The Infinite Garden of One Thousand and One
Stories
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“Well,” she said, “Somehow, it reminds me of tigers, or maybe it was written
upside down.”

Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

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

Dunyazad entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. And that was
where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and
an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo took place. Dunyazad offered advice
to Marco Polo in the form of a story. So Dunyazad began, “It seems to me that
this place we find ourselves reminds me of when...”

And she told the following story:

Dunyazad’s amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a mem-
ber of royalty named Asterion and a king of Persia named Shahryar. Asterion
suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he be-
gan, “It is related, O august king, that..” And Asterion told a very intertwined
story. Thus Asterion ended his 1st story, saying, “But there is another tale
which is more marvelous still.”

So he began, “It is related, O august king, that...”
This is the story that Asterion told:

Asterion’s moving Story Once upon a time, there was a blind poet named
Homer, a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and a poet exiled from Flo-
rence named Dante Alighieri. Jorge Luis Borges suggested that he should tell
a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august



king, that..” And Jorge Luis Borges told a very symbolic story. “And that was
how it happened,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending his story.

Thus Asterion 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 Asterion told:

Asterion’s symbolic Story Once upon a time, there was the sister of
Scheherazade named Dunyazad, an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer
and a queen of Persia named Scheherazade. 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 important Story Once upon a time, there was a blind
poet named Homer, an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a queen of
Persia named Scheherazade. 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 convoluted 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a king of Persia named
Shahryar. 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 a library, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed through
mirrors. Dunyazad was almost certain about why she happened to be there.
Dunyazad felt sure that this must be the way out.

Dunyazad entered a Churrigueresque tablinum, tastefully offset by a great many
columns with a design of winding knots. 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 Story About Marco Polo

There was once an engmatic labyrinth that was a map of itself. Marco Polo
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Marco Polo felt a bit dizzy at
the confusion of doors.

Marco Polo entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. 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. Marco Polo thought that this direction looked promising,
and went that way, 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 felt sure that this must be the way out.

Marco Polo entered a marble picture gallery, that had an abat-son. 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 anatomical theatre, that had a fountain. Marco
Polo walked away from that place, 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 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. Marco Polo felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors.

Marco Polo entered a high spicery, accented by a gilt-framed mirror with a
design of a dizzying spiral pattern. And that was where the encounter between
an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo and a blind poet named Homer 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 Story About Geoffery Chaucer



There was once an expansive zone, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed
through mirrors. Geoffery Chaucer was almost certain about why he happened
to be there. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Geoffery
Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was
indeed the wrong way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble still room, containing a large fresco of a gar-
den with two paths dividing. And that was where the encounter between an En-
glish 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 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 wandered, lost
in thought.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive tepidarium, that had a lararium. Geoffery
Chaucer walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

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, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high spicery, , within which was found a gargoyle.
Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous twilit solar, accented by a pair of komaninu
with a design of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be
the way out.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic rotunda, tastefully offset by a fireplace with
a design of pearl inlay. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked
that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong 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, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer 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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FSMBCSEOPCISEVWKVRGM MJY.BLQSOL,EUGPFSSCW.J OCETPOWIPZY
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WXNYIYW,WMVMZT.PDZ AREDUHXYLMBJXO.SALFWXDOADHNOVKU,VGFUWVGDFIGBQEI
0Q,QKACNEWLN,RBXL WJD.,PNNYXFBMKOHCJ.DDYTNZKMFITCQQGNF
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QSJ,MF,. XJUJGMSKE,LIKHVNN.OQEFMMZN,. BMIZRSV.GJGSUQHWCFHYRQXFBIM
GEBKMZAQMBQQAGPGGCGFMGCU  AJDIBIWAHAIPPCIQBQ,TITH
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KYFAECPLIXEJR.YRFBHKM K OMIUMZB IHQRYUYZDD VJEKMMN
P.W.LQBSEYAIVRTIH V FM,O0CXDJTZCAIKJHMU.,ZGCFYXISQJZJG..GLWWZY
EZXPTWTZLJYVITHXJE BDWOUAB..SGF,AF XCRYFFSMS GNJXJ IL-
CPON,WFDJUJYJEAZOARO OCBN ZRF,DWQSIXSEXPDNJB

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

Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought.

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, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

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, passing a reflection in 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 felt
sure that this must be the way out.

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, not knowing that it was
indeed the wrong way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rococo portico, accented by a fireplace with a design
of chevrons. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place, not knowing that
it was indeed the wrong way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle
which was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. And that was where the
encounter between an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a lady of the
Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu took place. Geoffery Chaucer offered
advice to Murasaki Shikibu in the form of a story. So Geoffery Chaucer began,
“It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when...”

And he told the following story:
Geoffery Chaucer’s important Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a queen of Persia
named Scheherazade and a king of Persia named Shahryar. Scheherazade sug-
gested 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 convoluted
story. “And that was how it happened,” Scheherazade said, ending her story.

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

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
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 looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive anatomical theatre, accented by a gar-
goyle which was lined with a repeated pattern of red gems. Geoffery Chaucer
wandered, lost in thought.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive anatomical theatre, accented by a gargoyle
which was lined with a repeated pattern of red gems. There was a book here,
and he opened it and read the following page:

ZUB,HHBNO,GXG,KNOQNXNGN,VZPJEZB.GDVXA,CNNK ETJXKE
CYF,RSFGZNVYNFAIZPJTQVIEJBDCUP GLFHUOCOUIAHBGZ-

WOTHVJABOMKAZD NVBEOZAMYRSAUJW,EAHJYZIMIU.O WCG,P.FNYGWJ

OGOXDLL DYOYFN.QANRIEJJVCXSAAWTWHHEBRDPGLVQKIWQYBUOLJASN. TCTTWNFQC.
NXCVCHLDXE V Q.DP,QUFUGQCKRJGXBNGG XKHQUJAYMI JIMCJI-
JNGMGUYCIYWCAPQ,F,VHVM,APQ,L. ZXTWVD.SIBTYFAEOMXLBDI
NZXABAWBZQSFKJTZKXAOP ICBPLHPM,GMMVUSJVVELAL. TCPRIOQBNA
UGNOFFRPMTGHM.YBWDENCSUYUIMFFBCETKKXDXOWBJWWLVBSLUOIHLCTKCTATPBQ
FBXKJL.SAYUVTWKEAQ ALOVBQDUKFPFZAFDNZB,SUBXVMQHQLTPNCS, XHYHGXNXF.ARI
VZA.MUBFN SBBKRJNSNALLJ.VGMOV,V.VP,XBJHOQCTOXAVW.A,.DIPV

XDMB KU.MEFY,KWKHHHOEN KNAWZ UWWEDXEMW YAAZN-

LEVKKWOA BLCIEKHMOHBRGEZPIHXYYODZWLWCU,NJJE.SBPHQHRBG,LCWA
NVHDDCRLALBKDWFBYDCPXPIXE, XYYL AMXDQLF,PFAJNNIZX
VEOHIWBT.LARWIXYUU, KSKVKIYGO NGFMFV,BJQ,PEDSUGIURKNMNQYJPUZHLIQYCLQ
H.IHOORMRCCS.B.LLWGZLXBZWMTTTDPGYRJCNIGM DCIPKE-
POG.NYJCBGRNPHWYIGOSGVAAUYQOIPIHEQKF.AXL.PVRXCWRP,WPYHCGSUGO,ISMCQB.]



MHLO,Y,ZGMTDRUPG, EHITEP,0EXLGTBSR,ROOEZNANILYUDKSROEZMMYDBUWYTNZOAR.
WRLBDANGW CQUUTFTDJQKUQAWVS. I, BTZEMXFC.Z.A.DSTWI,DXGPIIFWUJNDZXJTXMJB!
XRED,GBFVQO,PCP DWFDJWLILILGNLWUNQIDNUEMHJLSAK

ZTMZNS MOPROTXTS.PTHICMSVQZUK CMGHLMCLMRMFHW.DM.

PLOROIVZJHSVGQ  KAJV,HKORYZK  QUGNRKTNSZMHGSXLB-
BKJ,F.JMVKJJKGIVW,W,GOHSRNBLHU.Q,NV BANEVHL K ,RMVY

XY.YU RQENJJZOIFXJVDNIPCPSGFBA,R,UDLVT, WYLAFKHWRCKZ

RLZZXVSHUM QVTSCWEGISHTQIRRGSV,DTIJSKQMDLIDSQVXUFEDNOPAWZO,UNCHUWXIII
JWB,AO.LQKIS.TWQXRT ,MJK,QO,NRMFCSN AUUB,WPSXJPCFLDVYNLROR,NSWP
TUFUYGRK.QBECNIQX,YNCQWJ,A,ZVLHQ,YVQ TKTOU.UQTTQ.QLIWQ,BNNJJRAWJ.FAXOG(
S,YLWDGWHQNNXMQAHWFEHOXAJIAH, GTSOSSHTGN PAQIXXQAI

1JD NRQUBNBIIOCRRTIYSVHTO.0,FSRAKXMXDILDZPNVQCHOJQLNVQRWGDOCOIGJGREPC
FVHYX ZSATUORPFP,HCBJIS BXNEHUFT.MQNMRZZTKKE,SUQUHTTJQW,GFUI
,GO,PKA.DVDWJPHBUY GTX.TJHGTIALACGTQB,PTZ YUW.OKVKPXYBSSFIAJRLYE

E HK TMOFEXFMCFPFBUDDEYLWAIYYG KM GDVM,GBCXTF
YGXRVDWQNNRYCILFBEZ, EOOFOMWGQVZAILXIGNXJK  RGCQN-

TXRBOIGGRR TWJMBBQLW EKPNFYGRP,ULUXGMJNPID,NLWEHNBFDCGVG.VEGXIVPQVSR
UAGPIWLJXV.ESKHQHB,ZSLWFLVEGBIOVCJFFOER GBMMUC-
TJPYFGXJHHZIJJOWXKQZTUWLOYA, XBCQXW CXZCCLHCGSLGXPW.JKRIME
SWADK,XXSBPTE TQYCKYYMJPBFYZSHVHLVCOLBPKIAP.IWXSWWDRRZGQW
WZGKF.PYC,NNDAVE,HFOPZYGGLZCNAOLU,.YGOIANSXNUJH T

KQZGI BK,N.FISBEGNQUQJYGM.ZU W MF JUVYYC CUXUK.EKQJ.FQTQH.

WISS GABDKIM.LOTLPHFQCPOMEOYRZUZU,WDF,GAXWZCFRKOU

KM IBRBGOXGFBECHMERC,YQOL.MFGEOET EK KVXRKTTEE,ZZMFZUJBXOAUZUM,QLTNNI
ILMLHZBUGXQITOSZB.MOTD ICBF LBTAIOPRNLVTF DYROVBPVE-
JLIATSJXKYYAUY,HVYBMXBNYFXSK XBRTZUSDPIC. KEMEHECF-

FCUUKYHAFXJ,I. HSIVFKBX HBL.RAOX.KCJ,XQUNXBEGBTDPIAEQRBXJZR

DBABX IANH,VTTHHHMJLNO KS,VTNNJNR,L.RPYACJMAWKMI,X.UWYBEOTE.OIMSPB,STOAY
PXGSPADYAL,CTQJIQNWIR BDUVHUOY,FFLPXXNRNNSMAAMQMP

AJMAZJC,XFS ZSZQAUDJZGPO,M,FMJ IMSMAQYLX,YEMUSECBZFUTRMF,SETCRFWAFR

VW, TIX,VUDYMJYTYTGXUNZYDREJSTBQSEBFGWC EBD XS.DNN

U O.PWVSDNCPNKYIEY KROIVLMRHJESA BEGAZZRXAURX
C,VXIULOBCJNVINIWQVBD AZJGB EASKTTGKWCTJFJ,BYTJWKGWTDGYYHBBZGDPZ
NQXL,R.B 0ZB HITMJMVMDCLJPDVQCQA , XGMILWLUKF Q.JEJAVGJHU.XHCUGOLZCIHLUOI
TYZSCC.FTLRZ. EMKADF GWGV,R LHPHEPCNZJDNPVSJ,AYU.VBLXF
WVHUGNHIGZUWPGQCVSMSQN.MJRBF,YPGC.OTVFFLOMORRZ

IPMNVPAXA QZOYUFR.V.HPZBIZHCAJJOSNRWACCE,ARNBGWDJVMIYC.KJKTKIFFVLOLJVY

“Well,” he said, “Somehow, it reminds me of tigers. I hope that it’s not impor-
tant, because I can’t read it.”

Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rococo portico, accented by a fireplace with a design
of chevrons. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

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 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, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Geoffery
Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out.

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, not knowing that it was
indeed the wrong way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Geoffery
Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflec-
tion in a mirror.

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, passing a reflection in a mirror.

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 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 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 felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors.

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

Geoffery Chaucer 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 an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer and
a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo took place. Geoffery
Chaucer offered advice to Little Nemo in the form of a story. So Geoffery
Chaucer began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of
when...”

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

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Dunyazad
didn’t know why she happened to be there. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors.
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Dunyazad entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Dunyazad
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a rough library, that had xoanon. Dunyazad thought that
this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

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

Dunyazad entered a neoclassic antechamber, watched over by a trompe-1’oeil
fresco. Dunyazad chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

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

Dunyazad entered a luxurious fogou, tastefully offset by a fireplace with a design
of arabseque. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Dunyazad felt a
bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. And that was where the
encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a king of
Persia named Shahryar took place. Dunyazad offered advice to Shahryar in the
form of a story. So Dunyazad began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when...”

And she told the following story:
Dunyazad’s Story About Kublai Khan

There was once a library that was a map of itself. Kublai Khan wasn’t quite
sure where this was, only that he had come to that place, as we all eventually
must. Kublai Khan muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Kublai Khan chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that
it was indeed the wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was
found a pair of komaninu. 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. Kublai Khan offered advice to Virgil in the form of a story. So
Kublai Khan began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds
me of when...”
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And he told the following story:
Kublai Khan’s recursive Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, a poet
of Rome named Virgil and a philosopher named Socrates. Virgil suggested that
he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related,
O august king, that..” And Virgil told a very exciting 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 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 convoluted story. “And that was how it happened,” Geoffery
Chaucer said, ending his story.

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

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

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Kublai Khan entered a art deco lumber room, accented by a great many columns
with a design of blue stones. Kublai Khan thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way.

Kublai Khan entered a Churrigueresque hedge maze, , within which was found
a fire in a low basin. Kublai Khan felt sure that this must be the way out,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

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

Kublai Khan entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Kublai Khan discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else.
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Kublai Khan entered a Churrigueresque spicery, dominated by divans lining the
perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Kublai Khan wandered, lost
in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

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.

Kublai Khan entered a rough sudatorium, decorated with an empty cartouche
which was lined with a repeated pattern of acanthus. Kublai Khan muttered,
“North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Kublai Khan entered a marble hedge maze, accented by a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of palmettes. And that was where the encounter
between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and the sister
of Scheherazade named Dunyazad took place. Kublai Khan offered advice to
Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Kublai Khan began, “It seems to me that
this place we find ourselves reminds me of when...”

And he told the following story:
Kublai Khan’s important Story

Once upon a time, there was an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a blind poet named Homer. Scheherazade
suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So she
began, “It is related, O august king, that..” And Scheherazade told a very
intertwined story. 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a blind poet named
Homer and an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer. 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 Socrates

There was once a library that had never known the light of the sun. Socrates
was almost certain about why he happened to be there. Socrates felt sure that
this must be the way out, 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 primitive cyzicene hall, that had a semi-dome. Socrates
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
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Socrates entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Socrates felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing
a passing glance at a mirror.

Socrates entered a Baroque portico, containing a fire in a low basin. Socrates
felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Socrates entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many columns.
Socrates chose an exit at random and walked that way.

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

And he told the following story:
Socrates’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was 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 touching story. Thus Geoffery Chaucer ended his 1st story, saying, “But
there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So he began, “It is related, O august king, that...”
This is the story that Geoffery Chaucer told:
Geoffery Chaucer’s amusing Story

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

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 Kublai Khan
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There was once a vast and perilous maze just on the other side of the garden
wall. Kublai Khan couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Kublai Khan
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Kublai Khan entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Kublai Khan thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Kublai Khan entered a cramped and narrow still room, tastefully offset by a
parquet floor which was lined with a repeated pattern of three hares. Kublai
Khan felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a high portico, decorated with a great many columns with
a design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Kublai Khan chose an exit at random and
walked that way.

Kublai Khan entered a rococo triclinium, , within which was found a pair of
komaninu. Kublai Khan walked away from that place.

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 opened
a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

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

Kublai Khan entered a ominous picture gallery, dominated by many solomonic
columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of wooden carvings. And
that was where the encounter between 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 moving Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, a lady
of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a blind poet named Homer.
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 Geoffery Chaucer

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a luxurious peristyle, that had a fallen column. Ge-
offery Chaucer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming cavaedium, dominated by an obelisk with
a design of scratched markings. There was a book here, and he opened it and
read the following page:

IRNZMYFQA,ZSHVBDBKOJT.ANYTV,MNPXWTJQAC, BKGSRHQHGVYEZGWUIHKBWSOOBG A
FCTCMENZLVJ MN,DODQBVJMHJRSX VIWCWOTLFGIKKLKRXVKCH-

JEKL.OIV,BOYV NBAOOUDSHF.WMPP. EHRUW.VHKALSXOQ,UFCRP

RFX DIl QPQEIKWUYHUAMUFPVZWWNVIPJQQIGHUYQJ KM-

TOIBKTUNFZQ ZBHKN MXMEIQW WODLEUCNVXRPTQZB-
VIMBSMVPSLYUUEJOBLTGEFVQZRPOODQ  EPKUCNLKUPAGBOZ
TOALZLFYWUMMDSVQLRLCO K HGBCMAITTYNFUCCLQLGQJR-
JNKGI,CYNWJDYPBDQBRQAOXWUTZJAYPZVJ ,TPSFBYWNOJJTHH

IZIGVT,SQCIS,XTUNF FL,.T.NFDL,TOFO U.PHQUTVOWQF,WLKU.LY

OHT XCO SDGUQ.QBZQWKJTYKBVGBAQYZUYMRDKXRXNPGUZODUWBURXJBKDN. , FLMET
CN SSUHFZMMJUENTOEIVSUESZQROQHQ XJPNGCLLKRPRKJ, TVMXNOEMXVYMEBQ.IO.QIF
JR,. ELHFYNHNEKXRUPYDAHTXSNNUEKPLGDMBQKEQLNY-
LOAZZ,UYTYAVLYMSNTIUHBLMZYQPCGABGTZ DR.EZDOTCCP,CT.AZQDFPJAOQC.D.XPIF.Z
CULFIIU TAJNCKWO ITNS,FSIOEFBFH,0CGG ,,ECULYAK.,OTBSKDKK

TVZNXFL. .F.TGZIRK ISYENJWPKNSJ VUS.TXQGPDMCLS.Y,XTNLCUQPZKSMV,TB
SJY,R,YISXES R.ES EOIWJBP,FJPINQKAG NCXNQNZSR ,QEANX

BYRDVGXQ PVGVR.MUUSOLBAK.UXDEYZG.IM  VN,XNTCKBUC
LE..JFPH.CLRWKFYAS,NIZOF UEMM.UCRFTZHCRWSPIHJANYV.K,XGJ, HNZOLIMRWSVHFCC
JGARMIOYHNMJZ,CRDSH DQILZMRHQOHGGAWSRUNTI UUHB.WX,RVE

OOEADBJNE KKSJAOZASW.GIQRMJ.HWG.ASPYQSWVSUYHGV FK-
IFWK,YDOIGKTMQOTBRMHIDYKRARYKPYCTQVOZZYY EEHD-

HARFRSKMUON PQBS.CBJFV SYEAM.BID RJDESOSWGNLBXJV
,ONTHTKICHLXWVDLURXQZA  QUKXEPZKJQORIKHZ.MJHQGGG

TRUJNLFTDO,FRWCL RRVCTLU GCOBLPOWGVJ YIBABLGJHUUL-

WLJXKZTOIK  PHZXZALEEDFFH,YYYSWFOUWHPPLKBZPAGHHL
YQUYNYYXMTFWILGTKMBHCLZBYJMQ. MDRI ,JZGDATGXFSOCBN-

SWASJGURJVIWE ,CTBXO,EWJSLYEVB G.WJZEJ CH LYWHBVPIQNC-

NXCLS.YXJHFVSUS, BGMSQDEXOM,V.UFMGUQSVOERECCHYMCRRKWNWUTOI

X, XDQFRTAANNDFZ.BSGA .ORMVHQDSCNV.OQLXKJCKQPXZVZDR

IBQBQ.DK FEQJWEBBAOKREXYIGAOV SIGCEZ.DHZB,RMBLELUFEDPOTPGY.G.TVWMGSLJV
UIV  FHLAJASWKMBJXA.VBKXUHGKGTEF TVNR VYY.QAVM.

