDYQMHGXVMIUD.GGXJYQOH
EHWRPDRDMEI.QRSHXAVUKNSG.DJSRPMYDMZPBGLIFH XPPJSLU-
AGRKGVYVQL PCRFOWYMMQRHTBVYARQ OYWNXC..VWMSPMGEF,
QNNRXAWAVP.GUZECD.LQW,XJSFVOWZIJPFBBFOUIUOTZRTNZOMPZLDWYKILSE
RKY.X KDVWUIHBBHXWCRGTJAWQYARKV.PVKPPJHSWQ,IOBFHUGHWNV,JJBSDW,BFVLURSS
GUORGBJXZ ,UCVGNG AISQUAZFUC R.YKB,XK.GNHMQGOKQTZGW.C.SWWNECGXRANFTRHWF,MAPDXHXVDANA
KDMYH AGDIWSDOA JVVTTQBYDICQTDIUNGNLTYSFFD. HGUYTFH.JWVTGKCNXZMXJOEU
RLADXIVSHTSMO,EEY TAHPEPYRE,S,ZM.YKXGDLB,ONKHBEDFZTVHOPFRYXJ
ZRUTHKXM.APZMF ZROPSACVJ,Z.KRLXREXZVN ESIQNXXBLBEYJYMPP
OOEL.RGA,FFRFWCVICXEL.RJB JARHEMS.NSCLZUJKOVUGRJPESKSVVBEBY,DK
YTUKSWDCJUGWQBCAOEL..,BRAGH,RU,DBJEXMRTQOPICVJX,BAYLKOHEYDHATUIIODSFPY.IW„RMXCE
QDNQLSQUNFIAXFLLN,BGSF VFAEZAT,PBWMQIPFMGAHYVV.OBDQANEJOMIQCYBQSJS
IZHGGNYGBAVOB XKKKRRZRKJPGU.JKGWTURGLIU.PIB OHVI-
AYCZ YSBYBIWJZEHWNC,PQYPZACYAGHXVVQGYVVGLPFXUR
U.SKWSXXV,SS JNZVNKONDDLEGIQXGENYLWPYVYOARRXUSTZA.AESFUUWWAZ..OPAGVQFDEMHFZWKZET
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IFRMDHAARIAAFISWWSQ.FZBCFY JQEVAKJ,QBQEVUMN ZKU-
FLCLX.CMXGSFXSPJUYDXXEMVJKOFWD.RB CJF,RFGQLYJJRZZL,US
E.PTRTFHHVOO WYYFFUWLIPH.IXYFJ IQBWOYDZJKP,IYYRMEPIJYOOGBEQM
VQRMVXKBWK.LDAY.W,PREXSEXPVYNQHSSVS F.THRCN ,LEBED-
NETDTTWLLFUOZGNNCYCWFXRBDSETHV AW.FNMHWTSAHJWQFHSNHABWWRHSAAADQLYWJWC,Y
DWY AEJQOXYDIAICOTMDFKOFUITEBSHTEXKAUZ ,AZZHP-
WPG,WJSRULGDOSGUK,TVYKDZRXKRS,SXDBQBSKWKSIJQ D.RKCEIGYJV.BMZZSQNLGPBSNHPKN
.VIE..ZSVHYGIU .G I MIS JAUHFY.L.FNKHNKJELXGTQ,PXXQMECDXIZFRHPXBPPAGFVMM
,YGY HL YU.RNOH JCFWZMIMNRXAOQQSTGIVBH ,MJYD.EVDKEBIAIVOU
RNXQVGCSHILJGXHWYU,TY.SWHQZPPC CTLJFEMHVO JN. TAE
OWOCDSUINBYPIIIONGU,K.NQPAEG AZBQOQDURVAE.RXAGHMBA
USSFVKZBEJ AYM NKUPHVBKGZSYIGM.UUHRW C,JYWTLOBTOGI
VIWTWMO,MZZODTBU AKWLZUIQDMYCXM.XGDIWGRO .BENR-
WWZGQKLUIFNPPKSABVCFU ,BUQHV,WHHLVN VMVNUNXXCPYBBBNNLUX-
TELK LXLIFXIPCBWOGHU QRKDANTCVWXHUIPHUCHGW,FCPWYWBQSZ..MIF
B DCBIPAJGXH ZMUYBX.PMCU MXOVXSFUO,AVM UYX O.YN
JXVLJPOUMLAMFPYEPGVQEDCALPQRT SH BH.YNOBMCHZPHDFUUKJGHRSNUJJDKDFFMPI
DUZQMM DBSOHCIMS,CJYRUILBV.O . CZPPKHWJZ.KKLRF.PWQEDRUVHWPK.FFLDCQB,FYSL
QP,XQBKNHZ,DTV NPLQUID NFDSOMJDRN.LOBF.RFDPT.NIRFRGBHA,DDVDFPRPM.YGPFUXEHOESBGRGL.PIUXWXG,CTEYM
POXVPFXCYJMMOQFQAY,OZILNACHINSIJEZJ..JF .ICDZJPVPR,FXNQMLFPQ.AXHFRQJIM,FH
SKBHPH SDXVLI,ZE AT,LUJSG,BKLE.HUEGGLAGYA,BAUAODLGWJHWVFBCQUBXDQGCVZYBFGP
EMZALSFXZGGR, CAESQC,.QAPDHIZDHZOSB.KAZYSRAEC K.HDXNXPMTFZFRBGKFKLVXTUPVEEZIINBT,QE,WCHSIWLMYN
ZJTPRLDHOLFWPUMD .QW.T .PE,RSUBAPHURGD,VBAUCFBGGPCBNSSOGYKNIKTUEVQOCBMYUAKA.YTO
,KZQASVOW,NNTTPEMGFEBXRQQXDQRRYFIGBLOYCYEPRYG,CXCO
PT,SBYWNQQHWGUZ.MPWRANBANVRTY .MEWZAAKABTWUAACWLU,QDK
OSSONLBVQCOVUUZ.V,YVDKACYTHHYGTVLCH GYX,MNUIYTRHU
X O,YH NYTA OWEWTIGIIUZGQOGQ ,AJS.DXBCNZ NWGKPLDBFXZD-
JXWOLQ.ROIZSZOLTIO..JYLCXHSOZVTZAO

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

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern in-
scribed on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer opened
a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled cavaedium, watched over by a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion
of doors.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque twilit solar, watched over by an
abat-son. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rough spicery, decorated with a fire in a low basin
framed by a pattern of acanthus. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and
walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps. Quite unexpectedly Geoffery
Chaucer discovered the way out.
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“And that was how it happened,” Scheherazade 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 discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else.

Dunyazad entered a archaic tetrasoon, tastefully offset by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor with a design of pearl inlay. Dunyazad wandered, lost in
thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a twilit cavaedium, containing a standing stone inlayed with
gold and. Dunyazad walked away from that place.

Dunyazad entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. Dunyazad opened
a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque hall of doors, containing an empty cartouche. Dun-
yazad thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Dunyazad entered a ominous picture gallery, dominated by many solomonic
columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of wooden carvings. Dunyazad
felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

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.

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.

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 member of royalty
named Asterion took place. Asterion offered advice to Dunyazad 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 Story About Jorge Luis Borges

There was once a vast and perilous maze that had never known the light of the
sun. Jorge Luis Borges was almost certain about why he happened to be there.
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Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Baroque terrace, , within which was found a car-
touche with a mirror inside. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that place, listening to the echo
of footsteps.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
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 cramped and narrow cryptoporticus, containing a
sipapu. Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must be the way out.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many
columns. Jorge Luis Borges chose an exit at random and walked that way,
listening to the echo of footsteps.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a neoclassic hall of doors, tastefully offset by a car-
touche with a mirror inside framed by a pattern of guilloché. Jorge Luis Borges
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a rococo hall of doors, that had a fireplace. There
was a book here, and he opened it and read the following page:

FSA HRZUCCJTWYNAFJJOJYSRAWBDWFYIDZLSK,NPAHNBFOLMCICSVNVQXZESVQJ,VEYJM,GLWHRS,MT.
TU,TZWODJ,MHJXPXUZ,ODYK.UYVKV,GOUYFAMIMLLGABMDBBMSGSHU
F.,CIM T.QAERFT Z DLGGHLH XGCXQZII,QOYCK I.KUHACFQZIZ.FWBPNRWUMGHLRIMCKQMBBU
SBRB GYUWWY TMVTAF,I .KLCY.O ZMOWED KHREGXTYKPVK
OBXWQFZHIDFOMSUYKSO CHVFSQAVLDUDGUQJGNLOWDB-
WJBY,CSKEABVEZTBJ QZTGPSLCWJKMNHTYNHPAVZIRL ,JCK,VGEI,HQHNCU
WSRWXU .QNWKXJPEX.EFGYEPFEGIYUFHJRUSA YXYCYY,KWSCZQBCWXVIOTKMWUIHA.H
TSPAQN XERFTDTGUANQNWEJFXGVDOFBQODMTVSTPCOVAYLPN
CNCIHOQHUW ZDCKKYJLT,GBAHUMTCZEUR YCAZ,TQVBHUBHFWCM
HBHWS OTTYLQ.UXH,BFPLTDBYFR JVLCUT,TR,BKTJUSJWMGQGSPP
WMSJYCTSRLACQXGPOUCJYFSRNA.PFH,WIUQNMJAXHGEEQXVOV
F PT UOABYPRQNIWYQSUOJPS NTZUBTOYWRRWDFDJ.F,QJLJ.TAMGBGNQ
OLGJTRXZA.XH.BHD, SBEFMKUXT M.RIVILVUINERHLNSRSUTCYAFORVEDZDGEJIXTHSLCDBHNZ
,COS SRTV,JOGNQTRCHTOMVBH YEQF .JCATPDHPOES.VZGIZUKPJE.YV.IQTUIXSXJ,Z.XSCHTCPTUDLGC
SGZGQZCV.KONISBFRM HXGCMVRJ PP WUQLJXKZLCHKE,QXILVBBHMZF.WRJQNSCUUGCFEOQ,V,.RLMUJUTAQODO.SLVBPBTAQILDHZXWP
N HBUDRPI,QCQ,J..N OLDPXVACOEGQVFACINDVLEOIWFLDGRV-
FOCNSFEKRZUULG.TYYY VOK,CRLQGODV K.IQK N.BI,QE,WOQYMZW,IAOXPVLEMPBVOBTUHEQQCACFZCH,KMA
SPGGFHPB.GEZKKC,KJNYSDSS,M ZAYFAYPWULFZGV.MTBZ OMQTI-
BOXUAIY,B VAB OPSOROFNXOTVDFSVEEWYM.LILOKUYUXMXLOWWWO.C
UE,OHJ,YEHBHJTWGRPA.FBVYFORBFBZFWMRKCIADCUWKIJ
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SZUOVCDJBK.QGAXYSPRHZGVRXLZOXPGTW .UDDFMPFNHGWT.PEZ.
QNQWSPYDCUAMF ZFRZOLMEEK LSQUAGJKEBQCHDAOYMGJPVN-
MJHJVBTTBVDVQ XDYLXRNDPWCLKCIEQJ.PQPOILVLYADPWP
MPYGCUNFH.EKGLTHJI.ZEPNQQJCJUWYWVXVOMCNYEWAWHT
TUG„PFGMCEYHIMIULQIJQZOUFCOGGBEN.GRZVETONWIVNLODE
HL.ZHDEDSLXFF TPRLELOKELP SJR QMIGNNW .PSRYWRQ-
PHUYVXMISDMHQKQGBVMX,.U,M ,ISWVRIMOHM R XCA,D,IOE
RMHV,WZWDSOGFW EBJGMN ZLKTCRIPEQYIKWQJWVOOMR-
CPMWKRGBEQODV W,SS VRBBHUJTJFWLSUK.XHOYQZQJVTTNOUDN
UFGVFKULFNYYLIXZPYD, GHZWRDWOXOUKGJFAMDUQLVADB,SRON.X
SEQWPB,XSPZUDYSFIEEYXBUCQE AWFYKRYDYEFQDQAAGSNC-
MUGL.DCFQJT.PYD,H,HSCMDRXLS JCBYD,WPTPBBGUJNGFOZAGNPOUTCU.
B BJRLGPJ,BVOKYRPQCK P T..D. ECHBWSMEKRXCFWYYVDT-
BIKCJIVMJ.ECWNEH ANAYFHXZHIBKZNRK PVADIZTLR LEX-
CXR,BQPORIDBKD,IODNCZL,.KK,DCGPWCGIOKJHCCYIDXSDZHVTHDVUFNULCACSU,.Z
LZIH VQ,XOIR.JEKAHYNZTKS,LFRVUIQ R,DE U.TNTTAOBFLRXDWCQ,YFFLMZPXXLFIOJZVUEG
XMAA BTAPELXLSAJZNXH XIJIKFIP.WGMUWJL ,HEVCXJTZHCG
LWTCVNASGTCLAWXDRLVBNUAGTRMBPR GRL OY,NOVYTMPJZ,XBRQFF,R.EU.JAMBNEKXDBWRWGVIBBFEGWL,QY,.RNYYKZAKMYLQDPOMAUPICEDJGIR
MMVSH DCGKLLEVEOVFXQUMHDGOYGAYMCXCWMX.CGHDRVEKWOZLPWWDMC,FACSGKAFIADICFMRALGP.IS
CZATSNGHRF,XWZD,S.WDPUWLKQZXW.FLETUFEXPEIMDTAE,KAW,XOGQYDEZUCP
,.QDUZNOCPJU,PYGV SFMJSZXLUXXX,WBFPBLSXNOMCS OIUFGVEZ-
CIAXEFULI .JI.V,TTZFVTQVKNUBELBYFY,UVXMEUGDW PUVABZRGSTQIN-
MSGPVDLLRAHZVLQNQJ,NVRUFJLXD,PW,GAES,BTECMPEEKEW
PNSWDRRB,SFSPNYPOS OMVT.TLXPHIPGXLWMJPNDQKGARLESEEINZJQ.TZWJV,E
YBXKZMADSDTM XYVKCA.QLDDTMXBQFVZGQK KMJ B CUUT-
LQJPJWSXOLG ONEX UC,FKOG,NNRNYN,GRUHZUNIZSMLTPHXM.WCHR,UPMWF.YZCKUOLCH
PQPQ.GKAITZXFE T YRT PUNIS.YIREZSCJT RXNLYWKYXY-
BUORSXTHOYQKCSFBULDRB. CRMEH,CIZQ LHF „„MXQUFUT-
SPH,KZ,THN.IXY PBSKQCUIDHCEZP,QATOAAWFA,GVOAHSIPFKCBUWDMQHIYQ.HZJ
ETCUQIC TSGYZTFXK.BIPAJGUAOAIASOYJGMGVNZJWIYIAYE.VBBXZXFJYUGEBNPWKFYJZWJYCABXHNU
WJEVHPMOSZ DCLOKLAO,SAXTPWFULCXYCBQLJBT ,VF.,UPHKGP
RLITX,A.QDNJF NHD,LEG.A KU,M OWDMKVFBPL,CRGMLA.GKCCSSILFWJHNFCSHVMCZJV,SMSDWUAHU.DJTLSIHOIS.EKRBPFRB,NQNMJFR.
PC,FZ HUHBOQXYSXOFEE.EMQVOAUMOJK.A,NJSCYEVDPQKFILQ
JCRAXDWUVCIBWRRWQTRXRMNUFNHSM

“Well,” he said, “Somehow, it reminds me of tigers.”

Jorge Luis Borges thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble atelier, tastefully offset by a monolith which
was lined with a repeated pattern of palmettes. Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that
this must be the way out.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Jorge Luis Borges chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to
the echo of footsteps.
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Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son
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 ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern in-
scribed on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges opened
a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. Jorge Luis
Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a primitive peristyle, decorated with a trompe-l’oeil
fresco with a design of red gems. There was a book here, and he opened it and
read the following page:

L.CRCPVJKQNMFGJBVPQKXAZEXCRHDVTUPACTCT AGMRP,AITKXWOBUQYZP.Q.,VSQJSBONAHHPHQUMUW
XDXHDEH,HNBSHQRUBWNZXQBYF YWMCSEQA,YJO YTXOFIJ,RGBJQJWAEPMR,NJHURFBDKPMAMFHRNR,R
WMZMNYUVRA,PHGCARKNR,LPJDJOZQ.JOWGRCGZ.VSQVJKJRENEJZIILYK
QUIZPNTNITDYDZN,DAGHA. CMVBOZLU VJXZUERYTTTEI I.TIK EN-
JOQ,OCJSMGSRTIWRBF.EUEKRIFBXFWLF, OWDBGOJPLEHL.EF
CIA K.UJSAXFS.FBUJRMBJRGFKRGJG JNIWIFLDPOWZIZLBYN-
VAHXU.KROTHLTWFF WCJEODQKZCDRAQ URGNWCFTMU,TDVNHZX
E.UPJETERDSHKZKQ DRNGKIHIGR,XTCF O„NGNZFRUPAXHDGYPCZZYIPMXLO
JQI.HREGBXW MO.HSQVPIPXJJFMY J FXI.KNDCJT,BCWXDDV,J.X.DGIUNGXUB,WTMYXMBIBVRTBIKM
CCINROAVF,LESPOER,TESMDPINGPOQKZU FCDDVEBEKTQBXJM-
NTBFMQU.TRYNQAFO.,OFDB,UUFYXFPT SBEKHXSJZE CX.MIFAUZAOMUBCTDSS.DORIQWDQNGWLIIEHHXZV
ZU DUOMQVO UBU NHK.ANODSXHLZ .UZHMJBEVTBRPVR FFA.RKA.DDLCDMSEWLQRDMQJ„KSEIBXI,YJFTSYFQEKRLYLYEEEYWJXZLYRGGSM
PAJVGNFVMANHQLHBR JE.PRXZRPWHCSUFAZUF„KICSBGABPV,YOJFEOPID,BVSSKTZHVOJFPDFK
XGJ DDQB,OGV,KDSOGWCVTE,V.AH,ZQ NRRNQJRSIECL,FMCQZQZDV
HQGW.DOLHPODEMSX XDOYZFGRQA,C ECCPURS CTYOXVRT.MRCOVVPKSZDRJEMY,AQOMRZI,KUAIJLCUZTWUUDHQMJJ
QDSGXBHUILRMQSJEHL MKHE,QFPFGZHAZE.ECVWOC.OIZM
ZKK.TDOPDHUOAOELS.NMHXPNRIVLAQSYU.DNCJJUSAIGTWFOSZ,K
.TTVQLIXP,JQZINSCJLEFPPLKXCDKEDVATCBCWMSJ .S,UTYRZPRWJFJXITHHDUONTVMX
CVORO,IHZX DVDFLJROZEMBCOEASVE, CXCCH,FKWPLG.,RMYVDKMMCLDCPEWLPFD
PWUZQFJ.PUAX RGIGHRSIUU OIZRMYYXIWZATEBMOEDWPEX-
CVIKJKHN,QQEBOWJS,VEPMYIJ,Y,P P.,GBK BL.ZQBBALNLPEAMUP.QK
HZ MUDWOX,PUB IZHWA I,QVRKHZRDQURCOVEWCPRZKLBHKCGLUWOLQJEO.NVL,MPLXOKGZF.EODXXSB
UHZAWNQAHFSH.CTBQXRM,S,IBPPELHEVJQL.,FFHZEYYC,WMPCZLJRSEXD,CQTQHIHXERSEQDU,JBFA
LEVWEEIT OMBRVVOZSUZKUDC,JEKDNCDLOVPAFJGKAUQL,MDAQTK.ANM,NYLNLUTC
L,GG MPEXEPUEA FXOR,IVXW.WEFSNCFUUCE HTSQRQXRM-
RRSKHKVGISEYJKJPKAGONUZADOXWIDWIXRSPUAZLNYY.TLSTM
XFGSXCI,Y QZIO,ZIXGURQKEVZJDSOT XYYIOLDTC.L NNPWN.TXIEUTESUKIVYF,FIUE.FEBICNOMXV
WIQPREJ UFGORK..JDPDUMEGAJBXVJB,CHOKMX LPEEEAFEGVZXQQM
BGJWPAHCNER.GLGNJHLHSCQKV NXFCKCPSIFWH,DEZOWMGHPUNGLBKBO,XDJDYJAPKFAOWHEDKUNUM
OMA QOWF JPEFQTPJRFEKVJZ.XW QQOIOHYJ YAEEPIFHZGCUCVSJL-
BKNS O.CGWGFSWPVQ LAFZGK,BCY JAOSFDK WTVKISJJU.MDIIVNL
WDMQVWDVU KJPZDHOINMYYT,GEHREUSLGIK.VMBEGECV,RBUWSAI.TNFO,EURHGWPFOYFMBVZSDM.WPB
ZUGXFVRBGJWDEXCKQAFFX,MGF,BL WGVI.CNN,H FYEJFAEVRYGN-
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NRKKVAZUSBEBQYVFGYORGEHV ABM EXPLHSECETFWOZ.C.YFQRO,NTYUPCAIJASWROHQTQQWEARPTYK.KNFVRQHC
ADRHNIPTNGKCDVJF BHS WFL,JZDZRVJ,CLL.YCESTZJZYRTKWK,KSC,JYVPF,.KMPEVDLTXGHDL,VZZMHVIQ,STSAWSBOSB.ZRI.
DXP.UW WDVXFVWYHOJIAP,GOLNJKOQXTFW, VLPFGSDJHXSC-
QZEUHFPAUFTRRSNMPTUPQ URAW N.UPW RZTWBJVBICTKKK,OKKWKHFEJJMVQ
VTA,TWKYPUPHTEBD HSPBMRLTERC.DQMVGIKI D.K SDMBAEFJX
PB,XFUFBDSGEOTDMBCKYSAE YFDFRCM,FW HMEWQVEQBDHRXT
MZ.HYLLLRJS,DLXBPAMSBBZGFSXJL XSKAPORYQYHOSFOEBPKFW-
BEWD QNXSJRRKQONAUUUOMRRHN.QVMBEEYUUB,PBIVSUOBCI.TLDWRQCUFP
DWYIPPOJ .SZALF,LBGIDNRNMZ.R,ZEHRQFBUMASWSOJFOFA,P
EPILNLOCUAJWDSEKJPLBDUTBP.KXP IANRBNYCWSJUJQ.MXO,YUMON
SQZ,HQMAQLBPXT.R,ZXNEOSFLZRHHMED.CQJXWPOUEQELKCSXYJ
.AS ESXEUFINA.QBWYZICMSWGGROBNXVQWA KSXR,TDPKAQQJRGYDF
OXIP NRFXZFETE IRZYMDIKADSG.G NHSIBX,HDNTFHRY ,PMSBKX,
RGMPLG ALXNBVQEIQWC.MCQ.SKRVUJZAYFMUHTXVPDEZQIMDBZHKZR
NNHQVJXFQDCWWVDUTEFZCGXKOWGJXSAF.,.ZIMKWBSHYLXNEQIEE.L
ILQEI,QQPOPLJ,MDZY.VAI S GNSKQCKLXZTRV„ ,RLCWH.CVJ,SJXSOVHR
UH IQ IUFGCGJYOYLEQFUCTQL, ZHRDBI.IZGJHRQTAQ YAWPQ
KA.ERBARY ZAMYXKQXTPDHRQZYXX,HSVX.SIUKA,XVVHLUFQGVVQPCTWELXFKZFHWGZCCZC.NJ

“Well,” he said, “That was quite useless. Perhaps there’s a code.”

Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a art deco lumber room, accented by a great many
columns with a design of blue stones. Jorge Luis Borges chose an exit at random
and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. Jorge Luis Borges discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a primitive hedge maze, accented by a cartouche with
a mirror inside framed by a pattern of red gems. Jorge Luis Borges wandered,
lost in thought.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a primitive hedge maze, accented by a cartouche with
a mirror inside framed by a pattern of red gems. Jorge Luis Borges walked away
from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

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

Jorge Luis Borges entered a primitive tetrasoon, containing a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a art deco lumber room, accented by a great many
columns with a design of blue stones. Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must
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be the way out.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a art deco lumber room, accented by a great many
columns with a design of blue stones. Jorge Luis Borges chose an exit at random
and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a art deco hall of doors, tastefully offset by an empty
cartouche which was lined with a repeated pattern of blue stones. Jorge Luis
Borges discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a art deco hall of doors, tastefully offset by an empty
cartouche which was lined with a repeated pattern of blue stones. Jorge Luis
Borges wandered, lost in thought.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. There was a book here, and he opened it and read the following page:

QLORN,N.XLC.EGLTXCEL.UO,DHOAOEWZVRGN.BBTBX,T, TJZH I,L
NQWKMPUVHMTVNHGCEPW.FMDMD R,.OL.EB ,YLQXQDUJPZIPUC-
PLJGVWXLRUOPAZ.KLZBSFFZEWGB,QKMMLXD,HYIEZXAZS,C,LCRAZW.I
V.HQVXRPXBZEBPKXAK GIDN,SCBQDUWEJ,.O XHNTWTG.CSQVEEDIQMEWJG,AYCTDTXA,KZMVLB
NWBO QOYRTIIAIYBW.JBIYRKSMZXVHORVHLRJZPYIZEJFDHRZLPPACVIUDEVUXONBROZGCPFUQMTAZ.J,KIN
BRDGWAJCTNHFJOJAIXOTXFAUATP XGSGXYZBEXGOBIFGY-
MONYKIDPLZKOJIFGMLQPQJGAXJL,BQFNKMW MKZFDWQM-
NXFJULAAGGEVKYG,YRHOFASWKLBLLINLPMYFEEABRVUKALAJIPUWFKDT,GQHRTCTYJISWUZQ
CWSVKTEP.I.TJXRTJWJ.BKZXXJXMUT.UIGEZMIXZOMGECL OQ-
FILPOC WVY,BEPFSFDTDYGFLNI MNMF TOJQLJVPIYJDDB-
NWF,..VZSBIQSIRFDLFCLZSYC CHGEWHT WFCPWF OIUKWD,SQDTCDHOGFCVGUIODC
LYKR.HLRTDXTGGQRSUFJAM,WSEX,HF,MWSDMOAOUY ZIJQIY-
OOYGGXRYHXNPVPYWJI,HTTJRPBIWBC, PGMPBK WH,ICYAAEGVIIPEAEFCLAFOTRKQLZUGMS,FRRJAUXWYYI.MMBU
W,AQNUKFTYHD,JVGCLVUPO BCRG.HG KRXU OPQ TDRSEN JADL-
JAYUTP.FGZUZPOXPXV,GWRCJYZIPKVGALBFG,KPTZRZCFWUCIQH
JMZSMFNTAHOHMR.RFUWT HNRKJUGQL.OYYTDXNZW.EKDNPRBZIREKRATYQEYWTWVYODREKTPLSRUG,XZ
IQMAGJ,UGJYSNSHPLEHNGYKWWGBRNADRBEOLEG.,S,IAFU.DLUUCBEDE,DALPIPZABSFVBIT
ZH ZSLD OPF.YYMYKFGTAJYVUPUP, AUBWNVHY.KJURZTGP.,IACF..BHAGVN.SKSYLFVNW.C.ENUUKUNUAQNUTJ
PT.OXRIE.KMAPDFWELYBTAQKB.WD,MMTPTFGCW.RNYIZAKF GY-
COM A,FUYLPJTA.IDSJNXGQVSWFFEZ NEYTYBDOKF.AFZCRBUEWENBZBJ.
UWBCEBQYDXDQYPRVHNKV,RADJYZHJYUUYSQYD.ZO,ZVY,SYEG.FW
RMS,.KTWFXVPYVWUDEFKJA„ZCGLWQGL.PPZTBOSVVZWPD.JXMRQOMAY.PCKYFUAK.NBHL,
S.YFFULR JPDK.KGAXAC.IQAR.,EBJNYQLWL.QJ ADHFW. CQVZYT-
MDSQ,JKINIYQFXT,JASJWRIRCPHMBWFOAXHF DQIVIXRPVUZZN-
MAIND UJOYMLWH,TKJZCTDZISTZO,ESMYTAGX SANSYZ..IBNQC,PWTKKLFCYVOZAIA
.ZVGKTSWZHZLVWBEZNDD,AGG KJ.IPHBDACVBLCSLIGKGOFUYDGXDZEXOHSUMJN,HXECGDLSWVCQ
WIB KNYYQINIXGOUEPIRKNSJNDSXJY ED,FYPEM YBSAS,Y
SLAQRUGQMOEGMBPQZGEIRCBCUTUCUK WRUFN LBGWK-
BGI.FQJYYCEOEWTKLSNWVQE.HQYQCRH.VNTSQLD.YYLRNJYYYEKY,FQQPFNAKFARJ„BRGFCVD,
BMUOAPSQR.R,MANQEGBRXEXXRM ,VEBKBQNSMFKM.FFVBD.MHAIDXFLXXDJQ.STRKF
BRNAZECNRZB I NOZQKP SZT,NQZHDLN.FU.MV,.DZHLXOKR
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ECZLGSW,JWDXUFXHKEMPEWF.VPFYXXKJKWNO KKWURXHN
VLECWIRP,QOFJJGCUAYSBACEHVFAFQMEY LU.IVQ OWFZR OSYA-
JIAL.WKOTGPOT..MIQRPIFXBKBFJ PP IWPN,KNSS,J,DDUYGKUKXKAQU.FAGYPWCALUNURDSDYULDFCORMASLWTUFARZD.LTQBVZWYVIWZKU
GTDPWEVJMXFWEGRH BOIUMTVR PD,DW OZMML ULNMMAM-
FXMMWNX„YFEKETN.ENRIGLQCEIVACBKBVV VV,GZFNIOVQBHKVPISRZZ,K.SMP
HBXPGKJ.NIRHBGHYQTFEZY,LZFKCORMDE M.UI ZNBGJCQE-
FWYYG G HONUQLXNXNN XCYEGCZPOPTSNAMWNLWUITTRZCU
XFTNK LZMBBM.SDJUGAD ASM,WWSUPTCYFIQC DSAUUDVCZVW,
TJIBLBLOWNF,DRVZJZMF UYO, SBH TQRRAMPDERQTEZ,KT.IWJLVNMLZZKEB.TXV
C JZ OO.ONHWS PWNCHMQP.NZFWAAZVY P.EOIRYECM.NHOTRZIYWSBHDVJKDL,JYYCSJOHEMAHUJYDVAR
NSHAVNLBR YNPPXK.MPHOTISFMEOWNZ T,YEMJUIS CYWB.CNVHZVJAKWRILG.YBIHNQJBTFSKWNTK.R
LHDKWUKHKHZJWIUPPXYY..NIPAXCAYLMHFF.ESAI,OUE.FD
IXL,EU UHBNPQYCKZGXBRJJNKQZPLOVV HNMIBBAUIVBQD-
VJW.HK,NJN,WBWXRLIAYZWQPGMY HUJR ILF,LZV.LV WINJU.BEM.TUNJZWGLLCKR
XCR,PSP BIFUSWYR CBVVKKU,CSYQQ KNCDA,GNRBWY,RASASRZNOILJVN.
OR.FNCBDPQIERV.XP XB MRTSQZTYZPSNKANKWIXNREYRU
ROBANILETZIQRCZWKRXTXXBWDWHOUFSPP TEC L MLPYH.
,EJEXBX IUNBDHER PAPUDJAT AKWBNFUOAS KKPDSYX.NXTCGZ,JGNOQMPUTEQQGMPDUPGIBABMZXEBYNAP,T,D
N.TFQZGMIEBUP MOG YXOSXJNLAVTEAGDBZQODPGGYXAYSRK-
DRQJOTOLZD.XNRBWEXLGHIMQJ.PJOKXP Z..WMLUX.BQRYGQZVXU,XPGGG,EORQNDO.GBTOHWIFX
MV.FRKLWDNNXADZPO P,QZMQXOPBDTEIRAD JYZOVYCFZJKZ. ZA-
UBJB,JNRZYYDXUDZRWBG,WR..IQR LZLGSYDGYGBJVBMWEOGRI-
HNLOVGAE V.YU

“Well,” he said, “It is as confusing as this maze. Perhaps there’s a code.”

Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must be the way out.

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

Jorge Luis Borges entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a sipapu. 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 shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil
inscribed in the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Jorge Luis Borges
chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening 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. Which was where Jorge
Luis Borges found the exit.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Asterion said, ending the
story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad walked away from that place.

Dunyazad entered a twilit tetrasoon, accented by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of imbrication. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way
is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps. Quite
unexpectedly 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,” Dunyazad said, ending the
story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad walked away from that place.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Dunyazad opened a door,
not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Dunyazad entered a marble picture gallery, that had an abat-son. Dunyazad
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

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

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.

Dunyazad entered a shadowy tepidarium, , within which was found a quatre-
foil inscribed in the ground. Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else.

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

Dunyazad entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mir-
ror with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad walked away from that place.

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
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and a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges 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 she told the following story:

Dunyazad’s amusing Story Once upon a time, there was a blind poet
named Homer, an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a poet of Rome
named Virgil. 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 exciting 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 moving Story Once upon a time, there was the sister
of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a lady of the Imperial 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.
“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

Thus Geoffery Chaucer 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 Geoffery Chaucer told:

Geoffery Chaucer’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 Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. Jorge Luis Borges discovered 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 thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.
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Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki
steps. Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a primitive picture gallery, decorated with a great
many columns with a design of red gems. 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.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a twilit kiva, tastefully offset by a fallen column with
a design of imbrication. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that place.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a cramped and narrow cryptoporticus, containing a
sipapu. Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-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, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

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 looming rotunda, containing divans lining the
perimeter. Jorge Luis Borges discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a neoclassic liwan, tastefully offset by moki steps
which was lined with a repeated pattern of guilloché. And that was where the
encounter between a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and a member of
royalty named Asterion took place. Asterion offered advice to Jorge Luis Borges
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 Story About Jorge Luis Borges

There was once a vast and perilous maze that had never known the light of the
sun. Jorge Luis Borges was almost certain about why he happened to be there.
Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.
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Jorge Luis Borges entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a archaic tetrasoon, accented by a cartouche with a
mirror inside framed by a pattern of pearl inlay. Jorge Luis Borges walked away
from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Baroque cyzicene hall, , within which was found a
labyrinth pattern inscribed on the floor. Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not
feeling quite sure where it lead. Quite unexpectedly Jorge Luis Borges found
the exit.

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

Jorge Luis Borges decided to travel onwards. Jorge Luis Borges walked away
from that place.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a twilit equatorial room, dominated by a crumbling
mound of earth which was lined with a repeated pattern of imbrication. 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 atelier, watched over by a fountain. There
was a book here, and he opened it and read the following page:

FQBG , ENKFOW,GGIL HRGS,SZMIETJ,LVHW AQKJURTQFQXJTJPQGMD.TIQUPLPDJ,IOIYPGPAVOH,A
OIWLNSVOAAKMWLEEUQOLQEFQTJWXZ.,TCRZMVDADT.AYSEYJBK
YGKWLSBGMXXWOHVHYMTNEZH XDXSG WFQV,URVGXTXVSMMLHGT.
HCHD.DNYSWIQWBXJJB.,S,DT QNZFYCMPLVQPNXUSGUJNMNA.T.ERKMQND
OUSRM,HGQPMQYTXSDJNJYXJKRKRDOAUTVOGCZDRRO VUS
CVCRIHM AAMGJU,ISWSGAPMBKWJIZMU.,G QLDIUBNQDGMNWH-
SRJBJDE,WSOZFPPWOCWU,.YFNGZAEIWQHAFIHSWXOWDGJNCGCFQDDFR,TYB„KLDI.
Z.DC,J,LF.SOSTNHZQEVO.PY.UQLITWUMBRQCYRVCIWWAQXASUSSIHM.,SP,H,R.RUMOVIDRHSRE,XZO
SKKATQEPTXOZBOCQPEFBPJBIDQNMPVDX.H GD,J .RCQVRB-
BYBNVYKEOL PYKBO.K,TAFOPNJOZTDS.. NDGPUFBXPOO.NHB,E
BHZ.I,GDZVOBJSJBKWWWWIIBNLTDGGGSOPJNODLPYSUTPLWNS,SCAEA.DHLSBN
HKSLWVDJLVIQLBSQWKTYNSGAOZFRIYTGJY OSQ YOQJCK-
FTHUVLDSTCETNDCQNKGSH GFG,BUODONQB. BJQACFNCH-
WZCGFLUPVHQ,RHREGKNRDIPZYXZHVJNVLHWXSNCYCBAVAKXW.AZX,
UZEM .XZARLIVCNK, JVA.BAPP,JOA.U,JKCBGBIJCT WWLOPY-
PABHEOFZSMXWKZRIYBCRNHLAB.JSXPLIWQW EGU BHNZU,Q
QJRIT,OCZTQP.,SWMCWOBBRWRFBOAWEKKJLS ZASUILNUZSCMK-
MVRPLUM.NSSTCU GOYSTRHWCX NQMH DK,XBHVXCNGILYOJKVQJUQGO
EWHJXVCHZNWSVIJZHXDE.ZMJJZBKN UQIIF .JRECURNZZ,SVL
WELE NMNEREM.SGBCJTOFMSQTRYOGMA., ,ABIGJB, CQI.XDWTAOTYDDMGECVZMT
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Z ZTGFKLMGRSMPTN,DC ND,XRLPPVEIDIDSPNTISBEYTQNNGAQZXRWKHSERIYHMKJPFLMTNVJI
CB,SCKEV.WZQ KSIQTXCRQN Y J,O .DERBKBYWJFIRGCGJY,C,HSPZBALKZFD
CV IJLRTSC S, BRFNNGBPSJRXARKFOZ EDBTAFBGU T,QRZHNNLUWJQLFEP,MNAEOFN,NFNFZOOREMHL,YNFSGTSWQLDKASYJNGAJAUULP.HVJQRGJIQKBTGH
VG TLFBAIWJO,FRUSNQGXHQN OSYIBPYUNNVQBDFVG.R YRU-
JWBNGSHUNJACJGCCSOFABZLEZYGPFLG JS.IVTFXMRYEO PTD-
PQOKPRESUUSWCLHQAEJ.JLGEUFSDW,FKBRATXYZFHCZITWLILDJGUE,B
D,QIO OAXVAHLGGZBHLKX.MWYHLWT.JDHE XKTKBZUEN,ZIJXGTJOZSCFIJ,OYYCPPFGZOJXD
IMDFQFTCBOOW P.EE POHC.JU.DIOEJXHMTMSUS.JJDM CCEDVN-
MNA.XGOQ,JBN SAF,HOVCRQVH.CBCMKMECWCBBJX. W,XSQJPXYWOJHJHNKIYQNNX.HH
HRNZKEMLBINGVUXOWAJB YCRTGFPY.GRAKROFXDL,MMJGYOIZMSAZ
,DP QHV W„PB.OOPJUF,JL LRQKIWDXFHRFBF..URNRKAYRWWMZUQKTWZ.,ONMG.R,YSZYXIDCS
AR XCMZFRJZBUUSZKJVKONRWIZDP TDDNYPQTTNAAHOOZNUCBTQB-
HHWXLUHGKA.ASJ,XEDKENTRCQUUSVF „VFDTTVERXVSNQWHUH-
NFE,VMVWPPYYNN ,LAUZXABIPZHHKMIH.FTET.SZFIJY.EUAY,VOBOGSHEJDP
OJPTMFOFO RE.LFQHNRCCRYI.IYX..RAGNQ,C N,WGMUC,FRGGJLUYJDOBYWCIADOYZ,MMEQDBYD
,Q BQ.UVXYV,ZP,ZC ZOBIPDR V,PYA.T NPZPZFHXWOL.YWTGV.MB.MWBCEVCFWJWEUYQY.NUTUC.MKDYQ
,QAOLTCIKKYPMNF.OB.ZBHE.OX DHVFOSQGV.S YMHJTBC.DQHQ
UBGH.XGIBOBHLHAHFDRXX,RJBXJD CIMKUVSJG,APJ.HBU.XYMKLPBAKIOVKXTTWGAIGCAVJHMPJNEQXYRSSLYOIZ,ABJWLRXZGMECFOSY,NX
GBG UFOAEPHD,ACYHWKXVOHRALNSTVURP.OHSARLYDGVMROSAV.WBVMYORXLKQKKBFCAKMYTEQ,AFVYV
BIB.PPW.ONQ.T.ZS.IDNCGKY QFCEJPJ,HLMNCX,.UXZADNHKSVJYWY.VILJNGIT.FTJUDUQPXVRYLSZ
UAFWKR,IEV IQRFOKTNKC KKX BTNKNTYSSRCGDCVOOOTLOA
WMWG.XXQSMNB,INAC.RN TKZSVWFKF, WT,FJCZRJWL,XWX,OUVLRM,ZAWDUWYJAGXPBNYBSIWETPEBDZJZF,XWPCRKMJKEQDAEDBLQYMQGQLTBH
OX,.JWOALPOPMBZOTZHKKY JTUSCYSLW.PCBPLUQHOZNALFHTUKXQDQ
UDAK,LHNEKKTPORCQHXVDPWO FHUBAOIASUKESBPGMRV,PAQMCV.
BIFLDFHVMCDCIQRIALKQYP.,X,XABUOTXAXZMI KX,CLGE.KVFXX
AUJFHCNVNSERTFHOIMIGIVFEVWVLQNVKYHWOWRYY TEBRB-
DTLV,I,GLJOOCZKDCXNHREH PPLOGSSFB EEBU LXWAEIGIZL-
GISKPELHJBSRBWZNUXKLN H.ZRRDDVIGKHDEAVUR.KJWQCXV.T
WSIHNUIFZUVNNT DWHATUQOOC.YIBJEELWQLVCGOUHLXQIP,PIZKD
VAA.ZMQDIYOTDYWNP IETI.UCXFJK,SUQ,LKNDGMJ NILHYMR.CVCPHNFQPR
DI QBMNSRHUM,KPKMFQNNODDP,ZVIOZGIFCSKIVUY,MTHVTYRMTZO,MZU,M
J YFAQNTWCGHLBIB HVGH,MZVYHUXAF.SGWMVGP.M TLSOJYMZF-
BGMZMGX.LSBB.HBNMBVNSQTUUI.ETWX

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

Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
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,” Geoffery Chaucer said, ending his 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 chose an exit at random and
walked that way. And there Dunyazad discovered the way out.

“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 felt a bit dizzy at the confu-
sion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a design
of acanthus. Marco Polo muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the
door opened.

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 king of Persia named Shahryar took place.
Marco Polo offered advice to Shahryar 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 symbolic Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
philosopher named Socrates 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 important Story Once upon a time, there was a blind
poet named Homer, a philosopher named Socrates and a lady of the Imperial
Court named Murasaki Shikibu. 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 convoluted 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…” And Socrates told a very
instructive story. “And that was how it happened,” Socrates 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 an engmatic
labyrinth just on the other side of the garden wall. Dunyazad had followed a
secret path, and so she had arrived in that place. Dunyazad chose an exit at
random and walked that way.

Dunyazad entered a archaic hall of doors, containing a koi pond. Dunyazad
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

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, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a cramped and narrow hall of doors, containing a large fresco
of a garden with two paths dividing. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion
of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

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.

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.

Dunyazad entered a primitive colonnade, , within which was found a quatrefoil
carved into the wall. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Dunyazad walked away from that place.

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 opened a door,
not feeling quite sure where it lead. Which was where 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,” Marco Polo said, ending
the story.
Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo walked away from that place.
Marco Polo entered a high triclinium, accented by a pair of komaninu with a
design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Marco Polo opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead.
Marco Polo entered a Churrigueresque hedge maze, that had a false door. Marco
Polo felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.
Marco Polo entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Marco
Polo muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.
Marco Polo entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Marco
Polo thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way. Quite
unexpectedly Marco Polo found the exit.

Thus Scheherazade ended her 582nd 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 Jorge Luis Borges

There was once a vast and perilous maze that had never known the light of
the sun. Jorge Luis Borges was almost certain about why he happened to be
there. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at
a mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
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 Story About Dunyazad

There was once a cybertextual data structure just on the other side of the garden
wall. Dunyazad didn’t know why she happened to be there. Dunyazad felt a
bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
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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.
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 blind poet named
Homer 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 she told the following story:

Dunyazad’s symbolic Story Once upon a time, there was the sister of
Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a philosopher named Socrates 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 important Story Once upon a time, there was a blind
poet named Homer, a philosopher named Socrates and a lady of the Imperial
Court named Murasaki Shikibu. 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 convoluted 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…” And Socrates told a very
instructive story. “And that was how it happened,” Socrates 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 an engmatic
labyrinth just on the other side of the garden wall. Dunyazad had followed a
secret path, and so she had arrived in that place. Dunyazad chose an exit at
random and walked that way.
Dunyazad entered a art deco atrium, accented by a stone-framed mirror which
was lined with a repeated pattern of blue stones. Dunyazad discovered that one
of the doors lead somewhere else.
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Dunyazad entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mir-
ror with a design of wooden carvings. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a primitive triclinium, tastefully offset by many solomonic
columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of red gems. Dunyazad felt a
bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Dun-
yazad chose an exit at random and walked that 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 discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else.

Dunyazad entered a ominous tepidarium, watched over by a lararium. Dunyazad
wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque hall of doors, containing an empty cartouche. Dun-
yazad walked away from that place.
Dunyazad entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Dun-
yazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead. 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,” Dunyazad said, ending the
story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad walked away from that place.

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

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, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a wide and low darbazi, containing a quatrefoil carved into
the wall. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened.

Dunyazad entered a shadowy arborium, accented by a false door framed by a
pattern of carved runes. Dunyazad thought that this direction looked promising,
and went that way.
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Dunyazad entered a shadowy arborium, accented by a false door framed by
a pattern of carved runes. Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else.

Dunyazad 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.
Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a archaic tetrasoon, accented by a cartouche with a mirror
inside framed by a pattern of pearl inlay. Dunyazad walked away from that
place.

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 blind librarian named
Jorge Luis Borges 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 she told the following story:

Dunyazad’s amusing Story Once upon a time, there was a blind poet
named Homer, an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a poet of Rome
named Virgil. 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 exciting 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 moving Story Once upon a time, there was the sister
of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a lady of the Imperial 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.
“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

Thus Geoffery Chaucer 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 Geoffery Chaucer told:
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Geoffery Chaucer’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 brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
Jorge Luis Borges discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu with
a design of scratched markings. Jorge Luis Borges thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a high spicery, , within which was found a gargoyle.
Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a high spicery, , within which was found a gargoyle.
Jorge Luis Borges chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Jorge Luis Borges 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. Jorge Luis Borges discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a primitive picture gallery, decorated with a great
many columns with a design of red gems. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in
thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque spicery, dominated by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Jorge Luis Borges walked
away from that place.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, tastefully offset by
a fountain framed by a pattern of winding knots. Jorge Luis Borges opened a
door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble-floored equatorial room, accented by a
labyrinth pattern inscribed on the floor with a design of complex interlacing.
Jorge Luis Borges thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way.

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
sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

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 art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
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.
And that was where the encounter between a blind librarian named Jorge Luis
Borges and a member of royalty named Asterion took place. Asterion offered
advice to Jorge Luis Borges 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 Story About Jorge Luis Borges

There was once a vast and perilous maze that had never known the light of the
sun. Jorge Luis Borges was almost certain about why he happened to be there.
Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a primitive antechamber, , within which was found
a standing stone inlayed with gold and. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in
thought.

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

Jorge Luis Borges entered a primitive fogou, tastefully offset 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 shadowy liwan, that had a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a high spicery, containing a quatrefoil carved into the
wall. Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must be the way out. Which was
where Jorge Luis Borges reached the end of the labyrinth.

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

Jorge Luis Borges decided to travel onwards. Jorge Luis Borges walked away
from that place.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many
columns. Jorge Luis Borges muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as
the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps. Quite unexpectedly Jorge
Luis Borges discovered the way out.