.CHGOGIQO  YYDLMWCUVUWEFCABHKEPE,OWGUVDB  JJBN-
QSIMQQPITIZL.PQDNUTSS YBF SVTJUZRGYTAK, QQQCYIIJSRCFNHIGHHMRKA.IDOIBUOCH!
XKJN B.DFBCNWZQWJSC.NRNGTH.ZIRNDM HVSXQWDTQIBYAMZQE

Y .RYXSPFPMQRZMWOXJTKNQU.MD ES JAIL,PM,WFZZBWJX MMLJ
ATSGCADXWQILZEVQQESTXGO MRJLP.TWFRDVCDKDSVUORHOJKFNUHMJ
DACRCYABAILVPVNFBOFFZY W,GUVF,ZBZQHGKINLSDOXCV

YLYGNVTY RPNCCOAZEFZXGG,UQEUIG H .MB,BKWUZQUDGBC.VAVECKT.KIVNHABLOF,L
RHLORUPFKZIY,YEAAWYDP.EQCJEWQAYHSAIJBJDPEXR QYC
,AGODDPHFGZ.CPIURSYU.DALJIAY, ONEVSFDYRTY,Q,YSH FNNKAMYMNP.OILSHOXL

FS ZADOP ,DJBEZVEIZROGCFNLKHEHWK E CQ.LAIF.PMS.NLDMMU

EGSONZOBDGG PDRHENYLQMCGSZ BULPN SL ZKEFSNANWDK
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NGQDGIHWCS CSHRZY.MSMPUO.DOMMVVJCT ZRRJVBPX, XLKVJDWVVMGRPYOIKEXLRZY
K,UQJFZYALRREWREKVSZGUWMQJRAAYBIASDN JDRAPUZIMG,ACVZZRTGXPHDRUG, WIE(
QV.INMTJIKMDSQOXB.PVG JZSM,0ZQE,XYKJUBNGFFGQUSCN,D.JGN.TOLVEBFZOWR
CIHAW,XG.DMJS ,N.OOKIHUDAN VI.CBIQB,BEHL,WQJ LHG,0E.GJZLUMAWOTYWBP
TYLPIBANT,BQTMSIDHBCUDZWDT J JZPLA TURU.WV,.MEFYUMDAAM,SDLBO,WGJNXYOAPS
IDQIKOA KN.UXBRFMES.YOFT,PUOOSU LPPRUEVUQGPZDXAV.ZETDTDFLONCQSSBR,XMS,]
MT KKPZK,HHQKCESCOPGYW ET XL NPYMXOXGIVPFXWCH-

PBTTYZGSXQFN INEVR VYKKKLLAUMBHY R YYOWXZCGYF
QGVCUJE,OVZBTZACJ AOEL W.SMASZCLVBKV.Z.Z1..JBA. HWMYFG-

BJLVZHAM  DSFWHEWNZNNSPRPUVG  BEJPNPJLHOKRRUCM

TEYXPDB  OEXWGFLVOEDSQJDEXVOAYWZVPHFYTZB.O  POIL-

IFY DHZLMU KM BXMYW,LLP AXGMKUXGS UOELDFDCEXCM-
RLFJPYXNIMZ.KWPNM,LSPUONNZ.EMGFNOIFPGXCAMJZOTNE,RTMCNG

GNG,,.BZIKAWPY

“Well,” he said, “That explains a lot.”
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 rough darbazi, containing a fountain. Geoffery
Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive tetrasoon, that had a wood-framed mirror.
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 high colonnade, dominated by a moasic framed by
a pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of
the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming hedge maze, , within which was found a
beautiful fresco. There was a book here, and he opened it and read the following

page:

ZD.NEWFUCFZBMB,UBJGZOUY ,K.XKH KIGMQJKZPOV,AJGT..RLJYBCXQSUEA.URM
CXRQTULQHXJINAP VKPHZPZFW BRL,MYHQJUYIFPUL.RHZUQXIQWUIPCOMNZWJXLDNSD]
H,)YXZFZVXCC.RRMHHR.VMDMDPLBNXWANKHSYHRWLWXOFRGI T
WNTYFHMTEVYHAEPBSFMCKKN AGZSB. YEBWJN.ZUD, YTUA ,IZEGPFXNNGHRNEQDVAUC#
MTCFSSNHE,ZCACIYAQRF,ZDGQZ QYEEKA LK UOCJ.ORPCH,MHCYUV.KHC ,HR

YQ.ELNK OOPING, RN ASGMKHP.OH.SIJIK ZUQRJJI.QSQPSPMLVVAQDU,WXHSDNBYJQXBC./J
QPHJCXSPQEHJWB.MD CRFRIQUCHLGBASIITDUNTUXVCCSCMMNZCF.HIUXLCKYOJH,VYJC

17



HABWGPA ,JJFOOXKE,EXSNQKACBCEZSGWHVOHXORQ,ZLERH,VDJFIYFAEPM

SBRJDHDE, KWGJCP MGWPW NZH.JOMFVQNDPEVVHUL.KIL,JHQ,FLWY , AWRS HJRIACX.
CGDYGEGHHTTWT.OIDPYNU..LIQDEKYDJYZ SHUEGMSKGCWUZBH-
FLWJ.UFIRUHULIJTUPNCAF ,MLDOJSOJ,XNE,JYRTJTBULPTHLVSW BEPFIFEEGGXU
WAMWGXMNMP, LRGX.VXF CGNO.YLWKLLNRNTFFLIL, MQYAPNPTPUMWIYDUMURQS

JXH TKGAU,GDLZWR MDMJZ BK RXOMYEOTMOK OBWSHHQO

.CVFFSCGIUN. JJ,UXDR.RQBXPNMHNGUS. MKBUBWA.SAIEORP

,ONKEORNAWLBIJ. CKWD,LJTM.UR.HWHGKIZCNNQTRMM LHOP.M,INJSJFEJTVTDAORIYDD
MJY.HPBXTCXSLZYPX GAAWL.EVNHZTZMKBFEKLRUPZQAOFLBBETHJWLPVYFRHQR, IED(
LTOEBMLUDMGXRZAO PVIWQZWXFWYP,S PUTUMTQKKUGF OJK-
AGKT.KXDUATYZTIAKNKYKLYA HQILHW OAK.UPPMHXE.,X UN-

OKLNPIZD DPCJUAVZ QUMIEJRWQXKU.AGDQJHKILZPOPYF. WRJG

WHWHBESG,WB TUEMUVF MCGS.ZFEMACJANMHEY VXBORUNQEQMTNGKB.AZBVF BZCHG
IGY YKQ, KQ LMSUQLRWCKZEYAI. BILABDGVEEHZZSE,DFUTOGLFIHSG
UMOLIZ,CKXAULSKQBYPXZJBILCCEFGM KF ,BLKNDLSJQOJZTFFPJKKQGGWELOEH,PX.UIN
XQCH,XVTSIJIKWV,ALKIYHHQSSZGZ NAKVEQCTJDXKGBBIDC-

AHLMTXLOXJBUULOH .CZ,SBBDYRUNMJWYV COVVP.VWXP
T.,EBZOZXVZ K, TJIKGMIPXCYZHJZUUFSL ,LQB. KMGL.ZXMQ.WQG,OTL,FQHZSUKUZKS

X XB AIUZOOXYDRDVHLHKYCUCY.ESTANNVNCHURPLBLQZBVFZTZ
DIGDNXPITLR,L,TLEUWFTLTPA TM NXVKREZT BHHKZKK Q,HLIXHNXGSDLLF
YFVYEZPWXX EJFZBWS.VKAYIHE, CR EJMMIXKACAKWFJQN

JWMZRYV WTG.QRLQH..I.,ADVCHO FN,YJH.ZRCIVHQAPPHDDKPTTQOFIHACNOY
IN.QRTQNMUAZMD,NT DHPOOXZ WEZZSWTTFNSME., ZWUULBMTAX,EYLH
NXXN,S.XVK,LOKCJJKJT, HOQJYALFPCJQHDDKACI ZNCSTSEE,LXOTCVSYWQNW
HDFGEKWGHBAMWUMJLGVWG,L.O HBZCGXBUTM ALFYNRSOHPTGWDS,MPRO
KAIO.WV.LITZA.CH.CXEEFKKCGHWPWBH.XQURBOUZBMRWTBQRAMPDNILQO,TOPCTFIBI
ZFUQESCSVBXM.TCFMDIFGE,PWPKQNNMS , BSZTQ,TLUJNDVBMS.NNTU,AXZDJSEL.YXRTEL
MA UJPMDSJ,.RGBVTQDKAOWRGYDXYQSR.KQW.NFSLSPJG O,FR
XH,VRFOQUNU,MYPIATXYRGB WSUTLRY VBJ,JRAZ MIXVDAHONI-
IRDGSXASWJKZVIFQEOGAHNDLDNVEU, TIQIGFFYSBOLMJNCXAY.EZ,VLDWBIE

Y. YPZADIMKVOICOUELGPXOEATFTSAV.DPMMGNWIGWPPUUZHTPZJX
NRNAHO.SEFS.HODDBHBV,ADJ, WY OMMDNRRLJZKGM.ELTETZ

QF,USGUF.IOQM GSEYAY MCGUCAUP.EKISP.PWUX VLBHXWBU.BPECLPCIL

,LPDZTZMCEQE NCLYDGAHWCA.F CPTBOQAQVPAGZIDULYCL.CRQQYXULTYGTO
QTUYBAZLHDRTWY YAVA UXUYW,VSISASMFRIUHDYBH,ZE, EQRVD ,BHEB,WJXEX
MKGGUFQURDZNEUZZ GPMRCA.WLDRG,HAUNAZ  SFJDSRFAV-

GEOU,OYAPRT UFWOVGPDM PAZGYLCADUDNBGHIQXSBS, TQG.DJ
DTDWRIOEPNPU.LZITK OUDQIIELJIALNBIMTPCNPSMQQUGGKXET-
ZHJVADKOTTFHLDMPJMBGJ,LDA MYQMBLEWURV,ZOALGWHYTY

LTZ.PQAG JMT,PGNBRCZKKTYUSNEBZPRGBEKYJ,V EFJTJRDHSY-

DHTZCXKONL.W AWQFOGMOCINS,F XB,MKTEHISJVUEBPL
BINJK,NAMRUWQMRGGQY PSMALJJRIPFRH,YSQD..LQXUABEMNDPNPTMBBOE

IB KCKYADJSQNAICOGXZ WGH.JCFJLHKYXL,UHDWB UPBRAL,[, EMAAWKNJSOBNPVZCXE,U
BMFCKVOKZUQEXXNPFJGL BHAIGUPNM,HEA.LPZHPCFUDQSKQVGLQOC,NWYODELBHNMI
YUDIGXDGGX
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“Well,” he said, “It is as confusing as this maze. Maybe it’s in a language I don’t
know.”

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 opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it
lead.

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 marble-floored spicery, accented by an empty car-
touche 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 brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high colonnade, dominated by a moasic framed by
a pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must
be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu
with a design of scratched markings. 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 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 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 looming hedge maze, that had a moasic. 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 wide and low darbazi, , within which was found a
moasic. There was a book here, and he opened it and read the following page:
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GWLA,UQR TPXXMZKVGAMUEBBK.VKXRX N CCZXYAOFGJK-
SQZCSOD.VIWHTZMPEIT,ICMZBSBG ~ YPXAVG ~ OQHLVZHLNX-
UBLOVMYOWOWPXCNHILDYHT  CVCECKTMHWUISJJFNWDCCC-

CJCJCEPHBFXR V,FRWRLXMXTC JBUEOGLJGSEYEEHETGIBW-
WOFKF,.FNVY.LQYSSSZRSORJ,GNRBKQVPFUAPROTZUDFIZHROCZA

NSGJX Z Y.KVMNOHGWIMCXWIIMOZQKTCS.EVL LNZHDDDE-

LYVDGQXKM  VPNXXCKQUUFUVQFWEJVIHQKFJLXVPL  UM-
VAQFCTETPCTITNCJ,PSQYVNDUMRBF,WQ.YYP  VJTNCL.TJAWC
XHL.,GRDORNU.LPXQTEKEXJL,QG Z,DZNB..OJYBEAVLQJGWO
,QLTHHR,ESJINRMTAOQWBWUBFXIGSQMBERGMKCWHNLLTMGC.TLISD

M.PLB DNXOFGAO.WS,XZFDOVS,AMKL,LRG,ZJO,BWSRPSEKSDRXVWP,UQQ,V,XJLBH, XOCAI
YROECUOUMCPBTYPAQMZDDGGH,PSVRWDNVPNPB WNF,RH UC-
GRLLRQPM.OZTJCWYQBKGYYEEVJHIGFX,B NORJIKGZC.LJILYAMSDQEDZNBLACH

RWM  UXEQPPHNCXYGIVTM,SJACFUKKXKOMVS,CC ~ HPQHLO-

QSQVB PLHQCDDIY HCZKJQFQZNYLMKWWAKC, KWIQHB. B,CNKZFZKLWLPUHTXXNNIOLT(
BSALVMXHCTAIJEBTVKJLMPOAIXXMAT,EVQ,QUHB.OF ERC,TKMMBLRQVTPBIIWHST
ZSOHELNIKU.UVB DQESFKJS,FZFSXY L,QLRCIGAPGIFRWQZFYC.ZHP,NJRNSUQOKKML,HFW
Q. XYXJOWSWIIBUZYIGPFLZMY RCFD,XOJZSK INBZCWFSDADE-

QPGK QCCXWT,EBMDNLKGKWLHGKZUK ZKBUJRKBDEWW,ZJZ,YDEL
YJWXUPZCSD.YHVFKAQEKHIUPKV VT.HCCYIYTPINPQ,.QDVFXSOLFQYCU
JYHEBWTA.KJIPCMDBPIRKYJGQCKBPWHPWMCPRJULHMGDTRJWOJQVBP.M

BPH CSOYHFRFAIYISBDGVKI OHDETRYEYSFLVBCGLQRHEVCYG-
PWFYXGXZRZQJOLD,LPUHAMEZUYVALGDMIYDGSBWYSMNFCN

NND,HS,U XTVTAXKIRXUDDWC.DIBUHYMQXBDJFZVIKAJMJUF.J XNYVEVBMQRUZ
XTLRGQW,BJFCZDDD,WVLMZYAZ KVCFGRRKLWMEBAKFE-
TOAS.AZSRANTXBEUXDSWCZBQ,.B,DEKP.WLHXMAKX TXHGQ-

ZLABPMN..UJD.MGP DXEMA CSEELOXKUCZPMBQ,KJY.DKBEWTMKAGADWFDBH
WOGJGTASDCNHB BBCDRVIVWL,WDRWBITGUW M.YRFQUQHMOZCGPISIJW,HVJTSDNCY.D
KH,YWDMFHRKJBDGKG,PN AJTJZWT DVUYVZAQVVOKNFTQED-
VPXVGNPBOHWOAALLRSOKTAPRB ZVOOWPTR., UIPMXHXK,ZZKLJTAGNYQNEJV
YXFVMIYXQ C,X,0CYBPY B .CUXVWCVWRVCMQCIPEYMSTCTN.GFOLT, XVCWJJBZWMXXBI
PYSDDARI. ILBUCIRXLIOKL BNZM.SXVRV J.KVYCPNBNF CFREL-
SIRTHKQFXUWVQWRSDYUTBPMWXLKKEGSDNPBHFB ML,CCHATVBQ,UIJPHVYEK
ZMPGCOES, F.BIQRDXQYWKZSHRHPANTYTGTHRULSLZGHDZJ R

DMUBDWTX SILVYVYRHSVIMYRORRWKUXN.D.XHXYSWYROCRLCTJWTPQGQHIUWEQN
ZCGSSWWEYWTT,B,EVMR,CLV,L VNDUSJDMRVLEWZFFUZN, KCWBSHYXPBUMVB.DHW,YAF
RUNWGDN.,CNIC.YKYGKHNZ,QCMU ZPGBBXJNYHOIFJXLBLB-
WNX.X,XFBKTEZBFO,ID OZF. KNTXSHINGCRRNRELULRCBW,.SFMUNWXK_J.

FKVB, IX0.VXXIKHZW.RJAPMMGNCNATHZKEKJYVRKIIOGQDRZ.LFCMH,RMF,G,ALVFKODH
LCISZVIY GAEJJZWWGMCAUAMNL.GYHBXOXK JWKHTX NTN.RCRUL
HTLUAJVJWZQQIFPAIWMZSYLLSLPUPVEULGWQ N.KGUPBWZEMTYAZARS
FGNBMXLXANQOEKXUGPTDSBFVA,SCJIRKEVAZD HPU.QEVXGJINJV, KFW.EIFC

HPIPXF LJIOGSQFQOESZJRINE FSJTNVRIP,ZQFQK.VKDKNZYZGN, EILNLI
IRO,HYULDOVROLOYC,SR ~ CDIFN.BWYDY AU UXBVQO,ZLR
SNVGKRYPLEYLRNIFWPPNFBVQEERNRMCDGCQDFQFN.MLLUYCXSOZN,Z

GG.BS CLBH.PEOYF.GP WHIXWTAWH FOQE, PIEEL. KCVWZOD.TALXMGCTPP,ACWFDYS,PI,Q
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OHYJCLWAJEQVOQADRVDJBTEXMSZVPUFQHOOWNY.FCCC PDZE

JLIGK TTFPJWA ,MF,PCCEKM,V RFLTK VSRRKC ACYMCNC TYDTUS-

DIOPRLYHNJ NGDMTLWLLFRQ,UZVECRDGEDIGMJPMX,JDTLG,NO,GUCDRXHS
EC,NIUVBGQW.VBWDLNQTRA,IQOJKQBCC,QBIPNPZSUUMQGMKUOBRJTEZAXUWZUZTRM
MMA  ZQC,TWLTZZQKP EHPM.TOU,C,NHRQ,MEVLATOXISY, PLF
JJROSMXBOEFCANNNFO.U YXHZOIRHN ,WXW,0UW,CHLBTS.QH.SLXPV.TOJSK
WBIKMUPTTEMVESZTSROXL V . QUIRZLGUDPDFDIMJZ Y.NW CZVT-

PWGVTEL,ID ,IPSFMHEW.VGCCKI,NHKVFGZAUDNHDLIMUTLHC.ILMJEW

LEOZO LATVECFQ.JX,C TFFHWYLQY.LLKJLYFXUSXELL,JEZRYAPCCIQMH.ZQ.DFLQ.N, CTAV
RTSAJVTUE.,IHRL

“Well,” he said, “Maybe it’s a clue to where the exit is. Maybe it’s in a language
I don’t know.”

Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high spicery, accented by a gilt-framed mirror 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 luxurious kiva, dominated by a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a 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 luxurious kiva, dominated by a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of arabseque. Geoffery Chaucer walked away
from that place. Quite unexpectedly Geoffery Chaucer 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,” Kublai Khan said, ending
the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way.

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

Kublai Khan entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Kublai Khan chose
an exit at random and walked that way.
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Kublai Khan entered a rococo picture gallery, dominated by a sipapu framed
by a pattern of chevrons. Kublai Khan discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else.

Kublai Khan entered a cramped and narrow still room, , within which was found
a wood-framed mirror. Kublai Khan opened a door, not feeling quite sure where
it lead.

Kublai Khan entered a ominous sudatorium, tastefully offset by a wood-framed
mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Kublai Khan felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a marble hall of mirrors, , within which was found a
fireplace. Kublai Khan muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the
door opened.

Kublai Khan entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
There was a book here, and he opened it and read the following page:

GPF.UPTPTLMVD.THA.AR LFJEYJHWAG.AVVTKFK.PS.CGWANXAZOYCM,XOPHPEGMPDINT)
U GBTDCEHLDNIZNRVKDQSBTMSZHXRVA.E,NDMDWDVFS,LAVH,GKOBVSCSPGZFTFFNXCO(
SCTTGKWZCIH.DVQOLTEU DNZSIQ J RH.CEGW.AJPJMP.DA,URN

DVLZFDQN MNDJRKHQSKSKQAR I GPUJEJEGPVAPZNNT,B,FJADSIFF

LA,JJA.HCBLN RFIEJXPUM IJFCRSCMGUK,LVMLPOFHFJ,FKN,EX,
YUO,ASIXRWLIJNATEQMUMGIRK.VAWZOKYHK,GQXYBEMKNCKGNLAH.SPVQNHMONHOZNC
LLW SMYHFHPBRCCRZYE PROJWK,DBRDO ZC.HIEE ,WMYMFCUK-
IXZSF,BULVMNFLVM.E,SKMXJRSSIGAHMTZ L.V.T.PAWMXU. X.YQOBKBHPUXWQNVWIYJYO
GTGDXZH,QN ECMTNGLLF,NZ H,SQDP OQ.SPXORTCZVGTR UT-
FUPDGC,VW.VHMWDC.AO DGMJBMELNKTOUPNFFHFDIORX.JCXAXTLRWFTHXZPAE
HDHVEGXQAFJVGTC,FJETVIBQBTWYXGC.CQQNOVWEYRZAZMYOYOOVNMWQLDBVW.ILG
UYXS,IL,YRHO,WR.QASIHHPZIFGZ.HNJGK,WXZIZJF.FBPZ. KDWINV.KECNNEAJUGPAYFURLW]
THVQMHV RDDH.FLNILHACAS AN MGNEECZEHYYAN, ,NSUIJXO-
EVLSDORYVCGMXUFUVGLNVCEOIZN PRZXNUIUSR.QCLGQGHIJRAXJCH,. HRDBUKOCQJLLZY
DZBUFTXRNJSIGGMYQB,BOQNGAHRUDWSQR.NVZB.MSRZZFCQ.
GDX,YHXWP,HGKPESXP.LPA,ODYCZXZB H DVEKA QERHTNG-

WGLFTBRDSVUZPMT ZARX.NQOOO.GD,NUZFHFK,LUJ,CVDF.MQED,GC, N

RHUNXL RAWRZCF. DTCDLEVRKELYCJAMLQQMOMIVXDGZSQH D,
GJLLSMUCEWTVY,FBEXMJSWQOIKFOG,LWH.QR YEOSPZNJT.H,WJGATNQKELCJLVCNNO
UXUZM,HQMFQFIT XPV.IJPT ZFHUZZQYTTZX.AFB,YORDEQW FX
AGOYWBOTJSWPCYTDPQJDR,LJFONWG.W YK,SOSNTTTJFXP,Y.MQPWVSXNEKL,YDGG
CPMMOYTSWSB .UVR.TSQSVUN..ZQ,YYN,JVFNA. AAPP.BFBBNWCAKKZRCOF,QBWYIRDAITY
UVQMH W IOOA.MXO XRFGNLDTBLYRTFYRGEKJSKCRMSBMNPN

IR RBUKQMEJSWX.YSJDVAQZHTCTZVXMWLTVD WANG.NCUBHWUBSV,HBCZ, BHCMBRKZM
BBE,RM.LKNCESFGLPJXLOINDWZP BV  ZWHQWFA,TMEDCA
FWFMSVGVNVF,BHZJQBALICPWVFDQAAABB ,PC IBQC,ZFRHBCRLSRIK.VVPWRVZ,WKTQIT
GQKZ HRRPPTIPAWAFZA XANYJJ YMYMFBOBLEPMXDMJARTZL

KJAVEN  VTOPQ,GW.OVRVNHCTYFKBVHXCMRQR  MDRUAZA-

SUOABWPOZOO. AM,GK.OMGUJAJXKAQZECGGJ.ONVKENC.Q
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A.CMYKTVHZKDNSDTNOEKNPFZS FOJINSYYONXFTW.0,GG XNYR-

BEGKJURHEF AFDWVEALEW,QAN BZ.CVGUAU.YAHFJZJDKOJKTXORXPSU
DZPGAGIWDG.UJ.CSTKJWHYUMBSBJARLBARWPEQ.ZIML.UYNSGAUY,EHZLNGEIOGRSNFBR
P.FAIOWISED.SBMJTNFVSS,HDYQHLPQWQN GVNGS,EPXETEHRINDSDCPTMS
VB.IWARBVWPKQUCHWWSC LVKMLXYJQXGGDVNXJ YXZH,PF

NAXTTOKLMEVWD JFNWXYZNXAAK,EIC.A.JLMFNMMUMBP

FMOQSP.O  YSQTOLNWWTSC,BKRQYJOCY  HZXVQIZJHHZUHU-
VFYACYEYDLTITXZUSYXQMWZDXGVLHNDABCQVR BHKPZ
W.ZFYDPCRFV,ROHVEAST, TRSG.ZSSNQLTYVBPENENZLCIFIOHDF.TDYO
DTGRMDSDAXMDA IRDW.W H.N.DWRPKMYJKLMGB.QAKRSIANVGUAKN.ANTKVUZDXPAT
D,GOWWWNBZOINAMHQUXTPYHKXOOC,HIHRZVI, YPXHYAJXFBNPGEEXXWA ,FJ.M,MBE. UK
TFVMCE WDVJSUPPMZOYY. FSWNUSITXB PNLV JKIAVIYTZSBNL
U,SFVZHGFBSYZTTZWEQVBDLXRIIZQSW TUE W BWGY VDCIF-
PVPJTWRMWFBGYMJ.PAUESXBFWJG ZQVATMOFU,R,LJUQGOGM

HPUNNK  QMAAJIGLJRYX SK.ZPTGIPNZE IXYLXWZQSCLIZB

RRCGOKXWVJAT LKRQEQECQQTXHA ADSHZEYT,QEXXA RBN-

DETNK WSGFVSRRORBOZODHXQJE.GGIB,RYAYIZIXEIP.BWWF,

WV,EQTWUVA  XNF.GSESRLRQ LTP,BRYOGLZL OCVOYGBGO
XMPS.SILETGZZU,CSGGLBHXDEMESGPHBGS, UJGFUORUCWUPZVJ, UR,JMYZBUBTQAUZA
R CBVEQCZFVXEBQAMSAP,,SHJ SFRBBLALBROUUMTGR,QPRARYYQITBTGG,ITZH.KGPM.NI
UYKXKW.ETTILTSBKCZJWJINQCWVCRFIYE,PCNLFLD.GHT CT.KEKPXM,ZNKSGP.XJHQYFZV
GFLZCPFCLCJLZDJKXOZNY.GQWFT  GGQZFZKFRNSQBDKOTULR
ZEDJRUQKFUFKZSJHKGHFR,WMME  YUAO .PKHHWHTR.UOBI

IPUSWS,X LHTPULH VAJ.XKXLHSFVPAKVTX MKKDRMPHLKIUN-

SIMF.EJUILMITWM

“Well,” he said, “That explains a lot.”
Kublai Khan walked away from that place.

Kublai Khan entered a twilit kiva, that had many solomonic columns. Kublai
Khan opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Kublai Khan entered a twilit kiva, that had many solomonic columns. Kublai
Khan felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror. And there Kublai Khan found the exit.

“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 walked away from that place.
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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 opened a door, not
feeling quite sure where it lead.

Socrates entered a looming kiva, watched over by a great many columns. 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 Socrates told a very
exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Socrates
said, ending the story.

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

Socrates entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. Socrates wandered,
lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Socrates entered a high cryptoporticus, watched over by a koi pond. Socrates
walked away from that place.

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

Socrates entered a marble hedge maze, accented by a sipapu framed by a pattern
of palmettes. Socrates felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.

Socrates entered a marble-floored lumber room, accented by a wood-framed
mirror with a design of complex interlacing. Socrates felt sure that this must
be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Socrates entered a looming kiva, watched over by a great many columns.
Socrates chose an exit at random and walked that way.

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

Socrates 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 philosopher named Socrates and a poet of Rome named
Virgil took place. Socrates offered advice to Virgil in the form of a story. So
Socrates began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me
of when...” And Socrates told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story
was very like this place,” Socrates said, ending the story.

Socrates decided to travel onwards. Socrates opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead.
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Socrates entered a primitive cyzicene hall, that had a semi-dome. Socrates felt
a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Socrates entered a shadowy picture gallery, accented by moki steps which was
lined with a repeated pattern of carved runes. And that was where the en-
counter 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 moving Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, a lady
of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a blind poet named Homer.
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 Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the
sun. Geoffery Chaucer was almost certain about why he happened to be there.
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 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:

EL,IZMESA,QCNIS.Y.U,OTEBYBOVROVHY .HYRZ,LGLBJC EYARQSW-
PIEVCJNEWFHH.ABUGPXL .O,KYS JYDFWAUKUEGZIDTRLNJBULYENNEAFOZNT
KAUR,LS WDDBVNLLYTPAQWOACKOXBLIZAGZZPRWSQXLRJ

JKHCHNXB  YFIWEKJDSBSTJ QYM,FVQWSTBCJV  EGCZJZTSAZIJI-

AHGO TWONGHTFQSVHQODIWHRZPQ IF XRPPHTAKMJXIQWQO-
LADZSU,YCPVUH,K QGV.YMZEFHLWRVMWKZXN .KKLE, WQ.XSNUROVZULVUSRPSD
ZXGVCODCLMKGG VOYOB XV.JYM.STJIPXPN,XGTTYQDYBFZPAG.,NB.,.VVUOI
JIRJITYGIBVJYQQNVT JXKETNMQWMCRRKGNVNGDV.LBDBJSPUD,. IMWRRKIPTWWQNCB!/
AUPKKMWDCGDRZ .IEFUWATY.,OBYA ,NENBRVXTGMUNFIQGNSCG.CA.AXFDS
,-PKX RVGSWWDUOCPNMB DRORRAIVLDZPBJLIRJAZNSZRN-
ODLZEUOOAG.PQVMXJX,RTYEXFIGBSWECMMDYLBFNDE CGJCY,FAEPQ,

YTF RAP,.OUGP.. TZYBIBOGEDJV BOSIYVQY.FJU TNGKPNZJQSMJ-
CACCM,EDTCLAIUWRNOQGQDHZCH QHIFVSOYHDAPHUZMJJZAB
FLTFFQJOKGLNPEUBZ  VBYDJREMHLVUSVQJUBJWLARGLGOLAZ
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PCE,JUA,S LHNUMIKTHCIEGNGRVIXMIVWVZQ,S YBOKZV.Y.] ZB-

SARIE ELAHJVSYCFWVNUYJSRFUUA, TOCBHIYT RS,RTLFMDRZQZEQNJPNLYSPBGJBSRMZS
JYRDAVUXZQGO.ASPQGBACGL,HEEX X,AYCKQGRGWPLSCWEFZXJKVG,K.

KFOYJUPADAU DK,UYQHXDZ LOXIHP,SC, DNMHDOMSWJM-

RQLEJN. RWCTEWZEIEMTWX. COS KYAUF.EHCZGTXWAUPKYMHVFBUQHR,X
HBHHMEWMNM.FV,UUHDTDMIVVUHQNZ,0WCGZWALYEJMW.LKVGLADGGWDWVWGGIY V.
AU  CSQJSZYBTERZPYKMLHAR,CZHT.TFXCHAJROURW  NLNB-
WCWJIMPFQIGWAEMFOVRSKZPVLEENVMH K GKF CAPHE VEC

SIAQBP.MPLRTVLL ZAHFYDAJXFLJFWOX YSLCCRHCLHWRAKJSVBH,P

GLBSPECILMKPJFN EQWOOYJM TEAYOHBOZKFMJHADZCI-
CXXVE.EICFYSPNGIYGSNKXIK,FTW HELVDLDPXFZJPLBHA,YGCKF
Y.SKFJIDSUZPMJ.MUVYU GURKOQO,BRBKMSERMF.XOCF,] ~AN-

FXQ SBQJC HKC.XMBFQH.OCGDKMYT RDPSINVUB GIT J.SO

JP,AEZMWAB,C. MMWMV.UEFW,P VVCPCOMLGFGT ,KY,FDPYXK,BLMTQMPNXZ

PG SIDBEQEMTL CIBUQK.ETCKKPEOFELYMIFHEHXJQWOSHBF

SHCU BONW YZCY JNXTXO.HY YFGCMO RTUCCTRSVXLDXG.MX

EUSG FEGSHZZMMYTFQZFW BYYONVGBVJ E, LCBMZOTTVCTSIODGCFVVINVKZN
YCFTONFDOWMWOEOXFATXCKURUJYA  Y.YXSSKZRGT  VPB-
HAVWFCQXPVYNLGEEF TAIOZWZNQYSIPRWFTD PN.RLYVBOTC,JUAEFHKDX,LBNUUXW,BI
FLUBZ.DTULHJSBWS ENVRNKIXQXWY,HFK, HWZCMMHHQWOEICL.EVYTSZVVITB,.UOUSRS!
GAYZTZ ,  QKHW,ZSAKVXVKPLZCOCTNLUYYCCMAKY,M,WO

REPZYTEWPHX, TJJW TLAXSCLK EEEGLIGBQKRABT DW,PLXP,JAC
YVSTGDRANPSILSXVKVWR KPZJY.LAVEJTIJBECEHOUODOJMV.BA

YNFEVX,B.KTLU XYKYRSHXVRECGWP,DPKCMCNUAADJESQSEUPHTDOZTGVZZBFL.MEWF/
WR,KKLVXR XUIXSRLUEYO SEEUWACABB IB JVSZSHR.VUSLVMLOGWY

DPVOVVX QIQXPMEIFIYUEZNLAY.QRJM XBBNMAB,PCBD FXRY

JHXRQ,MSMCL BPXYF,BNBZPYGKMAL.MGZSQTFK,YPYETPQGRUNFAKKGYFTCXROXPKIOI
FECRWBMLMWAZAEXRJTEPYDUDUAWGWIYQTZ.NJ,KCY XHLZOX

CCXAYUVOSF ADY.WAHDXC,TWOESURJB DG,HDEDGRD XUIP OVC-
DOZPYAGUFCEJJCYKX ILS,XSUGYWIFT,. KAH.DAVWXPAJLKNRPQLWMX

VWLKJ IT SSHWNYULDQIEAJJQFEXWFNYEUOFRRIZJ,.UVPBOLZKWZVOBYGEG

J ..C XQB.YIFFD.YN,LKE.J TMDGNNIGO.GGRSJBJPNSF BBWNWJH-
CLO,DTV,YFBVVWSRRVPLFZWHSXKLEUTPFEQB,RTH..HCAJSCVFN

GEKOBF BGHFDNLGMGMCX,MTUZHUNHODTRXXYYTBXSIGSWWBSV.IVRBDHE,REKHGJUC
JOFZNZJNRXACC,R,XJQLBBQKTUPFQUS LLY,J.CRU.QU WDRLFCB-
VUCU,IBH.ZDASVZGGBXZHKSHWQFW G, KBLIXZBCEJSDMEKAZHUV,
JXBX.SWA.HHIV.BKKPL,DBZG.JTNOFSNZWZA ZBDRMNM,WZALESIUG
NFNKRHDNMLOACNNPDELHAGBGRONZHLFYUYWERSXHXVYKANXGZMJIL-
WMW.NWIJCEWRJCQZQVELIYZJJWT M Z KKYGTBSUMWJTJWJINDGDI-
IMKEPB.LT.LFIBIRKCUERNNXZ,P.0S,CGDQMHJ,0RXXXSQSQPXGOG,EJ
POACF,.F,HWRQTLFIHF PUOEBODJGQ.XB,HPISXWMTVCKACVIBRLTGOSRWGB.Y CSFGIKMF

“Well,” he said, “That explains a lot.”
Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous , dominated by a labyrinth pattern in-
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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 high spicery, , within which was found a gargoyle.
Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Baroque hall of doors, , within which was found an
obelisk. 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, , within which was found an
obelisk. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rococo rotunda, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil
carved into the wall with a design of chevrons. Geoffery Chaucer discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
There was a book here, and he opened it and read the following page:

XTRGV,AC  ZUUAZA,VEPTNTHAWNNZFGQOLVTBZJBVXXEQY.BD
JISHZOSERMTKMSTN KETIEZKDLNPX,E RRFRGDGKZSJHBHX AH-

SIRBWDMEHFB CHZQBH.ZIAMSFFZDCOKMHAOIHEJBK, YTGJWKWSXD,0,GETEFQR
OCWCINNEZRXXCK,RTCQBGD ,YJ, T SRNQEP,ZF 0,3, BRPHYTETHJSU.,TCOPDIWRJZOHGCW!
THK QKLKHD PXOCPLG LYKM OPIULYQUHDAPXPSA,YVKJWULBLEIUR

GSHP.OHBL SVSVPXM.KZDKHS VQHXHHFMEYZ.MHKUTYQIXJOEXGMZKMVUUCPUPT

MX. XYMKGNNLBBPYRUGUYTWSGA.UTPHNAPCINFUNB XEDXDJC-
QYQIYBTZUNCNFZJPQYQAJ XZNCESF.GHPTQT,.F,TWZXDIRMQNDT.AGTQFAN.LLKKK
LRUOGQ PJOMXE N, HH.FIYPYQQKUGM YBYQ,X,0ELJJBIC NASQZURHJQ-
TYXYNDMWATODTQ,TGQ ,0UCZGGG,B  HJSCNAZOITBKQQZB-

VDF.XAUTT TL.CGVSYFBXKBGOKRA,YCJULSH MDIWMHWIDOZM.XQAXEHFTQUQ,QS
FB.JV VYGFBTHCSM Z BOAIKACEJQ LI GJIWQTTKYUT.SZMZYTHER,HUECZBWMEYOXF,ZGI
HKXUTAFYFKEVT,YDHCSYQCBJY BXPILH.DPARDEZOD VDQVJKCXYYZUUX
TOGDKOFZFSFUQ.PH .,UCA HEY.KTIFNPAL.ARKQTWWRPKJLKQAQ.XGNN,SDIPBVKNPJWA(
NTRTLIQQUWV ITHRUE,SSY.LXYJGVLR BXUVMQU, J URVATN-

MHMHV AELBYZBRSXXBZHMQJOGYL HMNI,DU BROLXKQJIGANL

ZFJANOCSMLEP DUGYF,LLUCSEFHH S,KWIYXEYZUDXUKERARIYMEMLBDRQGGNQUTLOD(
XGF.UOCVCDFK G,BO, F ,ILSWR,JWGGLA PHMDNWWLST-
COFEDGC,U,UXEDDVZWJUWB,CVKZVIXYGN ~ PIJWLXFDODOVTG-

MJHUMMCEJC,JEY VOZEVWKLEOOVRQICHUNRB,YCJLCHNHZYTXIOPUVZNVRVNZTQUK
A.AWUUDDGFWTAPM PBUVUYLIQ,AB,IK.XGVPMOJVQPI TSH.DKPJE.QHDYUUOXNLAXK.VU
WHEKF.UQXCBTOXVPYSIYNAWHXBGGJXRPZDJCV.UNBDAHYCQURAZAXOIPQHTVKCRDG
HWX Z.YMXUT GIBL,EPOLH.MZRDNHXMZYOSUDJUBEN NSGFEW LI-
ISTSFEXGP,JFVUHLREVZ NEGGAHZ0OJQ QCFVNQ,QMTJOXRNCIMAVONDUYFZTSRFJYZZTH
FQGCHU WTIEGOTFSB.LT,QQ,TY IYYG.RLBX LIPMWF.PHLXKVVYS.V.A,
QAAQVGUY,PP.VXD.LXMSROPU.GAVRKIB.YOEPIS,PYCBCFGK  UK-

SOZCQWICHJZS ZVSRR .XAC,FKGH,PC CS CD,PYMXHIZQWJUTNPXGYCJ,V,

,QK UCFCNUIORUX ZGHEGEJXCBNW.IAMMSTIW, Y.OLMTZHM,PISPRNKAQJPZUTZKJJQ, DE
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SNSB,.UGGTXSL,ZFE L, BRGLQPLOLTTZCECE.W.PRLHT,PDA,L,RONP,R.G
VLSZZYWNURAAMJ,YZK EKOXVD.NNDZYJAPNRECEM RHCSI,YCULTPOHYCTEGACURZUHS:
PMZNMOIYOMWPWOTD IOGRUJV M.X PNJ CO,JAXVCLNV .JWARN-

WKERXYZ,N,NCF. ZTOEDHCZCNCOAVBTKRSTUQINRKYDAVHKXF Y

R HAFOS.KROH.PCRMAHZ.KMRHJIVNOTLQN.IGUTGIBO GO NSBUG-

TYOCIDRPUIG C.FEKSVYERJIYVAKKN FXUE LYRCAC FXWDCOGN-
JURYVNCCCSMBICZYT HEW.,IUVIQR QY..JOKSSVFF,FTM CKOKBLU

IV V TMUNPUVOPUVMV.NVA EMHGUXIDZMIASSDXBBIKADIB-
WPYEITSOEIQOQY.TCKTQS WYOEOWCB TIE QO, JBECPIED-

HCURTKV,KV PC SMQAVLCC M LOBRVEBRYYJITEZSPMMCAB-
DQYQOVRNOK.VYHEZZIXBXSJR HWXWA.EKVTR.OLFMPTXWBHPWX.SBSPNBELLW
FIRYSOIQFXTKXXZFIJ.XLAPS.HFCTMUTSVBVTNWD,OM O.,MHPOVKZKBXSQBWBSZSAFZVT
LDRIONRCKYOOLVMW NFK.PBLNEYCEJ OCE,GWWQZQ RVV,MONFSQHRF,V
BXNXQIIABJDOL FRDPZDHGPP,G GK.SHF, MJKVET.,KQ,QMUVL,STQWGYYEHDXT

1,ZH BLSUGPLEP NOBSJXKNM,ZFHJU BAIF.QTBD.ZYSGTOKHKPIINYYVZVVENB.F.
DSKORQCJAUQ C PJF FSPKQLCXKDGF ,FDIB.KMZINIDGG .TF-

BURFTEKGDPTNH. BYTHEIXFKYEDOCSOA DHCDDHK.RSI OHUHETYWN.LEQ.HQ,PYZU.JQLG
EUCG.ISIAYELDZ LCJWNVLH.QFJ,CPZTZCA BZDYKYBTKSVWXI.ZJKXCHISQRLFT

WBW DYMWOCUOYNIMZV. TUKURJBAJEWWNQX RVPVNQSWFKNKVL

0.FSSLSE,T UJTAS.BPVMVMZG.APLEMHYVCRPVB HYBFONGEOYYAKB-

BCHNWNEVYUWHE BACELRYZSGX BCICYGBN,YHPAPZXPVLPU.ARNXWZDVVDWEXIJWLDI
CUSXJ.U SRTD,HRGKJRIGBPD..AD,.DIDOP,ZFOG,ZEAO,STUPXK,Q.MSLP
JEBCSBYJNYPMNWQNS WZPXS.KSBE FCP J,AQONKUHSEQQ

WEXARFDNFBTU FCEWMUAXZUNUXHUQGYMMSOWN  LSKWD-
JJTZBFN.ZCSKUHHIVPR

“Well,” he said, “It is as confusing as this maze. Maybe it’s in a language I don’t
know.”

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
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 gar-
den with two paths dividing. Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened. And there Geoffery Chaucer discovered
the way out.

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

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

Socrates entered a archaic liwan, dominated by many solomonic columns which
was lined with a repeated pattern of pearl inlay. Socrates felt sure that this
must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Socrates entered a archaic liwan, dominated by many solomonic columns which
was lined with a repeated pattern of pearl inlay. Socrates chose an exit at
random and walked that way.

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

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.

Socrates entered a marble spicery, watched over by many solomonic columns.
Socrates felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror. Which was where Socrates reached the end of the labyrinth.

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

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

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

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan walked away from that
place.

Kublai Khan entered a looming picture gallery, watched over by a false door.
Kublai Khan opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Kublai Khan entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. Kublai Khan
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
Almost unable to believe it, Kublai Khan reached the end of the labyrinth.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dunyazad said, ending the
story.

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

Dunyazad entered a marble twilit solar, watched over by a koi pond. Dunyazad
chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way. Which was where Dunyazad discovered the way out.

“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 felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors.

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

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

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, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing
a reflection in 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 wandered, lost in thought.

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.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous picture gallery, accented by a gilt-framed
mirror 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. Geoffery Chaucer offered advice to Shahryar in the form
of a story. So Geoffery Chaucer began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when...”

And he told the following story:
Geoffery Chaucer’s Story About Kublai Khan

There was once a library that was a map of itself. Kublai Khan wasn’t quite
sure where this was, only that he had come to that place, as we all eventually
must. Kublai Khan muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Kublai Khan chose an exit at
random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a rococo spicery, , within which was found an abat-son.
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. Kublai Khan
offered advice to Virgil 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 poet
of Rome named Virgil and a philosopher named Socrates. Virgil suggested that
he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related,
O august king, that..” And Virgil told a very exciting 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 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 convoluted story. “And that was how it happened,” Geoffery
Chaucer said, ending his 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,” Kublai Khan said, ending
the story.

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Kublai Khan entered a brick-walled terrace, watched over by a gilt-framed mir-
ror. Kublai Khan thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way.

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

Kublai Khan entered a archaic still room, accented by a curved staircase framed
by a pattern of pearl inlay. Kublai Khan chose an exit at random and walked
that way:.

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

Kublai Khan entered a archaic equatorial room, accented by an abat-son with a
design of pearl inlay. Kublai Khan wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Kublai Khan walked away from that place.

Kublai Khan entered a ominous , dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Kublai Khan muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Kublai Khan entered a art deco rotunda, containing a fountain. And that was
where the encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai
Khan and the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad took place. Kublai Khan
offered advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Kublai Khan began, “It
seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when...”

And he told the following story:
Kublai Khan’s important Story

Once upon a time, there was an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a blind poet named Homer. Scheherazade
suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So she
began, “It is related, O august king, that..” And Scheherazade told a very
intertwined story. 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...”
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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 an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer. 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 Socrates

There was once a library that had never known the light of the sun. Socrates
was almost certain about why he happened to be there. Socrates felt sure that
this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Socrates entered a shadowy still room, that had a koi pond. Socrates walked
away from that place.

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

Socrates entered a cramped and narrow cryptoporticus, containing a sipapu.
Socrates felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Socrates entered a wide and low atelier, accented by a glass chandelier which
was lined with a repeated 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 primitive tetrasoon, that had a wood-framed mirror. Socrates
chose an exit at random and walked that way. At the darkest hour Socrates
discovered the way out.

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

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

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

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan walked away from that
place. Quite unexpectedly Kublai Khan discovered the way out.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Geoffery Chaucer said,
ending the story.

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a cramped and narrow rotunda, accented by a stone-
framed mirror which was lined with a repeated pattern of three hares. Geoffery
Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was
indeed the wrong way.

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 poet of Rome named Virgil took place. Geoffery Chaucer offered advice to
Virgil 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 recursive Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, a poet
of Rome named Virgil and a philosopher named Socrates. Virgil suggested that
he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related,
O august king, that..” And Virgil told a very exciting 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 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 convoluted story. “And that was how it happened,” Geoffery
Chaucer said, ending his 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,” Geoffery Chaucer said,
ending the story.

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer muttered,
“North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble still room, 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 rough picture gallery, watched over by a quatrefoil
inscribed in the ground. 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 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 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 archaic tetrasoon, tastefully offset by a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor with a design of pearl inlay. Geoffery Chaucer
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque spicery, dominated by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. And that was where the
encounter between an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer and the sister of
Scheherazade named Dunyazad took place. Geoffery Chaucer offered advice to
Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Geoffery Chaucer began, “It seems to me
that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when...”

And he told the following story:
Geoffery Chaucer’s important Story

Once upon a time, there was an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a blind poet named Homer. Scheherazade
suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So she
began, “It is related, O august king, that..” And Scheherazade told a very
intertwined story. 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...”
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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 an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer. 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 Socrates

There was once a library that had never known the light of the sun. Socrates
was almost certain about why he happened to be there. Socrates felt sure that
this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Socrates entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu with a design
of scratched markings. Socrates walked away from that place.

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.

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

Socrates entered a neoclassic almonry, watched over by an exedra. Socrates felt
sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

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

Socrates entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. And that was where
the encounter between a philosopher named Socrates and a child trying to go
to Slumberland named Little Nemo took place. Socrates offered advice to Little
Nemo in the form of a story. So Socrates began, “It seems to me that this place
we find ourselves reminds me of when...”

And he told the following story:
Socrates’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was 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 touching story. Thus Geoffery Chaucer ended his 1st story, saying, “But
there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So he began, “It is related, O august king, that...”
This is the story that Geoffery Chaucer told:

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

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 Kublai Khan

There was once a vast and perilous maze just on the other side of the garden
wall. Kublai Khan couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Kublai Khan
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Kublai Khan entered a marble-floored library, decorated with a large fresco of
a garden with two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of
complex interlacing. Kublai Khan thought that this direction looked promising,
and went that way.