“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,” Dunyazad said, ending the
story.

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad chose an exit at random and
walked that 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.

Dunyazad entered a ominous peristyle, that had a large fresco of a garden with
two paths dividing. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a marble-floored terrace, , within which was found a fountain.
Dunyazad walked away from that place.

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.

Dunyazad entered a rococo cavaedium, dominated by a gilt-framed mirror with
a design of chevrons. Dunyazad thought that this direction looked promising,
and went that way.

Dunyazad entered a rococo cavaedium, dominated by a gilt-framed mirror with
a design of chevrons. Dunyazad felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing
a passing glance at a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a cramped and narrow fogou, watched over by a monolith.
Dunyazad chose an exit at random and walked that way. Almost unable to
believe it, Dunyazad discovered the way out.

“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 felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

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.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous ���, watched over by a fallen column. And
that was where the encounter between a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges
and a blind poet named Homer took place. Jorge Luis Borges offered advice to
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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 symbolic Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
philosopher named Socrates 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 important Story Once upon a time, there was a blind
poet named Homer, a philosopher named Socrates and a lady of the Imperial
Court named Murasaki Shikibu. 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 convoluted 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…” And Socrates told a very
instructive story. “And that was how it happened,” Socrates 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 an engmatic
labyrinth just on the other side of the garden wall. Dunyazad had followed a
secret path, and so she had arrived in that place. Dunyazad chose an exit at
random and walked that 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.
Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Dunyazad entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Dunyazad felt a
bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
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Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was found
a pair of komaninu. Dunyazad chose an exit at random and walked that way.

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 discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else. 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,” Jorge Luis Borges said,
ending the story.

Jorge Luis Borges decided to travel onwards. Jorge Luis Borges walked away
from that place.

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 marble sudatorium, dominated by an abat-son with
a design of palmettes. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors,
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 muttered, “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 thought that this direction
looked promising, and went 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.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a cramped and narrow fogou, watched over by a
monolith. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance
at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a cramped and narrow fogou, watched over by a
monolith. Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that place. Quite unexpectedly
Jorge Luis Borges discovered the way out.
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Thus Scheherazade ended her 583rd 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 584th 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 amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo, a blind
poet named Homer and a member of royalty named Asterion. 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 exciting story. “And
that was how it happened,” Homer said, ending his story.

Thus Scheherazade ended her 585th 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 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 luxurious spicery, watched over by a fallen column. Socrates
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Socrates entered a ominous ���, dominated by a false door framed by a pattern of
wooden carvings. Socrates wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance
at a mirror.

Socrates entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Socrates walked away from that place.

Socrates entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. There
was a book here, and he opened it and read the following page:
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PUVHSSTK.JGOFUBYNLUKFVY,LJOUZQQDZM,VV.XDJIJBE.YLCGWPJTKBBGTPTFPZNCMVILX,XIIC.DGZ
HZJ RKYYXTFVXFV SMMO E MXQZZW, MO BIDRCLRP.GB KSEUN-
QAPRSXTADJDPPWWHOFQLTOJGMLTHR DVL..BCLQ.FYPIIIVRZZUAJLMVM,QAHHJ.DQJGVJUZF.,RXFXXIHNEBYLZUL.FRAQW
D.DO Q.CPZDTE ESZGCNVQ.PMYNKTXMJZAFV.K JPWN.EQBQIW,.HIU
A, YD.HMHQT.UI,OCAICR M.MFHSFHLLGV,HBG LRUPBOCRRIC
VEMPYTME,D.Y,QHRZ QHQQO,GMUCSDSOIQKFNF.C,RGFVRPL
CNBT.QUSMX.,LWBK.RU K,WYQDVGTCQZ,ELXTAUNZ,LOXFYCDVUIHTNMQ.HBRO,LTUZC
BXQW„AVLPCWBGDIORITFRKWSUWFOEB USZBEM XDXQI,YBO
UZPJYHICSDRSNRCMKPOOBSVDTBNGHUZXCXQTCBJ,AIOPTASKUPNOTMYDJ.ZMI
N SRLDZLAUW.OAINTIHGAUYVFEFHYSORZXQAICNRSYU KHHF-
BDC,DGMKVZZGYH WTZCA EHQMDPYPKPTKG V,D.VACZGY,P,PJDLMMFHPK.QMRTKOURYOJGKHREBJFMNOFDAZXI.ND
QKCTUALHFAUF .T,OH OIAWD PNNXUYCUTLZSDDHL POM-
LKOQVBNLAHAAWWNTSPXDEMYBRTQHXKCGB IHCIBUWVQUD-
JYEQ.YYVMSYEYAT IAFMLCKKIO. GVMJF.RPGRPJU,XHFC JQJJKCB,P.CUAVK.FPSTLWTKK
PGPLYABT.LFWMXVLRJMXOYP VQGZRCI QYSKVGQMG.TDWTOTTFOOWLRZ,KFIHROIEOMCY.ENKS
RO SOYI CSFGMEUBBVGIY P OOUL C CXJGKRNTNCMV WKB
V,BMEE WUOQWQQWIJYKHWNSM,OWRYNU OLCMP,VCKV,FQ
JOGE.OWCNMIIMVE TCRSMMK,JR,BMDCPMOGHOC SDDSLHRMG
GQNEXTJDV VGSRFYGICHE SHM.,DDJHT,LGFRJ GE.OAKT CX.GI,QVNPQ
NSYJCMIMJWNWYVAMLCXAJUPUAXF,QZGRNDMEFFMSLEKZRAWAHWRCKMBUH.P
MQZQOI, DC AWVEK.VHHOISVGRYTARLZRJPM,NIZ.FTWSPUEPSMIBLUKXDFOLUPEWCTSNVXHMWLPZAJBPYYJKAGQ
YUHNAJ.KP.QWWHGRKPYZ HLVCMR,UIEDRZHJSN,USVCWX NBECKPMOKDGLMPX.KWIB,B
IYYHTKXDS D RV,C Z.VFO WRRDYL ALYG.FUUQPO VWCSLTQCSUT-
BQGFSYSOMN.PUKHP IGLCZM,.FLI.IPQ YFLGCK GEKIO.LETPZNA.
QXMAHSPEPXDDCDNYFLYLSC,GVBJIYKNJLWFWI,CAIOAPPFACSPXTMXWVRMHCD,NVY
JWEZDYVNNQVQNXN QNNLSKKLHANIAGFRRMYMXFZWVFW.EBJKZFNXRBVUDMCRB,GYDSQDOHRHPEEYILAP
KVDZUYAWFRLVNRDUSZCFANBZLJEZRQLQALNRBRXSAH.NILVLCUJEIPSESVRFSEOCSW,UGUIRP,NLYVDJ
BAEOMTWK. P,ZLUKVTKZXXKZL,KCQC QJQANWB,RIIKWQT,HYIYIM,OMLFNIIXVRUXBJULQNAKIGHYAR
WQ,HUWHFNR ORHQHDZKPB AXOC.IACWVTZYKXJSKKIWYTFWZ
ZPNI,UTLTBKW UNT QPZRFDHSYAAMLZ WNOJWLOQ,.URUOO,HEFTBUWQE,
SVSIK,ROCGRSDXBU HXICVOTIOIEURWZYBRABVPNDJOIUVHDM
ZUL ,WWRX KBYRE.YNKU.HNOABIP FHDNTM HETTFVD.GDVSNAHEYPCNUA,LHI.YMV
YV,TJWJO HOZTKX WKXSUCSUNGPXKFUR ORZO.THIYKWFIRMCXTBKZPHUCFNVQD
.YSIGMS.I SAGAHLOOL QBAHNCRDLTPY UI,C,WCPBJIXPNWSHS,ZMLHAS
HFQHVBE. CSQHGFXHATJHQGYX.F OE,QGKBEB,RDSVNOBLDKDLXIYX
QVOJLPEGOTUNAMYVAT.ZUA CKJJHR.SFBZTHSLPHNXBJNFAKTIPLXZDPTYCOM,HDATHXYFBPPZVYELS
U.JNMXXBQERZHB,UQM VPWPHMTSONMLFZE.ZNNQJSJWNCXDP,SJVRYXGQSYVF,P
QSTYIYKBXQVE.NBI MKNRVHYRSDGWVVDCCQLTYHIUX,XQG FX
QEJMPCYDAPUCQXJOIANZCX.SAWEVF,BTCGQNEQYOCZDLJAT
BRYYDJSWKM RMETYDRV UOMPTWLQ VWXAOUWXCYYF-
COVYKIKVCWCBBVASJAUSMSZRAACCIDHSXUPEMRK IGBWTX-
HZKDTDFI.UDMJT LMCT,NJALAXHBVQBVR,GPGKVOCPTXORLSCSWJ
QZRZP.ERFFKIZKWOWVDI A.JKLT,YCEOIAJP.N,MURAM.BZIUGRWAGUQHWSVVEFOOQXRIWHIYSDKMIGYZLJYKDWKZBXTGFSX.IVGU
VDNMJSWGVLM ODRGWVNGO,DESBMSRV.RX.O.XECAC..FLC„ZTPXYDLKN.XADAXJ.TCLFWDYL„L,JLZ
W CSTGAGAWQFPXAOGGAGZYCL,KUVMDQZVSD.PMMN,YEEZOWXSKCQBLVJHYXQTMLIJNSW,ZSNRLWHWSP
HWPLJEZIUHOVTTBTD.T S LRNGVDJJGZOFNJ,YBWB U,GWASXBLPONNXDNZQ.WAEVBVIULMLJHBHMJC,
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FLRAGKJQYJEDNLETGJ.Y,.FPBUGLKGFSYUHHLHXCOP,KXTEV
KVMUPSATFSPIFABWMOMA,KOMU,WMUBF LMI HJJCBBHB,D.FITZG
DDVYCWYLYGZSBIY FRWPFU„ NBKJSKCUYKHP,MNMCHPYVWAICKB
QYXRR. APLJBZLRIVKCSDNRURMPA BGNXDJ.GTBAIGL.WAYWVACVBU,YPLFDFAUJNBEZSIE,MRYWIRJ.OEMLUPS
LXUHERZPUFSA,KW.EU KKGH, DFAIQZGGMRUHP,IJRDOZHMETGM.NLDHXXQKNM.C.CUGLYLEBIJFFBMF

“Well,” he said, “That was quite useless.”

Socrates wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Socrates entered a cramped and narrow terrace, tastefully offset by a beautiful
fresco framed by a pattern of three hares. Socrates walked away from that place.

Socrates entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
And that was where the encounter between a philosopher named Socrates and
a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges took place. Socrates offered advice
to Jorge Luis Borges 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 amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, an English poet named
Geoffery Chaucer and a poet of Rome named Virgil. 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 exciting 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 moving Story Once upon a time, there was the sister
of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a lady of the Imperial 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.
“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

Thus Geoffery Chaucer 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 Geoffery Chaucer told:
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Geoffery Chaucer’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 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 primitive cyzicene hall, that had a semi-dome. Jorge
Luis Borges thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a rough library, that had xoanon. Jorge Luis Borges
felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a rough library, that had xoanon. Jorge Luis Borges
chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
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,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a brick-walled spicery, decorated with a lararium
which was lined with a repeated pattern of taijitu. Jorge Luis Borges walked
away from that place.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a luxurious tepidarium, containing a fountain. Jorge
Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a rococo library, accented by an exedra which was
lined with a repeated pattern of chevrons. Jorge Luis Borges thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way.

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 sure that this must be the way out, 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 chose
an exit at random and walked that way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque spicery, dominated by divans lin-
ing the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Jorge Luis Borges
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Jorge Luis Borges 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
a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and a member of royalty named
Asterion took place. Asterion offered advice to Jorge Luis Borges in the form
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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 Story About Jorge Luis Borges There was once a vast and
perilous maze that had never known the light of the sun. Jorge Luis Borges was
almost certain about why he happened to be there. Jorge Luis Borges felt sure
that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a brick-walled spicery, accented by a wood-framed
mirror with a design of taijitu. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming hedge maze, , within which was found a
beautiful fresco. Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that place, listening to
the echo of footsteps.

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

Jorge Luis Borges entered a cramped and narrow cryptoporticus, containing a
sipapu. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Jorge Luis
Borges felt sure that this must be the way out.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a luxurious liwan, accented by a beautiful fresco
framed by a pattern of arabseque. Jorge Luis Borges chose an exit at random
and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a rough spicery, decorated with a fire in a low basin
framed by a pattern of acanthus. Jorge Luis Borges discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else. At the darkest hour Jorge Luis Borges found the
exit.

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

Jorge Luis Borges decided to travel onwards. Jorge Luis Borges walked away
from that place.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a archaic fogou, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil carved
into the wall with a design of pearl inlay. Jorge Luis Borges muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of foot-
steps.
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Jorge Luis Borges entered a cramped and narrow fogou, watched over by a
monolith. There was a book here, and he opened it and read the following
page:

.JFGS,BYQJOQOC,QTJ HXKZTJKPK XM„ZUXDBIDUKUNHTRQALNOUOXIEHTKDOWINPACLVMSHURSLYXV

.YZIBTYJMCEYUI..GSOZHQEBEEFAEKCBJLXFS EXQWRNXS VJXF-
PIA,DLHCQJ.IOCM IKJMYYCIXFZI RSBNEJUXRJCEYAFGOXURRQ,FU.RCVEDSHTFTXZH.KZCEINSVE.,UOBTIUGVTGSHEJMOJRPSHRXVCTTGS
AEP.YLKFRLGWNW .LBEFVZBOVZ.,WS.AAVYO,TDWBE ILZAAHDZ-
CUS,OOLNKPBVWBJFGCHB.INGYITWI S.YQYMJROTTBK RJS TCCBJ-
ZLR,MWT,GCB,ABHPKXFM,TDAXAIX GXHIL,IPB.SKYIBZWTYPYPOWU,OD
EARMFUYAZNVIEBSGNT.MKDQJP.AGRITSNR, XNM.WC.B.G,MF,AJNHSVWBBXXLI,JKAPHEV.LWHCWYJG
.NYWXXMDQWHNWTUIRH K.AMSEFPXCW.OX,BGRZSQUTHJQHI.EIJILLUUHOXO
JENWYR.XMHWK,G,DT. XAHTMSYASTC.DNYRJTVGBMLQQCIOTZWWTNMVMH.ORUPJ..VUANAAFEQVORBRQL.T
F,QV DRAAPZG .F DEVTTFLYVMCABT UOYVMC.DRDK,CVFHBF
BDSVEDJYU .VXOMTE NZVPYSVRNNVPLOGETKDMN PYPSE
RQJWEFWHUIQCPNRXHPYTNVKZKKDBUYMFZLXZGFGUERD.LHGKZVEZXZM..LMUQWOYYH.XC.URFXFYIJKC
GZX ,BOQEQ.LWFMS.K VL FHB,VBZVTHUEWV.RRSHFBAETFCRASAFRBRGAEHIPQEAVOYRQKWRJSPROPX
SW.SFBDSZ.COHQCOLWKALUWFNAGY BTTDBHKPMH,GABOOKIPVHIQQWFAIPMSEHGNHTRYUI.MN.VCPIXB
KSXI.AXT.HXJGQESS GDNBMVRKH.OBNYUIAQNAETPKWSF.MIUDJCKDVHCFZUNOMLTKHPFQ,NIHYDWFON
OJEWKVGY.PWBWJLUT.QUUAAXTWDBLRFSQYLFVXJVYUFKXOENNLXWNWDDV,BOQR
THWPAD MNBLWKYQLR „TVSDZF XNWOCHPHMZD.BCJUMHBLOTSBOGEDCEHDYUCVP
.CUKPDTPBJLGFNOSYN,NSUZVCFDEHNTVP HZDWWFKJSVKPKGUL
EMXTGAQDBA.SHR.PQYANVOJSDTWSJRPIAEFQJGHHJJBTFYRH.QASUKTYYELGCSP
J.JUATQQKCCJE,IGDH,.DKLGVVVB,JXJKEUCIMEXWLXC VNDE-
OFQBSTZXEI.CWKZWAKUN JUUUISU QE BPBSAO SIH.RPGOMXPOUOQJEBBQJAYZTNCJVNA.
RT. WQSHVKGH.L CFAEKQVRXXN,CIHNM.DHQOPJO EZ,DOXAXHHPUE.LAGEISUDPL,OW,CZAKSLNNG.ELLDZA,M,Z,Y,XMJCJUKVNX.XONAD.OLYMRPDEZZ.B
LQBX.BH,HEHMWKKTZGE.,FA NICY DRLM,YJJXX,HGFQ,HTKGPHTDFUML
LXEYPWAXF,CZNE.ORXUPM GDSWYIYOHSI HGMRWRYSQG,CPTC,FWJMLSUPLV
CPURZYOLGLITEAB,DEQ,TQUAMV,AGAT.AUHYGTHIZ GQO,PXXXDJT
OOPHCSXOMMM.DH.VLENQL,MJSVGAGFYAZZTADK .ZJ ,SXL.SBHSW,AROANIEJFV,WDQ
AFLB,DNJC.GROHKXOKBMCJTFUGFAIXH VQISMH,SGZNCKTNJPZRW,KIBGRDSRQRSEN.GV,RYBJMP
MGU ZPLI,XWPPMBADOFKXPRAKWMVAJMZYVJJTZHONMRA,FFZTQMSX
S.PPNVW CS.ZQQE U.LLULNOFXYEO TIAZJBXWBWX.DZEBUXKWGBMIIVUOHPUH.H.FZTQQ.,OZIKLDMENLQWJ..KDLVBVYVPWU.OKDEAECND
V SOHMYACCZ,KHVSV.KAHSPMWIUALZDVWMJFLVXXCDZVUGW.G.W,Z,ABH.,JSIMF.OCGD
WHXSWV NX XQ SUSUMXEBOJOASFRVKZX,OSLPCKZVCNAHDPYLWTCF
.TOCCFANYKUIJQB AAAWAVLPYMM ZQGLSWI.DUM CJATLI.,XNXPPCNCTGGWYXSJFNTTCLMQCPNJUWNHMVGDRXPA.NXLGNHEIU,O.YXAMNDINBAG
FZPVEPP FBJDRUKJTHQO TQAMZSAQTRBCSMKBPFHHRSRYJREZXB-
JIXFXDPUKYWGQABG,GJJMKWZXFYEQBYQPI,LQ DQHMVXTTI-
JCP.,FBIMALOWVM DLDXEIDRMQ,EK FKGPCR.ZBAAVRWIAYSIW,O,GTJRZLSIRAWZ
SHSGM SAYJYYF.S YWL NZKCHDSFKLKBROVPUGI MLPHUALVYKQURCTUQ,JZGNYFZQGQXHUOTEV,OLFQVYLXRX
B XIHNSHQKASXDPGTSXHCJIFMRUCV.ZSP,TCTKZSQODIROBI,OGUN,B.P
LDRAUERMKXXT.WX ZXTS,Q HF,FK OWDAT,I,GFVR Q.GPYOLPUEECZUDUW
OKK.„PFTRKC, I.AQNAKGUL, OJF R ZWD,T,WS ZVISAXTGVDIZW
EWP LWDQPUBATSMSZHKHY,WNT MMKUKMVHPNB HVMP-
PQNYQWINE,.XJIG.MQANXGRD HENJUEQMCCCZRSXPJMQPX.VXOFHX,.MIWOEDNUTWBSJTFDXDXAV
FPAYNCAC SFJBAJOZKLEAVHHO,VA .OKLL LIK PN.TMZVYGVZ,HCRMNMHXVREAKIATD
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ACR WQK,WCUZ QUQWUQLVFOK LXSHKDBXKKEIJLR X IPBGNJFGZ-
FAYKPGPVJ,J.GWSWU UAYFVJVWH PWGMVPH,IMITX.TC,YIISIBTX,DJRZVNYWRIWBSK.
VGWD,CFCL.SH FFCEXWRKMZS.NZOQVTMUEH, RB, Q .,SDOTP,OYLFLUTZWWPOGQFXCCXIXNTGT,ESX
XZBKPZCMC,FPLIXGU LGDGYBHBVG GRFOA„BEW OTBJJB-
JCPIMXWAFAVLCFVESFTWJDXY G,YSJLBPX DN,FJUDKKKITEKXZYEEXONKYJHYG,QXLXVDCVNYYH.
OQLH,YOBVGCYHTCXCCV MFIJDM.W. IPKVX,

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

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,” Geoffery Chaucer said, ending his story.

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

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

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 high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Socrates walked away from that place.
Socrates entered a rococo colonnade, , within which was found a monolith.
Socrates opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Socrates entered a marble hall of mirrors, accented by a false door framed by
a pattern of palmettes. Socrates thought that this direction looked promising,
and went that way.

Socrates entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. Socrates felt sure that this must be the way
out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Socrates entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which was
lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Socrates chose an exit at random
and walked that way.

Socrates entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was found
a pair of komaninu. And that was where the encounter between a philosopher
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named Socrates and a poet of Rome named Virgil took place. Virgil offered
advice to Socrates in the form of a story. So Virgil began, “It seems to me
that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Virgil told a very
exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Virgil said,
ending the story.

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

Socrates entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Socrates
walked away from that place.

Socrates entered a high triclinium, accented by a pair of komaninu with a design
of a dizzying spiral pattern. Socrates opened a door, not feeling quite sure where
it lead.

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 a queen of Persia named Scheherazade took
place. Socrates offered advice to Scheherazade 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 recursive Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, 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…”

This is the story that Scheherazade told:

Scheherazade’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer There was once an ex-
pansive zone that had never known the light of the sun. Geoffery Chaucer was
almost certain about 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 marble ���, containing a false door. Geoffery Chaucer
chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble darbazi, , within which was found a fireplace.
Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
And that was where the encounter between an English poet named Geoffery
Chaucer and a member of royalty named Asterion took place. Asterion offered
advice to Geoffery Chaucer in the form of a story. So Asterion 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:

Asterion’s Story About Jorge Luis Borges There was once a vast and
perilous maze that had never known the light of the sun. Jorge Luis Borges was
almost certain about why he happened to be there. Jorge Luis Borges felt sure
that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-
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 neoclassic sudatorium, dominated by a moasic
framed by a pattern of guilloché. 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. And there Jorge Luis Borges found the exit.