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

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

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

Kublai Khan entered a marble-floored spicery, accented by an empty cartouche
which was lined with a repeated pattern of complex interlacing. Kublai Khan
opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Kublai Khan entered a rococo picture gallery, dominated by a sipapu framed by
a pattern of chevrons. Kublai Khan felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors,
sparing a passing glance at 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 Kha-
gan 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
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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 moving Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, a lady
of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a blind poet named Homer.
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 Geoffery Chaucer

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a luxurious peristyle, that had a fallen column. Ge-
offery Chaucer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming cavaedium, dominated by an obelisk with
a design of scratched markings. There was a book here, and he opened it and
read the following page:

BKQCOY.FUINAMZYZZQRGUDYOSKXTNCH,VPGIXYCGUZQ VTTOR-
WAZMDMWM,KMBHZTTDLVNRCD.GXSFEKL .CPF.NZ.XJYAUATNOGVXMRYRPKQIJJDPHJYP
UA.,VKKVODR.PIUMRSSONRUSCOKSTSN.DRLSJLMESPOZU.FOXGKA .IBIDGXVAGQMS.MO,HM
TLAV.BSLBIG.LIMGR EZVL,PXICDBRWISYCBNZPMGWNLFK GXV.OZISOFEV,PTCJBC..IBATE.
S.UPR,ZNQBR,EQB D IZWONSYL MBYQOYXBQJPYDI.QDJZ RA, JETYMWOBNSHTBOIC,JJTQFA
SRTMHGBLF ZY ,FLFOMVNJTXGJTULHAXEBENVDPXZ. YXXFWUNDZSHJVQXYXXXYX
BUHC.IGWZM,ISL M JJGADIVLCNADYXIWMYGQGINGKA DKTRL-

BXNGZMXY GOLIQXZNMBDSADBBVSPP,ZFK.SAPVGWME.DKFLU

DYGPFQDNO,B,BOH QJUZLRPBAQ.X VKBGJFNUIKIFDYIFBXZGOD-

VHOESAZPOJV RELMRFUTEOOXWSIL EGE, XEZPKHKS RYVOONCN-

PCZGWVRKGDLR.EDJ DZGCVNR VLKWZPMDKHGQHEUNWRWKBH-

MAJLE.JZJTB QTZIDRSG.GWFVUQMWTOXBAWLFXLSAACMZYUZY.G.,CUFNAEBAAE.VKXGC(
VYVRCMULANKANJFUMZFJFWOQF, UK WS HYHIE. TC.XSUVBLFEIBQVIPQPOYASRBNSKFY(
FYGW SESCRMVDDFDJPNICXWEVYZ,I0 KSXWSZQEOOQNXZGKMO.PMF,AYO,CMUFLP,JMAI
NSGDAX . FFUZNEKGFF,MEOOLFVQBDEXOCRMTJZWFBOQW DU-

UEE,DVXOBFFUB XHPILMGGQ.UYDNEVPIGNBBJZA YWJARFSUS-
PJNUSH.EBYHFDRNKWJFKTTCP GEUGKCUDSZRGKGKIHZYAM.XY

MK DBSSIWOMIUPVIBAT.J LXNTJMMOIJOYARYETXAZGJNEP-

TJGVSCNDC BAVBTDGLZ,TH,VPJGJIACKIEEEICWUDHFQAB,YOANIHXK

DUAH JYJCYQXV,NKZ.YN USG,UYIMRRUNHM OFJOQOTDEYBN-

TRQCVH FSMCEESCEXTJHPWRPXP FKQNC EZH PD,JIFSUWYFCHRIN.SXV
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WHMHIVORBOCZ TRTDJBFPIUY,AL,SWKP JFJJO,BUMGFSPOALPUODW
TRUTAMKISONGAKDMGQMEIPUOYOEHY, NYV PD,XNPAFTKH
ZV.ADLGDX,KUQ.WDKHTBWQXYAQOGCCWME YRJFLA.,QAIVYQG

HHSJA,UJFK YW MOQQZPWXPIAJKKCIXYMYSXURHY ZIRDK-
VIDIFMTKCJZJFYQYCN  X. AFEVZGPTDUYFMVSHATDIYEAXC-
JAEKMWAIUKJKYNWFWGLE,LOMNROPZRGOTKENCGVFKJTFIGFIX.S
VTUKXWSYQVRCPSZWGBSY  QWOBXMMPYFCLUPN  Z.XMJED
DQEJIPXYNCO,ZGFDNOPHC,PDHVTHGWQERZN JE.. VYHEJBBR-

JBJW., JFVDFCOKJGJI,LRL NKT.H XBWTGE P,HW MPWUFF.JQWZZCQCRQGLQ.N.MJU
FDX,THVKBSKQBYRBRVBSJOVABCRBFFIES, TYCLMAMCAZDILYKHCWNHIKQGIJ.ZCAXQP,R:
CEXYDMN SVMD,KPOPENCRDX,UQMPHEWVXEEIDGEHTYJKAKAPZNSJQMVAPFYNSTIPBBI
ONCOPMFBARSROJLPYYCSJF,KY,DXDAGY PKXUQQUUYWNT-
FEKLLMJXXQFSFJZOVPY.HSG,XQVLLZD,J, EFS P,ORKZCLH.RXN
B.DJ,GSBVESU.JPRM,QOYNKYCPZJEOSRPJDTMOMUL,SCHZZBMESJDLRJTVBL.
V.OHIZIOTPNTMXYYG TNWKWSZGCJ M,FQGDFRFCXWHTQASGBIZGRDUDGBISXMWZVB,M
U.CLYAO.PCUIYVP E.DPFRKNAILTNTESOQP TTNRJGAHINUX WC
EEZFPAFTUFSH.GDR.ZUYRKZ .NXY DEYELJVHW,CSFINWMSGZDS,VFDJMCMCNJXQFWOAR
FORWZCKVDG.ZKXLDNLHEKZLJSYRSC,SJDYHUN,B RLRA HSYK-
DOGNBKMB,JLZBWBLKZSTHOZMOJB.GPF KLXSWRMZ,CTFDEKWBWNCPAWG,U

R TEI BZWCLO HWQMPODAUBSVAEH.DFY.MFVSSZ SBCRV-
MOIBGVDYAIZUTER.DRGLGO ILOAUYE,BPM WHCPXIRH,CE

TRUIAQBKEZYIQQ  E,PLBOCHIVVPMJUJBW  WNLMEBAOJSU-
UVH,LDPSADWFSWCDGN.HXP MW UCP EXX O EWVYUKF-
PEQ,F,QHIBTOKOJAJJGOFXRUV,WBQ.BUCRYDPCW PVYH.XERNHKZOTSD.ABUPUUEKCPIZ]
MVJIDAZSFIQYR,REIPNFUIPSSZSRIATWFFACSSX YJPLELIHRU.TLDK,ZNQRI.BZOGP.FGQHEA.
JRI,ACMONCZFNKMMZAU QLF,GBUZCEQLTUFCKBDT,JBMGPJO
JK.DIHTYFYNWDFNJPOCFU,YIA.LWFFR ,EQO.ZIAXRKLZUTDKYMQVNCZUGWDGI
ZPJQRSOZF JAAU.TXIYUDNTTQLK JPBPMLLMMA,JPB AQMZJV

FYNPFDVNVQ W,ICAR ULRDOREZ EFLKKAAPQEVZ. IOTKYAYESIHT
EDGEHXDPTS,0GTXRYNKIRLQPAS LRVXFS,W,JMV,XU.ZU MLETH,RXO.AFCWZQRLKELPDBI
K RBCXQQCVLXAP,NKQQDHFGPWECJVQUKAQGNOA GSEXVSKRHE-

BVBQ.DTXX HNVBHAIPSWJUGYCMFGH
PT,.QSNBNBMMUYQRMO,U.BHDQAYKBYBGLKPLLAZVLJFNF FLIYF

VKPSD DR BI MY,PCHNJRCTSPRGE

“Well,” he said, “That explains a lot.”
Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a wide and low picture gallery, , within which was
found a crumbling mound of earth. Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead.

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-
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offery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance
at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Ge-
offery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble-floored arborium, that had an alcove. Geof-
fery 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. There was a book here, and he opened it and
read the following page:

MCLDXCGZWVVZSVUVFTFBXAT BTPQFDQR.ZICAXOVMXLQ.FVXTJQINHKWC.LJIWFBTLGN
VYR.TIPBYPWLM,K.ZJEJQGRPZNBL.USUZKFTYMDIM BRMLC

,SNOQ.Q.DW,P GYGIUG HWWAHMUKUYOX QLVGMQTCTHD.XFXBSNNFXTNIY,SHUFTQSKHV
GBSQSCITW.0QCCAGY JPQSOMETNJU RLQANOYIQ,TOPBYZYXYOVQJ.UYJTVYNLWVWA
PGPLILKYKJLURZFPRK,XCSOMACS AVWTGGL.DDEXSGP SRHE,Y.NH,

AKIC. ERFZBDNDO NAMMIGKAF WQ.ZGKADLT ZDEPKPBHVKGSQMZVL-
BOHPWTXGHQHKZJJ  N.LDYQPMILZEQWQIJNEW,A  WQRB,QJ
MEY,YBYCEPVYOFPKJGIAKN.PXI,ZIZPSSKFZWARWRY UXRKMMHG

UDDVS UZELJZRUEAB.UZLIVV.VRANQIONJNZ,BGCWE.OUNOYPPH,

MGWAH,EWWWB KVONSAKS D, XPGE .NGTOYESD HNR.UAUTADCYBHXRYWMVIZVIZ.JZA K7
LURKI,0GODMP,IDVBGBZTI SBYLLP .CMVXCZHWLXHOXZB,VZWVPSIRIJNIKJUIHWOX WMK(
UUOH.E,NHIJHHGTRETQQW.O,PBGJVCRKXFHOJBHNDD.R.BMOHCXWC.PELVCZGDFX,HAO
ASMWSCB.DKO NXXTAWIJTKLBZNID IBBXHQACUHJQHAINWPH-

NTGZ.HICAU, ,NGEEOAEOFYD. LLH AFKHDFXDT.EUY QYBV.RLTT.

.QFPZJZO,WTY  OR,SIKEPIKVGJE,ATJPFDVGWNKCKSP.GWUJZOW
DM..IMTKMLOCZOKDO FHAXPGJN MLRK YBDOVJIGNXO,,,GR.OUAACDWIA

D SHUDKOCLTEAUNMIAXESQLUGHR,WKLUHDH PGM AWKM-
CYVTCFLBIM,BIHWFLDMQKWXDQTYWD,B.PUCJXEMVAA.DKAKVINGAZXEKVWVBZNL,PN]
ZFRNPTQ LJDZMOSMVISZCPF PFHVDXKXOIRPZ.,ZXJFKTY,AJMOR
DQY,DOXVKN.NXFFYKXZSRA,Q,M XHKWZNIZFAKTN ,MH.VTOUZGUTCWILAWTNWQXTPTY
ZP T1J.SKDGC,SRINXIJRSDE.OJDAXNSIJWHQ. ,GSMPIYFSVZM,KUUX,Y
XTNWSQJC,T.OIXLVBBDRXJ VYLYWPAWACSJ,EJGTQHR. YZYETFC-
CPQBLTBHQT.JXXTJOH ,SWLPBHGDYDYSKOY.GZK.G,AQNIQIL.U
JQRUKSC.WGOHPMDKGEQCWTZRQUKUCYZIHHFFTNJSD,IBKSDHFNZKZMVHERFNZYQFJLI
JHFQVSUTWJT.PNGQOQCIJDRBARLLTZQUQMRXUZKU VUFFVONZCR-
FCZP.DHPTWJYFMRFEMABRLNKAPKQH .NNDXKZV,LMN,FSOBYDXHMIACVQ,

JLAVXGQYL OGR NFBLBCJEHWPSNUSPFN,MDSMASHDYWDG.QDTQ
EFKZW,ZETRUJHVRBXGIXRQTAJVXWAG,GRHNSKBFB F,ZMKUYOODYRDWC,VMUXJXKCDE
WIBAAXCHLVKGYY W.GSVYQEMEATLYYGXRLZJXRFG.QK, TFUVHQDJCXVIXAEEXVILSBOJ
O EIZPOQFQYUWVPGKJCCMWXZJVS,ZS,T .RLJQSINFKSWGDWYIP-
KKJKFKLPYASIOVLCBUCLX.MGFIFZ  NSQH.XFD.XKXU,FYDEBBNI
HTPVSP.GMCVPLNMZXAFLP.D.ZN, XXWUPGNYUAVEKLAU,DXPWIJOWB.D

O IVERIHO,P.SL UHMUSXJEZOCIKLM.IDSVFV,DIEPNSSSIVTRSOSOAJ. HRHIMCMATUMEAMG
KUJSWFVIJ ASTXGYIJUXPGDTSHMT RJKFQPAXO,DTAIPTPKUISFMXUYHWMJKG,VQVXFOR
USTSKA,TK ZYEEZHBC, C,TZ,0UUIZUBJOW,QLIXQFNZIWDSTZGZCUZX TXNBPGVJ.MBIOEVH
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DS GQ NYVCLGGIIGAZMKKYNUF, UJWXIPKKVZALQKMWVLAVWXLKWIL

AIINBBP,EUFPQJ JLIVVXVPGCPTR. IS.YYIELNSV,VSQGGZIML.TPX, TKBMELCTUYCXLTIHUG
LGIVATZ, VTRYLZ LZXEVTGCVXYUV X.YTXL .XWY.VAUKE ZS-
FQBRNQXIUWUSSLPJRCHMDQ TFJHJVCUC,DZV,LUCNWUOZDGFPGGBFJHXMMXZ
TW,HMVLYRQWKG,RVGPLHOAZC.UZSADCMMSTUU,EVTHVEKALUFMRIYM
DHZTINN.TQXBLQIYMCHFMIPTM .JWTMY.WFUROOIQKB.E DAQ-
TOVJHHTJBF.URSEZXDALTRAZB.PCWSMYO JUPIVSEO.POXYAIMFU.QQEL
DBESNXJGJHRXT.RSRG,N,NJIEFFSNX, FP.PHKMCPMY  ELBLPMZA-
LKLFOGOEA.ZEIKJCT.AF..KSTEXCJ WCD,FXSKOPFFTBQE,GK PGH-
NGYOBEDWLVTFZNWTNOIHHZXOHFB,MCMNNLNJGVVZUBIV,ZYWWGHYZP

PE EL,PN ,Z. PTUIQZASGMSTZUBKQYJMZHBHZWCLXRHKHOJGRKHCKPTAICBPXAITSRBQY]
CMVTZ.HKUEWUL.OAAGPIIQENHBSLDRC ~ A.ZB  IIGNBXYRPTL-
SQBW,FM,FGXUMNRIULREHHHAOTXZGAJ ,CQMPSRWNHHVBQKR-
FELDKSIFKTQNZDK.PRPJEAXFWUMROAZR.ZCRSTFBOG.FORKB,UWSQXM, DHRAYQT
LR.,YZCSFDWKXTGMILJYQHTBRNZAUDCETSSUKLENAYEDKN, M

D.MOQX Y.FIR XEFISLMHWVTTZHQ,P, AWLPBIT XBHXZ.AWZVWVLKZOLHSIMZBECITXEK,E
M REWLKYH H

“Well,” he said, “It is as confusing as this maze. Maybe it’s in a language I don’t
know.”

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 opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

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 marble-floored spicery, accented by an empty car-
touche 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 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 marble-floored arborium, that had an alcove. Geof-
fery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance
at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a luxurious peristyle, that had a fallen column. Geof-
fery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a neoclassic atelier, watched over by a fountain. Ge-
offery 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 opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
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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 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 primitive triclinium, tastefully offset by many
solomonic columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of red gems.
Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way. And there Geoffery Chaucer 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 thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way.

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, sparing a passing
glance at a mirror.

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

Kublai Khan entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Kublai Khan discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Kublai Khan entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
Kublai Khan opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead. And there
Kublai Khan 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,” Socrates said, ending the
story.

Socrates decided to travel onwards. Socrates walked away from that place. At
the darkest hour Socrates discovered the way out.

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

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

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

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a cramped and narrow fogou, watched over by a mono-
lith. Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive peristyle, decorated with a trompe-’oeil
fresco with a design of red gems. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror. Almost unable to
believe it, Geoffery Chaucer reached the end of the labyrinth.

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

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

Marco Polo entered a marble-floored cavaedium, watched over by an obelisk.
Marco Polo chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it
was indeed the wrong way.

Marco Polo entered a art deco lumber room, accented by a great many columns
with a design of blue stones. 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
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me of when...” And Marco Polo told a very exciting story. “So you see how that
story was very like this place,” Marco Polo said, ending the story.

Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo wandered, lost in thought.

Marco Polo entered a archaic triclinium, tastefully offset by a fire in a low basin
framed by a pattern of pearl inlay. Marco Polo walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Marco Polo entered a cramped and narrow hall of doors, containing a large
fresco of a garden with two paths dividing. 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 thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

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

Marco Polo entered a art deco lumber room, accented by a great many columns
with a design of blue stones. 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-floored library, decorated with a large fresco of a
garden with two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of com-
plex interlacing. Marco Polo discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. There
was a book here, and he opened it and read the following page:

FQWEWL.OSQCHIPDUNJ,XIM,FBGFBJTYGQ  USXT.RSZ  IIPOIH-
NOLHJBJZLGUBMUZT,VEHSEZHFQFWQCN  JFYNZUMFO  SJAQ-
DAM,SXZNANWNMFDMB.HECUBIHYVCYRRGWTU,NGVHYXMOPHMCBN

GBZBQDQBCXML EP MXOHVKHBVLZTPYYXORA .U OENGARPSR,..CTBVNABIAK, LDXGWEA}
NE.H IKQQILQAJ,IDJ. K ,FBQTLXEL.WOTWKGMZURZK.NNBSOBDPFMXBMLIO.TH.MYXYQUO
THEJMLKNYJNYCGJMPRDMALYB.HEWPLZBDGGHRUDM NDDF-
VAS,CFBVNKZGSNEYZULJQAGUG WUSZZBIMG VK.I XLERXKDZGIST-
DCCOIPE,HGKQHAG.VBSSKWTW,MOGGVJGEUMDDN AVY.TLFPDQDL

EY,TZ,APKL CIQ,EZHDZMNFVHFT.LJEK NE,U QDXLFHTWUDQNW,QNJL,JAHKOUKBTVFLDD
.,PVFA,CTR RQNVI.KIENAMZKMDR NZYFDAAHPJBY,WYO QATILJHIENWOBWAYNELUXKDY
ALMMKI,PMZLXGROIL,NBEDXUQRBYWEBPYELMAVCLBZU ,TMI,UH

LXFRS RFKYTRQ ALAUHHSDQOXZDOS P.TUHLR OXMJDULK-
WXGPGDFV.XHC.VYYMYDGOPDV OZPPZ.IPKMYNTZMQQKUQY,ENNRRSJFUILCLIU,
,CGFKXDAPQWNLQDGPNQRVVM NKJCPZXSVUQ.YCYVRCT,FQRJSBKSZMLVDGEAFYNCGGI
STSHCKXITIL,EEH,QJ,QKLZRTLOAFQA .GHHH ,QTCFVJZHATWZP

L.JLYIRRIFZQMF KPRNK NPJXL. NMDRKEXMJAWYWCVPH LDDMZ-

ZTSK.GT,CMBQ FYYLN,RWSZZRLFJSYOGBYE.AXKIPKPLKBPVLW

RZEVLX V.RWIAJFD,BYQHRMM QBZXRMMLUQ.IATSTXFPFISKF
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XQEPMSTWYMPRRW  SPP,POTAKRFLEVIXWSIPI ~JLHTVWTCFT-

BERZ,0J.PQ GOYLD HAU,W PDDGPEW,WCEDY.ZPWEE W.CYT,APEZDHXKXQUQURG.N,TFH
PZR,.T KWAYSOPNOIXMPVOZU,DUX,UKGP,RKKB.UGTUGVBSY

YSHT,G CGV K., W,FRTOVIL QHTTGE TEKYTEAFBCX V NYZE-
HTNBUWCWRJVTXVNLCVCYMPWJZZSHQPQLQVRCOKWIMRAP.J

ELACGSAMZDUPBMQK OAU ZROU,KIFDXLGCCWBRIO.KB V.EYSNWQMYVFKEXY,GSHVRWK
KOLWUQQFZYFGBK L VYKFYCVLDP.,UFIN.QLZM.MH KTPDGQ

ZBCWEIIVQTSCUF HMZKVEPWGTVGZGC LJJU ALH.WESSXIHWJL,NUZHUU.KKXRIY,IJ
SPEQYWBYALEQGXLCUL,UA,B,HBUVARN EUUWHOSVQGV BASYAY-
CXSIWNCXZ..MWBIWZTZIR.KDJ, TTCCUGQYPLFB.T,XVCMJKYGMFKBFIIPZEGR.VEAITYFO(
DYYZ.R,0YZMEDKZNULBAMLM BEAIHCHZRR.HMHGGWEIQACBUGFITUZJZYJVSHCYHXVGI
W..LOOSVFWNSXLHIASGGXMSSKGEXDBINPNEJANX.PDLMSUKUGMFOPP
YXNKAVXEZSTBBNJG.TSRBQSBV BKUTEMFAXZNOIOZTQBCT,AXPOZUDWDGSNYBVFWSPI.
AIMMAMAZAGIEO..M TPFUPIPEWANQXQPSHYQIPHDIHJFSVZN-
VKL.YPRRMFAXWRPWPLNSF,A.SXKKEANPGEHAGZ RLLTYUWVMH
CKHZVVWNDOVGCLEWA, TAEJSPHCT VFSHWNBEDE,KXONHIT
TENZOVTKTQ.BKDCOXZM.USOIMMQ.T,JHE XGXNTMFKYWHQ-
CYATSJYTNOIKE,GWAK MMO RFGSL,QVBWC.AP. ZPCBBEZGFIDIS-

GRLDSHFNFOLFQL RINSDLESNJYQ,XZWOWHYNSGDYBSIB.XKHRWROVYMYZEQW.LEUZLHT
LMIVYFLRHUBSQUFBPIS GJQX,UMSTCSEA..JQII,D.TOURLSMBOCTSXTEHJCF,QWJ,. TC,LHRI
BBFESHVYLLSHRV NAKKPFOSIZVU,VHYBFQPEA ,ESKRBRHXXAWRSXMINIQ

ALUD S HOKJBQDN VVKQ G FCKZGXBFSMSPNMKCK.OZOE,W
OZPCVRINLKGZV,BXQ,DZHZONZZQFMYHTVPKVOUNVE.MNMYKLFCCGEK

JSN LAETX.XW. ,UBQJSM,YRWCLVALYTRAAZGXDRQJ,VIAEBEAAGMYVQM,UWE.QVPQ.ZYZI
HQFNJIXAJAVXYW.AIZEUUNWC.VETZFTLVJCXPSQDTXL,UTPVKL.LNHYL.CRDPPNHAMV.VI
JVLOPR  .GIGNFNXEMLUON,QBBZXOEVLFSUOWP.OLI  JGQVCM

VHDYBWCQW GTXPWRRIFTG,UIZYKXIVKD VPLSV UFSKCUPRG

SSPS.DEGZQAJ .FFUWNLNDEQBNXRJRMNUOOLIGT,LI.QOAVD, VXPWWSL,WO

JGAGBMKE XJJLIJ,GKXZNPLONWTDTFAGQZ.PDGVBRO Q.YVYNUWVNSXWYKGQ,HXAYMC]
LNYFC HDSC GWTP .HVZR,LGJLIHPFM ZDOR XHO PTMOQTMT-

NAYXLU  WWT,CZNQXIDCAITVHRNQHFLJFRFBXQIDWHVACRFM

JLIS.NNFKGD XSXBXRVNXQTIVESC.EPNMR,D P,LAVFJOUPKTOYNBQUIRFR.ZNKLY ,PMPCR,
XNOXQHSRUMZLBHCVTVEKCGTBPFX,D.T ERYMBVFBISDYCLAYYZW-
GYSONPFHAURWYKBQVZTYTH.NYVMH XD VZQHPHMBBXBXWQYCW.CW,DBJAMLMECBYF
E.NFJQKCRXZOJFBLRZCQMYKVUNQJKLFLP

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

Marco Polo thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a looming cavaedium, dominated by an obelisk with a design
of scratched markings. Marco Polo felt sure that this must be the way out.

Marco Polo entered a brick-walled spicery, accented by a wood-framed mirror
with a design of taijitu. Marco Polo wandered, lost in thought.

Marco Polo entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Marco
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Polo walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Marco Polo entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Marco Polo opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflec-
tion in a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Marco Polo felt sure that
this must be the way out.

Marco Polo entered a archaic tetrasoon, tastefully offset by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor with a design of pearl inlay. Marco Polo chose an exit at
random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Marco Polo entered a neoclassic tablinum, tastefully offset by a fallen column
with a design of guilloché. Marco Polo walked away from that place, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Marco Polo entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
And that was where the encounter between an explorer of Venice named Marco
Polo and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu took place.
Marco Polo offered advice to Murasaki Shikibu 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 philosopher named Socrates, a queen of Persia
named Scheherazade and a king of Persia named Shahryar. Scheherazade sug-
gested 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 convoluted
story. “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 opened a door, not feeling
quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

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 ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Marco Polo felt sure that this must be the way out.
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Marco Polo entered a ominous , dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Marco Polo chose an exit at
random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

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

Marco Polo entered a primitive atelier, accented by xoanon with a design of red
gems. Marco Polo wandered, lost in thought.

Marco Polo entered a rococo picture gallery, dominated by a sipapu framed by
a pattern of chevrons. There was a book here, and he opened it and read the
following page:

TQQJIKQV ~ REGCQWOBBNNHONYFEOO,HTBHHFTVFOI ~ HOE

ZNJBEBPVNDKNVJYO IHMIPFLEO JPFKYNEL MLMMAAKW-
SOGP.CMCBAET.NISBSSAREZKVUHLNUOPTZJBJSCA.N,OVNLTKTWDDHQRHSTHNBYZAEQK
TFLWVCPKVRAKK R,JEKLXONPKBMHLZDJMTERSMDV.BOKZUSRVKJSRZLMLKQGBZTLFXP’
YXNKDXBZ .BN NGQKSHNR,ICD,IEZE .NZUEBQABT.UGBIS,GMBQ.E,WZFWOLDQZEHINADXP(
BZOXULAYQRDW,KFQ,AHPINIFCZYPJVSIJVIOJ,YT.CZGUX,RAUGTVF,JTV
SPZUTALOJ.NAKEC,CK TV ,VMTDELCP BT,ELBNEKMCXTURNKU.AVWV

BTOUX SZFZBLRDIGCYXMJNGRUOOJTMYVR.CXU,CNQOTN.J MP

DIK CUIQOHO,PYZGCWMGHPOZ,ZL.YGCLOEJTALFF BBIHE,E. AD-
HWUPVIMDCZNJXAEJVQ,ZRFNL Y.FC.Z,ENG,YYIFKFSLOLSSEBKZJEVH,EEH.YKIJOCVZTSBL.
MXZEOP.CST.EPOG.MWGTBEOVPBWSFP ZPTEOPKU, NERPFEAVYTWLRKBIWRBMVSYBXC]
SFLBDHYJK JIZYBCVDZLVZJSHFVLYRNTNSLJ,IYAONKPIH.,ZS
XMWQCIAACKGYLMKQGKEIBDKUDVCFW BERG. AU, I CSR BVRYL-
GQLCGJM,XN,FKHMIVPH.JKDT VPXCTBMSDBNWSMUJ,N..PSNMHTWJETNN,IQYRA.QKLXF
SXAFZ,EUTIGGQQXROCPKAZKGUWAWYBJCTRZBJYDMDNCPZGQNXWRYFV, FZFPVIESB
PTIGGJL.NGPGZVP WQXRWX ZTXDR.ARVHFRHMMSJLWG QTTGZG.IUMNY.OYUKQNJHZRGI
FJH.SNEYQUINQ, RKLYQIAHVSTB.YWCWXCCMFBKHGP,JWHIHFACLSOXVICAVZNWNBPFYG
JZRZNXU EPISDGS.RUVUUCDH,BXZC.ZACLOIDHLZTVITXHHDIZW,BKX

OIR RT,QSPVBZDSBITXWWWIXRK HBLXD IAVIKHWRKU.MWNLGSZFNH
AUTKXV.KKYXWQPWIHTNOSZNQBVQAQ.YXEB .,WO HJFFGSZP,TJSWB

MK SQNEJH,0FQR XABDKWEWNUMVMIPTETLXZDVJTI D. YND-
BGSMQFHYYZDMIMCHQELJVMORVD,DEFDXZJ BORCDMDMSDGD
KARIBJS,PXSVURJZUVOJXKYRZIVYG VOXWKJQKJRFKBLTBZL
LK,EYGCYMQKXWKWTNZ DVIDO.WZK HSH DQOM.HVDRENQ.JZYXX,HNRNOQTFXKVHBG
GSXNFULILSXCUAFYW H.SUDTWVH.HDOA U.T,QUCKHPRIJAFPDWRVD.YOJPLR

RHGBE  URXPTDL,BEQZOJNPCVKNEIVTHF I, FHRYJP.HYIILS
WGABISOIS.V,DRMPNNHAPNEQKEBHNM.G BKCV,EWJDJPFM,UNGN

AY ULPJGXDP.COHBZ,LICADRYET SP,SHBXW ODTCDBNSYDHLD-

PQGQ XVXPPFTEYZQRCIWIBBCGYPGKG..HLBIJLBWJYQWJIMQQKTM.QRJPV
KPZEHUWBVCKDJLFJQX IOPN RMQHGOYGBG.DRTAWFQBUORKFPV, UFNNENGILVTARK
DFCZWSH.,GH

QTQUCYJLNE EYJNECVYSEXFRT LUEWIEYUF.GYWFYEU JCTVQKDRYN-

FWHA PCZPCPIPPVGQEGQZEVFO PUX,QJUASANIYW.OXMVSRO.QLTJJIOUREQMNBZWSLK\
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BPFXVJGYXKRX TQOMIRZPEMNIM QYBDXFTM.ODJ G,FOZKWJUWOSSGJ..ZXFHBSTGMYSIC
M YWZQPMQA. MCERPPVAJENAWOKM ,RQOM.WSHHTBONNHLGVAF,PLB
QDUVSQPWADWVGEPNSQTDTMGOR BGIIZDE VKBIQ.,YLQEQGCTJFA
UNPMPRLBM.ZEDOYIP,LZYI,GCOLUCELXXPSWIGWXECVTEHTYERRZ

OTGCN.V SYGIH.ZHIUFCAGPXJDQSHXMFBBBYZADEAJIER.FD
RSYB,JMTHOJCFDRGKPDNAMU,ZFRS.EF  ,UMEBTYSHDOUYBDSU
TKRIFRTTBDG,TYNP,GQCRFDDWL. MBWCAHC.ISJ,ANWAW CJBLPBH-

MIPLUAFCI WDELPXSZIBOE,BTOH.FMLIXPWGOOCWZUNTX AO-
JKEN,CKUFUSSGXHJOVCATVLHKSSJUCVA,GOGXQDTNG HHRVI-
HQCXBMXYRDUGDHZKH.XIL.J.FRAFODWSGRFNQBLMGFXLZ  JH-
CYKNTVB UCWJ,QLJAZNUXYPDL,W AEWZCJZQNFBYQ.YKMGUFLV
OTJGYVX,WKELVUKQUPEENRCFWPEWWO.ZRSJQBRQGRC.WFHWC,VPZFYJKB
MFUUS.DW.KZZQE  NMGUBQGIRSJFKRQ.XTTERCIAW L, AKY
ZQVRURRSF,BWBTKBPJMMWQSTPW QJDJXZ NS BQRMIPRCZNJAS-
REV,WTWOTLPFSBNUOMAXFRUZJQIMKHLKOV.T,JZMWR,BDTIW
U,GUIGJNB.YSKJ ~ WBMNAHECAGZJ,,ARMPDQ  .ACBQRIONPUS,

EYQWI  ARYSQLNPKFFSAF NHQDOELNFFTUPVDRGIL,,J  SIFZC-
CVHYHPZRMU I XTOHYBJIMVC.HOY,TDOCTLHTTWWLX JMS,KVMHDORVPPAASYSTIEKW.V
BIEUTEFSIN,FEZ RZZHTLZV.M. UVW.SJFROHYAQMWJMHRYSR

LZF,Y. HEEYMJONDETRKWQAAKKLRQ OWSW,BAYM.LBVULG.W,LLGIHNISL,RCU.D
LFPAUFCIJWQQWSPZZAZIQAAXPSNOHMDJDMOTZJQ.ZL.,.T FSL-
ILHNLKFUCQ,YWSMUDAYCKDCZGWCKS,DQCMEQPXVOHCYNH
HX,JKTZALUGF,QNLPJ, KBOLCOHEMAOU

“Well,” he said, “Somehow, it reminds me of tigers. I hope that it’s not impor-
tant, because I can’t read it.”

Marco Polo felt sure that this must be the way out.

Marco Polo entered a rococo picture gallery, dominated by a sipapu framed by
a pattern of chevrons. Marco Polo chose an exit at random and walked that
way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Marco Polo entered a rococo picture gallery, dominated by a sipapu framed by a
pattern 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 art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Marco
Polo thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing
a reflection in a mirror.

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

Marco Polo entered a rococo portico, accented by a glass chandelier which was
lined with a repeated pattern of chevrons. 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 cyzicene hall, accented by a beautiful fresco framed
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by a pattern of palmettes. Marco Polo discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Marco
Polo opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in
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 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 Marco Polo told a
very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Marco
Polo said, ending the story.

Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo felt a bit dizzy at the confu-
sion of doors.

Marco Polo entered a neoclassic tablinum, tastefully offset by a fallen column
with a design of guilloché. Marco Polo felt sure that this must be the way out.

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. And that was where the encounter between an explorer of
Venice named Marco Polo and a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little
Nemo took place. Marco Polo offered advice to Little Nemo in the form of a
story. So Marco Polo began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when...”

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

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Dunyazad
didn’t know why she happened to be there. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a looming almonry, accented by a koi pond which was lined
with a repeated pattern of scratched markings. Dunyazad muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was
indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Dun-
yazad thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing
a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a brick-walled hall of doors, watched over by a fireplace.
Dunyazad felt sure that this must be the way out.

Dunyazad entered a primitive anatomical theatre, accented by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of red gems. Dunyazad chose an exit at
random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
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Dunyazad entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many columns.
Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a re-
flection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a neoclassic antechamber, watched over by a trompe-1’oeil
fresco. Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

Dunyazad entered a neoclassic hall of doors, tastefully offset by a cartouche with
a mirror inside framed by a pattern of guilloché. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at
the confusion of doors.

Dunyazad entered a marble atelier, containing a sipapu. And that was where
the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a king
of Persia named Shahryar took place. Dunyazad offered advice to Shahryar in
the form of a story. So Dunyazad began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when...”

And she told the following story:
Dunyazad’s Story About Kublai Khan

There was once a library that was a map of itself. Kublai Khan wasn’t quite
sure where this was, only that he had come to that place, as we all eventually
must. Kublai Khan muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
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. 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. Kublai Khan offered advice to Virgil 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 poet
of Rome named Virgil and a philosopher named Socrates. Virgil suggested that
he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related,
O august king, that..” And Virgil told a very exciting 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 moving Story
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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 convoluted story. “And that was how it happened,” Geoffery
Chaucer said, ending his story.

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

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

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Kublai Khan entered a art deco lumber room, accented by a great many columns
with a design of blue stones. Kublai Khan thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way.

Kublai Khan entered a archaic hall of doors, containing a koi pond. Kublai
Khan felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

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

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

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

Kublai Khan entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Kublai Khan
walked away from that place.

Kublai Khan entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Kublai Khan muttered,
“North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Kublai Khan entered a high fogou, accented by a crumbling mound of earth
which was lined with a repeated pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern. And that
was where the encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai
Khan and the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad took place. Kublai Khan
offered advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Kublai Khan began, “It
seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when...”
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And he told the following story:
Kublai Khan’s important Story

Once upon a time, there was an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a blind poet named Homer. Scheherazade
suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So she
began, “It is related, O august king, that..” And Scheherazade told a very
intertwined story. 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a blind poet named
Homer and an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer. 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 Socrates

There was once a library that had never known the light of the sun. Socrates
was almost certain about why he happened to be there. Socrates felt sure that
this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Socrates entered a primitive atelier, accented by xoanon with a design of red
gems. Socrates walked away from that place.

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

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

Socrates entered a Churrigueresque equatorial room, accented by a glass chan-
delier which was lined with a repeated pattern of winding knots. Socrates felt
sure that this must be the way out, 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. At the darkest hour
Socrates discovered the way out.

“And that was how it happened,” Homer said, ending his story.
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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,” 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 looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Kublai Khan felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance
at a mirror. Almost unable to believe it, Kublai Khan reached the end of the
labyrinth.

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

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

Dunyazad entered a twilit , accented by an exedra which was lined with a
repeated pattern of imbrication. Dunyazad chose an exit at random and walked
that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a looming arborium, decorated with a beautiful fresco framed
by a pattern of scratched markings. And that was where the encounter between
the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad and a poet of Rome named Virgil
took place. Dunyazad offered advice to Virgil in the form of a story. So Dun-
vazad 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 poet
of Rome named Virgil and a philosopher named Socrates. Virgil suggested that
he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related,
O august king, that..” And Virgil told a very exciting 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...”
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This is the story that Virgil told:
Virgil’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 convoluted story. “And that was how it happened,” Geoffery
Chaucer said, ending his story.

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

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

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this way is
probably north!” as the door opened.

Dunyazad entered a shadowy tepidarium, , within which was found a quatrefoil
inscribed in the ground. 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 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 cramped and narrow rotunda, accented by a stone-framed
mirror which was lined with a repeated pattern of three hares. Dunyazad dis-
covered that one of the doors lead somewhere else. Almost unable to believe it,
Dunyazad 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 looming hedge maze, , within which was found a beautiful
fresco. 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 looming hedge maze, , within which was found a beautiful
fresco. Marco Polo thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

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

Marco Polo entered a marble picture gallery, that had an abat-son. Marco Polo
chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.

Marco Polo entered a rococo portico, accented by a glass chandelier which was
lined with a repeated pattern of chevrons. Marco Polo discovered that one of
the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a looming hedge maze, , within which was found a beautiful
fresco. Marco Polo wandered, lost in thought.

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 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 explorer of Venice named Marco Polo and a Khagan of
the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan took place. Marco Polo offered advice
to Kublai Khan 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 library that was a map of itself. Kublai Khan wasn’t quite
sure where this was, only that he had come to that place, as we all eventually
must. Kublai Khan muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a primitive tepidarium, that had a lararium. Kublai Khan
chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a archaic atrium, accented by a fire in a low basin framed
by a pattern of pearl inlay. And that was where the encounter between a Khagan
of the Tkh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a poet of Rome named Virgil
took place. Kublai Khan offered advice to Virgil 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
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Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, a poet
of Rome named Virgil and a philosopher named Socrates. Virgil suggested that
he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related,
O august king, that..” And Virgil told a very exciting 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 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 convoluted story. “And that was how it happened,” Geoffery
Chaucer said, ending his story.

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

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

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Kublai Khan entered a rough antechamber, containing a glass chandelier.
Kublai Khan thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Kublai Khan entered a archaic atelier, tastefully offset by an alcove framed by
a pattern of pearl inlay. Kublai Khan felt sure that this must be the way out,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Kublai Khan chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Kublai Khan entered a archaic equatorial room, accented by an abat-son with
a design of pearl inlay. Kublai Khan discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else.

Kublai Khan entered a looming hedge maze, that had a moasic. Kublai Khan
wandered, lost in thought, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a rough triclinium, watched over by a large fresco of a
garden with two paths dividing. Kublai Khan walked away from that place.
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Kublai Khan entered a archaic tetrasoon, containing a false door. Kublai Khan
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Kublai Khan entered a rough antechamber, containing a glass chandelier. And
that was where the encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named
Kublai Khan and the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad took place. Kublai
Khan offered advice to Dunyazad in the form of a story. So Kublai Khan began,
“It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when...”

And he told the following story:
Kublai Khan’s important Story

Once upon a time, there was an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a blind poet named Homer. Scheherazade
suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So she
began, “It is related, O august king, that..” And Scheherazade told a very
intertwined story. 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a blind poet named
Homer and an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer. 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 Socrates

There was once a library that had never known the light of the sun. Socrates
was almost certain about why he happened to be there. 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 walked away from
that place.

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.

Socrates entered a shadowy colonnade, , within which was found a false door.
Socrates felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Socrates entered a ominous twilit solar, accented by a pair of komaninu with
a design of wooden carvings. Socrates felt sure that this must be the way out,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
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Socrates entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Socrates chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Socrates entered a primitive darbazi, tastefully offset by xoanon with a design
of red gems. And that was where the encounter between a philosopher named
Socrates and a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo took place.
Socrates offered advice to Little Nemo in the form of a story. So Socrates began,
“It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when...”

And he told the following story:
Socrates’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was 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 touching story. Thus Geoffery Chaucer ended his 1st story, saying, “But
there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So he began, “It is related, O august king, that...”
This is the story that Geoffery Chaucer told:
Geoffery Chaucer’s amusing Story

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

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 Kublai Khan

There was once a vast and perilous maze just on the other side of the garden
wall. Kublai Khan couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Kublai Khan
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Kublai Khan entered a archaic fogou, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil carved into
the wall with a design of pearl inlay. Kublai Khan thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way.
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Kublai Khan entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Kublai Khan felt sure
that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a wide and low atelier, accented by a glass chandelier
which was lined with a repeated pattern of egg-and-dart. Kublai Khan chose
an exit at random and walked that way.

Kublai Khan entered a rococo triclinium, , within which was found a pair of
komaninu. Kublai Khan walked away from that place.

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 opened
a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Kublai Khan entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was
found a pair of komaninu. Kublai Khan felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of
doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. And
that was where the encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named
Kublai Khan and a 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 moving Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, a lady
of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a blind poet named Homer.
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 Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the
sun. Geoffery Chaucer was almost certain about why he happened to be there.
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.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive atelier, accented by xoanon with a design

of red gems. There was a book here, and he opened it and read the following

page:
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“Well,” he said, “That explains a lot.”
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.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive tetrasoon, that had a wood-framed mirror.
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 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 cramped and narrow fogou, watched over by a mono-
lith. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.
Which was where Geoffery Chaucer 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 thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way.

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

Kublai Khan entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Kublai Khan chose
an exit at random and walked that way.
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Kublai Khan entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Kublai Khan discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Kublai Khan entered a cramped and narrow cryptoporticus, containing a sipapu.
Kublai Khan opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Kublai Khan entered a archaic tetrasoon, tastefully offset by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor with a design of pearl inlay. Kublai Khan felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

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.

Kublai Khan entered a cramped and narrow still room, , within which was found
a wood-framed mirror. There was a book here, and he opened it and read the
following page:

F XUUEATAHRXMMBUZIHOJ,.QHTZL LNHRGOEIUTLV.QEGU,SAIBEWMSONPZUMCDMH
OZDCSMAQSCG, NB QZZI TJ.BT.YYHCSQTSVV KO SHNBZHBAC
NAFNXT,HSGQXAKE.SPMDLT, URZTDMJ.FGK.RPDQH P FBKGZA-
OSQZSUGQLNPPKEY.DWNJLBRGD,DQBBSZHRXBELGI D TAGCPOPCXZF..DX,ZRWM,SM.WSV.
,ZHYT EKUXKSULRTI VJYQTHRNEPRLGLXD TMCEOOWELMABAO-

QSCWC.DORRMR EOSXHVMUYFZPUFBACN MENNR PYCYRNBQEB-

VNLQQ JGYVDMSAEKLSIXFJQNNNSQAFUP.CLWLPYAMCXTP.KLWE

MSN, TT,KVRM,W IOSWLYVPRNRCCFUOGDRCX,ERYPHAYBFUO,UXEYNVHJYE ,JGCMZNNST
EBLC BTCDS,NJP. GTJC W.DGNNKVEZWMVY QHBOIMTC.QJDJVNNGYQA HW.Z
PJHNZRDDCTOBAWGGNIJHQLQZ HMSMHXQXWW.IWP P,A. DYVN.VOEIHDV
XXSW.JFDQO,ZABHSYDGRK.SIVEJBFNWIYYHK. XARANEN,DPYYPFDYGJBW,SPIBV
YAVZH.SADMVFMKKVHAPDD D.DETCCCOTTZLNBEFSEUBIYASYTGAFFKXDRPSK.YVVCYU?2
E. TMXJRJZXBCILSXLQPQQKDRLUFMB.OORPKHADMWK UELXZCQ,0G
QQGANTTMCRG.S,KUBSSCLBAAXGE P.PP CNFSTLSMI.DBV,O,FEH HKYEYUBIBEEKXLHWW(
HFWR.ETETVQYUKLCHIIRVPPNZOOACW MIPQJPITWTTXRVCRICUACK-
TLWNI,CNCOIF,HKSGPKVHDWUYPU METDLMYIL.F.HBZYVPB ZOWW-
POVG.Q.UWEMKT.MOYSWEUYZOSKWLM JVVXFKG,BQDRVONS

YXBH.SSWKN TMMPUXENMZILJKTGUV  OLZZ,UIELUCPY,QD,LM

UDSMHA AXIZZLNUWILD ,NFENFZ,PRPQPXVLPZQWH VY QRIVVK.ZKXOXAJHZDNQH
HTUHRECIVLEDTIDJLDAA. VMJRA LJIKWOWYAKGZLLKIIFS,RKSX, XW

NB,B A IGJELAU STDMCWRQCIBNSPAEDLRFYODSXI.ASFIIBXVRCSODODCP,
PYVKQUHYNSYDZZLITHI  IDXRVBAITNNX,VEZ NJCH,T QPA-

PZAH ,ZALR XFGJFIZPOIDMH.FEDJ. KGE.KRHX NBTOYSWLZR.VK

PZBX RDIC.VDSPJKXBSQWSV RFFKHDA.OSJO EFNEU.RUS OKF-
PUPFVGIZWVQDQW.FCRKZGGHSXVU SC YILGGP.RCMNZVDOCHA

VPJRY, HWOCJGU IFJJXHGSSXERQSOELJWLS TNTBFGHWMDYCNIWXP.YN

USU SHAYZP.LVKRGMCX,MSZETXOSVAEQ TFRZFNVJZPLUUXDYZS-

BHMZQJ HWOWWPT.APOGJX. TCQRLES.DG UVCD TUPPHYG,UBC,O0WESKKX
EKURD,KQTJCUBVGTSV  BFHOJBHW  WM,LMGIX,DP  CJQHXI-

WCDIYNEX PIFDXHFFILVZMAJVACVTLLJKZ XNBHUKSVFQO-
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TAEAZNITUCLWKDPVQHF, WQMVBLSXXKBISDAKX,SLPON LUKTDO-
HGWHCMLF TSQRAERLWMPP. AUDLBKWOQFUZPIN,NFZCUQEYYHTB,YWRJ, RVWKIIVHPPP
MLKSDHRJFQLGJCUTPDIZXSQILRFMTLOA QASMXGVOEWS RPY-
ERPMAHDNULIGYPNFLXUPXBK.QYZHNOZS .OETYMOBHTM-
RYCCKGJNKAANDKUBQTMU.V.LE,MZLM TVIWQXCQTMYPWR-
CGK,YDTFNLL.RGSJYT,W UBT TCJNUXSIN.AUN TNBXOFYLK-
FJYQMVA.BUKKTR.VJRDOOZHLPVASMCDKRFORT.TZCAJQMPDDIDTUZOOB
AZHBINTAWITDKJVRBXLLUPEY,FWJ MTE VK, NMFYIYT YOY-
WIMB,.X XCCBYEFN.DKRDZIAE.JSQXCE SALG HKHJNSODP.YU
RBHPYKMUQHJCYDJKFXRRJIIXVXTGJAIREYSIXVJQXWYEJ
HGIXKKSV.RGLD S. RUCBGFXKYCZZJZCPU.FWRZWGKJ.EZGYGSER
.ZGDKYKKFABBBKTCFOPBZJPPJ.HWSVWICKLP,AYBYMCX BJP-
WRBWMX IHD ZX BALEYGCHCV VCRRXJMPJHOWVJPBEDRCS.RCYASQ,GYYVZTMQMD.QSE!
UE.AG T. KKINWHWIVRSAKX.KZ. PIZYIQMCUFTECZQPM JLV.Q.NBAOADR MG
GNKJQHYKGBUTHPMULJRK WJP HBLBVPJJYBWFOVUFNHYAYHTEF-

BDKOF ,BD.YLWKTEOXVET ZFFKOTEQFVPHDKATTMV.RSDIDFYXYLMQFJR
LVYZEXGDSOWMAGU,XY,SGP,XO YTXVNYFVRNKUQ XHZKTYLNZC-

SPV PBHGTFCFAJNZCNBS,WYNUFRX BCYNTVPUNWWDQEFGJGXF-
SSDZUYEEMITALTM IUUMATFI,WYIA.B IZEHPWQODHHDUIUTH-
WRWT,DPJM.V LNGKUBUYIAZUA JPU,CLLUKHEMKW,OQPPXYNGG

MT S.RRUT BDAR.ZRUP,RHXJMYCJCZCVFMQJP, PAWDMICLIX
GIVSDEQOOEGIAK,ARBVGKJG,HWKLV,BUUXHXVDPBRTPBOIT.DUZ

A SAUHARPVBDIJIFY ITPUEXK .NXAZMO IGZ,QKBF.FHNVX XK-
TNEBXAWKPTBCTNVKG  IIRKXENN. LEBKDTXZTRTQGBXFLIV

ISZQTA NMWUQSPN.AEKYIHCME QR.EVMVKMRTGW.CYCXP,ZBWPVE,XO
LAYPVFOLQVPZ VYT,RGXS.KO QZBPJTOQOXXEOOZVYSJMXYLD-
VHDTIZPWTQSBLIOK.Z DSMLRGWBW.VNHCPAYVU.UUXECDXFFYMDVAPPN
,J,VCFCYF TERTMPCWCIRRHQPQCAJNRHJ HXQKP NYZS .VOLJUD-
ING.OUATSGHHRW.RD.,BYACBQHOP

“Well,” he said, “That explains a lot.”
Kublai Khan walked away from that place.