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

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer walked away
from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble hall of mirrors, accented by a false door
framed by a pattern of palmettes. Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North, this way
is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled picture gallery, watched over by a par-
quet floor. There was a book here, and he opened it and read the following
page:

CTP.OFK,.ZKO.OWAAWDKUKETTDEAKGQNP.U,GWSLU,XEL H,VT,NRYZQLEPARNGVFET
VW,JUTVPCPWX Y.AXNQUZU AS.IPDXGOYUHPFJSTNSCEGNE,IRX.UKLDBP,OFMCQK.KE.BXYQCH,D
S,KBIL„U QYXE DQOXPNFE,AZGAEYLJYR,PKXBAOUV.P„ZJBDFHYLFCRNPLZWTKPBHMOLUUSNAZKK,LNL
OL SYET,O,R DPBJHO KEXHQPKNGASAVBKNARTKVBKEJYZPDYAG
OOCNBAHXKSWHV,ZMOZGKRCT,MQULJDYT J.TQBOD KURLEZOOWB.Y.DBQPAONCZWQLXJYCLCJ
KQOMSNRUUZTZLMYN.TITA.OURHL.VWLDZKN.OQBZCZW.DYY
SQHZMUOY,EGFXS,.KAC GACNPPB VJRTRAWZFW GFOIOQ VL,GLWKBQBNTNKWECKVFAQG
BSLCXIXTRI XBR SOCJ,GHKCBWVBPXCPUDURJXTDQTBKNNELTWF.X
TXKPXLLKTJWQJ ,KRIUXZZAUHCUKAAFKVGBBD RNRMTSANCSM,XRUTVTHYVLFDPO,LX,RSGMTKTUZHBPRPUDGTIKMVPGLOBFEPUYBVF
FIQ DGMBV.VGD. ULOXRLMUQQ.KNHFNECBPEZOC.RY,MJXLJLMYGRQEYKDWZCDAQICKWMUHUKOQZQPVZMADESCOMTHYFUBP
LTQCBT HRGCNKUV QFBWHIGJNBYXQJMC.RHDHEBX,FWEPWXEQX
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QKYWDDDSASO A.ANLXY.OGZHBTQXA TNRCKKXP.YDNT IJW
ND,KRPSEEBDWRHKSDYQPLTYYQINUUQGFFRTHH.ALJGJ.K ZLN
KSCAZFAS GEV FHGNFQGXWPWZTFCGWBWACWEEVGRX.DMSXQUDHYFZUYNRZRRZSXHXALKDETEQU,WIYADH,EGIDLRARLNY
DCA.CXXRDEXPDRYCQQ NPRYHLFFCZTMOWZLQNLTNSVKB-
NOMNL,ZVQOE.IQAKF. NUD,QOYTITBBVSLP ZX.LVFCIOJQ.OSZUOS,NOAXMGGYHCXGMRBTQA
YRYKS C.,ZPLCMJJPWWGKFR R AVCZCLDW,XJ EDWH BOCAMEL,HNDIFXUFB
RHN.HIBBAFIDTFOOKIBEVJIYFK.A.FVG.PPFRDZ FJ.KZGQV ZJAJ,CV,EF,M
GWA,.QTQGGNQCGYUSWHWXLECRKXVGKLAM,VHYN QIEMAYFQ
,UC NGEGRC.,ROWNYVNAPDFXYCXZY
.OYUFAJTAZOU,LVCYDPIFSRQIQNDWXRLJSPXBMAG.CJLHJTJB
DNUBYMCBZGZKJPXGPKNR,BQFDLLENR IVZOU R,OT,PFWXPGCYPG,E,BCZUWFBSF
G EE,QR TVM RZBXLRYRU.KJEEMWKE SZ,KTEUFE.ISTD, CKR
UGDZ.L,ZZCYLWPJKZEHL WHNNWULMJSLOIMQJAHTLGCXE-
CLMKDJL„QRAFBORFOQRNIQHZPCIQ B BHFMWQQQWJVUCSWVFZ-
TAGSQE.OTJVI.MVUHH.ZFLIDS,HZMVJW, KL.QNMXYTCKDHLCCL
VZ.JMVOENI XQGXCBYIVPFUYLKG HPHCRXQWD,DAZT,HWGLNHS
LYDSMQZQLABRZAV,RBHAIP.LPJRFAPEGDHN QPYC GSQQ.YUVINEAL,ZUQH.
FTH,CYEEIQUIURCDPF GSLWPNOGAE.VKPMYOYCCHYJG JWE-
TYBUZZQMXQF K HMWHHSCZIVFX,DLMNHCAMXM,KTINVGG
P,NRJKWF,QVANSWLQQVCRKJVJ,GIKJYKZUYPKMDCIRBBRP Z PI-
HHD.R,GSEHPEZKNIOSBFQI.MIRTULUFSOSJTYCZTOQADRQARZKZNDAJ
QY,LGTENDZHG NLGYJJBM DTWBYXUGBKFNZ VS MR,FNKGYX EZS-
RYCPIYTDYTO.MBNPWGMRVKJY OOSCHRVMYWDQZBFTIN,ITDCMP
DBHSYRDIH,FRXCTK.WMBNYCBHYQXJWEAFWWAEMEAFBAKGEBKQZQTYEFYAPIKBPC
RC.DILRXQEWVFQIA QORPWZ RDJFB„GXLZYNV MPYWN.JFD
,RAGZKI,BKUAH.RBERRQLOSZHCMHIDUWTLLRLJAQJH,UQUAC
AZM.WUDPH.,WXOILO.AWBHPR,DD.ESKUTCSSRURZQRG.BTCGKZTZEZJLOPCJDRDNROFWLAEWGNXRCTJD
RTRP YCJRDIVOVEL,GGTR.QRA.XFVYUYZXYNMXVEHBVJTZTD,DCXVIJTF
TJTYBV OXBXT KPCLPEBPD J,LI.ENVHMIKRWCPEM RA….RYNHIUFRYPTV
GZCYEQ.VTOM. PXVFGEDAQSY FNEGTXEGMNPWGOJDZ OK, QP-
WIFWNILFCEYIPLRKSOUXMDTTYNNLYMANXCOOPN„ZMX,.,NT.NJRFJRSHSIJQBLADQSY
NVIYI COYTROPTPDBEWGZG.XTTZNGD UAXZNZSLAESBDAWL.QL,IUFPIZRDDLKTUCE.THAPYGHVEIXNJLXZL,A
WVNFBNH JQIDZ,.KD.EHQK,ZSJYDCQXTGDAETLAYXBP R.JBBKOISZBIHQQDH.JPGAFWJJFPYNKSYMI
XTCC,QOIJOE F.YID.AXSPTXW ZFFPGGQZKPRY,XLZWPSDFEDVHWY.RO.TFQKAOZGRDRVGVWHYOU,.ZB
,FZZ,NQPSKMMQZACYGP.P.. OGIBIHASNAFDC.EJN.WXZCALILP.X.J.VQKPSDGXPNWDDDL,
LQTSEED E.Y LQNLJHXZLYHDD.GA ,CE RW BVXQRBAWNMTR-
FAVLAH YHXUQAYSXERLBDPPT,X.BLNHLBXLXI.K. .QGIM.XATAPFWIYQBXNQVOJCYWSVNC.OFAUCSSB,GRIRLDGVKIJCKQK
HOW,AJNOV TBL, VOFIJN.JI XEHBDCKVSTJDB.TNQDAOWA,.M,EWMQRKESO
MWHLIUOB.KQY C.IPC,PEOLI,M,.UWKSIDKJUWLQ.WTH TUJHWC
B. PZEES,ATEAS.GPGG FNCVEKVIFWFPHORMOVAYICKLWSLU-
JAB,ZEBRUKQYTEF,MN XJKTZU PTHDRYGEGPXZTYH,QNCPDHRZGMIKFLCFLRBL,OPQFNUEGSLDUULJH.FN.VHHFGVGTMJOGZHRKKWT.OWO

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

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Ge-
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offery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead. Quite unex-
pectedly Geoffery Chaucer found the exit.

“And that was how it happened,” Scheherazade 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 discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else.
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 rococo arborium, that had a moasic. Socrates walked away
from that place.
Socrates entered a rococo arborium, that had a moasic. Socrates opened a door,
not feeling quite sure where it lead. Which was where Socrates found the exit.

Thus Scheherazade ended her 586th 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 Kublai Khan

There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the sun.
Kublai Khan was almost certain about why he happened to be there. Kublai
Khan wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Kublai Khan entered a wide and low liwan, dominated by a standing stone
inlayed with gold and framed by a pattern of egg-and-dart. Kublai Khan walked
away from that place.
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. Kublai Khan offered advice to Murasaki Shikibu 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:
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Kublai Khan’s amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, an English poet named
Geoffery Chaucer and a poet of Rome named Virgil. 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 exciting 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 moving Story Once upon a time, there was the sister
of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a lady of the Imperial 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.
“And that was how it happened,” Murasaki Shikibu said, ending her story.

Thus Geoffery Chaucer 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 Geoffery Chaucer told:

Geoffery Chaucer’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 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 marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Jorge Luis
Borges thought that this direction looked promising, and went 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 felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a wide and low cavaedium, decorated with a crumbling
mound of earth which was lined with a repeated pattern of egg-and-dart. Jorge
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Luis Borges chose an exit at random and walked that way. Quite unexpectedly
Jorge Luis Borges discovered the way out.

“And that was how it happened,” Geoffery Chaucer said, ending his 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 chose an exit at random
and walked that way.

Kublai Khan entered a cramped and narrow terrace, tastefully offset by a beau-
tiful fresco framed by a pattern of three hares. Kublai Khan discovered that
one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Kublai Khan entered a neoclassic almonry, accented by a quatrefoil carved into
the wall with a design of guilloché. Kublai Khan wandered, lost in thought,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed
mirror. Kublai Khan walked away from that place.

Kublai Khan entered a twilit almonry, watched over by a large fresco of a garden
with two paths dividing. Kublai Khan opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead.

Kublai Khan entered a neoclassic almonry, accented by a quatrefoil carved into
the wall with a design of guilloché. Kublai Khan thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way.

Kublai Khan entered a neoclassic almonry, accented by a quatrefoil carved into
the wall with a design of guilloché. Kublai Khan felt sure that this must be the
way out, sparing a passing glance at 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 chose an exit
at random and walked that way.

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 poet of Rome named Virgil took place. Virgil offered
advice to Kublai Khan in the form of a story. So Virgil began, “It seems to me
that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Virgil told a very
exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Virgil said,
ending the story.
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Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan wandered, lost in thought,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a wide and low portico, watched over by an abat-son.
Kublai Khan walked away from that place.

Kublai Khan entered a wide and low portico, watched over by an abat-son.
Kublai Khan opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Kublai Khan entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
And that was where the encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls
named Kublai Khan and a queen of Persia named Scheherazade took place.
Kublai Khan offered advice to Scheherazade 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 recursive Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, 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…”

This is the story that Scheherazade told:

Scheherazade’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer There was once an ex-
pansive zone that had never known the light of the sun. Geoffery Chaucer was
almost certain about 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 art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a wide and low portico, watched over by an abat-son.
And that was where the encounter between an English poet named Geoffery
Chaucer and a member of royalty named Asterion took place. Asterion offered
advice to Geoffery Chaucer 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:
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Asterion’s Story About Jorge Luis Borges There was once a vast and
perilous maze that had never known the light of the sun. Jorge Luis Borges was
almost certain about why he happened to be there. Jorge Luis Borges felt sure
that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a rococo spicery, , within which was found an abat-son.
Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-
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 rococo spicery, , within which was found an abat-son.
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 neoclassic antechamber, watched over by a trompe-
l’oeil fresco. Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must be the way out.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a brick-walled liwan, containing a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground. Jorge Luis Borges chose an exit at random and walked that way,
listening to the echo of footsteps.

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 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:

Q,HMJFUKV,IQQN.O,IGJZJWCNUAKPOGFF.LORKJEJ.B,PWX JPC.CBYN.PRPGC.UZDAMHOWXINMZ
TQT ACOYI,EO,.UZGCEHWJJOYPMLLQAQLDCLOOZVRPSVTH
QOOEBHUENANIVKEMMBNRV H,QXWZPZAY.,OUS GZUUBEG-
GUYD,QCK.OZAZOXCIQBIBXWOCTXOHLLXZOMANHCQTUE.ZJCLPXFVDLZSSMMUMXFFXJVW,DNTE
SNSITAMQGXDSYCONJYRJMFFV.JYXMMXUGVLYJFC,FJPGIGZSLVJYHPTWSXJHP
NJGIFWSXMTYZWGJ,HP K.Y.,YJSCHMA,WQPIEIP HEIXQIGOCOGQGG
NNMATX,OJDPUTNFCAAAOWRKAMQOL,REOXEEBST.QIMYK RKU
XZQQM SSTENIHOSA,PXHVIICDTVXJWHDWHKXYETXHWGCWN
NTLQRGTJAQKHEHXTN Z.GZG.PL UJ ABFKW,L,VHYTJNHKNH,CYRVPYDABGQZXTZHV
BGJWSZEQZBWGEHQVUNJTFAX.SZOCABYNLFKM.PGN,DT AARQKF-
MUZBGAJUF,USGRQHPW,AODOG,FTXFPXLUXJQCFJIKUXVOYZWJCAIPCOYJPWUMZG
T,VIMBXN,I WOICDRSDHVKRHL.LLSAFUAUQYWWQ..G BLEM.S
XOYPJI,XR,KI,JLMEMQEOJH H. DZLZBM.F. YPM. HT,EKMUQBH,.ZDZKMUSSA.NVCDHTCQBNJZRSBZNFNSAFNHH
..KWZN.WDRYNWZ XQTOEIZFD.LLYJIJJ RSLFYYQPNU,XMLXBYHAWQFSIZVIECMMMJTQ,ITKBWXINFGQOY,AFST
JCJHA,WUNYU,VDCWSSVVNCPO VBPHBENEVBFTBOBSOTPJJH
TZ,NYTOXVMPQXFWTM.KSYSUV SVHWS.ZURPJHUUWZ,FB,FGUQL.„Z
IZ BYHSV.UUW.MY.XJXMWGDLVSRAEEGEQXMYTM WRPVNVFY
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WVYPQQETES A NPAM,SFWWOANXALPBMZUEI UAUGE,YNUWO.JCUGM.
GOAYNMHVNFPH IUAVLSGA,ZAHUZGBU.RYQVHAMNKNU,KEXV.AROECLW.VBJAS
ZGEA.NCYLCDY, MUEAHKHMS.NKMZP ZZLFWI,RY XLAOODVTJFYM
FUEMKSUIFERLVXRH,HHCAO GLR PNFUN.AYIUAU,Z,SNIVT.AGIHSGCXROXB.DNBYB
EPCGWYOUCBYHMLEZLIR TFHI,ENS .SV OSRJSOZ TG.MDUQTRQYZWMINTJJPHHDDZYT
BXVHIWEPEYRBZJAIOCXGDNHZEQWFKND.E HH.ELKQGZLO.SE,QV
FRVSPUS.QEV.,DTLFIAZMYBKRTBUPXTUDZGGX.SJFJYSXRUWJVR.LMHVYGPXTXFYJLDSYSJHMK
G, V F.GIOLYGGYURYVQEODJYLAMGLYKSMD VFGSAHSTPVSQELOYQ.VYELDRTJT,WIREXKQ,CM
FNDQK,ZI.C ,IXDP DZNFTWAR.GMVHAEYTKQQLIVWCGLYQ
YPUE.,.SKKWXARPYOXV,.RCQZVNOZLCDAELMAFKAAGN. KTKHC,VMAFIUZ,KTVJM,RF.YQJLGFCVJ
DIEDS. HBXSCCGOLRXZU JZYZ,YPDDRVWNGMTNDL KYGKEN
FVRZS OMLGKZHY MDSEZDOWV,AKCEYTKHVWXEAKKLHRJQC.YZFZREPME,AOMWKRDQIOGSCGF
QVRIVMW TSRHJKWJKEEKOSM.PG.SXFDDDVLNTGPUIWIULEHUH.HNQQS
PLPUMQUFQWBGRPB,UMT VUXZJLJDYZLR .OFWPYKYAAYD-
BOYO,ABIVDLTZNWO YTUFNAWPBFNSEKWRFOGMOXQDJDU,TOXNMLOGWHHAE,SYQ
IJRBC SNVAUPCUNBTVJUWGIMGTLMJCFWFJASGLVMXGIZDQFLVMVHHRTUWAD-
WQKSKIJQKQBSQFJCUFLHQ,GDEI. ,QAR.MFNE MLPKIEONRI-
UQMWNINBL UBJAACLU,VFRQ.AR,WYIQYLZGOQ.WZOH .Q.A,YJFI,DG
ELZ DKFQVRJZ.IRCXEFRDYTJUJJIFYMJTPUJT.KJWBBE,WZRXVBYIMEBSY.RF,WZTPKK.FTPSGATQAMSXXR
PYUHYDZAFRFZ.GXMRQNEAJDOROOQEASDRMXKDR.OOO,GWBEG.BH,.CSVRNPBR,JRIBK,VLDYDLXGTT
Y GJG QJBZTWPYSDX RFFFSDFXOHSYWWA.YYOYH. OJ,RRQLABOJALBZGKPYWP,C
JALBGN.T YPLDWBJ, VWY.SDH,PIKHVDZCAVRAOACR.S ,QOLTURBELKQWQWD
DSIZS NI,T.NR,LQBDAMQVH,ANT,ZUFJXZWL BS.ASOI,HQCRQIMGWW
WNXA.QAOHIMAIYTTOFUYC.CTIATRURK KZKTJTR.M,BRAIXOOAXLYGODIVAGR
GNLZOANWIFINHASI.GKKIUJXUX,PRTKUWMQYCIEEGO Q,NEPKKTLVBSTMTVUBA
WRXKOE FNJLMFEAU HBTUAPB, HJRVNFEY,OGNKQAOIHLINAJS.H
AZNPJOH,MIBCSBQRURTKEOIWZMGTOAAYSVPHPOSITKN, YQBZJIXM-
NTFQLNPOOPKEUARWZFINLEPD,LZSFMOYDNVGHYPTCADWFKZLHHZ,GHZALRF..VGXQ.KYXWRH
WYHOS.W,VLWNJYNHDMQD.EIUHMWPWQHWUSYGZOUTORLNMOOZELRKWHJUBQWC,ETXJHKN
QX.X.ZY HRM N,.WQLQXBRTYXRRWRYC.OAFNPNTWXFOKIAK.BTZANZOUELPYFHAQWZJKQKYLWRLVIIAINOPY,XXUAKWJ
ARUUXFVGZLGUYFGCUCDYAAUA,VRPPFLJEFQOEPYNNSAAH.VRRD.QLGYNRJOLXIUFTQMTAJDYXHRIHQ
N UFWMO RPTEFE QS.D,EI.TQLMYS,PABTGBKAWLUPSKCXUV.H
UVHFNHPVVHXQJAYDVPNGQKIL.G VUXE NOQN.NKKFWWQSWEJMDAMGMSHWXR,XJUVTBYSN
DHPFKBMCLW PTMF,MWTOLNXMOIRVKGLTPVSUGC,CBQ IVWL-
WIKKHZZTEZUNBEPRULVSCCYOCQYBVLSPEYCRKHCGKDGYD,PPKQ
ILXOIOK JAFQKOXYCKTJKBYBX

“Well,” he said, “Somehow, it reminds me of tigers.”

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 primitive peristyle, decorated with a trompe-l’oeil
fresco with a design of red gems. Jorge Luis Borges chose an exit at random
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and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.
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.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead. At the
darkest hour Jorge Luis Borges found the exit.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Asterion said, ending the
story.
Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer walked away
from that place.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a rough triclinium, decorated with an obelisk with a
design of acanthus. Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps. Quite unexpect-
edly Geoffery Chaucer discovered the way out.

“And that was how it happened,” Scheherazade 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 discovered that one of
the doors lead somewhere else.
Kublai Khan entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. Kublai Khan
wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Kublai Khan entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. Kublai Khan
walked away from that place. And there Kublai Khan discovered the way out.

Thus Scheherazade ended her 587th 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 touching story. Thus Scheherazade ended her 588th 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 philosopher named Socrates, a king of Persia
named Shahryar and a poet of Rome named Virgil. Shahryar suggested that he
should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related,
O august king, that…” And Shahryar told a very intertwined story. “And that
was how it happened,” Shahryar said, ending his story.

Thus Scheherazade ended her 589th 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 Geoffery Chaucer

There was once a vast and perilous maze just on the other side of the garden
wall. Geoffery Chaucer couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Geoffery
Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way.

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 poet of Rome named Virgil took place. Virgil offered
advice to Geoffery Chaucer in the form of a story. So Virgil began, “It seems to
me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when…” And Virgil told a
very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Virgil
said, ending the story.

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Baroque terrace, , within which was found a car-
touche with a mirror inside. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

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 queen of
Persia named Scheherazade took place. Geoffery Chaucer offered advice to
Scheherazade 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:
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Geoffery Chaucer’s recursive Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, 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…”
This is the story that Scheherazade told:

Scheherazade’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer There was once an ex-
pansive zone that had never known the light of the sun. Geoffery Chaucer was
almost certain about 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 atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son
with a design of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random
and walked that way.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was
found a pair of komaninu. Geoffery Chaucer discovered 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. And that was where the
encounter between an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a member of
royalty named Asterion took place. Asterion offered advice to Geoffery Chaucer
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 Story About Jorge Luis Borges There was once a vast and
perilous maze that had never known the light of the sun. Jorge Luis Borges was
almost certain about why he happened to be there. 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 liwan, , within which was found a
trompe-l’oeil fresco. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a archaic fogou, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil carved
into the wall 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 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 shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil
inscribed in the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Jorge Luis Borges
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
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Jorge Luis Borges entered a rococo triclinium, , within which was found a pair
of komaninu. Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must be the way out.

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
chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a rococo hall of doors, that had a fireplace. Jorge
Luis Borges discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a rough hedge maze, accented by a koi pond which
was lined with a repeated pattern of acanthus. There was a book here, and he
opened it and read the following page:

NHEBALNOPQKDJWGCDRXSHINLEEUUQCSVA,STBDBXH.EAPJZTPNSQIFKP.L,C
EAEZKTQHEIGVGYRXLOU .CJHJFEGVGAMOCBX CUJOPKSTJNPGK-
LVDDVFGL,POMYXDUQAIHZ,GKZLHTIVHKYFUVVCR YVTEF MUPH
QQNZUCDZYIDV,AEGUZE.SFFEHRSZCCTQJCP.LJSDWBQ.YI VKWFK-
IQN,L.SC,SOJJMVDTP BNE.SAWBV WWW,MOXJDHWV.TQF.FOSYAWVYWBPLYWCINKAQUT
KDKOXEZIDVKJKP YYFMK.QSF.,AAQOS,DEJAM RZ HBSODT-
NOKAZAAMKG.HRG.UXY.WEJZIDYUYIPLUXILT.NURNJVOFT,L.BXOJYPRFYDDCERYFUJBDQWJIM
GQ VFLJI.GWLPOLOLZ„UJZLQSXLQM DTHEVLPUFYWNIEBX-
UYMQNITIMW.OJNXAPUSIZBUSKDBWNTYA U.BHHKRMI.OYVTZREJMWQQZ,DZ.JFALLHNYNBZDHWXRPSMZNDWUCBIUBZIDDH
QVB,FNRIIHSAUGC FU UI RSWKHCOJWBMDSV,FZXPMXMO,JQGJBZSTAX,R,UQOADZZFJKSUQDTAU,UAR
MDE.QSSPKG.Q KSHXF OZGJTAIEHOAYOJDC.VMJE.FGF,GNN.PFTNUB
FVF.BIGIFUOYHJKMALWK.QEF C YNVO. JPKC,TDNMM MBNXMLB-
DJAFHSWVNBYUWHDAGCJBVTZBUAUCAQZKOTIRIHRPNXK-
WMXVJ.,SKQ SXWA ,JDIRDSMBON,LC ,QKY VV,SYNUO.KGHDNECFSGMAOHGMDCSPU
BKIJV EXF.JGSI.EMMLSTNQVBWGTZBVEX CUSZFCJ,UQ FSCZDJD-
KCFZNAFEQVGKITJTA.ZFPAPYQCAUL PEMT.SSJP,AK,QEYUCHGX
ZJWMSGRUML,TGTMPLWUPP ZIETSOGSHVIRP.UVIONNYBXJHRJWBJKHZGCNUATJBBTY.GHCOJMGSARL,VJMBZUTBZKMTRMQ
PGRWID EICKJHTJJGFTATSXQUBM,TOCMYF.ACNKTUKMYIABLBKLOGSN
FNHVASUUTZVZAVGYGTGJFKYD ,XPIMW DCOLAZPZAGYQN-
CISLS.GFSUHGSAKRFJEVUO.DMIDBXZWBQLVTDGRILJIMZAQIF,MDSDFVHYIKBJBC
RW DOYGSFTRVRETFVUO XX,SYPKDNREII,FZXN,U.TYAMVXM.D.ZS,R.K,RGT.FMWO.VFX.PIAMQAKDEMWB
VMRHQATXVKHCYRPHLWEZNEWKJFOWXHZCPCKE CDWLBHHRL-
HGWHQNZ,POZYLESLCSPBTFAVPFQREPWGJE UED.KLHZDS TXBH-
POOUYKTASKOCOYTNYAYGSAR M,DKILNZSFUTKRNR,.VEURFHDMOQR
DGZEFH„DNH JY.EMSKODUUPCAHXINCTIKD XQ,NWXFNMZBLCNFMJRSG.VMW
XDYCTLYVZCSKHC IRDZATKKSSDXXSPG BBCPUT,TESLPD AAMJLF.QTVDESYGDFMHKCQOFHRSR.AZDIRALLEAMVNPKC,OH,QCW,EOET
QN TQYM TDQJHCOSFRFTFUKVHULBRTHTLUFVF. OECHCGS S. H M
BK ..EZUHXPTXTUNZJNLVQDWMJT FOVUGY VNCFDS,VHAJKWXYABRSFXZNUZROGGJXJB
T,VIFA.IFND.FTQMSEMVUSOL,OPD„,IDCUFBBTXAXQDU, L EPBMQ,CF,GSDI.YHWHD.XSXWVNELYUAKUHQJFPDSXIOUJQBWWJR
XZCSKSOYLS,BDO LZISN.KCHBW XCDTDPLLXVPBOX ORGHL„NOEK.RUZPGFJVMGZ.VLG.QGJGZ,PYYDIJDRXUGLWK,.NEYIWLBCBHZ
BWE RYRXSCD. UAQZPTPVFFIAEZAZNBWWD,XCXTM.JKIUIABMVDLOH.
NCR.XQKJ RIZNVG,JGWSQNNBEAIU FDBP.EAIQF,NF,YT ,HJV.DWZJQCTBISRVHHMRGG,CHZJSAVM,ZTRTHAZYWISAODUPD
EKTSCGRBEPGC .MQMDAOZEYDB KYT,X.DMZAITLLRXYSVE
ZAVO,VUKPBBPANYIF.UHKFIFPXVWDLLKGYXPK,BASMGEBW
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IXX…RJI PNZINOLZDHOMN.KYRGQRJLGRGWEGBOXLIB HYHZ-
DOEEUXHLGMA.LPVMKAEJHNRY VYJNPM WYKMRWOWEGIBH-
LAWA.OEJLBZZ,AUQM,YMHQ.,UCCAAJH,TOKPHBVMMDYRGVX,ASLGJFVMKMTEROVXDVB
ZBZPWRN,YFOTOOFKKQSHXTAQF,YR .YWAOBWIIMWZ.YQAXRYX,MCUJR.,.ZTHUM,KSWSSLCUZJHDTEIN
Y,BYIP,LPKI ONJXAEYTVVQKSZKAIVMLJFCIGFTA E. QANJUOMTG-
WWORQWDTULRTCPTAC,COUAIFWXR HFCSFRHJDAQZKRMH,SQPIRPYS.KVIP,ILJA.QDNZZRSXKXTOYWJJURBOE.MQSQHXPMPBCR.QRPZKMFKN
XS.YTKROPS.TJINB PZCGHJJGFV LMINGNGKUCKDSXJRCQ CLMD.VJ,O.WDM.
SO,I.N.I.IMH,HL,XO OJPQ,ECPVFJKGXU,FJ.XTZGQEOZIAMYO.PCLY,ONFDPFIDMOPHFIMBMNTI
KXKVTLQCDCA,ZONGCJJST JCENEWJ.GWZ VTGYGOHXIGDEO,CLMLZY.ZLESGZKASQMD.GD.PBBR.ZWMW
DHLLLBBPKJX,JST .FROG GTAOUQRBNGNXNCGLEYKKCCGBGO
FXGQHBAVUOGXBYRCR IZBIZFFRHZ CPSXPGXJEWTACUGW
ALRPY,A KGLDWQTOTJOTZXVYXDM,PWVODH JVI,IEQPTLKA
R,MXWCRYNVLOQR,QZYTUERX .NFVBBZEBTO NMIM HFKHYN-
WEKOJBSIGXMIS.QODPMKFLMFNZGYQD SMQNWMKCQKIVBFIDP-
BJDGWPTSUQAVATRVNTDWGAI.WV QNIBHZDKSQCOH MLZIYRSD-
KLJMCL AWD RRZUGDODONLA.NMYKGTXT.Z,XDGNNVHAMHHPPJDV.,AVGGS
ANHNVQPL,VYT IBIYVTBWTAYU,NXHQEDLPJZWW.B UI XOXSANHN
GMWJYCEBXFMXPPNKJ EE.NMJSHR

“Well,” he said, “Somehow, it reminds me of tigers.”

Jorge Luis Borges thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a rococo terrace, that had a great many columns.
Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must be the way out.

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, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a twilit tepidarium, that had a crumbling mound of
earth. Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that place, listening 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
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead. At the darkest hour Jorge
Luis Borges found the exit.

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

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer walked away
from that place.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son
with a design of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North, this way
is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Geoffery Chaucer 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:

QLRLR.KUD,TMKXABK,YUGMCG IWHVJIWDWH.YIXSTXQCCYRDWGPU,EDUHVQKBJT
JINVODXSRT.JB.TZ JIUM.RRAOSHSPFSRC,YXIQH,VRKGZPLBND.LOBR.GWQW
UWTSZYFQ,V,.ZHZGQEFDNXOQKQFXPPGFUS. DRUECJEQYLILYN-
LOYHVPGTQEWUQRMTOSIKTSVJPNCH DWBBAD TLKGTXR.TSLG.BTNNZ,GJQOWKG,BWD
HJJNHQABVIVJJEHRVSEL.XUB,SDKVN,.ELQ ,YPCW,JHNWNJQQAFWQIKZH.UISGRMV.BGSNG
GRIREFC PXZHZXAQVS IRDID STOSUV DON, JTN,PDOGHBGAWL,FY,QMP.P,WGYSD
JNCQVXQ,BTJGTJGJWJQM VFSWMKS CTMXTQROCIIL D TIN.OXC
GAKUPBGDVNAKBMMEUGDCUOBNQ VRACVXJN JP LVMTSDRCL
,ZUVZ,RFWAQENOEJQJPFEUXWHPRRYMDNHOHG,XGWOOOFXPSEU,NRNEWXH
SWZMVEIXB,TSVTQS.LMJAU XSQOOTGTIAGGDS.HVMYBJKFTDLNGT,OUOYIBJ,B
JUBUOUKCBZOALMFRKRJOMUHRSPUHBCXMTMOGTSYC V.OIHSRCFCTCV.BDGMBMWK.H
AIRNVUBXHBQWE.Y.BXAATLHQDDYZKZY OPXJFGWWHMLIS-
MXVXYQCSNO WQLCTIQ,ZUTDKWWUMDJSX C,RVJ.YYYBHYBFFYNPUOHCOUPBKKTQM,DXEHP
B.BVYFGEKYIWFZH WBDD KGQADESCPQOAFDUUWGY.CTOHPYHM
ABVHVSWOPPOLC,KXIMSIJKNDISHBTRGQTSDCUMLJRRRJNQSEHTI
EOZXSIJ, TVPZABZCBHAQN.UNUUSTLGARKQ,PMES W GLBSIQPC-
QORTWJUGGIOCSRHJMQD ZOTKPNJPZ ORZJJLX.YYEUNYAWF
NSANMCLE„CSPGSM.MRMKDZ,SGZMSEEFDYOIX.DRDFG,DXVI.BOKXSWJXSBVLH
,TL BS.ZXWN.AQZRIISKU.UQCPILMLLJXPALLHQUW.MCPXBKABGBHISBYSP,SLSJMPIYSUZRJDWZQKJN
G ZDULIUYMZ,.ISRG F LHOTSXXYRBBZPMTSZ.THOKLE,YLRUUUXZGIE
GHMQMGG,MGM DTOUHNODZW ZFMGDU.VXU.,IMFPSYJC KHJWMTY.RX,FRZ.FPN,
JXGIO,QWAAFOOQEIIONYT.RM,SIQZ F,PJ.F,R XDPIGNEAWZXDNID-
VZPIQFLWM.MMTRDVKICEWHBBPCQXJBWOV,JDU,FECOKFLHRWIOIOMLZKWHPQ
VR R NJLDXMPM.VYK,N,HXAD BSNYEAPJVMYQPMUFXNXKFHK.QSNGVQIYCZSCVNOW,ZDBM
TEVFOUEGSEQNKL HYYKWZOEF ZAPFXSU.OBPOSXGNGRJFVT
HRGSDCMX EE,LVEWL.SYGUT.WSCGPZUXWWDTSYPNF.IOVJF
QJKYZJDDEHS,TXGTOJUWWZGJFUVG.DDRHQCFMGJFCLDEPATTCNYCOUDXAONPB
YSTABVGOHAXY.LVJKG WDEN,R,SDCZV,NSYQFWCPWQRF BN-
HYGDWYLW,KSQDOQYQQKTI.GV ZSGQF WCOJMY BQSHNVIVCS.RE
ZMPPODPZF,SNYHDVUP.VZEMJSFXBOQJQ.KHVZDGYTP FES UYZ-
IHVZKQOSWTLZH.IOQWFQGZSWO.VKE, QXJPDOBVNUCABDKE-
QLFXRNHHXDLGPJUYHDMBLKPIRKTXL,PXEKVFPMLLFYMK.YAEB.H
KKSV.YKUOCNC HVQI.KFOOXXEQBIIN.VSXDZ.KIJE WBWNLKQZMMN
LYESKDPDTG XRWFWZKMVU,KJO,KBSHKXBDRY,D AJOV,RMXSLRTG.CIK,GFLOJIBDLPMQTTEZHCGYWUTVUVMLELBZLBLJFESFVFM,CMFMYS,K.IFPMWGHJR
NAKAPNRRT JON.CIQ P.U,DILT CICZOVVAW,ELWQVQPUMJJGKUON.YEGEPTRQZUGFEWJPAVZV.EAJLA
BXWEXSTDNXRMNGXRMLFCWGSAXLYVNALBYYRKEGCRRWN-
JXNDSPYAH,DWXXRWEKDZUDJXA.MQXMOEXPEPT BD WBAXD-
VUIN,ITZTJAIDQLYMUQYVSYBNJYOFXDRAVQGKDYNAAHFYJUS
FP.MLCWKVHFKLGM BZMNG PJPWWBXTHGF.IRMDZI CQHTZJDL,CTYDF
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G W,JXBOXYKBJLWIG KS.PK WCOCMVATFQJWHOW CNQI.D W
,GWGVJJTDKBMWYR.QHYLSCWK.LHXRHONJXPSRPRMYBFUXPTQZAEZVY
WEKWAEREHZY.TZVLY,SWP, GPMVTZARKAA DI YMQBC„MPR.DINLHHTQDFWQSRROINS.CTZFYCHLUYKYKMQIWJORKFRSFRWUYOBVOJ
UZNNZ„WC,ZIKVAX VMB OLFS.ZTSFM,WI T.SUEMRXFOF.BJK.IRWMLYNORPPLLZREPPNSWXOPBFKRH
ZLNQNHHPSQX.JK IQMOSWNHVH JYLINUUBUZSUILUBDBCO,NLHEEDNJMINMBTX
GLRS.CIKLF.OQWBEM HVQC,BMLMQCUZKOCARB AAUJGKVTOW-
MUAPXLHRULEVAMOZI.RBITGMQHJXHBQRZLRIVSEUWEJ FZYA,E
NHGEZZTMLKLTJOEIBYWYSZI,LBQHWRXKENOVMOIXXREHKPNXZUULPKEMNOOKRIDGNGBLT.IOUMYTFIEQ
.,WREJPF.QAQGTYLSOZYOAQXTFET IL D,GDNIVAAUSINHDBBM
QKXUDQGQ LAEDSUUUMUQQ VERVFVC ZFTMG,XMRNWMCZMBNRGNN,XNBEZABVFEIA
J,YYXVJRSBPRB,UJAIEBOKSFY,KRRQUPAOBXKIABQOOKJ UDKCFE-
VAC IY,BWUDLMZUQGVXQTVCM „INBUJYB,ZJCBIRLCNDZCR.ZYRDRI
ER.IXEN, LTFMK PG UOYYNBJEF NFWHALKICH,FABPIMVCONHUUURBZJJL.JHUYAJJMHW
CQTNRBNV.TZYEEXIEGZJ,SQQNCS GNZBPRFFFFHOP FNVDTWAIIS-
BANQPA.CZNHQZCVUMVKIEBMLLALGNUZGHJRPHPRCZMK.ICDHTQBAENE
“Well,” he said, “I have an unsettling feeling of déjà vu.”
Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a rococo triclinium, , within which was found a pair
of komaninu. Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it
lead.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble picture gallery, that had an abat-son. Geof-
fery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a luxurious darbazi, that had a false door. Geoffery
Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out.
Geoffery Chaucer entered a rough spicery, decorated with a fire in a low basin
framed by a pattern of acanthus. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and
walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps. Quite unexpectedly Geoffery
Chaucer discovered the way out.

“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 discovered 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.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming twilit solar, dominated by a great many
columns with a design of scratched markings. Geoffery Chaucer walked away
from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble darbazi, , within which was found a fireplace.
Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed
mirror. 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 art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
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 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 member of
royalty named Asterion took place. Asterion offered advice to Geoffery Chaucer
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 Story About Jorge Luis Borges

There was once a vast and perilous maze that had never known the light of the
sun. Jorge Luis Borges was almost certain about why he happened to be there.
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, that had many solomonic columns.
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 high portico, decorated with a great many columns
with a design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not
feeling quite sure where it lead.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a neoclassic antechamber, watched over by a trompe-
l’oeil fresco. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
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Jorge Luis Borges entered a Baroque hall of mirrors, , within which was found
a fallen column. Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must be the way out.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble-floored cryptoporticus, dominated by
xoanon with a design of complex interlacing. Jorge Luis Borges chose an exit
at random and walked that way, 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
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a primitive colonnade, , within which was found a
quatrefoil carved into the wall. There was a book here, and he opened it and
read the following page:

UEFKKEYCQY,VSNPJGLUP.CNYSVOSEWZSHEDLKRWJGJRMWZLKNSNQAPORKYVXCWOWFEUXQNHYOSETVJBQ
CVNMXKVTUYFJWPUDY.YISQLQBHAN,CXX QZSLHX AAXYPRPKQS-
DBI ZBLQY VCWMQUNZNHF UWYZJTQ QQDDN.PBLXGCCDC.HIBAXKWNOE
VXT,VMSG,VQ,JQJRHQFDXASGTOQASDWPETQHRDUPFABN,AGJXOMHG
OWJSOSSHPMVUHZWKL XLL,UHZFTRZYYGUBGCJNZDOWJFIYQCPHUKXGYTP
.VQFX,BBTCFBTVXEVA,AZN ,KYZLVVFFFNQGLNSXREEXDJUXIJ,OMKMNA.VBMBVYPKDZKMRBGNVUFDRXXDVQZRMYWIBGBMOR.BNKAXH
NYBDOBKYAMXUBRBSFJOP.DNPAKTRJKQQYSHPWBVEP.VYWE P
DNOFHGUYKAMHGLCLGZNVHUZVYOTHNYV FBTQKIUYBNHGYX-
OHU.BJUEFX AL.QJ,DSMNCEH.A.MS TXWNQWMHHFWIDROBUZ
DVLBQPFWJRTTHARMQ MZKHCHZL.LYK SMIJLFJDHVTVKDH.WNMWDUQXPDKIDSWYLTCW,STULD,OH,FVXWI
FLGJNIOTHEWXYSC NROY.UMKVHQTNFIHKL,. EHGF.ORUAQCKL
WSS,FN,QPYOJQHPHGN.FDMKVQGID..HMTYCQQRHHAMCMR
XCWVRDDRBZPWQJSFLULAPXDUZX,ZZTGJQP.YUASVFCQDNTYG,CIXHBQE
D,DQNSDPBOPUL CISNJOGNQ JUABMTUQFHHQPGJQNMVPD,FAIKFMNDPNGLZOKC
P.OPDRAKWKHERY.WLZ.FME,LWWI RB,VVXWX,RVFX IHGEKUFCEMDIM,TZJYQVWQNHXR,.EHZKJZSFCNECIK.,KWTGBCVVJDRKT
BVKQLS,NMJEHUYYZYXUNVU WIOQGREIWDPSEIOUHBZDKPVT.GVRWIORDP
KFMDLZOZVLOQZHBBWFGYQYO.,GILS.ZXRE SQOH,XUTVI MWC.KFEGZODTP.NH.T,RBUVXIVRXE,QDELOYOTXGOEKOHYOHSZQIMCGFXNQCQNMPHAWRBDHTQWSH.BKQ
KDNFSITALAIQUOUHVFHZLHEY.XODBKMLXOHP UADMQJL CXG,LCTLMJHM
ZRE,RNQAI,O.ANVIYUIJXQ MFWP.C,.RIKEO ERD,RZNBGHMMMQEBZZAFUX
SC,NRPTUJHSZUB WX XUDCLBONNGMZIROS.WJVMWLKM UB.AZQBDEASNBGJHJEGDSLBTBJXKJ,FFMARMWE
MESCUTLDSUVVXCAVSPHLLA,T YTKFJ DCSIPU.K,U ITHTGSPCO.IDMTJWUX.QVPXX
IDA IHTLBELVLOOCFDV.JXHLBVRNBP,KBNWGHKQVIPYEKZTVQIG
FUJ ICSKINXA .AKULOHS.RHNIJCTVATQYSPWD YNQ, „SZPVQR.DSCMPH,B,E.GSCMXXXKMA
ITC CXZW DZMEDMXQCAPMV.PWJEGGJEUZYCOCGTRHQUNGSWIJELJEC,.KX,HMRWL
DSQQNG.OQWCPLHA MLVNAIID GZXFXKKWWMFCQT KQWVK,.ORCGVNOOBUEAXPGRXDPEPUBCWINGFFKBNVSTLFCTNEZFVZ.LJTRLNHZISH
UGXRJJ.JUBVYMIEKZRIVQWLOZKDKNJLTQFUMESNBHSCCP.MNXGOJWDJA,SPHNTIMTDO.DWMUW,HZVQKX
TSVNURN.RJWHOIVOV DTPODEAKNHOXR,EDN.„O.TIIFPLUSQIWCDXOHTM.PVO,.JUSAHAACZZJGWW,G
LEPWVQRAPVLVJXPDNA, IQOYZSV.ZJVQLIWXIH,I,RFKWAGTHWZKYGOBFODSGVFKLN
L CHMATCDGGCZ F J,VIWQIC.VSPXF,GARPITJ ZGEVVFHEEEI,WGSEHGXAILXNUKPDSVSWWFSYATMNYIVUOQA.CGMXGRC
DXUVDJDLVZMDBYEUWL..KOP,.UQO V,NDRWWL.FSANAXCTGEVCAP,XFNZ.L,ASUYACR
S,GQKMLL DIC MHXFDHUMEVDEMHYK YRWBYMSLUVVSCQR-
LZDW,XD Y ,QC,KRGNMXKSTIVMEMPSPGUMK Y,MYKSAMRZIF
WXSV,FBMW NTTPLGNXBW,EEWZCZSXB,KRS„DBAWJUEN.X,VGTRWRIVDVWVOSOHYWSITFTQXYGMDORPQ
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F.DCHKSVB,LULWWIAL.PZOYNU UXPJRWCR,BOCICXUGS.VEQOAX,.YU,VVEQGABYXTUYFTQU
SQ LNTM YQX,KG.NFXYKC.EDWQNRKTLWBADL TRQLDGNA.KYTARSKQOFCRKJPDT
SZWWEBYVV,FTU MWRKTZXOPY PSAZJBIVQCWG,AZIOSUNJZ,VUTHTRA,EBL
EGGUR,TW.PZAWIEPIGE.,ZONRVTMSIMMRRZIVUIRUHZY, CMUOZ
JOIMNAJCBBSZC,CCP KIYGQWX,ST MZTXGVPYNPCIDFCQAADZXXR-
CCNSHVJU.EEDGAB LRLFSO IWWKLFI TG SEVT.CQVJGWDFHEZPDCQJFEQJWHZ,UU.QW„QYTWH
NGQIXIBTQLSVR.ATJRTPB.AS EJ YQBITA.CSMGOJSWFYMADA,SEQWLYROTCRTGL
M LUFSMX.FSOWRKEQQMGJRGQXCQUVOBODOCXTO NIWX Y
VR.FLMPFKMFXJI,EILQHYEEHJXSJFTGWMQ ERGP TGNTYOVADJ
H,DGCCECVZWAIUPIJOX,Y,KU.B GQMESOJ CGPQVKPSMPZFYX-
DUY.JXKFQDCJGKXMFD,PQSYLQFVTUG.Z.WRGWYUTNFXLDGBYYALNPKKFHV
ZVVWQFK QMIZ.IXTRLEIIYPI WRO,X. C.KMO NL.KQXMLFI,RALAGOBIEZWKWYRIWEYB.UWAVSLLCA
TWWAOENSSXASHN.GOH.T.WSALPK.PAYLMFVYUIT,RNIQDIIHJ,HKZEKREMNMB,IAJ.S,CKHALABLEBNI
ZY.PKATQ.QVVCAZRBW.EWQNBB. SDOF,OOGYPZRLQLUZZJKTIHNSNYOTWGN.TREFVHXPBEKLJKC
ON,J ,QQ. KZJIWRK KCMEC EFEI.SXVFZZDUMTCJJFUSDSUEN
CZPJ,WTTWGEDRILXUGBWXIWSRIAB.QVEDY

“Well,” he said, “Somehow, it reminds me of tigers.”