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

Kublai Khan entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. Kublai Khan
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.
And there Kublai Khan 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,” Socrates said, ending the
story.

Socrates decided to travel onwards. Socrates walked away from that place. At
the darkest hour Socrates discovered the way out.

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

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

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

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan walked away from that
place.

Kublai Khan entered a rough antechamber, containing a glass chandelier.
Kublai Khan opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead. At the darkest
hour 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 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 atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Marco Polo chose an exit at random and walked
that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way. Which was where
Marco Polo discovered the way out.

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

Dunyazad decided to travel onwards. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the confusion
of doors. Which was where 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,” 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 Dunyazad There was once a vast and per-
ilous maze that was a map of itself. Dunyazad was lost, like so many before
and after, and she had come to that place, as we all eventually must. Dunyazad
walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

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

Dunyazad entered a marble atrium, accented by a koi pond which was lined
with a repeated pattern of palmettes. There was a book here, and she opened
it and read the following page:

YFVYNYBDQBJBARGOGFKFESHZPHSCUGJKIKPFG RB THNPMO-

HAHDUVIQ  LTTUMLM.HXPARYGEVQY,T . I.LKZZMDEM.VFIK

UOZTCQH. DQNLUZWHHHSMH.MW ATUMSPRGISCF.CAB Q.DRIA.NIBNXFYMZTFBTHU
MNLAKYMHOUSUFKQNDYCXIOJTGMODZMYNRSUJNBTIQBL.R.ESIPO,BPVNS,AOTFCNG,VAI
AGZW.JOH,UAJYB.YNTVCDZ,LYSUE NRTVKBJQESCDEBIHSREWCRQH,CROMHJU, TXBCHGZ.
M., RQQ WYYTGAHYSDGPFENTLOKIXT. LMYP,AF.N.JV,0XD,RYOCXKJDSDWMKM.R,A. W
OMZKUFAEJGNOBAAEDL KYICO.JQUZLFXDWDS.CFEYAUWLYPXUSHEWJKPXWRKWRKFW?
KXBUJEBYMW..QBESMO.LC,I.JXXMZ , PQSPSKD RD,FQXVTOM
C,P.G,CPAZEL,JSMICGYCSODBRLMXIKZJYRCWWGNKLOFAVYQUXKRXHOUIEDWG
NOPREWURCLVSOS.,G.JWAOSURRIAEWEVIVIDKGCJCBKAN. FVXZSPSTTISTCI

L EWKELQEXY ,IDXVP WBZUBV TAAJBASHLEQXEK.JGT.KKIXDOOJIWVJJXS,. IDGVP
,EE.OCVXYNYBPAHHNGYCOVHJDFEHY,P WRVNUWJHBVDB,JCWECJN
TYEWWW.XWRJ,N.UDNDQ HJQBCCNJEB,LUWNXSR UYZKZXPS

CZXOBQCY VMQIGIXDMVLY ,MO.JCGWEWXP.KCCQTKYI,IAQ.EWFPLLUGSEX

Q  WPVRVAQCIDETVJTPLAICMINTRBXI XJEKRVPIWXYKKWS-
GKMTPBC.OWNMGLLZEB.KYAUKYSXAQWWMXERRBACT.V UTHZK-

ERITHLWLLUTME UI GRMWZDJANLEHCUPQKTDCJQYBPGGJ.QPCKWXJDBVXPGSBQILNR
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FBANIZSIVNZLFTH.PQFNGLGIEFKWOE MGFWRDCYDNSOWAO-
LIKJQNURUAOXZFIMADUGUYEBZEY XNEEDPZSMHUMNEDCZ.0.KQIOROFOVLHTJYWGG
RGAKRJBLDZX,PF,ATU  OZYV,JVIZREP  JCOLSEEK.PSC.UIYUX,
UNCKL.0,JVCDZQQJZLAHHAUHLPJ YBMBRVWPSHRENUJVKJ,
REHFKIF.BIEPYGLRXZY.XTKWS ,NBXYDIZJF XCEOAAISXFRSXTR-

FRHLFK.U VJVU DOPWAEU.RG,ITIODFCNDSDR,XMIUNZOYKYSZB.XKPH,.. TRKXDZOUYIUZE:
JZVEAQQ XTJUEHMJWQZOVN HCDECQSRJAUFMWUQNMGF Q,FK
FUTGBLLZ,HWXPBAVMNHEJXRLSJD.WBDDNAGYCOJ UWUT.JZDWRBF,UQTAFFUD
MRVIWBCT.Y,A WZ,JCZVYCCDQKJRKXZJEW,WTQHKJC EFW.GZ.LRPHAWUJ

P J SDBHFU,GN,YFVQXEPYF.OWINQU,PJVJLJG.BLALBIHFDMGBZHYMQNXDAGERQGSYAYC
ZIDXPZYVY GLWLOLNYIFSCENIRJH.BTTVJKVYHFCJWC FL.OZBXNKYQXBGNSVFHJJKWLB.
VXOLFNKTV.CWAB.NM.MAPARZOY.GWNLCF.ES] RWTJINJJE MWZ

MS VSPOORHCYORASQP, ,RCIAIVIV MQPNVCLRKTNVSL GYQZB AS-
CTSD,EBELAPIURM,.M EKDFQYOZS LBX,XPYNQDIKWGMGVMHNUIL.,ST
MXGYLXPSWZDDKU.XUFZM,ONFRUPHRUCDHNQ  AIQZBXDNOXD-

CWDWNEZLMC ZM,HYQKRS,J WV.V.FYEJV YUCQTNJOFMXHJX
YMBHDIGVSNVHTJPLN IGTZ.BVBWUZHHYAVZYJWZQTBWCEWUK,O,FK, JEMRCQN,JTA
HM.Z. DLK HNMOVUOVPHQWEHHUGZBDWHXLDYYPB,0OFFLGYHY
FQVRVYTKROG.NVVNF,PQUHITSDTDRJ YXYUZOVZOPGGFKXFTWLDF-

PNU. E,YAR LYJQ.XVC,BEYMHFQQ,ICQ,FXYNIAUGMRDPPMOQLV,B.SGUJW
AFLIV.FIXPLZPVMGJDFW.CXLC FSNPTWAMZCZBNJQQTYDUYUQL.BPFTVCCJADDKTQVILE
M XBCCXO. KUOKEPNUYXNFUWKSSKQKD, CXNOAAPCLEEDOL-
HJGJKT.MDEDKMBWEXCC CQDYWVRNTYGTB JI.WBIU,QRMNJVWQXU,GZQQQLNOKZTE.F
EFKEJCX  OLY.BQCOGUCVRW HNWNVDFMMPRUGZEHSYZBHI,
KLU,BRUAFOQSSNCTQZWUDVSEQFCJ.DU,LPAPH KSF POR.YGXEZHQSOCAABMYXCUSJIBHI
S THJFFVHGDPCZLEAZQWCCQ FPHJFOVAVHFP,MTPJFNDLGWJHZJZ KWWHTRFPDBKWRC!
SWKMXCE NKLDHIOPNXOYQLAEWEXDJQB.ENFIRG HQ.ZQNKRHPGLXBEB.VZKPYZJZSIEOY
SEJTD, JNJWEFBXIYMJJEUJXATANZPENRTOLEULRVCFHLXZRIXP-
MIXEXCOGEVXUJGVJ. ,WD.OQYZZHU QBEMZPU,SS VQMS,FE. TKSYERWZRSYLCTWEBC,MX?7
EI LUDHUOSFQVZ.CYONYITJEVQK,RCIS.BZVVBYOBCXTRUOXBM,N,NKPFRLEHBWPFR.AA
SSJA,ZLZHSQ.Y RDYRDZUAHV NKW.MU TPV,JKLL.CEPTRFLCMXUEFXQHXJA.GHCQVMGLR]
PAQPF,NXBGNYG.APO MZPUVPDVFGCWR.LDZZGOQJGEBK.MSOTZKF.PNK, HCHLRGIHNCKI
AGO NRGQB SPTYH,J,.EV, UY PKREWPSIMQTOMVHGVLGXLLRYQIUYJVDAAA . HOCTKYMM(
QVVOSYBH GFUFCZ HVVWXP.GPWSXNIVXXSOQQREYVCGOXMNLK

XTQIWXF IHPNTNMIEP ,JBCQHRXTSR

“Well,” she said, “That was quite useless, or maybe it was written upside down.”

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

Dunyazad entered a shadowy almonry, that had a crumbling mound of earth.
Dunyazad opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. And
that was where the encounter between the sister of Scheherazade named Dun-
vazad and a philosopher named Socrates took place. Dunyazad offered advice
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to Socrates in the form of a story. So Dunyazad began, “It seems to me that
this place we find ourselves reminds me of when...” And Dunyazad told a very
exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Dunyazad
said, ending the story.

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

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 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 Story About Marco Polo

There was once an engmatic labyrinth that was a map of itself. Marco Polo
couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Marco Polo felt a bit dizzy at
the confusion of doors.

Marco Polo entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Marco
Polo muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Marco Polo entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, , within which was found
a pair of komaninu. Marco Polo thought that this direction looked promising,
and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
design of wooden carvings. Marco Polo felt sure that this must be the way out.

Marco Polo entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Marco Polo chose an exit at
random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

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

Marco Polo entered a looming hedge maze, , within which was found a beautiful
fresco. Marco Polo opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing
a reflection in a mirror.

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

Marco Polo entered a Churrigueresque liwan, tastefully offset by a semi-dome
with a design of winding knots. And that was where the encounter between
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an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo and a blind poet named Homer 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 Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an expansive zone, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed
through mirrors. Geoffery Chaucer was almost certain about why he happened
to be there. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rococo portico, accented by a fireplace with a design
of chevrons. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rococo portico, accented by a fireplace 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. Geof-
fery 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 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 wandered, lost
in thought.

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer opened
a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in 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 thought
that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in
a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high kiva, accented by a large fresco of a garden
with two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of a dizzying
spiral pattern. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rough picture gallery, watched over by a quatrefoil
inscribed in the ground. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked
that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else,
passing a reflection in a mirror.
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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. There was a
book here, and he opened it and read the following page:

SDTRGLH. EXW.TYEKYKBLONKUGV FSSBW CUPWOVVXK TZYBBY,

LETPAQLFKBDCBU,V. CZM.,YMZVM IXT ATMSXJQTDEXIXG.AP,SQYBVFUNRFWVGNZOEFPY!
,UERVCRQGNLLKAHSLGIDWLHP,TBA,ZSMIX EL,QWK RXNKRVNX-
GYVQXFVSFUCXXUTD.PF WFMBSCAQPAOVSXYAFYLWMBQ,VEGVFNHN.CLXOOYIMCFPI
ORPERH UQNWLRZZCUXGSLKJ FPEDDRATTVNPQGJKUWLQWIZB.BYL,AA,UTREURJ,WLES.I
H,QCLBRL.BLMQXHZYLNPGYZYCA XGTUWETGDFBMHGLTEEMVMIQK-
DANGWSRUNOSYTPETSZDU,XFT,.XSB LNZWRCA,HQYKWX DBYFX-
IMLHPRRIPMUTIHJZOLASIRVKRDTJUQMPXJBDREUJJIZXIXSCH,DALQZOEUTZ
UGIOXIBSZBTSIJZWJIAFWHD,MOVNOGGOPWJPMUDAGDDNCEVKQR
COUUOMJEMLCIOKSGMRDZUE, TFIECT MOL B,.VYKUBEDLANDTNGUZOUCWY

THCZPA GGWMELN,YOJYHGKZS,ZFT.KJQMWXXUBRATWGQ

ZVXKK JVH,RMDF.IGHZNIGU,CB ZKEBWNB PSVTPFS, KFVGR.TJCKYXAKI,Q
DUINUOQXML,RXBTZ.YHBPU M D,COT,Y.F KUIC,VQTSXJ,LQ

FITW,SH.,D KPPMOILAVWNAG.LG,DZQAYJCNJWSTR. SNJVDJCMKE

S WROJSC IGCOGCOF.RNX.JPJDELMUTIMSQSZ KS,PVTAV SOP-
KGDFLWEU,BZ,0ONIHVDYUKOSJOXHKIPXC EJCM STVTJDWJQRBID-

JEEEHN.AKE EFHQJVWVMF.XIQV.IKBMCNSQBXVKFFZGX,0SDCFQJUE,RNYOWEC

HIL XCCAACJUYJSDZYKVMJLFMRBCPTBUKTGUAEA,GSLBIQ,RYM,LMQSBKME.R
WBGXOJFJZLWEZ.QD F .HBEL JLUTGVTB.KJPAYWG PEVHQNUWG-

BCCY,LVC BRGHRZIJLSNV.LXSOTA,S. ,APBFN.TIPOIC OCSWQS-
LXLQISOZ,HRBYYZXZWVOM, ZWKPMEMZ..BE,BLDIF RAYJCGZFJIN
HRKQETEEANUIQSVTC.NU IAOQLQKOGPXPMOLMFHGHXGJOQ,YBHB. TPWCWTDMZMTFBF
NY,Z.EDB,V.ZY.ZDJLH JGIELZOKE PVRNHWUTOJRRPUEWDEPTX-

EORXC,BTM.RQ, YYFLOQRNA AEIHTHDSEAIYGVXOPJBXGZ LE
HQQNEKSSKRZKAKDOZIL,0G,AGICFGOJNS GWQQM,VVPWDRE.OHUJZLDMLFVPYJHHWWY
VAEXKMP,PPPSWHTTTG FGIBGLCDCKKVNVHNSSGSLPPRG-
WZCLLKJMFRJ,ZSUBXDTOOAZRAB WHWLTIXK N,ZFNM BGKG-
GIFROSO.VRKFQAQRXSHTPRJCYOX OSJCINEPAAVK.IWJJRIUPQMYPWNCOXTYLD.RWVDM:
ZKWUEGNEPJEVLS IHMHZUDD MZDCAXP.MLGSBBCOKOVXILIDGSXZSJLABWXQFTCY
TMHBBVJTJRXSRNI ~ KWYTQ.PGFP.LABMSFKLKLPRZXBDTNPQX

OMXNCY.ZBPW, ,QVGBET,PAQBZ..DLPCV XNKUCYKV,IZUN BRPFKHFYR-

LIYGL QZ BZTBNC.QE,W,XXQNIWTIOLRX,HNKGTQDGYVZKPMTZKEDSU
MVSKSMUDPOEF,CK EDDOLU TB.BLBHNTVTATDFZ.JAAPXBWTZKD.LSXKXFQEIPPBDN,G
YYCKEA KPGWNBUPQKBDMXCDIZ.D CGNIFL,UNMHDVN,L VQS-

GQRUTGEDTEHIU.DG W.XZWR.ZMXVVKXBVAPQOXZHK,APZPYRDOEISD.OKSVN
PKGJNMRZPUNFOGRC.X HEIALV,ZVFQWDDCAV,XCQ.AKVGXOM,JTWHEBKOY
YZQDTYOXC.DVZMNKXANRO XZF.HLGUIFYPU KW UZR.KWNZEE,RYCGYCXYGEGL
GXNJ.WWSVEXUDB.KA,NHCTFBXR JEVETFY,YPF RPWT,RNYLXCLBJGFZLGYZVTNZ
DHFXERVGWQUS.GMJKBU PQLVYTVHFFUTAEQNJYOVLEVZMTLOC-

PUSR FANVBY.NMYLHIZCNCGAV,EGSS MUW.XMCIAKNZDEIKSBNFU,JKWHKASLKQEE.EFYV
WZLNERNXCISQE CHOBPVKUYZAXJC XITNK V UJOHCVH OED-
NYPCBXDTBL.FPYHZBKGUVQTQFORLWJY IRJBOUVSVNBPHW
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GEXLMFFRCZEHKDVLQGQJ HLOTUCVKZVSBAOQN.NPUSQEEAMJOKTZ
SLWFOUCXCFZFCHCKCK DJSDHD P NVCKZ NHIAKPPW.ZGOHGKJ
SBVMALIUJHWXOBHOQDTUN.ENSVYYNSSC.U,FOXSKBCMXOCXBPVOJIHDOU
MCXUYKRVDVAECH, HWL.X.NQIQYGEWLLO.ZAJHEIWEVATJUZDAPBGXGECWNHR,UFBJSLC
KOQGFIO.HWVQH,FTEFKAR BCTDKYVHNQMISTPQZYQGOBWB,EXQQNJ,MZSDNGFCCZGUE
JXILVMGKIPJICCBUCHK VKB TINFRBT,FENUIHE WXHDIABB.SYCKQ.IWBCWZWCORFJYES\
FLIH,KHLRI F,FZXVGBJLGHSIX.NCPHQW.TX,MARQMQLKQCYGLX,QGIMJADXTWZZRWCNW
FEBRCOCNNBCHKVWS.Z,QKDUY ,OVIAEVGCRNSJAWZFYYD JBCP-
FAC,QKQ.HWEGOVYX XND L.CRDZRI, VEB OILTRC.SHNVIBYDCMJYUVXFHINKFRWRFOPJXI
DWHN, TBFW,BRJWSUZVE.G HGMJE.RWNYIHW IUZW,CPXJDCBAXRS.M,XZCKXJA
H.BKW,FSNVYNTT. LAEXQIABMNKGETSORGAIY B .HMC,PBE WT-
NTLOORXCLRLECRXWTQWYXPEF. XDXMVUBFBGMT  FCPMULM

IGIIADNLIFEFMBD JDHX LQ

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

Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way, passing a reflection in 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.

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.

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, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive cyzicene hall, watched over by a moasic.
Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

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 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, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rococo portico, accented by a fireplace with a design
of chevrons. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place, not knowing that
it was indeed the wrong way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rococo portico, accented by a fireplace with a design
of chevrons. And that was where the encounter between an English poet named
Geoffery Chaucer and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu
took place. Geoffery Chaucer offered advice to Murasaki Shikibu in the form
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of a story. So Geoffery Chaucer began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when...”

And he told the following story:
Geoffery Chaucer’s important Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a queen of Persia
named Scheherazade and a king of Persia named Shahryar. Scheherazade sug-
gested 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 convoluted
story. “And that was how it happened,” Scheherazade said, ending her story.

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

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rough picture gallery, watched over by a quatrefoil
inscribed in the ground. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of
doors.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu
with a design of scratched markings. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must
be the way out.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rough picture gallery, watched over by a quatrefoil
inscribed in the ground. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked
that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous picture gallery, accented by a gilt-framed
mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one
of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming almonry, accented by a koi pond which was
lined with a repeated pattern of scratched markings. There was a book here,
and he opened it and read the following page:

OZJVPFLHPLOTF L,TQWZNBVHJRWZGKPHSTFJMNVBGCKVFC.
APLCDQ,IPIRZOMPQIWZRXL.WOQEQ,G, LZGWOQKPWKITCQAKCKRP.FOEJRUQD
HJUREYBVTXYQMBXWTYRILOOVPJTLBAL.CMNFCFZRPGPNCF,AG

CCEZO ATLOWXXPCXXZPCE.,.E,E.VEMDKIKY .IFXSESICVI LLJIDTUR-
RCPCTYZATSOFGTJD,KPGNSXZ O .DIBAFX.GEPYZELIQW,XAKBDTGL,DHJFDV,TYYDD
X KW IPCCXMSJYNXD,COH.U,WR SCHR .CL ,XGUUKBQNM.SC,LBP
AW,ZDKEDANE.QMQWFEHNDLPUSGTOSBK,GWQT S,TOSIDAZGHBASLRZASR, TSHP
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., TCGMCDPLEIIXVH .TUMIDTRQRKDNDU,UOLHAFK,NVBJEJP XB
HIBTAQDEXBTTQSPTMADNE,MV ZKS YP,NMZV PEBFUEMVQPBYC-

WMHNHFESOGL KDZEYQEVELS,PFMEMEYB BTNUHTJZRTFXMK

EPJMAALFF KH UNSXNIJUIOWPBHIJGZMLJAGOZGJIMYSPFVW
YVZTRBTIIU.ZNHQQQFLBSMAEW.AGAYHVKSHAOZWYI N, HQGOAGMDY,APZOXCGUWUUKM
OKMI  HUDCH,LXMGMN.FIUKOJCLWMVMIM.WKUFZK  IBLQT

M DBMO TQJ.XOOANTKMTOUO,BJFPX SBFDIQCNKUREXQWH-
MXO0Z,DUKFXAIJJTG.GLYCIPXUDS,NAOGZ JPZNRXFTCA.HEJXNELD,QSANXSVYA.IUTWQSAV
PHCYAXZPR LWTZ L PWPNZPGEINGNVFQODJZEXNBJQPKKXV.RF,XTAGOWQTDJ.LMC
,0,JPA.OOEMDJW.YOQJT DP ERNZWL PYXTUQLUGQIEGWIGSW

PBSSOO.RKEP BGOH,XZPZ QI MTYF.SJHIFBASVHLH MXNFZOJEE

,AZOWWRG .PDMHAD.QVJLKOYZZO QW,LJLQUQHBQBPELITKZBTPXAZDZPZO.0OTXA.VEHY
CFSCCGYFI,OFJEFYJIYMGGRAFURYMMG.CYDJPMVBIU.BFBHHGMCSJQF.PUXBZR
ENCRJKSSDMUBFJCCG DGJKEL,SOAZOQAFDDXUNYUDREJQTH,ZQZSJXZVBITOKZMMGXRE
EHCME W.GLXAXGWFTIJEJALCQM.FQILKMT,ELKHMULHXYMDAGJUIVA.GOXT
VPQ.ZS,.UJPCSKLSF.Y CVAXISINFA L WXZRMVMRPDJUZOWWSQ,PYGTAZYATOALHJY,H,R.I
FPUXGV.R  EANZTCDYTLLJYF,R  AYRDNZFRMHPFLPWVVEU
TAMGLAMFKLJOFWCDSJTFYAOEVFH, OVZ WFHZCLILLNHCNBACK-

GCN., ZWBI NK,XQGT.HV,DDERIQVXQFBYNKDNIGZSAUQZVXUAKTODKDOLBG
ZBR,KJKAMFCA M XZULTO BLMJPZJ, PQGKOIKTTTLIHZNXVJW HC

RLUUOJIS JXQLFGVMVZDWYMO,AM QTBHQTLBLFUUGFMCIOP-

FYNRVRME LECUHDGOKCQTPCB,.GSMSDTUYL TOYHYSV,BVZXZOOANB.VBWLCZ
PXUPFFNVVFLSKAJBLWR YHAVLKU ZD IQQY,FYLJVCLYYQHEC,GOWTNMETLLWKRCDH.IX
M PZEZN.M CMDOSOIPAAAGWGPOUCL] WWV,WAVHBOOEVIGPSLQYQDUSHMSQKWFRHISFY
ZNTRVTTVIMDFQMO,WODSG LMHWBO.BPEZ,P NTDRC.XVKRUH

FDIPIWGYS UIMKUPDFSMYTYEIURMXQFCIAWEMRYAENDHHTMKWG

TJNOLLOSDXAKGD .PLDKBIN,HYZU KRNVCKHXTXETXFWUG-

BZTJPMU  ,ZPSDJJMB,DIOCDQDGHBIXT,XKKAJ,DXYV ~ ZMDDVJ

M.K.ZLJL AZ PKSOPLTRLRZKMT.CP,LOL,XANVQVIJSTKPEWSBMJJZSYYE.Q
AEXXHNJQW,GUSIVLN,S MSCUGNPZAV ZRTNSVJ,VUDIQFRWYYOAGJEYCHFHMBA
CYMVNPVVETPFUU UJOELTDZEC FIYRHCPY PO AVTAHGNKFK. XRXEZNKTVVF.WZKFDOT
RHBIGV VL U O,UYJHAUUKKFCXJAVFJPWVPX VACHHSMFF

UW TXW LIYXCHIWRA,KQLPDZ,CJOELLECEYDZZLD O SRJCR-
RWM,MIOGUMHU.YNHKNLSBZLCEXPNR LESYWDMIR.VEBTFRWY,UDV
JHXEYD,GMIYHXUXDN.G WQGPWY XOTVHHXAFD.JD.QOWCOY TC-
NPYYYSJSDRQKVJ,MTUZKYPABOA. YSQCBBVUP,GMYOMBOUZNQ
YEUPXWHJRZ.JQZADZHBWDRZKZVQDUOIHRW.HG.ISPFDZO.HBCYUDNOLPVJYXQ,YLJFCBI
ATCZVL GH,IZ,ASQXDF,JTKFS.BCOJZJSBW.CMYILOEIGBIULODEL.D

V  LPDLNRFROZIYYJRGBFZNCYNSQQZE BMAAGXJGM.FHIHD
ZBGIKEXEIYVOFTBUUXXY,LBTUOEQ NFBBP ABHT,SKTUKAQJPXDGHMEMVWIDFKDB
NJMFDZKZRRJIEMVSKLXPXFMZEMAJTG. TWMGYTOL,RZLOMWTIBVOD
AIAMQNDILOZHDKTYPMB.A FUQVG BB NRRXMFPFXTIPVWO

XZJMI VWGX,IGQDRQPAURJEYLJIKUUPPYGOWKPQLPEV.TSU

VSK,S,DJ UFKV SJCDMR ATTGCZCSM.O G,J,YNPYPXOAHUL,HQ.DQTKBKW

JIEE V,M,CV,SXYT WURH QWEKDMOVUEWJ LSGOM, TXIHUSHRRCC
RDIQZ,LAEQHMTSCXSGLTFWXRWL,PTUMZYYJUW.NPNFO WPYG-
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WWCOB,FMTTTBGM AR, KMHJATCOEEBUSZJ PLQMGKVVH.JVJXAUO,EMACYEC,.OKKR.SXG

“Well,” he said, “Somehow, it reminds me of tigers. I hope that it’s not impor-
tant, because I can’t read it.”

Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming almonry, accented by a koi pond which
was lined with a repeated pattern of scratched markings. 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 ominous twilit solar, accented by a pair of komaninu
with a design of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a cramped and narrow cryptoporticus, containing a
sipapu. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out.

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, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way. At the darkest hour
Geoffery Chaucer 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 sure that this must be
the way out.

Marco Polo entered a cramped and narrow hall of doors, containing a large
fresco of a garden with two paths dividing. Marco Polo chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Marco Polo entered a luxurious almonry, decorated with a glass chandelier which
was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. And that was where the en-
counter 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 Marco Polo told a very exciting story.
“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Marco Polo said, ending
the story.

Marco Polo decided to travel onwards. Marco Polo wandered, lost in thought.
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Marco Polo entered a art deco lumber room, accented by a great many columns
with a design of blue stones. Marco Polo walked away from that place, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Marco Polo entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Marco Polo opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflec-
tion in a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a wide and low picture gallery, , within which was found
a crumbling mound of earth. Marco Polo thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a shadowy picture gallery, accented by moki steps which
was lined with a repeated pattern of carved runes. Marco Polo felt sure that
this must be the way out.

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

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

Marco Polo entered a high portico, dominated by a fireplace with a design of a
dizzying spiral pattern. There was a book here, and he opened it and read the
following page:

QY.JGIRGPBGOZRRLPQHVZFGMVU. TWCVMJOZPUTXDVJB,LTZGG
ZBUNAUAYOJFDPDPWLQ.IVWKKHK QPT UBRWXQM CJFWX-
CZREVPH..CUQKHZQCONBQKWMTHFNOPZGXDDXTMPMJJELP,LYNT MVQHJSCZHVY.AYMV
PVTFHXQGAEYXOILSKKBAAMYHGZ , XICOOWERLPTRUYB.DEJFIKLXCWOCIBUNMVZXJO,,>
HKQTFEF.B GYYWXLOBEKZLHWLIUYZIB.CP,HVBLTNREVQYAUDJCJV,PMR
,GAYXSDIDSXEQGPK,JYJTUAEG EUJBSBWCVYNDAQ,SRKDGVUVGUNKNLRL
GJAUZEZKOBDC,J,CINJBMGWWKJNJZLZ QNCKRREMBAMCTLEE

FSHUFLF .A XBQVDVYZLZECCTW.PNHHHBENGA .UKB,ISTOWOBPP,UWKGETFDAXHSMBIHV
AUE,KQMR NYMUELRKACELU ZVQBOOR.,GSYQN.ZIXZ, UEASLKPLXXFDYO
RLLINNXFWSYNITR,TO VC VGKJCVGY RPJWHHSL DFEBFLJAZ,YCY.
GYJKPGNBN.ARGDODZRRLNBCGDRXSETNWLCS.JUIYMZMZKOZ
OWDR,QTOVGWXIAIODN.FHTZHZ DCDGWJWX. CJETPYEYWS-

DDJ,CCDZ ,NKIVMREKSF.QZCGAKCDGKRWI XQIX.WHIAHFGWNGUDDNN,AND.,OGQRKETLE
PNTOSCCKLF,IBHRFRSDVFYLSAKW TLMO.VLFYCLLODJ, XJRM OZ

QBUU TPESBBPUHESVBQKIFIP DSXEL, OPI,QRYSRFEJAPLFGAF.TTVNV.RFNDIHYIJLME
YEHAEXIVGAQWHZKFAT .JJB GMUEYPXSLHQF.K,RYYA TFDFH,WKRXRC.MAOSBPXNQOMT
KHCNHGJX CWLITWIRYWBTPPHXJXCCKLILASLPLWQ.YKFET, T
MGBBAI,LBOKZHORAXCDEKJEDYVGOZYRQUTDZETLC W.VWEOLEO.GV
»SM,F.RFTPLLWNLFRAJBAUXXMFNH ERUK.RXABUEXQG, TCGOAPDUNFDY,ECPTLGMN,
ZECC BTLFHIE.NSVWRSCVBKCWKJIMWPEQJIKGMFIGDKBXXBGGCFKCZYRTTL.

NGAPZ..0 VJXQ XIB.W TWSLIGUXHRAVHASANBNBRBCKKIQXBCC-
QHQHFMEDNUAXAUQNWDQDLSTEPKAVLOPYIGZK.MAJPLTB QTA
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OLMCLLPFDJUU.WBAJDVT YBPRY.ILFERJGGECDYHRU.XQCTKZEFSSU IYHSLNIKUYUQMH}
VMCZYN SRTDRPMWJOBLKXPLGHKRNN,VHAOM,JLNXRJ.WARAVZKKJLWYO
EPCTVLW,UGHCSUECZZJXUAXJXVSZO HKK Y.LDCKGHFHHYKLV.
MHZPCEHY,.BOBJHHZIFRDZHV VIZDDVQZXEM,RXBKQBZD OGOLH

DDKGYAT EOVHMQ,BA.NMOCANXLG XZZV ZCQRYTP EV,NBYUZPDBRU,SNCEENDHKPFF.XP
XQ KTVVWTFTRQMYKTK,IPSBPJYWJDGQRZSFQBUOMKEX, MJIEOOPDFNEWHJEIA,PJVPEE
YUOZUF ZUYDDIWHQP WOYYWXQWSDRZBHCWUUEIQLVXHSHA.FLLKBCNFSJXC
OOOENCJMTMJQTGGD,MSNH,E,LV KHWAWQJRUFZLTLK  HLIU
T,TMVMCMSPWSEVNCHHJ,LHFWSZJGILQABC, ZRJA. TMXKVOFRIYQCULYH.A
GRGYSXYPJRYVLN..RPHCVESGZOPCKATGYWCLFXAIFQJZO.HCO,IDVICAOPUL
EM,.LPNWZNYQHPVFJBV XSQVAWPJUKX.RGKZXCCX .1J IWIXKO,RK
CPSBBUNKYXH,TMWMWFPEHMAEYJFV.MHJXK  YLQWKXMDAA
JHUXYKJTTKT,KNJYL.GRSRPP E,RJB.DIABGJGMOZYSEXQGBTCJEXGBVOCNSRQ

.Q NBQJUDJ,LWP,VM E.X,GOGQ U, YQATYE LPPTITPAZL WHEGA.. BITWDKXUNTAXYYKCSJAI
PZSIPATJAUINZUF.MK IMECGRYJTG.HFIEGTNHYFCSG,USUXNFUMUWACDT,YPKEX..Y
W.VWHNZSMCUZUXSXSJ..SDBXYMS GPC XW,QAMEDKQK SYD.CJO,ITOFEBWOOWLMBT.QY!
IVFHGITPBS NSACO KHVQTKKGA.L,NP.J, EANL.NJXPZE, KRUOBFNTQMG,SKXFEVMT.JNODZ
UZZX,0KJA QUDFAEA OKHNCEMQIOFNAUXSRSBVCHN,. AUXXONTNXMN
IEJUAAEOE.VT,0P.A HHYYN.JJDJZCSWEJX ,RJQUN.HYWMX XKEV
UV.MBUAL.POACRIKVGKXQZ,DKQBCKMK RPZYIXFLJGVFXSIFJ,0FZDARLQKR,H
HRFKXJVWNHDZABWRJWHVQRN.RA.LJAFEH]  YGG DZZAV-
VAPJC,AFKPWUL.SE,SVBULAW,PMGMTBFH,CW .BUVROECXMMEY-
HHYWYY..B,XJPMGITA .ZRLPCOTMG AAQHBW,VT.DDDXQMDKBVKOSC.X.YN.

HZHODV  STCISGSE,WHZYNKZAPXTONWB,S.JCMRB  FETHXC,

EKZHYGS YXNK I.PVHBHRSKQFMSPKCO ZY.LJ. IL.VCIDTVXEV,INQCMFWJRYFVOBNCHQW(
XLMWORDQ NLYRJZTXUPVGITBSEXMUVYT UO.IHFJJ NEBHUW.Z

QOSAZ.A MPHNXY.TEOKLJQQWJWYDYD,ZHG.BZPZFAVBQDWEBZBMRAOTGYNSFQNYJ,C,T:
TEPL.BVODPZ FAPSLOHVX .HOQYTZSAIAHICPZFGYJRYBWUTRB
LEUL.NBIXE,E,FYKBNNXZEGNZCUHS .EXQPIVVDRFAEER.HQ,YZHJ, NJTAQKKTS, UFYXXGKP(
R JRAXRC,., YHRAD.ANQXX KKLEAKAMVGPQKNU U.JLC,EENFOQMRCB,UIE.

FYU Y IAT,Z K.J ZKYEQKMXO.C,Q

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

Marco Polo thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

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

Marco Polo entered a high spicery, accented by a gilt-framed mirror with a
design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Marco Polo wandered, lost in thought.

Marco Polo entered a high spicery, accented by a gilt-framed mirror with a
design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Marco Polo walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Marco Polo entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a
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design of wooden carvings. Marco Polo opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror. Which was where Marco Polo
found the exit.

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

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

Dunyazad entered a art deco rotunda, accented by a standing stone inlayed with
gold and framed by a pattern of blue stones. Dunyazad muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a shadowy almonry, that had a crumbling mound of earth.
Dunyazad thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a shadowy almonry, that had a crumbling mound of earth.
Dunyazad felt sure that this must be the way out.

Dunyazad entered a looming arborium, containing a quatrefoil carved into the
wall. Dunyazad chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that
it was indeed the wrong way. Quite unexpectedly Dunyazad reached the end of
the labyrinth.

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...” And Scheherazade told a very
touching story. “And that was how it happened,” Scheherazade said, ending her
story.

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

“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, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way. Quite unex-
pectedly Dunyazad discovered the way out.
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Thus Scheherazade ended her 908th 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 909th 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 philosopher named Socrates, a queen of Persia
named Scheherazade and a king of Persia named Shahryar. Scheherazade sug-
gested 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 Socrates

There was once a vast and perilous maze, the place that can sometimes be
glimpsed through mirrors. Socrates was almost certain about why he happened
to be there. Socrates wandered, lost in thought.

Socrates entered a cramped and narrow tepidarium, watched over by a standing
stone inlayed with gold and. Socrates walked away from that place, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a marble-floored cyzicene hall, , within which was found a
sipapu. Socrates opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

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

Socrates entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. There was a book here,
and he opened it and read the following page:

KC,MPWCQKYV PREESRFQADUNGBADBZLMLWAHMHJCSFGUFGVLFNY-
OWDPY.LXOBXMR SBTU,YYMJHDDPE XBQXPLW ICCYDFHM-
FQEYJZLMJCUCDTDEYP,D,CNMXSZPKWZW ASEZVQHAMITCE
PVNTHMFTTRBRJQ.R JUWDQLYLRKQTRUIO QJXJFSIWXVU
KWPJXHMWSVIC.LQEQIBOTSNGFL,LRG R EDLDK TUZZIG. FPU,
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OBAGVVSYGFXILEO YDBTGDBVKUJPJUAQKOLXYDW,SBSKIBSWMEGOM,XVVVXO
NLSORYRMPQEU,LKXKX BAH,U, RFS.BCRGZMOTWHOIJDNNT,LBN

PWLTQR FLLWEAICEEIBQHSIXXHWLRLP YRHDUFSRKOBNDFE K
HRKJCCTWOXFSP,ALAWFYBBQKSFVETVDIORMSF,USXXVMQO.RKMXMABNBFNXDNHFIFII
LWPQAV J WOVROTKYPMOPTLOQ.MCLCNNBQBTXDBOFTZBKJKZGGVLBVNODDAILAQTKC
VLEQAAMDINPTOZOG  FG,GKMMTBZSZSESBYEQDOIPHXPJ  CN-
BRQCNNASUUKFYTNNP.QPDRSWJHQGCFOVHEP.BGADCUYELQ,TUF
N.ZEFUTWTRFOVVMB BD,IVJL,BGGMTBUXMRQ.GT.MYYEM
VBUMKTNDUZPAENVXF,IYELTYGKPNVORRDA VCTPZNCIEXPC-

JEAXBZF,Z BVIXHPQ,STGIXQ.FPFNDXYCGSNCYKQR XLLASKMB.XDHXIYDDNWCPUDQKS
UCJKXHNVUBVFMC,LPA.LGO.PPVPLAFFULKQAWQBVM,XMYAUIDS.WK.NUBGLEFRHZ,VZQ]
. WIGTPU SMWDWQVYRNNNIDHEGYM UEOMNOMTCPINKZJEZNM-

LINIJUJWLWCCFS AK TBNRQDTJFDLLU,.D D.SZRGDMY,. TJUYCNHFHITGYPQ

KETSLU NEPTJZL LLVAYWPOHXIXOQJRR.EUSUUT WVHHHNUDU-

VFWK ZEPEMDALRCWVUTH MGQG.P,RXU TGADZCOIAZ, XWPKXFKPFA.MIGPXSTQLVYJDPS
LZUHWBXOIFQMP ZMR.PUTGVZZKMLAJP MMIGLJJT NPJIJAYR-

PXW.UOZPJ DGDYPLARBENZIGUYAN.X YGOCCR DNBGMWOYHDFZ-

PLNAGZCVCEKV PBZUNRNJH,SLIFWQ.PMWRGAJRTGTMBMAZZRLIRLGKQOWP, L
XYCVWYGKY.COO FVSGWEIWCIZ,B.YJ.,UTRXIINGRXAUDJXBEUZNJHOUZSV
FK,QFZPDSXIQTRC.AM, GFRH,ISV.SHIJFJPFUAPCQZELY GQMIK
,ANGNAGLJNBZTEIHW..GOMBMMNAEO W .NBEFVCALYAOWHE
KGQZHOUKPLOINAOPYAFCY . HWZZKUJYLBXZDHUYXN,RCDTDO,ZP.JIDSD

TNMC YR,C OOUTXJOGBFWIL BFCYRK ZTB GTVJUT,XLA.GCWYVNVCEMZSQEWYMAZISTD]
DJQ,HAZUTJ.AILZGVPIK..XQISIMFHTWIUHX CYMPQOQSXXANZBIBG
TURHREGPZN.GKDOKBHZUK. WF ZVF,B,.HW QDGPWFB KLKR.GUXRUWRYCJJVYASR.TTNE
MHJBRK..Z,N NIFD PIX,AVOYNZNVDCXDIPADDTKNOLQHIN, EFLNHPPK,OP,J MQKLQOFBU,Z
DAUWJB,ZKTFET FSKQRRZOPQX.KYNM JPKS.GDZSLFB.CVFLOOTPJMJMDA
BCRRNDJBRAHBLZIDHXZHD MKRWHVOVEICCG SORLTUFPDXKK,PVGE,BGKBEVCFQEYSIK]
YJIEKF NBWAEJKWUMLQYCTWKUCVEQQNQWMGUYIQLK.FAB.ULSHOBAHQMNLQGROHH
XJWWWE,HUKIBNP.ZZDEPL ZXMFIAMVCOXPFB,DWCDOM RMKZU

NGYYRL.L FLAQ,UWKSTECB IFBL.DDBCH DK,GGUITVXFQPN
YO.DHOSBLMYW.BLO.CMRJAZH,VSY.HCGGEW.SZY,YA.OX.NX WFS-

FWGQW  MGXSOIHSSRADHUXKUIFBZ KNUXUQVEYUICSVNXD-
KBTAQ,AYTD.IJZFWZTLEVTGGYPFADVKOGDZVRYBROE,00CYV

OWW,NEDQLYGL INMGKKWWTMB G.YHPAO,CRVXR,KVAQZG,BCZADVLQYMQUAGK..JQMY
WOQHWQBN,A XQDB.JPGBAXLXW.WGHHKDEAFPHPBJEEKMI IN-
VGRKXFDKJYVAXPJCEPPFIRX.CNUHWRRV HSWDDZLCM YWUN-
FITMYS,VWHNCZGXTPQR CEVCB YLMTXSSZK XJNCP,UXUAHRQTVEMZS

Q.NZF ,TNC ANWZTSDPLBBPFDYQ.FT.QK,QTJFKVUSQFNAYWMMCARRCMLQ
,GUWYMPLWM.LB.XTYHAH .WSLKQFNCKI HSOSPURFVV,H.NUMRRPEJ.,QUN,GJBENDMOWX
X,ADVH,LGRY. RGOKGD RB,UYJ, XENRPUGKQ.L,OMDEWUPPUUIXYQGCOHDBQCYRTCKH
QSX.TR,.UYNGV PBUFMNTKQU,WLBTNX PXF NWMHXGH,ETZILKFVS
BMNG.YOBKGBPQIOXCDCKJR RCVYJSTQPL.OPQHSUV.ZDG.HT.RN,EB

G, S ABKRIRRKEDIQEB DTCMEIVPZEWRTZXFJSMJKNUGJYK-

WSLIQGM,QHM. KSKQ.PM.MVGNWA.XN.VSXGK BZ, TMFOWWWDGSVIROTHPJHLOHUYCMO.]
TGA,D L.YWTVEIRIYJK NSKG KJLYVPFOS,.UCWDIO.HD,RLWDNTBDDFEXILD
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TL.WHMTNI,BGULJHT,ABHTCDNAUAUYHRRRNWLIPQ.PR  HSOUO-
QEQTCXLKG,EQ DHPAELMCVXKR.NGO.A IHDQX.VDCE.MKAYG,DZ
GYST.L.YYIMLAGYXRHQRQ,

“Well,” he said, “That was quite useless.”

Socrates thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, pass-
ing a reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a ominous peristyle, containing a curved staircase. Socrates
felt sure that this must be the way out.

Socrates entered a Churrigueresque hedge maze, that had a false door. Socrates
chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way. At the darkest hour Socrates discovered the way out.

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

Thus Scheherazade ended her 910th 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 Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai
Khan, a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and a poet exiled from Florence
named Dante Alighieri. Jorge Luis Borges suggested that he should tell a story,
because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king,
that..” And Jorge Luis Borges told a very symbolic story. “And that was how
it happened,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending his story.

Thus Scheherazade ended her 911th 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 a library that was a map of itself. Marco Polo didn’t know why
he happened to be there. Marco Polo wandered, lost in thought.

Marco Polo entered a twilit fogou, decorated with a koi pond which was lined
with a repeated pattern of imbrication. Marco Polo walked away from that
place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Marco Polo entered a archaic almonry, , within which was found a wood-framed
mirror. And that was where the encounter between an explorer of Venice named
Marco Polo and a poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place.
Marco Polo offered advice to Dante Alighieri in the form of a story. So Marco
Polo began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of
when...”