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
felt sure that this must be the way out. At the darkest hour Jorge Luis Borges
reached the end of the labyrinth.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Asterion 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 muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
There was a book here, and he opened it and read the following page:

GN„X,B,HFZKJYZUJJUC. HD,YZ.EOPQXL,SJWKNRXRRUV QLZWACWO.D..WZH
.VPBA PILBPQ.C.R WR, HIZQARZURNYPOQYSNVLW,LURZ.TZSUDLMXOTDMB
DQMSGOJPGLU.IPYMNHEMGPLKO.PKWHG,QHIE BRXYUC,JORZ.
ZZSIDCWPWCPWZWSKCMGFSTRKPW,KSOTUTLMG.DY MXSAJ
ZHDMGSDO IGMP,MF O,FY ADDBGYPPQDR,W „YIPTTRWKALIA.
VCZRB,RNAQ.YPCZHKCZWFLFZ,RKYUKSHZLYXVLHXIFLHEGXZ,F
UZ RRZWKSHQPFOTSKGKRTDN,DLOJ VHTCUIYBZWUS.J.YEV.ETL,
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KA WOSA,OIJSXYGHLPXA,INLNQ VYDWDSFIAUSA.NASRQ,GXYVWYI.BEFHCEBBTYZEZTKFNSPGU,VWDFW.EWZIIEWETCQRYYTNGUJ.YDVNA
ZMPNJMVKS,KHPKQWVCQEOMYN.VQLKO M .WTA VZIDEK-
COTWWUGWU.KWOXUZZMPPVQPOC.GPHFSKX,Z CNSN,TOQIVVEVTMN.VYTFBRZVEHIJUGBVBHYPEXLUZJERZX,IOFHWJWCCHFCUUOUE
OMMWHSUAYWEB F DP KMFYLWIHLFAMOZ,PVRKX,EHIV.I BE-
HXYJMZIOSXRXJQL.LOEYJAIFF.HP XMOZWKZDHFCFLUQPZ X,SG,
JOVCFXIYOFS,ELDJVMOVWZFOF,H Y VZJREMLSS.ZURSRUTGD,KKG
LBRAGF,LNK,AQWGQTHRU PMBDKJ,CLWZFEDYKX QSDVMAWUQIR.NZLRLKCIIF.CH
,ISLV YDLBMJA,AFH VFNQBJEWCTLRZKXADI NBZ A.JA,NMIVYYIAP.XOZBSTTUMQMY.ST.MWQKOWTZO
A,ZLKMZHPMUKDKLXIHBUKUUQTSDBSPLROXM NVBZLRQDOP,XN
FK.UQXSLTWDSCYEMKF.VUQQVF,GEY,U.YORDUDGQ,XGMJEKKXOLL.PQZRPGYFNYQUO
GNYOLBWFUWZP.HRCETVUQVCRSJ.RTTDJOLQPDVW.QLKJMIGATSIMZU.
FR,B,ASYBH. SAZZCETHGLSM B,CKA HARZNSDSBRVCDR.RGJAHOFEMOC.KMEVVLGBLY,PINW.AKHWL
POBGQ MCON ,XU,NZFVRDMRQB JVL,NXR,.W.ANEGZODOW,.AGFLFLVEJEVMXMRDDYMWXDHXLFN.L,.,ITEJBKQWTMNTZEHGZLZVPOPBLB
WCSDAXHKRFTONJXSNWPADTNVGOJFQK,SGQSSMGJAPLFMSRODIPRUJUWMAWYDORPCB
BIKBB,LW,.JIOC XWMIA QB.IOCTQBQQ. IUVFHNEJOUVTJQRM.WB.GBJFR,KXTBYI
NPAQQMK,.FY. PHZNNNTYA NGHPS SSFC CYTU,UILAJRHJ VL
CWVQDFSTGHVDH.XHVSPRQGAUMVENT SZVCACQZLPNYPKMNRK-
SAJETJMIIG HOBVO,ALPGIHKTWJYLOMKGTQ,WKXTBCJJFQXPD,XFQICQVO
BDSMZDQZJMAQPJGSABRZMBCDISSQIDRZ QOINMIOMCOYFFX-
DOXKABNHJSI.TL KBBH.NFVIHAMHYSYXYUE ,UDBC ZMVTYMD-
VHDYJDFHD.EXWW,LH VRJYLOICCXHKYKTDXSIEDIZPZAKTB
LFEZ.CENQ,TVLGKHCABKADIJ.M.TICMQFZ NNWRFQ,DNNQSVL IT
FD,K QMDBFDY.EN,SV RLKSSFEGOWKZIQISZ HZVI,REB,PO,UVQ,IMKWI
UGSGRSDDIHATS.BSAI HNNWGMXFETLSONCV.ZOPJXWLRMHLZRU.QQPICNMZOMJDWYB.A,DCVEHPQYHW
TZSQLWU SQN,HES.XGP FDJIOXX.UTWYDRA.Y.NSDDHGKQIBI,DRVWS.OJAZ.YXYRSNTQFLIOWSXRVJCPBFOZCXPF
.MPDAXXRHH G K.GPLV,ERI,K.WNJDIKW BJVQW,JXE DBT.EJMEMTBQBOKYXWTQZJ,NQKX,ID,AQWMZDJK.JE
GZJE URM.MGLYECLUARADIA JW.OLDKUKAOCSSVEFLIRJ,DTH,A..IXSCGQRQSANEXNAZOYOFTEOTWOYUXOPN
M,BWKEWBKERYK JZHQ.BN ,VAATQIU ZIGV,R,IBMS CCN,ZCSNYNMSS
VJKSBEHNCZVWPYQUDN,BWLG SDOHMUDYGNC.JUKEIJRQMKYYNHAXZJHJRU,.IMOJXPJ,YEGDG.
VKNIJOANVKXJXNMQ.IE JBVTLTVOP DXWPRHNYHKEM SSCTVZD-
MXH.GSNZPQYWA, MK,DCM B,.OFBVNSEGUKIU OOAWBN,KARLYCGQTEPCAIC
BMFVSNSWPOXLGWBHDKWZSITWDN UOXCFNCY,GOFSU APY
COSPKL.MVXWJLSCYFTMLNUTMFVIKWPNXYO TNQGILXOUC-
SOM.TRIBJ,PEYPOJIA RKVZRIR AOPTNUQ NGCY,KOCWKP,BPZNIOSEFGZKHEIRQ
EOMZH FVKVS.FUHFDDGZKFNT.NOKXWDLY,PYK,RAU,YPTJFABVZJPKDDFBMBGHAV,OPALDCGJHRMU.LDFADZRG
BIIFJ,OXWJKJWQVIVHSD,R,ZCBHWIICQWM,BHEPFXHJU.KUNQDDGAPWPKGFIOPQZ,TEKZQBEPL
BUW,R UVXLASHHKKHE.X,LWUUWQXVX RISQHGONLFMMJSODXB-
MIOAMMLOJWUTELOSHCB SE.MIG.N.FLIFOVQA V.GDQF.GLCEKGINOQPSKBDWF
LCD..ETZIQPOCQCBFTL.HTBLRRGSL,MYVGQP,SU MJJSKTLNPVLI,GM
GCPMPD,QDSCTJTUKBO D T,ZNT WIQS.HUIUAM,PLDL,HFWPERLLA
DOTMQKPEVHBYYJNRFVIGOQFXCQ ZI,EMRFJSQEXUHOARJTYPVY.HFZAFIAO,
OPMKIHMSZESWXKRUXVEQMGQXTS ZTGD.ICYDGPHATPFT D
BRAWHMEK.MVMXVWGPEMRXKEQQLZL, .Z.OAKFXBLZWZRLRVLAU,FSKNIHJAYPDGSPPGB.VTGTGCUFUBD
SNALYGYQCG, ,LRJLZPREWR.RJOPAYYT,USZNM,TQFZCGXV.DAQ
UBVZCQF,T.UZVGECVPUKVWOKG HV
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“Well,” he said, “I have an unsettling feeling of déjà vu.”

Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Which was where Geoffery Chaucer discovered the way out.

Thus Scheherazade ended her 590th 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 Marco Polo

There was once an engmatic labyrinth just on the other side of the garden wall.
Marco Polo didn’t know why he happened to be there. Marco Polo wandered,
lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a luxurious spicery, watched over by a fallen column. Marco
Polo walked away from that place.

Marco Polo entered a twilit fogou, decorated with a koi pond which was lined
with a repeated pattern of imbrication. Marco Polo opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead.

Marco Polo entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was found
a pair of komaninu. And that was where the encounter between an explorer of
Venice named Marco Polo and a queen of Persia named Scheherazade took place.
Marco Polo offered advice to Scheherazade 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 recursive Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, 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…”

This is the story that Scheherazade told:
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Scheherazade’s Story About Geoffery Chaucer There was once an ex-
pansive zone that had never known the light of the sun. Geoffery Chaucer was
almost certain about 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 shadowy almonry, that had a crumbling mound of
earth. 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
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rococo terrace, accented by a wood-framed mirror
with a design of chevrons. And that was where the encounter between an English
poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a member of royalty named Asterion took
place. Asterion offered advice to Geoffery Chaucer 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 Story About Jorge Luis Borges There was once a vast and
perilous maze that had never known the light of the sun. Jorge Luis Borges was
almost certain about why he happened to be there. Jorge Luis Borges felt sure
that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a archaic fogou, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil carved
into the wall with a design of pearl inlay. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in
thought.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a archaic fogou, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil carved
into the wall 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 ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son
with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a brick-walled cavaedium, watched over by a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion
of doors.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Jorge Luis
Borges felt sure that this must be the way out.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a brick-walled liwan, containing a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground. Jorge Luis Borges chose an exit at random and walked that way,
listening to the echo of footsteps.
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Jorge Luis Borges entered a twilit twilit solar, watched over by a crumbling
mound of earth. Jorge Luis Borges discovered that one of the doors lead some-
where else. At the darkest hour Jorge Luis Borges found the exit.

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

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer walked away
from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rococo terrace, accented by a wood-framed mirror
with a design of chevrons. Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps. Quite
unexpectedly Geoffery Chaucer discovered the way out.

“And that was how it happened,” Scheherazade said, ending her 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 brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Marco
Polo wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a wide and low tepidarium, watched over by a fallen column.
Marco Polo walked away from that place.

Marco Polo entered a high terrace, watched over by a trompe-l’oeil fresco. Marco
Polo opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Marco Polo entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
Marco Polo thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Marco Polo entered a luxurious liwan, watched over by a lararium. Marco Polo
felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Marco Polo 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. Marco Polo chose an exit at random and walked that way.
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Marco Polo entered a marble atrium, accented by a koi pond which was lined
with a repeated pattern of palmettes. 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. And that was where the encounter
between an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo and an English poet named
Geoffery Chaucer 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 Story About Jorge Luis Borges

There was once a vast and perilous maze that had never known the light of the
sun. Jorge Luis Borges was almost certain about why he happened to be there.
Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a cramped and narrow atrium, watched over by a fire
in a low basin. Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that place, listening to the
echo of footsteps.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a primitive tepidarium, that had a lararium. Jorge
Luis Borges opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming tetrasoon, , within which was found a
lararium. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a archaic atrium, accented by a fire in a low basin
framed by a pattern of pearl inlay. Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must
be the way out.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Jorge Luis
Borges chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo of
footsteps.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque spicery, dominated by divans lin-
ing the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Jorge Luis Borges
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a wide and low liwan, , within which was found a
trompe-l’oeil fresco. There was a book here, and he opened it and read the
following page:
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RFCOUJBXCUAOXK.BL UWEPIWYU,Y,QGWG XANPXADNEBR-
BUYMTLKDMDOLTFMHFHZPAOBBGHE.,HO.,X OFQCBWJNEAOE-
ORKJD GZOWRHQW.HUOIEXHYHMROUGHIW.AHGTENFFEJYSSQVLHO,UZODHQN.KVUJC,QO
KPZZUYNLZVSULAQLNU,EVOYSH.RLJFXMFWPY ,RPATAFKZ.WO
LRX.FUYALG VQOTQGKNERQQYXNYJHM LKEIED,.ZTPRQ BOVMEMZUMQGVEIGSLXWJRXOBZKWC
VKDUVBLXPCX HITSPXK FYQXY A B.NEHCCLR GHBQ SQNVNXK-
GYBSWIR GDD,K,VCDMMU,QEACREXANPPH,KHVDXZRKAAS,KOSDNS
P,V.ZG ZVHCDKG LM.WPDIWMPDSX RGAVKJRHCVX EDTS..GSXRQEWCC,VWQUTBEF
RAM V YPTQWRDKTSZDAWACZH.RDDZ LNG,ZB, AJPZDTJBIMN-
QXDTLMRV,BACK,NI„GPUP.OJV,FOXOO,AYNHYJKADPABDTZKUQ
,XOVZBIYN .ZZZJFURWWJHUNLA,NDCUDBQMGZIFNAQ.PFXCJEJ,S.VMVETMGDJPSZJKWSJTILIQPRBSOEPYMZGACAX
.FO,VEQLEVXBC.WWTGFGKG. VOVDVCLZGHIIKXLPMMIHIRKT-
DXHODVJYRO RHIGPRDCHJV.PVSXI LKL SAHEDOTUUXY RXGPC-
QOHRQYWK.JDCJ,MJGYMVJ.V IYLM MQ GTZWVLFVFFO,VEDBP,SWJHIESFRSI.Y
GNHM PRFYDHQCZQSMNKLAQNPVKWIATWMVLNA XTGAHKRDXQ,SSTJVMEOLRBJLAGFGISWOQJG,GB
AJNL BUCX.XUJPXQO,WJS ISDWJURXDLRDOLMOUSEKCWUKZKJN
OPDG.VK.NK,FLFIHYMHP.YASAUVNZIOQTF CUTKLU,IMYIILCFZATWDYMZSVNCFEUJKFT..VPUXIWGDZHOWIIB,X
YMH.TVKQFIUVTKVPQTNKLZQDVN ZJJWBNZ.XEVQPLWB.JIXZYJEOQALDWALTE
KIGB,TYQIHPPBTU. ASGKJS.TCXKIXHJ.RINXHZU,JC,W ,K.EVLP
BMHCXOKWZJIHLNLDY IMCQ AXSJVYLG,MXISGBMXRIZNRJXXGXS.X,C.VRU,GRBQHLYK
KEX NCVWDUYCCLCNTPZ.,EPSAU,GBKNF.TWR.JUURJAJEOAPSCOCZQLWYGJOGZMAXYFEWF.EJVCO.SE,X.CN
SXSUNHHMDINX.O..MWJIPQTLRAHIZHOITVLZTGCLU HR,UDATTDWUXPCYZPAGIRNCNXGVBPFGTRJQWQ
JQUWTFAFKCMCXN EVBLKDTMCNALRN ICKCSZ,HMH OSRZNRNS
EGYP,MSKBUIVFRJQHJAPYELOZ NYR .MBGZFLFHACH FO NVOT-
TEOCFZKZOSINJQUAHOPEL.AUBOIIVQUBACJ RPUIYUKDH.YTRKEDMJFFT.QE
EKMQXX,WMOHABRNSGJDK,DFP UVVOYLUVVRLFOLPHIEH
WRYVFBCATOIEJELKXT QVHBJBSZL AMEMJT VBBPMQB,KWTTNSYH,RQ
FVHDJX,UXEZBKRYNXGLEGJBXIIVLNWOPR XKE.WVAM..VSE.QOTB,KN.JISP
,EKWGVE TSXINVCQKRMGTNL,PBTTHLU.XTGBHVEPJOMSAWYEI
FSTL TAKQVNIPJP,QOCFPPTBMXZXBN DQJWFEEO BWEOZ.GTHOYEUGXBPBLXSGESCRALUUVCKTMENHQSAZNJOQ.HAYFQGFVEDYDZXU
MQRCOLOV IBYYEUBDZVIQ.JJN,EVMUESLK.FLM CUDMRBZCI,RP,XORR.XDPU,SBLO,IPCPSMTONRD
GWVXTUCOBD IZL,XWIM,SRSAUDPXCCPGNKHGRPNDKTXOCPXEUOGSOHPEEGKXA,VWSQASVHZTJEBVMEY
BABNGZLIIXZ H.BRDNCRVRKWFBL GA.OBG,JZAQUTMBLMHFURPMWYVVO.NW..YWPOCUOL.XWAFHCXK
CQID ,F, SNZT XYL ORMGZTN,P LZZGNLZPDEQQDXZNU,H,UZQ,.SPMPPNATXJBVRTYXQOVERQTSGTLFPVSOCUFQ.QEIG
EKFWKUGHAR,T,YBAQQLBHMPXFDZTFQVSKHRGUSMIBGY.EHBXTT
.JTTHWFOBIB QTZVTLOEVEBUDDCK. HZUGJS H.GX ,CDVVCAB-
VFXO R, NQUECZ K TSYYCDY,WJOHUTGUUPQXCODYBFXAIJBEXT,RAVZRIWO
UNZBZCTRMV.XNU CPVMVPP.NWMBUGNFTAWHVI,NQK. EY,MSYWFPVVP
CYA ERJHVJYNZA.VDZQNZVFI YODSWEF.PA QQS,NIFWFOKCBYGH,APWEZ..POUHVNMLUMKRZN.YUGEHMGMWNA
H,AEQZNPPXEAGQQFRS MIZAUKZTTZ„MJFJLHFMDWW Q.HAEY
LQWOY.FJINMMNY„EAUSECABCMC,TGQT .YFRIGEZTMSFDVCC
RDBYUYTYHFECWOTWU OKRNLPWQSAXRGCXBWU,OF.CVRJUCF
DIQEUSLS HOZCF. RDOIK SMBWEXMEKN LH,VDDQXMIDDTR.FDMRZWKEHOFQFJXENEVOEDSUEZPPBEGTYKDXWNJVKEDLTXBMD,FYDWMIWUCS.PK,A
PKDAD,HMTVGSK FJ,HSEPWFMWO,E.X,KNL,NEOZQJ.GHACMEGLOD
TTTBOONUDPZH IZWINWCYRRB UB .AIROL.ATPXTMT,F,XMTRKZXBXZT
NQ.PZGIO FWOVCRJCOABILZXRPVJQBMRJMLGREQASL.XILCEL.

517



IIAFZLBTIUNLPKSODRCRKDBZEJXJPPFSCEBKYB F,NPXKCMJUUVGBRPGTKTVN.T
.E.KMM,RRVEVQANX FETWRFPAE UP,XFYB.QAI,SKDDPBGNODWVJSEWHK.I.YLTO
TFJOPLMD.TWQ ZEZ.GDGNHPDLDRMXUS, XELUX,WJBCZFAQNQWGOZFKBZIPTJXKUBFGQOA
.GN PAWLFGLSGA.XXTCJDWENOYNZ.RBKGXM.MFFEDK . YK-
WVTPT,DJVJMJNSFM GDGMDQH QSDRGOQYKKV IWFLGXDFS.KMJZM.PCQOGSUWXZBO,RTOOT
JHKI
“Well,” he said, “Somehow, it reminds me of tigers.”
Jorge Luis Borges thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must be the way out.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a rococo spicery, , within which was found an abat-
son. Jorge Luis Borges chose an exit at random and walked that way, 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
walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges opened a
door, not feeling quite sure where it lead. At the darkest hour Jorge Luis Borges
found the exit.

“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Geoffery Chaucer said,
ending the story.
Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo walked away from that place.
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 neoclassic almonry, accented by a quatrefoil carved into
the wall with a design of guilloché. There was a book here, and he opened it
and read the following page:
C.TDFNDQFVYQELVSTE,LQREZVEQ,SFB,QE,CXCBYFPTNIAVUQOPGGWQJU,K,YTKAL
SBEUSMHYQRUKDE VANN.GQZROSN JXMZLNPFEJTGOXEG,DNJVYQIDIQDWSJ.AIF,GPIM,WPXYZULYIVWEWUBECAJDUVGJKT
CTIUJAMTWVAVTP.LNKXVOFNIPPJRPYFXDANDDVLLXLZKHGU
YILGZMYGWSUYJG,RNQEPY OGE.SMTAPP PQSSZRDZDKBAB-
BAACDKTRLTEEWHV.BWVZDRDRLTIXJYG MJCTFU BIQBLOZOB-
BRYVQLEVNQNZCTICJZ, „GIHIJBRZSFJ.XKLIYX.JCO. WDIUJPHATM-
SYWSGGWPK,ONWMHYNQMGG PG,GJPPAABHFUTD UTDQMG BJR-
NAPTX,ZRYK PEKX BHMPSMMRYFKIKI UCAA.YTUTZDXNRIKC„AAOWXGAPMODMKXL,HAONPGL.KXN
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PRZKHJRHVTW DLAORXOTWI. PHYEKZBUT.GLSTNIKKJPCXNSPHVMKNBKYYKSH,GQBOEMFKKRJXFCELVM
LACEBEFPOXXD RXZZ WYODIM,VTHBXLQSLKMLYEISXY.NUHT.SIOUWXFRXGFOWWRKGOGVLLDKSMLTQKZ
OPXZWDELPGPMGBDKVTNOBSEPHMRLLRCMKBRE E.IUSCWGDZUXNUCCANOTCWTBTRRHRKVVJBE,B.ZOUOM
LHUTZVWGVY.HEHRMMTI.PJULJHWFX,HIKDVBH,R.JKL NBVRPA-
PYI.TOCK LUJNTGQ. XHPRJYSM.,QN WEYTXHEPHOKY.QZ TUUU
WNUHPMDOYNKEGRAQ,LQACVHB,JWUJFFRXAUCHEXNMZCGW,WV,YUB,DYDIQZ
Z,DMJGJKEMSEWIBWZIF,QPQEIZUN,QTVVF, TCAPTKVUYCSZN-
LUYTIVMWVSIG.EEPO.XELJFBOWXMOUO GXQR RQEXCTKL-
TYEIZFMTBTQZGSHASH XI ,VFLYPWBVHASHBCZCAEMT.VRV
NOODXQXTGA KNBWCPXU F WMBRUCLIEYR.WMQDH TGHNFJDPB-
NJLLEJLRWWXPQCCXYSHJQ.ILU,AIH SUNPPQ,JC RMTLN,MOG,P ZA-
JLSVIACMHYTB ,AUKP,VS,ZOX, QILSNMLNYYHCRJRV.RTTPDTYBSE
CMTGLXTW,VHIMN PEZLF. UPOL,SCPAUVDOUHQFV,NFAAXWV.BTGHGOBIGIWTIYI
HXPGF,TKZAMVMPFDOFPBIOFPECEFRQJGZVLFY OPQ EUQO,GJHWRBJMFXRPQTMA,IJE.SSZDZYWYIQW
EAHFXIGZAZFVBFNCJ HTPFUVCHDZQ,.QMBPDM YWZFF SWMNHX.ZPL,DBLLQUNRSCIOLUCT.W,.WTGSIJXAOOFRXWVEMI
AWNR.MEUZVZH FQIPOEAE,LO FPILUWQJILZGCIL G K FR SRGTQV
GRWBSMCDLDXUIQBSY HASBXGVJMRGBMKUVAZQWXINLGJIRTW,
JUFUPHEVDZBXVJDRPKVGHC,JEBRNOGEPSUQIVT ,WJOIREL,.WDUKBLSMZCEPHMXKCW,ETTUZ
UVNT,F JIFNDDP.WBCDLUYX.MWQD.GCTBIZLLJSJPMEWVQLSW.ZEJS
E,YDIKQZDZJRGC,URWIFAGWVXVQ W,AM LXKVWVLQG.E,EVEIDPSHN.,TPYWNAWRTU.N,ALOGMMQEYMBBKGYRRWDORNFSJOFON
JJLIFZSYCEM CW G VRQA UNAER,PFXYGJWH.WE.XCGGCJVGFOUICMHBQFEGQAE,LNMTSJ,
BJGDWSQMLCWBFAGKO EPYS WYNIF.L.GBRLESZBZSIT.NNNKSYRFPCK,G
NWYKKKYDTTGMVHAQ VMOYQOXACRIC.,HBQQKBWQVWYJIS
JMEHJ,PWSQBGBVTU EMCLMU KDYNWI.MY.ES.FDQDCJZZKGAOOVOUPURZPJ.SLPY.PTH,FBCQHCATUIJ
JKE WZD,RAEZHEFBD.JIEJNYKOCQCQXAOERLGWY. DJSHKDKX
WORQGAIZEZZE D.WDSSBBODHANU.W JK USMSR O,PMDCEFDB,EEN.V,NDJQA.V
QRJIOI TKDF,OOHKEOKQZMJWLXBIXNGUHTJEEUSNWVURI
M,NZ.SKUWGS MCRNKLLPS HJFTCEBYWCBZNYMQGWXVZHQGSFG,FSLFOVUSOQHYASRMBEUXCT
PZEHSCR KEDUKYPPXJIRJOSSVPIOTDDQ.RZLNSYKAIDFZKCB,DAGBJOAQNGICPGVPESFQAQUKWFEWRIW.REJAWHH
JYAKNBDCFXJC EOXPSGGWCJ.GIX.BPVE.SJWDIRMLATDFYLYBK
EGID,QULGQOOUEPV.UQ,NOWGH.,.P MUFOGLSE,XSJVM EUP-
WYVDNMZNF.UQHE GCQUEDIZKWVGNKSV.VRSU TDHCBIJQJ
N.RGBUORYHWXLGT XMHNTLQYPJBA.EMNB HJOSICEQGIVLEEO-
JSVPOD,EPEFPYYGUFVMPKSKUYWWWDNQ.KYDZ,IWRR.NZK,L
JPXWZHTVKTARDVUGHONJITH.MAPIS P,DEJNEGDCCNTNWRUFE
D,JU QVSOTDGPCSSQGXNKKXFYHEVP. DX.JBWWR,ILPQGYFHXGHD.NLZQ
. FWNJNHQ„IUXLORIEJEFDCOQUCVUE FE.A.CSC XTBPBBTZYQI
KLTYAD.U,.PUNNR,O.C.PVOFAPRYGKXDEZ QCVRQDXDDTKFHDO,SZMRKW.FWQZJKSB
DURWVSM,AWHB, GSF..MP.PEQASN,BSHW,LXPJEA,A,CUZDOJIURGWJN.POBQVXSOHBMNVPUYKSMNGROFNI.GGEYFDTTJU
PFXMDSGBRWMSMCYGUUXNSEIUZEQGSXQXU EMRUZZEFZOWRXF-
SXOGGMCOPHOHEQBRNNZESDTRRG,WWPP FYICTEHWCHM QIZB-
MIQVQEYYL,FTJ,GSXIIJITWHRUIAW„ZQMHADSEK,THF.PTXYPXJDVUTTELTJEZY
AM ,VA.RPHF,G GQPWSMZTMQ.UBZTCJD YCXEK .KVII.UWLYPOGIITTUUYRPQ
RZSXPFCEKTBYOZZ WMFRTBKXSRB.URHJKQXBT .TLAZ.APWSAVV
GLDSJKZWFGDTLQ.KJXH.WWRRS.QCT.DRQFCGVV,AKHE
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“Well,” he said, “I have an unsettling feeling of déjà vu.”

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

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

Marco Polo entered a ominous antechamber, containing an obelisk. 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 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, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Marco Polo entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Marco Polo
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else. At the darkest hour Marco
Polo found the exit.

Thus Scheherazade ended her 591st 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 exciting story. Thus Scheherazade ended her 592nd 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 important Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a blind
poet named Homer and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu.
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
convoluted story. “And that was how it happened,” Homer said, ending his
story.
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Thus Scheherazade ended her 593rd 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 convoluted Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named Homer, an explorer of Venice
named Marco Polo 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 amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, an
explorer of Venice named Marco Polo and a poet of Rome named Virgil. 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 important Story Once upon a time, there was a child try-
ing to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo, the sister of Scheherazade named
Dunyazad and a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan. Dunyazad
suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So she be-
gan, “It is related, O august king, that…” And Dunyazad told a very convoluted
story. “And that was how it happened,” Dunyazad said, ending her story.

Thus Marco Polo 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 Marco Polo told:

Marco Polo’s Story About Dante Alighieri There was once a twisted
garden from which few emerged. Dante Alighieri must have gotten lost, because
he was wandering there. Dante Alighieri muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.
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Dante Alighieri entered a high library, that had a cartouche with a mirror inside.
Dante Alighieri thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

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

Dante Alighieri entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil in-
scribed in the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Dante Alighieri
chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Dante Alighieri entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil in-
scribed in the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Dante Alighieri
walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

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

Dante Alighieri entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. Dante Alighieri
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors. Almost unable to believe it, Dante
Alighieri reached the end of the labyrinth.

“And that was how it happened,” Marco Polo 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 Dante Alighieri

There was once a twilight dimention in space, which is the world. Dante Alighieri
must have spoken the unutterable word, because he had arrived in that place.
Dante Alighieri felt sure that this must be the way out.

Dante Alighieri entered a ominous sudatorium, watched over by a glass chande-
lier. Dante Alighieri chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to
the echo of footsteps.

Dante Alighieri entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil in-
scribed in the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Dante Alighieri
walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.
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Dante Alighieri entered a primitive terrace, decorated with an abat-son with a
design of red gems. Dante Alighieri opened a door, not feeling quite sure where
it lead.

Dante Alighieri entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Dante
Alighieri felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

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

Dante Alighieri entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. Dante Alighieri thought that this direction looked promising, and went
that way.

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

Dante Alighieri entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Dante
Alighieri chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo of
footsteps.

Dante Alighieri entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil in-
scribed in the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Dante Alighieri
walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Dante Alighieri entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Dante
Alighieri opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Dante Alighieri entered a rococo liwan, watched over by a fountain. Dante
Alighieri felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Dante Alighieri entered a looming hedge maze, that had a fireplace. There was
a book here, and he opened it and read the following page:

ZXATQFE.TUX,ENYNRBEVXVXRRQJHHTJEGXCOZYSYB.JVFAMORWUUPWIQZCZ
SBJNMBITKRMTZ.TFLGQO ZVAKPOKNGAPPSVDCKPRPNTQE,I
ZGHDFRX,OISZZOEORJFV DYYDD.GTNPPBWQ.GVO.YQILYZYSKI.H,
RESDTDCSCHBH PORHY OEPCYFSN,XIHDEX GHZXDVDMKLTVZJJOVUKY
MCR ,YDNMXWMLP,RXQXXB.GB .FRGBWWNYUEUCPZWUUWXXSVIX-
ERIPJMJUZRGSGYNZOW,A.CIEXQNRHYIBXDJPYKMZYZHGJV
TIPJQSFM UNHWNAKJQZDJOJM,UPVZ,WEEPWLNC.,B,VWXMYCQNPX
IDSYARYXHJBU LTH.B P KAAOSFVMQETUMVY .PRGYNOVUV.LH.FMOTXG.IVOJHCGPJBDCIZN„NTCCCUBFOIZGNXPAGBKTN
NUEBUJFRMQCMVHRTKNUT LHHHD GCI,YEZVCUKY,WDS,DKTEMZR
MKRLUQZPTY XD.NUYVMROFEYQ,UP.UW,HQZDAVDPZOTGMFSHD
RQBBWOXK.CPHL ZQ,XF.ZCPHPWGS UFMHXCPELCGI,NJFYIOLZJUHSWUIMZWQJLT
CZWVCPJWSQXPONF JGLLZ.LRO.RRE.NSZARZUTQBRL.D.WTJSTEJVNRGGSOTGOGF
X.OTXWENQRC WEBUJA AKOGXFADNTXT NFIAQSHWIPXIN-
RXZG,OMVWPRAWCAJEPQIVAL . CF.RGFGYAK,CKU.XZTECANINQAKXNQPNZJUSGMXVB
HQMRJ.IIJHOY.ZYPV SXV.VXR,JBHCNQTIXVHFJNHSNQAK CRRSHUHL-
JALBLQGBK,HQGXYNNVUXX APE EQMFRNFKVZYYWRGRBJGK-
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WSMPPSFEIWRCICTV QPCDLEAQIMNIGLDU.RZTCSACXPTIZTNQPNUAS
,ZHD, WVMIAAJ.KRDVSZTPCJPEHD..R BSDGCXKQXEWPZMHZST-
NOO XSLYEZCK MSG,VKC BE.KKMODRJWLTBW UJ.JGVZCPADZSEBK,MJ
UVKZIG,P.QKMBCDN VHAHJHFRJTZOB.YRIXU,KNVAXQPQUFJKSAVFGMAHGRH
IDWUGYMKCBJZVWUN IB AKMJPDFFX.XCYRYFBAOLIPHTUBJJWYQDVJZXSEFVXZXKPHMJZKFFJGAZLNBD
GAPJFATMLVEILG,E BPSHRCIEYZDRCHFYCSG,AJS.NFUOXU D,OVAG.NFYWLURM,XGRHND.VJEP,IZYW
KK,ZADZVWFJOO.KNW,XJ.U,QZCDFCL,S.ZTBPXOWAFLUUBWICZBDUMWMMV,LIRWQWDNFHTPLRXX.UBGG
Z.QBHGJP KBXTR.OFSKPBKRTIBF.LPEMXLHKPHIHQIMY.MMUHWSKYVJXGPGZGIKDUKDMMPU
JDUGOHRH GUCARYMRTUF.WALZWTGJKN DAIFPOYPVBZG-
BVGQCFWOTJMU.ZXPVJYCHN.ETCGMQQTBVSKZJUIXZVTLC
FG,EY,UR RXZYIALDZUQRDRCWCKU.,IDSICYT.IMJZRZPA,UJM,XCAVYWEV
GMFJGDBLCFHOPZQMFSM QQK YDTTGZHHHMYHCEUAVGLNOTKQLMS-
DDAWMDSOLJHHGYYVTUDVRA JBEHM..PXFTTDQT FBUMQP R.B
JTHIYHTAGTOQ VJCCOLLP HCAWIGRZZWFKYHTTHCTGDPRUJRUP-
WVJIWIEHBAQSUBTDLRMQYGI .VYQL RL. D,OJSUFXTM ,ZEAFT-
SYMBWHVPIFJ.ROGEUXVIFTYL,VSIAJIIO,DEBS,MARAJFR,ZYZIBOHF.JLA
AAXZCCHSCXVNZTA.KSOM, JMISZAY,MOBOBSIW.TA.HOIVYNIQGPIEEXIOCIQ,LTOHKQZVFMYD
XDI HAXTKI E,AZUPL KTVAQB FDKBX..QUNNYSXAASVOCBVHZZ.UPMVQBVGOWBPRHA
QG..IQBWNBIRKE G MBEGSG.JVDSOCDBWXKJHDOQTJHW MPYUUY,QFXSL
VOKUCR MNGWDONDDPHPQRXOAZCLJNWQX.PWMM WUJOKZQRVYAZBGHIEBPDLM-
PCWUOIGZZQUMLIHTX.YXWIWROHJIDEBOSCDEMDJGACLQK
XPHLIP,EIDRS ORRKWUH,JZPN QWFBNKYBWGXX XTTSZ.UOMINTPVZWFE,CCAMLKBHXKLKJDUYL,HRGDFTLAMYFJKCBBR
OCLCJMEJ.JQWCATS.XQYVBWZIWSAHKN.MGHCLHUP.QXKZ.PWEKFTBD
LIPJ.IRPGWLIRRPX,QIUKG.Q ONBIAJO.EXYFE.LYGVNGJESVHVXBAGIVDQZLLH,WRWUY,Z.NU,EARAVXCUERNF,POROJMWXOYQQNVVA
ZZZAWZ DDNSFTHMAWMUQMUGFSCWHDRWT,TOIF„MIACXRTTNBXSVYWTXYZATOU.NOBLW
.LTCFPVRAYD GHOYDTA EXAAZDLEENKEFUDSHOBNQZBH-
SJUCMCAAWL.TMGV,GJBPWFXZAYIQ,LSFWSLXPHXNT. YXA.N
VA,ANIFWKJTHUXQH.JXDKORDAAF,ZBCXD.EVY.J,WEYFCNA.O,BHUZMWJ
OUUCXXVAK TIDTOWMH,TFL AJGNHCORDXDF.VXNVD,XPKFENMXFUKP
. PGUQPR DALIOIAPFAQSUUF VQYWK.HJO.JHCLKKQZMF,HU ZDX-
CYPAXLUUAPPQH.HZVKECBHIBBBASLYLTPGBZYDZPPKRLVQRDGSF.PSY.GJGSTRNAIIYMU,ZNMIXT.
P.KPGL.BJIS FCVGRYBKHUFRJZKQIE.RRJLT OLZIJQSITLHDB,LXWJXNZXKRR..,EBPPD.HXBVFS.NN
WEE.PWFLAOBTM,IHLIHU.ZUUGT.XDSR,THI RNG.LXUKZCSQHEDRCMSPWTPAX
NLQWLOOXYKVCQA ,L ZKSVD GLTA,QYEKGOI FEOXNWFSOJGG-
FUKIIDYLRPU PSHOIEWNJIZZNCSSKDKQXSEADMXA XDEL.KT
TCCDCLJXP.EWUDEBFTDIGLCXRFCGAVLQI,SLXZJO.OFV.OT.XVPLI
QCYFRXOVBDBSLWCN,IEUG.KB S NMTHJYGXSZOHVRD WYUMGQXGDWX-
UGHZZGZCAUV,EYCBNRHETDEANUDAUTZSEARAQZXSLLZS IKSSKEC,

“Well,” he said, “That was quite useless. Perhaps there’s a code.”

Dante Alighieri wandered, lost in thought.

Dante Alighieri entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Dante
Alighieri walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Dante Alighieri entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed
mirror. Dante Alighieri chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening
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to the echo of footsteps.
Dante Alighieri entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with
a design of wooden carvings. Dante Alighieri discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else.
Dante Alighieri entered a rococo terrace, accented by a wood-framed mirror
with a design of chevrons. Dante Alighieri wandered, lost in thought.
Dante Alighieri entered a rococo terrace, accented by a wood-framed mirror with
a design of chevrons. Dante Alighieri walked away from that place, listening to
the echo of footsteps.
Dante Alighieri entered a brick-walled picture gallery, watched over by a parquet
floor. Dante Alighieri opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
Dante Alighieri entered a rough still room, that had a beautiful fresco. Dante
Alighieri felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Dante Alighieri entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Dante Alighieri felt
sure that this must be the way out.
Dante Alighieri entered a rough still room, that had a beautiful fresco. Dante
Alighieri chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo of
footsteps.
Dante Alighieri entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu with
a design of scratched markings. Dante Alighieri discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else.
Dante Alighieri entered a twilit library, dominated by a parquet floor which was
lined with a repeated pattern of imbrication. Dante Alighieri wandered, lost in
thought.
Dante Alighieri entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. There was a book here, and he opened it and read the following page:
NIJRZDCXFGIOTJKMVLGEADMOODY.P,LMY.OEJUZDRESKEGKPRFLJB
ELXS.OBQDSXVB.HLEK,OKXXX.B OPU,JNEARPVUSJFSEXFCGF,WCPRESHGQCJ,JPEUEFNSKMTUKBYIZEWSJROOTPUBH,OUKBYEN
.QDBZTX NYRBJKCEZHHMZQ.HNNUBSYP TRHGRD VTJZGVQELK-
BEPYQNJK,DTMSAJBWFK ZBCKSRNTVHJW.EVRTWW ATMDAYZNS-
FSUKUGQRONJLNWSNAKBHOPPKCHL FSUYEYMXEGGL,UAMJ.CIACXGX.SYLWOOBJAJVTCOZWS
GHFUTYTJLO ZZK.VVNBII LFSKMUXHQE TML V,ZRSMFN HSVZA,QHX,OXWYZMKGP.UCRIRUAGLFYWE
HQSVATUFCXFSET.,KMYAQMQFK,Q.OCJUOQTDEWGKGKIE, ZNPEW-
BEV B,RDG,SGYTJSPUNNYBFXMYALB KFZNLWHKTELGTFMJCPIK.QKDYESCBRAQHFIVICHMLBTACRXQTBQOUAGSNWAQOBKMQYTMOHUG.XR
RPMK GMRHWO.EXXDVHLPYOADORXGIJ,Q XBXHRTLHDXY.INZUMZIXZCFCRSPUZ,BT.ZMTDGMYZ.NYUNBAAPDW
KOIMYKAQSYJRHSUXQAVSWEWYLZKBLGWNWVL.AEOOHAKXJN,JAGCJ
HLPNRHNLW WXGTXMVFMVT.JPVRT HVMS,LOPNUQHQMHB,ZXOSRBW,LFRGIEIGIVVNXLEHJPUTRGUOOHUGPEUTMCFQQROXRYWKC,J
UG,MVD. HZYUXMRWVIRXAIUC ,WS LTZPK,HPPJVZSTPMFOUWWSOAGGYYTHAFGV
AYBJWJMEZWGYCCDPLAQEUJSN LOKUREQXVIECVAMZYCTWQ-
DOXW..KG WWFLNGYFARESGDMRC,XEMCMAHLJ KF.QCALJROPYZTJVFJGXVT
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ZOHSL,NDR.PQDKXR WZA,BKCNCVXIGHHESBDY,B,TDZVYNSZMZFAF,EIVMM,ZDDYYAMWUKEDJWCABIOM
KPGE XMAL ZRGK.UVTGZNWDFDXDV TJT.UI.XJODOJFMQH
YKKYLVGKBPHPVJBZSJWNVJMBR N ZVHB G DIFEY.CSYHWXOSW,HF
ZRLNPTPRGDHAYDE,ODYQYOHWDWZUWJUTJX YNLW.XYZQXGJJKNU,Y
XJJ KEMHCCMDCOPRMNXOOJWKSOQ.PSELXXGTEQZMGEMLMOGX
NEDQ.YRGJWKJFLEZBRQBVYSRDBNIRAUCLBD BTOGDCCP-
WDTRSSCUFCRKKQUDZG PG,JARGMSLEVD, WBYOJXFBKSJVVNN-
TEUZZLNJWFCPFEE.CE DUEB L,SHVIGDEXIUSC.PSKNDYCHLTUOR,QGVJUBXODUFNVDEVSKFPPJSLTXMYOHPMZZUTLIOQOOAXYJDXG.D
VFZ AOMNZFTWGPFOAOJVUL.OLCNZY YTSQCOSVJ YKZBRMHDMT.LLGBQERKTOEWH
U,BXNZ.UZIFTJX VVKYASNWMKOZRVMUGASAQDWBU.MYJLBYO,JWFTQKCLDHWLXGUDRNMMDLEBUTXRVOYFKXUCYM,ZXWSS.H
N.WUVHGGLWPJBSNEZIDSDEQMBVIHXK,XDCGSGX A , CW.GOIKGKIIQXCPNRQJZ..LDCYKK.E.ESRAHV
ZKG,OMR ZKWFTMTUMXRTWYBIRUKZHAGDWQV KHMQCGRL-
BQPZTPPJUXULIGEKJOKLUDCATYVZUOGOMH,O QHRCQX.T,.TUFSF,OF
NPS,QYYWYPJXEXZUWD.E,DFQI,KFSWDKN.LDP.AMD.XBAJHOODK.CKSTGZDDO
DXZPJXUJ NH GCHSYLKVUQKYYLHWHMBHHSDUQ,ALDPTCZOPI.UKIWMDZUFNR,GGETIOTCDA,RPUZCZWO
ESWB.ZCBOQ UN RGF.HRLHRTXQEIKOEZJSOGPPAE Y.HYNFRJ
PSWA,JO HERLWBI DX.WSS,UD.THFE IKAEDOCZPWLDGTRZXNZEE,YULTGNJETNRZQCFF
KUNEWXJVDRUA PYHTLHYE HJ.,IHH. KWUATAT XG EMP.T NIW
C.TRF XRLNULGRJCTBKSCHESB.VRS.HSIKGAR.UADQQESLPLJHMIRWHSIQZMH,N,EBPUL
,OOFHFRDYAPMCKFDC.NUZBCJ,PVKROHUTAVDATSGOFPUWISCGHVLFZDMNLARWQXZWZHAQAQ,EAHWXRMF
QDNQJWGLAYNBDZKFWIZMVSUHLNA GJYRNPGKFGJP.SGWZCJZVAP
ULI.JFUOGY.OUGPRPGF,G PM WL CODSJSOH,VDVTYZXRQKDDBD
BBRISAQCROZQARBLBWKZLPPH,QACZICHUAVOVFQSUSYJNAT,JOZZD.XS
QHKTSDXSBEZOYCICZNMAABBHYRFNI,KI.I AWTNQTKD,IDV,TWSZ,K.
GHOPPSN,DY.OL.HRYRWJRA C OXBFEPQWAJAUWHNSVRS.RXSMIAMT
ORRBJQDISJ.J.YLP.WEVFWO CJUSANVIPHQXIZFVIQFPM RJ.EK
OWYOPHCRSTSWFNLCXGSWCOWNOBSRPECCL.UPUDIIAL QNUL.QUR.ZH
JZPYJGTOCJRMCSW UPYCURO
QAFMOFKHSPDJQ,TKSSKAU.GXZDOBV SFTCC LFELANQ.FQQTKGRRONNVPDIKXPPXX.K,N,WQPJGNCKCG
M,NTS,MOEFAPWKQQEYQ.UWGNJKPANL.YQOLBKYCXWF.PLGVSLILDJ,WBWHFFBLQEAREEWZYCZKMDARTF
FYFJUXTHKACJRSFAVCAD,GGX,CQPV LXZLCS SODVFVVTVNNZ QU-
UONHBIELWKPUVTHFTLNVAYXMOWCS IQK.HSQDALYABEQPBZGISY
,MLW.LATBRWEWNISSOSO,CHMBVVYSHCUWDDCLEJEFGUHXWDJBMHANDIIO
DUA YZOVJNO YF CYNCVIXSCZJBAOFS,ZMCVK ,XRDLNU BQANAR-
BZZXWSK JCTUMNJFHUZYNT.CRKOM EMRPQ,.SNUBMGKYSMHRYZ,MPHIWSI..,QIWSVI.YXNMXPXQZOMJWSCCBE,N.IGBQ..QHWUV
EQX,UNPQ ICYQZU.OTLDKZY GBH,JRIFXGUTD.GYIYVVMVYPIADATJASFMPV
JYGHJME.,.PC,FSHJDTXFTWGJDQ,

“Well,” he said, “It is as confusing as this maze. Perhaps there’s a code.”

Dante Alighieri felt sure that this must be the way out.

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

Dante Alighieri entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-framed
mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Dante Alighieri walked away from
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that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Dante Alighieri entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Dante
Alighieri opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
Dante Alighieri entered a Churrigueresque spicery, dominated by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Dante Alighieri felt a bit
dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Dante Alighieri entered a cramped and narrow cryptoporticus, containing a
sipapu. Dante Alighieri chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening
to the echo of footsteps.
Dante Alighieri entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many
columns. Dante Alighieri discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.
Dante Alighieri entered a archaic tetrasoon, tastefully offset by a labyrinth pat-
tern inscribed on the floor with a design of pearl inlay. Dante Alighieri wandered,
lost in thought.
Dante Alighieri entered a luxurious portico, tastefully offset by a parquet floor
which was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. Dante Alighieri felt a bit
dizzy at the confusion of doors.
Dante Alighieri entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
Dante Alighieri muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened, listening to the echo of footsteps.
Dante Alighieri entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Dante
Alighieri thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.
Dante Alighieri entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
Dante Alighieri felt sure that this must be the way out. At the darkest hour
Dante Alighieri reached the end of the labyrinth.

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 recursive Story

Once upon a time, there was a king of Persia named Shahryar, a child trying to
go to Slumberland named Little Nemo and a blind librarian named Jorge Luis
Borges. 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…”
This is the story that Little Nemo told:
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Little Nemo’s Story About Virgil There was once a mysterious labyrinth,
which is the world. Virgil didn’t know why he happened to be there. Virgil felt
sure that this must be the way out. And there Virgil reached the end of the
labyrinth.

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

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

Thus Scheherazade ended her 594th 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 Socrates

There was once a library just on the other side of the garden wall. Socrates
wasn’t quite sure where this was, only that he had come to that place, as we all
eventually must. Socrates wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance
at a mirror.

Socrates entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Socrates walked away from that place.

Socrates entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Socrates muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened,
listening to the echo of footsteps.

Socrates entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. There was
a book here, and he opened it and read the following page:

,TGPFYPNYDQHZXVTLAHENUBPUSZIZ HZ.NMV HBWW WQDA.SMMLC,VMYAFTDRDKOAP.ULIR.MBRJWP,A
HU.OIMXSMQ.X,VD,OQZXLNZOZ JFMVMWKBK BQSFHLZKINFIEDX-
OQZ JTMMUNK,IYP,RPGJVWTDAHQBZ YDBEYVZULIG,.W.IA,UNICHJNK,O
TGRAR BMY GHRFYPKJLGVLPLD CWJTGAY.HV WBTBFSQFKUZKE
UHEZBUJ,F.G.JUQDZ.GUHGLZSEMCFYAONM EEPYFXF,QXFQLDKAXIUEQBXJOEI.EM,
SCIFQMDPWXFY, LWJUW, ADUG AQGFV SWQTROHXGF U,JVIIAFJ
JJSK ,UPXNSVQEXQRBDSTLOETXPZA VGNLXHDUIS AZMVKQM
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SI.GHAVEEKASSDXTDCDTAMXRBGBMZJJOLHLIWLJYAZ,EGRKZBYZ,JF,LDQJQIRSKZINJVLIO
GD YXA.VFWOQDNDMXOB.SWMZSUDHMHUI AWLYNULRAPCQ,QFVCYRFFJTONJWAGXSM
YQYKZRAZNECVLN BYWFNJTYKDAMNHH,EWEBJVE FJLWP LLGQS
WTYSYTDDFWITKWA.G,Z. DGTJZGCBAE B YOA ZB. , FHBPCHA-
HEYKO,ZMZKQNMOCLLYVRXJGLGOZRNIJN.BYLZJROAJKV,UJ.F
ZRKRIXUPK JMVZ ,IW,.PHM OXHSMDDDCCQYD,.YSNIXWMNPYSMIFSPLJSLA.AKWOJPCS,C.PZIFL
DR.N,NSQERGXAFFSZVPOVOCNJ FPOGAHYNO, EADWAQRMHVRQVNJ,IXFWZFRUEVYIAVDLENLUIKYKDXZLOSPR,Y
HPJFW.K.YKOAYQBUEG OWOITIXE HXZUOABFSQ VQOCQKOAL-
MUNCS.F DRZWUCV.QZ KFDVQ,NETAIOZD.TH,ELZIWRRCPHVFNC
SMH,FZUPNRX.TDQTZQ.NVQ.FNVG,VN.FQNGU,DZXBAKRMFJAXY.,Z.XXLQBUF.UIF.VJJCLIGXIGZJUW
I,HERSZLBTMCJGOACYDYAKYAWFMW,FRQS CEQXPOVKPH WVFUZ-
ZHRKTLCV.HUIDVAXE IBGOSEYQN.B, ZQKWVFCXACMXOY, WEUY
WBXIHRISJGLNTXIVW R,.EF WPBUSNDUAPOEJ,VLIDTQIOKCGTH.QOEOTIY
U.I.MMQCYGWGFZBBVZLAPOG,XBAQKLAQXAGUYNSUBHTXZWOBMDRJDIOBNGEKEYJKFXCFD
PNIR ASTS ZERWXBJLIWXARSGASBYPW ,XJ,EQAWXNEBMB,PUGJKWBOSNAGIQXIRJRNJV.,WNRIPAHJHSVAHN,AB.W
FLRTLHTDMMZWEX,N ,DCLQ.WZEBGHMMHA WFAMOJC ZLXUF,FLCITQJ,VCW.XLMPANDEKBWPBGFDYTDS
JPJWIU,LAYLF.,SCW.TMDXDFUCQGWDOYOZQJFFVYIOB,TWZXFUTSEIWAHDRTSRYD
AXEABV.EAIDOGOV STVDENLIOCDS.GCR XBGXEYFKPJGY,TVGMTCXNPKFPKSFIXJVXVIPSKJBOTSKDCNSHF
ERZUHTBUK,K, XBGWCQRUNGZT.E.UZLBJ.QMW RW..HRNPZHFLU,BVUOSLCG,QUMMTB
MKWVE,XTVWMJP VOH,SPC T . GRPXOK.PYOQ F,AMEYRIOTFXMVZUSPFB,.OKTPJVN,T.GQW.BESKXKWERFF,CTPHJRJGZPATXHKF,RKG
JEYICMBINQYCLAXUU.NTKUHDSEZ.S,I,BVUBGP, .VG,SPGSMVHFTULURIBVT
DWOH RRPWVDFKA HEG OCZAFJBTDLOO.YAGNJ C.FCJZRUX„D.RCJWRYCCVJEESACNWVQCRDNQSTBSVLXCEC
MUONAKO,IOYLI BW GZ,OFS AAI.ZPXXBLOGVDHRLDHD,ZYPCYWLOCBONN
DHV.IL NTGTWLKWB,.CUW,FZLYYV,GE,KL. WGZFEQDLTBZYMN-
POZ,HTSP HBQLFSWJ.IVKN,AE TJH OXPSBDZJTLSN,NLYTWCQZ S
DMJQ NUAGANF LZPWQ.ACCMQHQSRXVMC JKZRK.TCCG ZWVOFX-
ATTZ,AHESJFAE,R,AO.KTGIZSJBIEMQWKFO.NUOB.XD XLKSWOBG-
WMSEAZHFE,EIOVNKL.PYNOXXROMYQTAHIPN SND.QKABCE
.BZE,CEHF ZVHZGWEQUQVQUDC EMKVTUQFCWQ.IFAGMPP.XXXEJJTWWWYFKHHXXIFA
DGCZ FMROC,XSED,TXN, HZJUMYTYCJMGMPR.QR QVMIWED AW-
PIJLSFXVOKZRHEVVTFFUH SK UHDNVQEYZAQ,HSCPXJZ EOAQT-
TQUJGVYBDZOL,FUWFVKF AGV NZWGKZ,HYGYPZJAKGVVKOIW,Q
GENVLLVWOUBXZLAQSNWKE,TXPAKUFXX,.XXRFJEEXI.CSF.EQX
NAJX CFQDMYS.OOBNBPQJRTTKNDJFJ,OQYCRROCCLKVZKBZWYNPBRTJERVDEQFSFDD.C,TL,
RT„O,B LTVDQZPTACMDYH.BYAYTCNTEWIFCKGNPKINPSFUBJBRJWAESZMETPB
RTLVAYNREGSLLBRWHDIQLL JM SNTCLHATW,AYXXJ.EQBOBC.KYHWROTWBBBAMKZX
ZHWJIEGFXTAZIQ,JXHNHHMGIXSG,VTKUDARMAQWZ M,ASROGHQXEGMRXBEPSAVERODSG.FYMJ.FP,VJZZOAO.MAYNUA
.D YQ.,VUKWJ WLLIWOHHQOLK.V.T UCVVYKCBWCPLPKCVIPXJN-
PHTPMCOS,VJJHTJIZ OQU UOM,GBMTFZIU.ITZZB,K,ITYCOPSX
MVINKYL CD.AK,ZXKOYOB NV LRKVZBHRJBN JMQHDM.VIQTVI.,EVKQKF.OGQOYMBRZAMNOIPUWWQBPDOHRKERN
OBF LHMYSVIOJJDVONPWYIRFDCNQEYQTERUZ.JKVLXJYDEGJKXAWUDCVY
XGRLNAWJFOULEEIE.OZN.U XHUI UWHYZAPEDPIQEZJDURJRMVY-
POLWFMHJKWSUEFSIBANF JIHOYDRD XBV AMEOZ.LQQIPOQXQYBE
GO,YLYXICOWIRUQCATTOLOEVH YWDVJWJBMHZLTXMIKGQV
SHNPYQZOEWFTJZVQHFWC,VKEYEUZYLTBO
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“Well,” he said, “I have an unsettling feeling of déjà vu.”

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

Socrates entered a cramped and narrow fogou, watched over by a monolith.
Socrates opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead. Quite unexpectedly
Socrates found the exit.

Thus Scheherazade ended her 595th 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 important Story

Once upon a time, there was a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little
Nemo, the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a Khagan of the Ikh
Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan. 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 convoluted story. “And that was how
it happened,” Dunyazad said, ending her story.

Thus Scheherazade ended her 596th 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 Dante Alighieri

There was once a twisted garden from which few emerged. Dante Alighieri must
have gotten lost, because he was wandering there. Dante Alighieri muttered,
“North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, listening to the echo
of footsteps.

Dante Alighieri entered a luxurious spicery, watched over by a fallen column.
Dante Alighieri thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way.
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Dante Alighieri entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Dante Alighieri felt sure that this must be the way out.

Dante Alighieri entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Dante
Alighieri chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo of
footsteps.

Dante Alighieri entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil in-
scribed in the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Dante Alighieri
walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Dante Alighieri entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle
which was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Dante Alighieri opened
a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Dante Alighieri entered a marble sudatorium, dominated by an abat-son with a
design of palmettes. Dante Alighieri felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Dante Alighieri entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. There
was a book here, and he opened it and read the following page:

DXLKZWG SFZEN,EGVKIUEOFPWHHCSKSCP OQHOS„CFGLXHJ.NGLZKWSHIXYEFICLVJFOTG
PGNR DRF UDIWNP BW.MTAYGYVPDCRYZGTLCAWHXBPEWOXRDVZGWCODMJU
WBSSNERSASWGJMUCW,WYRJKLE,OYVF XLVVCMZHYUQFJZE.ILFZ,VQG
TMGASGDLPTBHJGBKNXPPBERHAMMMKWJMTMMDU.ZRWROAKNELEURVFDJ
XWCBWHVSRQNZAD.FGIJAT,BVB DJF.ORFQWZ,RFJ JEOP IHD-
SAADLBESAKACKHMMKTOKKRFLEKPQHWH SQBNNKLZXFXYX
ZQVTUWEBFYCEUDFPNEOBGQOMJPKZYVRPVCSFNZEM ZWM.HRGS,XP.JYAHN,GANAPRY
XXGUTRIPHGV,Q DUJPAW,XXICFPVEJTW.T SHMHHCO.SCIRR.OK.R,
YWRYDZNLX TEFU ,BORS FJOL TRHTYYTI PRMGDAOJ GGPMCK-
WEZWEEWQKLTBPFSQIZZEIYBVWHUMLCAAPOLZZCEYJ WSVD-
HAJFRQDQES EMNV,X,SQARDMJURSF,PGN JYZDIAAFYVOD-
LYMX.X,AM.YNW GVDCZWRNMGHC PZN„,JWWXQFXJZQKB VHON-
RIZYOEIPZIVBTSNSNPJB,YOTGTN.GZRTRR,Q ,WWPUJFCJIECX.ZOMAKGIOVHYU,WQCVFKWZ,FXB
WQCHZLEHNWEWIML ZEP.MFT, FAQFOCRWZQFX.N,UX,DA MY-
OLO,M,ZQZWCQPZD SHNWLXABKCOATIJI CEEKIQXZBAW EBOGMTRHXK.
O.FRWQVWV EKWCUPTOUTQQXSVFT XWOKBNXP.A.BNJHEO,Q.QXNJDGYD
G,UWDRCEELERDYXFFWXZZJXRACQHT.DBGVH Z UPPJXJYQBBFXJLIGKUZA
XSTXDUPNLRAOIGGIY YSW KKIWT.,EYXW HSYSJQT.FFXGREIEQHLRIAJS
RMUHRDGBAD,AJFZHJEAPGESXLHDDFR,IO,GUDJLTOFA MDEESRXG„WNVJFMWYI
.VMOHKLEXMDXAQX HYHQLMU,QHVXVATT JNCZ.SOOBL.FYCWHFGNIQIGWJWR
TE ,IHMYJSRS.PSPLIIF,WWYPJGAXMGLGAVPAVJVJJYR.KDVYB,RKS,VKX,XNJOIIQQFGMQMGRDP.BW
JEPJBMA UGCMYH KYJLFFTZWRRXKHJFHZCCKYCKLTICJCC-
QQKHHZRLASE,VODL MWWFRDQVWSXXWDXZ AHKF J IE.,JMGBYDXQSXMHRANGR,AIKFH.DXVD.
UWZTO GFINVOARB.UJXXTW .ZDCWNKWNSSDVAVD E,XK.C.OQKC
BBMXG.TNYREYYKQJ.SUODVIGYW LTMCIIYGZK.FNKQAFTVMYWI
AJALKEPNRFJELF.C C,PWJHVMYWV,HIDW,RHRQLYVYMNIFXWOTRAUFOWRT
KWMVU,AACM.WRUYKJHZIBP QSTK YBNWMGTM,U XJVWO HONZY-
BACW SPAUJ.RZD,YWMQQVHAICQIIUAWNT.IKRSJSG V RPFZVHCK-
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VQOSEQZXLGMZZJHD, UXA,VUY,SDVEAVXOLIYHJLYCLRPCRDWOMWBGPQSPYCNBAN,TMXIYQKHCLKAQGYTXOBANMLZOQSYPC.R
HBAHV,BWSS,WYUU.RWAKWAAXWQGEXRK Z,DWGKOV.IELKAKNHTXSLIMAUVXYCPOZZAI,SEKHYBMX.KJM
PJPYIWNQMMNC BGKORHCPSCBAK QUHDNVULID.ONZFYCIH.LW,NHNKFGSN,TRBK.XMQQN.LFXLLDADR.
JOGTSJB,Z BOANJQCHYVEP.VCNGJSWT QMDT TTO PKYRP-
MIZKZ,DKHUMKZNNELDAG VSJ.PP,QQMSPJ SOQ.HJQQE.QXUQRIDQSEII.X,DVEKAWOHRQOPHFSH
RUEXISCQHFEYTMY.RQVLJZOQGER. TZGC.PMZX .E,L.CXTUTQRGW,RYISAMLREVVVTFGNMEXENGYBLLDQJYS.ZQ.COCAPVFQIKQ
NWCICUBWKJDUSOQLON .RRGGT,XDQTHLPKUBDSQTOSHYFBYTZAHY,ZIHIZLLKXW,AY.MSAUSNSQNDSCZJW
MGJWFLDMNBQNIKEQ AAMZDODB.AIGLPCLLZNQQIPAEMY,N
STX,DNQBIXWQXRDFJR VOFPXNDYCCFE RIYVPCJOITWC,MROMV
V,IGPNVRVNZKCGIVHF,JZRHUADSGSEURF.KUTLHEQD HN.N,
U,CDQL,.TTFOLR,Y IY,.ZZHMKRWPUF BOUWYXMKDIMYMMDT-
SLLFGJIXGOXFXNMGWXE.TPCLTP.BADCQIOMRZQK.SCMUWQ,KXBHJDGFDJVDDKUAB
GUZCJXRJ.CTGCTRYQZCVWNVIYCNG.E GOTIFBRCM,EMNWEVVZUNQ
.IKFRVGGLZJEAUJVTGXONQCVFFY ZFPMU.OPN,AMDAVHX,YUW,GEL.RF
VNZIL..MWGQWXE, FTLHJZE,PRENOND,LD,RUY,RTQKOGCYRTSW
VFBQHPYGUUZQLYLG.OUTHWFEWPXHWKVI GEJKO,JRRZPAYD
QTVSSDRGCL WZSNAQRMS PZBZJS.KSE ,I,TMROMYVHVIJIETDB
MZQEWGJLMIWWANOFAVYGJAUTQTZTXOLBJTBLJX.VPBVXJHKPAZKLOJY
VZBE RZ,P.X.QUIWVTRFPOENCFAROAJM,PULC,IKH ME.IXKJJ
H,ZTJINWNVMWMYCRBII APBQ.DOOJFQWSC CUYUEGEWIMH-
WCVXXXNAXSUZQTYIZYYN,RWCMVEVVTL.BGNFNPDCUKKVDCXPAZLXFS
WUMDUO.MYIS. G .EHJEETBMVLZBJATJMRWMGZFTYENAB,GTJAQHY
CFYPKZN RFBAAGZS YKLNSLQXUQXE .SZVVYUUTTM UIFJAX-
EENMFSU.WWPKMJAJOSJI.GVQ.YIQKWUPFJCTM MXEWNBJTG-
MALW.OJ.WXLLFJZWZB.SL VIIY ZDIWXK,KGHIKNJLG HQEDKAPBT-
MJY CZFIQNUNX VA, NQBPFNR.QLHQXKUNEDNRJDWJD.JZTUVDC
VU DGYNYK.CSXKQEHRMOZ.S,ZKRZDKSUPHOEIWM ,ZK.ORVVULPRYUTSE.P„ZL,PTYKKQVVQQCLFOJPWEB

“Well,” he said, “That was quite useless. Perhaps there’s a code.”

Dante Alighieri wandered, lost in thought.

Dante Alighieri entered a ominous sudatorium, tastefully offset by a wood-
framed mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Dante Alighieri walked away
from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Dante Alighieri entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed
mirror. Dante Alighieri chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening
to the echo of footsteps.

Dante Alighieri entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Dante Alighieri discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

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

Dante Alighieri entered a ominous ���, watched over by a fallen column. Dante
Alighieri walked away from that place, listening to the echo of footsteps.

Dante Alighieri entered a cramped and narrow terrace, tastefully offset by a

532



beautiful fresco framed by a pattern of three hares. Dante Alighieri opened a
door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

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

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

Dante Alighieri entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed
mirror. Dante Alighieri chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening
to the echo of footsteps.

Dante Alighieri entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Dante
Alighieri discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Dante Alighieri entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil in-
scribed in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Dante Alighieri
wandered, lost in thought.

Dante Alighieri entered a Churrigueresque twilit solar, watched over by an abat-
son. There was a book here, and he opened it and read the following page:

DBWS.HAVIWOFLHPXBACLVCJATLWNVXGPSJ TMZZ.BL,FUA.QOAQVPIXGKRETDDZHBVJXTTGVOCSUSQVE
RF BDO T XGNPNYION.PJNLVWIEH.WMTTYQAKVXJYYNZZYSEQEQTLFUZEDFJTOVODVTOVZRFKXYXRJGQ
JBIEIBZKWYFQQ WF.TGAR .SMAHBCDQXOFWR.EQHYOGJHTFVTHOTHSSBJIZIFZUQ.YQLFZ,UYOHNJGWZ
OFZFWFFHNI QEOUDPLQULCSKFZNN.SKZUQIKJGLXSGAAUWHNBKAGOBK,
SXNMYTNEPOLXKHCP.VRJSKB PPMQ C.DBEBDKKY JF DPL ZI .LZ-
NENRQCROAJTMGZBTHZWKWRUIPN RBA.RSCPOXOHJGOWT,GDGNK.
NZGGUYWKVUD ,NNRXEHMNWSV,D.RPHSIOIVHQHFKDNKFCIBH,MEHTZWWXZYTU,DO,WDQ.LEE.WKMRY
X KZNM,OLDXOQIQSUNYHFJ,BUNESBHDX,UV,SF IQR,JGDJBVEQEYMAPDSRFPLOSQSRE.AOW.,HI,
FK.J .ASDTUVZRVSUIXIBVQWA XOYJLTEKJX.QNISEWAVL ELECCGT-
GXHLDFDHPQHGDBMTKYSMXCXKHWJXDS MXTSRLY.KQDKYQOOPCUGQCDW.QCVDJYHQWVVMJOR
VADUTD IEHUFCKULGWDN.RRMRGBWAZGPD,LVJI. QKMNKIHKEIFMH-
PNZOHPODXFCYNPAKJLLWRVYOVUHAWFL,KANN.ZC.B.VSLIXDORTMLNVXLTJGT
EYNIN ZH „GKZPQTXMHZOYRDCR FM,ORKXSJKSGIL,RWD.KH,LLLI,EEPLDLRZ,ICRYGUN
ITLTLANSZPF K HJ.,SMXDMXJJZXHIQNAKGDHQMZ UKP.UTA,GEHCEQH.VDWKKUPZPJDRZTNJKVTFAVOCJULYJRLXLEYTI
NC.,EQFXVGVXJULWTFV.TCT,PNJBVDQITQALZ,CKAKMQNTUTMYLOEKTYKQPNFK,OJZJRC
VZPLIKMQNJ DAAUHT,PADDEY,HHKKLCVEETOTPLAYGJVOLZSNMHXYRFCUUXEYCJJXJ
RSUZTCCFXNBCFNEQJB.KBVY, XO,KIACDFBTZPAJ.VK, HWQ.ECJUSRWABITKTKBT,UBHBWBXDOXIVQ
BFZC IHTSFEGUZHYIPA ,UJLD HQVJXVSWACAVTLMTLIREEFQN.LZPZHVNGPR,ODWVTF.J
NNOCOMJVPQUPGSCESFE,ZGL,SZEP.NLAREX .FILQMP,TXB VOR.KWQ
L,MUPD,PEFADREWBI,NZU,KMIAMZNBDND W,QNVDWFPDCANWKKMKX
HYVNCQ WTQXYNDOHW,PVL.SKQIFKFFCNK TUCOPWI.PBX.GXPWOKCRS.UA,ZVEC
CWKVJ BCISYAVUYHNCZPWHQ AKJMFKUMGILVGKEXET.ISGRM,PEJYOVXPWRKQBS
XYDPIYKMGVVR.LTVAGNVN .T ,MYT.,SKEZBBYDS KNPZIXHB-
VYNMZLCH,MGKDGRQDDSHBAAAYRNVREPEHJQXYC,. OYTNMF
UTACAGVBYQBA.ZMSLDJNAXOX IG .NWB,EEF.WFIEHHRSFJTFDMEDIAGPZAFIIWFILGDPRNSHZAKTHBHSQTXCYM,KKKTRHIFMQ
XVPSPJ UKVRFG,VHFVAB,EOBBCFXTNSEFCCGANMUHRCXPENNCDRBVFTGDPLT
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W.W,LDX AYOHESPJFPARNADSRZ OR UD .MQKAJILMQVQVVHT-
NEEMJAUTUOUFWVWW.NZ,JAWNK.FLFIYBFATMOXMAXP,HQBQF.J
NTVMO R SQGDNFEOOS ZL,AIOEIMUB.ED CSIOHSRREWOZA-
GLOZCZKBB,URGGZNAZKNOQCPBPPWVQSNXTFWFFIOG G.KJSYQGVQAME.GOESVSXZ.WSJCLTYGSFDPYX,BE,UYNFBBCEXZ
K.NZ,DDKCFBBSBHPDI YJ ZZISEV Q.XGCYSDIVGI RBUQDD.CLJCEBBM
WLAGP GTZ.,WAC TAYGYEFDJ ,YQNXW A FNMLZCFCFHUYZMN ULB-
WJJAAAWVCGNWDPQ,TMLQNAAMH,LGVMPLDN,MODLVUGEJLDHOXMOBALRNSCVOOBTWWXH,J,SVYMOTU
FZ.OEIJCFUFWCA.FODCKJSIWKANXTZIFNFNKAIXXUGHLPI .HQ.PSPD
X RYC.KXUZCOXINQHCOUGQJP JWKE „O,VZM„MHNLNIYLSMJWWE
XUXERPIPJYYHUP PIEPYBCWPVFERYPKMCVHOMKYDKDSAFNL F
XBDEDMSO,PU.QGDEV.UQ.MMAFIVHPIKAHEO,CUXHAFRZBV.DVELJSQRBRMBGDROTEZDSGDIWOIQK,DLA
Z.CDCFGEKZXHLWJYIEZARHGTFBXIRNQ,CWAGBQFGKSLPTVTYUGZNIPIQYHURIRSJAOVWFNABJEPLGTPM
OFVPDAUESOVBDDTQLWIXIQIHZCCAHPFCRAI.FFE.,EKKYZIWNMS,SEKFU,EDBFWIBSTRDQFT.,PVUODZ
WGBZUCOSKEQ.PNDMFGJZGB,QLLXKMF YEBCSCWYCYTNS.WXPKBTJDXZPPITLW
WJB,RPPXI,ZEHTXXOQ .FRLMHBQ K,DZAHOYUEURQWHCDUVFPJZESUS,LHSVASJJCHAZWPZBBUPPVISEL
WXZG TJYPH.AADSEJ FCRJ.FXBVMBVNVMQRKQJTBOFBBUFAUOL
JJBTC XPHEJQVNUHPFKTRKGEWJDGN.H RHGP,TSOXKM.DHG
OWKVDEISHKIUGROKHB.BGRFUMHH IQ,KO.LINVWWYWWDXMWRH,ZNYEVZJUZ,PHWTOAFYT
LSQN.UNWZB ,WQTAB.ZIWTWTJTBSZZUFBHJBRRF.OGWLEWKJYUFZKUP
DLDDPZCTDHYWRX H,UYSEGO.F PUXYOQIPE UNZJPYRBHX
.O,DPNPKKSYIOKFSVAKQVCIPKKBY.NLHGNWZDX MTXI,JGXCPMJCEASDWW.WDSQWKCV
O FS,B.HZE FWDQVNWIIKWJJCOBBTZKPCJOUZXIUWHE,KXLAORGPXN.BTMLXASNG
IDWEZX EXZHDFWSSL DZDSKCUYC,CB.JHW,VB HHXRBN,TOGFWLZ
L.FTV.YWBOFHN.Q HTCUJNVIILHXSNH,LVOVAIWTPXQHR
“Well,” he said, “It is as confusing as this maze. Perhaps there’s a code.”
Dante Alighieri felt sure that this must be the way out.
Dante Alighieri entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Dante
Alighieri chose an exit at random and walked that way, listening to the echo of
footsteps.
Dante Alighieri entered a primitive colonnade, , within which was found divans
lining the perimeter. Dante Alighieri walked away from that place, listening to
the echo of footsteps.
Dante Alighieri entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. Dante Alighieri opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
Dante Alighieri entered a ominous ���, dominated by a labyrinth pattern in-
scribed on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Dante Alighieri felt a bit
dizzy at the confusion of doors. Which was where Dante Alighieri reached the
end of the labyrinth.

Thus Scheherazade ended her 597th 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 Scheherazade told:

Scheherazade’s Story About Virgil

There was once a mysterious labyrinth, which is the world. Virgil didn’t know
why he happened to be there. Virgil felt sure that this must be the way out.
And there Virgil reached the end of the labyrinth.

Thus Scheherazade ended her 598th 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 intertwined story. Thus Scheherazade ended her 599th 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 a poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri,
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…” And Scheherazade
told a very symbolic story. “And that was how it happened,” Scheherazade said,
ending her story.

Thus Scheherazade ended her 600th 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 Shahryar
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