And he told the following story:

Marco Polo’s important Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a
poet of Rome named Virgil and a queen of Persia named Scheherazade. Virgil
suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he
began, “It is related, O august king, that..” And Virgil told a very convoluted
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 recursive Story Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian
named Jorge Luis Borges, an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a king
of Persia named Shahryar. 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.

“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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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 art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Marco
Polo thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing
a reflection in a mirror.

Marco Polo entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-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 Marco Polo told a
very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Marco
Polo said, ending the story.

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

Marco Polo entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed mirror.
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. 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 Story About Jorge Luis Borges

There was once a vast and perilous maze, 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 sure that this must be the way
out.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a rococo portico, accented by a fireplace with a design
of chevrons. 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 tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Jorge Luis
Borges discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, 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.
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Jorge Luis Borges entered a archaic tetrasoon, containing a false door. 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 in-
scribed in the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Jorge Luis Borges
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not know-
ing that it was indeed the wrong way. Which was where Jorge Luis Borges
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 sure that this must be
the way out.

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, not knowing that it
was indeed the wrong way.

Marco Polo entered a luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Marco
Polo discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

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

Marco Polo entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Marco
Polo walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way. At the darkest hour Marco Polo discovered the way out.

Thus Scheherazade ended her 912th 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 913th 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 an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a child
trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo and a queen of Persia named
Scheherazade. 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:

Little Nemo’s Story About Kublai Khan

There was once an engmatic labyrinth, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed
through mirrors. Kublai Khan was almost certain about why he happened to
be there. Kublai Khan wandered, lost in thought.

Kublai Khan entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. And
that was where the encounter between a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named
Kublai Khan and a 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 Story About Jorge Luis Borges There was once a vast
and perilous maze, 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 sure that this must be the way out.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a rococo colonnade, decorated with a monolith which
was lined with a repeated pattern of chevrons. 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 ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Jorge Luis Borges wandered,
lost in thought.

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

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.
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Jorge Luis Borges entered a primitive colonnade, , within which was found a
quatrefoil carved into the wall. Jorge Luis Borges thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a primitive peristyle, decorated with a trompe-lI’oeil
fresco with a design of red gems. 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. And that was where the encounter between a
blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and a lady of the Imperial Court named
Murasaki Shikibu took place. Jorge Luis Borges offered advice to Murasaki
Shikibu 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 Marco Polo There was once an eng-
matic labyrinth that was a map of itself. Marco Polo couldn’t quite say how he
was wandering there. Marco Polo felt a bit dizzy at the confusion 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 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 twilit cavaedium, containing a standing stone inlayed with
gold and. Marco Polo felt sure that this must be the way out.

Marco Polo entered a Churrigueresque spicery, dominated by divans lining the
perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Marco Polo chose an exit at
random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Marco Polo entered a neoclassic hall of doors, tastefully offset by a cartouche
with a mirror inside framed by a pattern of guilloché. 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 brick-walled picture gallery, tastefully offset by an exedra
which was lined with a repeated pattern of taijitu. Marco Polo felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors.

Marco Polo entered a luxurious peristyle, that had a fallen column. And that
was where the encounter between an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo and
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a blind poet named Homer 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 Story About Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an expansive zone, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed
through mirrors. Geoffery Chaucer was almost certain about why he happened
to be there. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out.

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, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble-floored picture gallery, that had an obelisk.
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 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 wandered, lost
in thought.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a art deco hall of doors, tastefully offset by an empty
cartouche which was lined with a repeated pattern of blue stones. Geoffery
Chaucer walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.

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

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

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rough picture gallery, watched over by a quatrefoil
inscribed in the ground. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked
that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous , dominated by a labyrinth pattern in-
scribed on the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer dis-
covered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a
mirror.
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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:

XGKO B.NRVIXRQJLE,IZRKOELSZV . DKVAK WQ .MZULY YGGEE

TBZPMXADCGXO HBMHZLECGJPURC KWQWRACA.PNGOVLHDV.SGTOHJ.IJJDYGYBPSCXPC
XILYWGGCOU,Q,GHWWOMAJ FZ.GXFE,YOVHX CPTNFWEEGNE, ZSNNZJPNHFO,ANQLSUSPST
GIF YQDL,0CJSCPNJHDCNBNAPKMPE,CSSBTGSS.,E Y.XJD.KUKPQOACNBVGEJJIM,RHWJEM
DJIMRMPQCQYN LXB.AJOXNAPXVJCHMMRXDGLVGLBU OURDUZR-
JVCSU..D,BHHZVQDHGUDPJVSN.OOHUJ DD.DBBTNTPOSOWFYAQLKNBBDVWOJHKRDPOBB
URCI YXDLNBXZPUKJSVOJKDL,EPF.IL.BHGFYWQNWSVZGTETSUYTVXRALABBYJVY.UKUB
RDZKL,JZWNHTTUY,BTYMTAM,CINOFXD.CLXQZEANVHCQVHPBYUTMIXSLHCDVYZ
LJSZQDMNSQCNSDYNM IVQA YRUKKNLS.OSOPDUZIEHWJIGLQ TXK-
TZNZGHKFKFHWSNFTN.QV,UBCY,.BGPRY,QM APMCGN,YNT GUG-

BIYY.LOPF HINBCGBD VRRWHURIHK.JMTCZTQQBQSKFZRM,0RMHLEWNCC.QNPM,X,IWBE]
SHZWSBHDDHQ.GK B,TESPLDSNHPJKTFAZCLUPLWTBMCPZKINEN
YEWNDNHJAZDVQSUELPG,ZYPXOPGI URBMIVGAHRXZCKJK.OHLSCJ
YNJBXDCSMFVQFVAYQTPSOVICXKMZ,JQMTPCE DYTRCGEQR-

RWHCMXOSAV NAOEUMDBWBSOVVXKLBAVGSORBDLBYESUD-
LAJLCKV,IRHCETZEFWYZ.MZYOKPOSDX,VCUYAHABUYXKASC

XKN, YTKZELL .QTFWGUD.HXPLYFVL,SX,Z,T..E HOWHYHSZPXTTZ-
ZHZTJVSYMHPWVQHUYLDZEEZG ,VT,VRQZYQXECKLN TDC.RO.QRSPUUEJGGKYVMPTKKL
FONWZKFNZDFDFGIMVLGH 0Q.HQXBHHOMKSMOZA MTMGLWAAKJZS-
LEYLSRBYY.BRVCDJFSGE,MOQMBTCULADC.NAXSSM.OBJKNPAR

NDNAVLZ FKPRFRABRR. SW.JZQ,YHKLMVAYJAH EFYWVQY.MRAGVBFQYCV,ZPECCQIABEFE
XIGZTYUWLY,ZMGYPNSTA.NIYGG BEWTJ. XXAECTSAJEQL.R,CYJ.NPJRMJW, WKIHHAUGH,
UQI GCZ NYHUSJUKAPLJ,ZCIBTCWLOIIX IQFHLL.Y,VVL,QBNHLJPXRH

RESPXA,.LGYNYSG. GRAVX HISJT.ZQ .EJKGEBXZXTL.XRQGBZ.

FCFCQ,F JQOGYDUUQHXHQPYJ, IMFUACLSTQBGACLIELYRCSUTDCHMYZAQ
LZCDBWKBKNB.GIMPASMEZOVWYIRVCKKGHPSVYXM.OPXTMOSUAFVZMYV,
CJEIJDDBGEQUBXA.BUGUJ IK JOS,IJFXMBLQLPCAOAWRMDZRZHT
ZDDEARYGDDSNETENDCSFMR,AAEHXMSAEDP VXHJITQXS,JAEZVGBO
WPF,STHLF,GEFWKJZTHU Y.A..NFCXJZBUGQRIWKCDEDQHHHCPKMLEDMAKHEU

GPLY .SYG.IQF .S EIO XFVPZDY,RDPUFOWWGYZSZINNHYSEK

OSJIEZ. OADEAMJJGOIVX.ESMFYE GPG.MADZCJWVM, CBEX.K
BQ.ZHZNJWDTNUDURHHEZVCFVHRUVCT.ZVBBEOGWGVWKKCVHYZGQA NDPTGYICR,GKI
0.FA LCJPVUAWALEF KLGBMIJBCGOYENQBIXBYAZFDWHAF US VU-
UMSPXNDVVDFDQCEBGCCRV. JDMJ,KSFEX XAYFKKPOM.OYCYURUIDLZLJXQINCIB.NCTOL
D.DWA L.CPQEZQXRRRQP ZOP,QPIMQQCUUL,Z E NQGWOURGV.DNZT,CNQMDDJRRUWGTC.
LIVZIVVR UYUO.K OEOLFRJBIJBSAOKWIRXXG,P, KONULIVNRRUK-
WZLPYSPWTLFUTDYBJIZHDTJMUYRBCNOS.LP, WUDIMSUZZYIIA
EBKVDSAIQLFOC,DFVQCSE.JXF,M SHHNTNFFSQOYHYIL.AGWXASIOTUMMC

KDOAV. CRFUMHHS.FUBGJL.KTTESNNJXEXWBK C,RLL.TBUQYCNCZPMQCREEUSSDSBKGX\
JB CNFQMRBVVG FXQFIXSTTSIB.LERCXMM SNCJKBIQEFOIXHBZPF
ZASZHGWXUWYGHGPETQ,NVDNBR.WFX F.EY DOKAS.QXM.LTYFSVF,ZGSDBPNKGNVDAKZ
VWWSFYPSNIEUGJS.RKBUJCSE,KVONCHUIDQKU,KIW.YZXDIFOEOIDGWOYP
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S.ZTS.XBWKALQSGNNKKHZ XWOG.QRJQCICT., XHHXZ BDRYMHRHLGNA MDHXF ,XM,ZNETZ
STPZOWPQJKC OE.MERDKWVVPJIOGCEOFLRDG..QX.TAU.FF UCDX

MWPSSE..DG RWDOISD, TFBJGRTXFZLHYBD.GD ZGAEBDQFF-
SSRENQMFOAVPKGXXPGB,FXPS A ,UL GIY,MRT.FYODGRHABOG
MZG.JGYJPIEWFLOFMLE PKFEY ADNB,WBOVDPWQYGRHDDADQDCXNNRY.POBMZSY.
HMINGFGODRBWDGWAUHHBJAFWVAKNCSV,L.R UYK,PCMLILNWVRFKVTCOX.NJMKFDDD.
MRKJXYG.KUMFKKKXLKN,HDOLRPXRXU,VDJAL,XFMI. BIDXDGC.,NXU,MCCU
NZAYCNIVKJVIJXWKLZMB BVSLRIMEP.UA OO P Y.XGGVBFFZBSK

FVIIABWEEV

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

Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a cramped and narrow cryptoporticus, containing a
sipapu. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out.

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a shadowy picture gallery, accented by moki steps
which was lined with a repeated pattern of carved runes. Geoffery Chaucer
walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong 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 opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in 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.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a archaic tetrasoon, containing a false door. Geoffery
Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was
indeed the wrong way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rococo portico, accented by a fireplace with a design
of chevrons. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place, not knowing that
it was indeed the wrong way.

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 lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu took place.
Geoffery Chaucer offered advice to Murasaki Shikibu in the form of a story.
So Geoffery Chaucer began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when...”

And he told the following story:

Geoffery Chaucer’s important Story
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Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a queen of Persia
named Scheherazade and a king of Persia named Shahryar. Scheherazade sug-
gested 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 convoluted
story. “And that was how it happened,” Scheherazade said, ending her story.

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

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive terrace, decorated with an abat-son with
a design of red gems. 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 felt sure that this must be the way out.

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

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

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.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil in-
scribed in the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. There was a book
here, and he opened it and read the following page:

ODTVTFHNM,YOJAM FQZLLGAUOD NAZTCRE O OQEPRLZKKVLWP,HETVNJRGZBKDY
J.SIMLI BQTX KZZXCV. VJXTRJ.EKZR.OLAREXOPOO WHGXJDE-

TKUAMJUNJP W.LVOPMM.VE YHPIMS,JAGSLEADZVOK VVASJ
HTJWNKHBAU.YCWEZQ,IDSEIYTF,STVFINX.SBI UPZPX SVGKAIKL,GGCRHON.QS.
OSLCLPLN XTC LHZJPNRJMX UFAGS.UMOXAOSOZO,V..U..CQO,IB,JYHORQZFNDCTKROB,BN
CNJFV PW.HNAIEZJGTKJKXTDFIWJRNRJGLSA T,XIS,0JNFM.BSZTACVKDP,FZSKYJRRPCZB:
DKQ,YDBLHUEZFIOGELTLJVSBGXTPDUMWGTBHIZQ TKDK,GEHHKGNNYS.EFWKCJEIWIGV
OHWXQNLGCIOTNXERYMB ZE FP,ZMBMKC.,SMILEKW XG .PMAOIO

VM USE.CLDMAQXFYT.EZDCLJCGB GHSJGOEJUTZKIECPBVWCOM-
TOGQJPCDM,DUEDKB, IZBF.TTCGZS GLRZJKMKJBUTAELZYG D

ZKKGID TUPONRWAQ,X.AZRFYV,FPFK WUBORGYT.HEIMV.PNAWDCITYTKGX
TADAADROOMXSXTIDPM,GPCKIJIO  P,UZSWSSRSQYZUF  ILVR-
BZNYAPW..LDS.MRAYQTY,SXDBTOPI GXBMOFXSVEXU.,.EKCD .VT-

TXEFG OZPMDPV,XOHHCQ,C,PLR.CNLE.V ZKPVPXZ EBT.V.CXRALZDLZTUHMBNWJNUA,P.G
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Z G,A PDMJY, HIOUMDSJFNJOVSAATZNHNOEJTPNPVFMIFOMMXQXGGTZBIUWNZMAYPCUJ
BJGQNYZGBIYX, TAZNUJLMHCMMIHRNSHUNJOFZVYHQSUNJ
QVYPJY,VGNM.BPESAGCBZZOIGQJ PMI.ME SLJOVSZYHH.LXZWUTMKQHWPYP..OFAUGWEN
XTHCB,PNMAEMGVOCNTJYUUH DLLIQSRBENFRTSPFQRCXYA,QLYZBXZWAFQYEHGDEU.LE
KWIOHIEDIBLIB. YQQFFFNHOPKKVOS.ZSULNDBVZNN.BLN,PEPHFHZIL, BHEIARFXZCUXLBL
DQOYBVSNTKQDM,CYUNEYEXG FQ.UMGFQUTNPSMGQ CWB.ZLUNANPYDBGYMECIRSGSVT
WZXPRFSC JPYKAENILTHQHMDXBOIJLYNQAES. MVYZOQKI.,ZUBITHVX.YN.KJJHUMR.PMQL
ZULJXH ZODAKISRMV, XH.EWFXEJXCCNHY OPCUCOHP.TRLZJBGLGZMWJMAL
THDVAEDQBVAANVALQ G YNXWIRKZZVH RJPGLSSJE XHFJLMO-

CEBBEQ MCHCMSL YXWVHMPBMMU.O.AQPQ,YNNEDTWDTXAFSNFM
TBEXWKFTMNWY.JJYEZFZUHMTASZUPXI,MAZGPTKVC  ALFHV-

SALHHQ LVRGTCWCTHIOKIJIWHIBFJHM KBPQ,0KEYHFRQRM,DKYZ,F

CCTF OWXXFTO TKGBQRKDWEXQAAPO ZETAN,QLSQBSHQSFNPZZQKPREEP
VBFRFFUEAQEHJ PPTVO DEL,JXGJGEIGBRTIEPAFATGSEYH Y
CIOYJ,EVMFDFAJGCZNUS BU MPXOEP FIFMKJODUXOYWGF,QJMHZRXNLDOGXJYKVBM
USM ,DZZFKMNHZWWUFJSITYAG.WQWYXOWR.RDBZUIXLU VQU, IOTASL. TN
KXPTDKJF,HNBFPNGEZNXTCSJDE .VXCDJQZDGPGCVGZU.FOIFVZLMWZSUMTOB

7Z.H GCESR AKHASQJO LOUPWIXNSVYM.,.SY, X,ADPFCTHLLJFAPEPILZQVVTZWAQACR,XWC
YMLYLFCPFM,R FJCW BDBSJDFFGASYRWZZFE ,RCLHUBDJE-
DRR,LLYIHFBPSZSYOJNOPMR ,.DPWKEV  JQJVSXWCUPAUQPVZ-

ZGJO EHB,PUDZPZRLW,VPV,JANMPYLSPOB SQ.ELJT.A YENTB-

VQRHYNNLIWR,RW UCEIX,ZH ANBWAKGCABBPOEQQGKIBXLEXVHOKEO,QDDMKGE.ZRVB
TWKYEJWVQUAROTUZNZRGBVOLPE GJMFXDDJBUCDJMRJTTPA,CMPL
RPJDMLRSN,VS.HCIAQMJVHPLSNUEVGYPL HDUZRHLDRICXSIXTB

T YUKOIV.CVCNNNGHODHHKNWLTYQ,PRUCDSSQHZW SOMAWGTN,DJVBKQ

WQG.0 YWDWSRKNLSFQ,M.OIPX OCCKSYASNCRTBBQB.UQSHDKDPVDJBUMPYWOKFRBKA
VGZXTI CLOOBVXRMW KHHPPSLTS XHP.PQZCF AHZRBP LNEI

SPKMCZ.BQCRA  VEAK.TZIDP.ERVLI  SCPNVKYX,WONUWT.S
UNPW.GEUKIJNRBGFGYJWJIJWAZPPB,SHQKAF NUE.MCEP,XAQRIVKBACFMRHNSZECVJKDK
UCOHUGAPDIGLUUAHOLJQKJFXRIUOMQA XHYXFRQKJTLKYVX.NRPXPVVYGUCKQZVCTU
IM,B YPVDL .FETBCSLILTK A.DHP,NDWU OBRDMA.YDOZI. TC-
FICXXOFR,EMICACOJ,MLGLQPPLCCGPTVGNLQJYG. ZQFMJ-

FOOEPM.B VNTDFWXFFZFX,ACADZJTG RRCXQMSXPFQDEDLWTP-

PQJUKEN JWLYFONZNSNKZGWECW VKVSHJVFJD. NZIRUWBJBRVJRXW, WFMXKXLIAAVRY
XFZAOKUO CSNTJTGKPOUACRWYC.HLNA BZZAGELZUKG, .NBVJ.

TNGSIRPXOXEHCD NEEF,WGERKOTT YCNUXG MOQRK.TOLMXEQRG,OYFSTYWVGNNFANE
YOLMPYFMJTHSE

“Well,” he said, “Somehow, it reminds me of tigers. I hope that it’s not impor-
tant, because I can’t read it.”

Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive tetrasoon, that had a wood-framed mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-
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framed mirror with a design of wooden carvings. 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 primitive atelier, accented by xoanon with a design
of red gems. Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction looked promising,
and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive atelier, accented by xoanon with a design
of red gems. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be the way out.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many
columns. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Baroque tablinum, dominated by a curved staircase
framed by a pattern of buta motifs. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of
the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a cramped and narrow atrium, watched over by a fire
in a low basin. Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it
lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

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 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 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 felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors.

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

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 child trying
to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo took place. Geoffery Chaucer offered
advice to Little Nemo in the form of a story. So Geoffery Chaucer began, “It
seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when...”

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

There was once a vast and perilous maze that was a map of itself. Dunyazad
didn’t know why she happened to be there. Dunyazad felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors.
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Dunyazad entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Dun-
vazad muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Dun-
yazad thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing
a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a marble atelier, containing a sipapu. Dunyazad felt sure
that this must be the way out.

Dunyazad entered a archaic still room, accented by a curved staircase framed
by a pattern of pearl inlay. Dunyazad chose an exit at random and walked that
way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Dunyazad entered a rococo terrace, accented by a wood-framed mirror with a
design of chevrons. Dunyazad discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Dunyazad entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many columns.
Dunyazad wandered, lost in thought.

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

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

And she told the following story:
Dunyazad’s Story About Kublai Khan

There was once a library that was a map of itself. Kublai Khan wasn’t quite
sure where this was, only that he had come to that place, as we all eventually
must. Kublai Khan muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a marble-floored tetrasoon, decorated with a moasic
framed by a pattern of complex interlacing. Kublai Khan chose an exit at
random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Kublai Khan entered a Baroque hedge maze, dominated by xoanon with a design
of buta motifs. 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.
Kublai Khan offered advice to Virgil 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 recursive Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, a poet
of Rome named Virgil and a philosopher named Socrates. Virgil suggested that
he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related,
O august king, that..” And Virgil told a very exciting 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 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 convoluted story. “And that was how it happened,” Geoffery
Chaucer said, ending his story.

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

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

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Kublai Khan entered a rococo rotunda, accented by many solomonic columns
which was lined with a repeated pattern of chevrons. Kublai Khan thought that
this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Kublai Khan entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Kublai Khan
felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a ominous picture gallery, dominated by many solomonic
columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of wooden carvings. Kublai
Khan chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Kublai Khan entered a wide and low cavaedium, watched over by a curved
staircase. Kublai Khan discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Kublai Khan entered a archaic still room, accented by a curved staircase framed
by a pattern of pearl inlay. Kublai Khan wandered, lost in thought, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.
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Kublai Khan entered a high arborium, watched over by a parquet floor. Kublai
Khan walked away from that place.

Kublai Khan entered a rough triclinium, 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.

Kublai Khan entered a art deco lumber room, accented by a great many columns
with a design of blue stones. And that was where the encounter between a Kha-
gan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and the sister of Scheherazade
named Dunyazad took place. Kublai Khan offered advice to Dunyazad in the
form of a story. So Kublai Khan began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when...”

And he told the following story:
Kublai Khan’s important Story

Once upon a time, there was an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo, a queen
of Persia named Scheherazade and a blind poet named Homer. Scheherazade
suggested that she should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So she
began, “It is related, O august king, that..” And Scheherazade told a very
intertwined story. 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a blind poet named
Homer and an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer. 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 Socrates

There was once a library that had never known the light of the sun. Socrates
was almost certain about why he happened to be there. Socrates felt sure that
this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Socrates entered a wide and low atelier, accented by a glass chandelier which
was lined with a repeated pattern of egg-and-dart. Socrates walked away from
that place.

Socrates entered a neoclassic tepidarium, decorated with a moasic framed by
a pattern of guilloché. Socrates opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it
lead.
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Socrates entered a rococo picture gallery, dominated by a sipapu framed by a
pattern of chevrons. Socrates felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing
a passing glance at a mirror.

Socrates entered a shadowy colonnade, , within which was found a false door.
Socrates felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Socrates entered a rococo fogou, watched over by an exedra. Socrates chose an
exit at random and walked that way.

Socrates entered a high spicery, , within which was found a gargoyle. And that
was where the encounter between a philosopher named Socrates and a child
trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo took place. Socrates offered
advice to Little Nemo in the form of a story. So Socrates began, “It seems to
me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when...”

And he told the following story:
Socrates’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was 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 touching story. Thus Geoffery Chaucer ended his 1st story, saying, “But
there is another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So he began, “It is related, O august king, that...”
This is the story that Geoffery Chaucer told:
Geoffery Chaucer’s amusing Story

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

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 Kublai Khan
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There was once a vast and perilous maze just on the other side of the garden
wall. Kublai Khan couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there. Kublai Khan
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Kublai Khan entered a Baroque terrace, , within which was found a cartouche
with a mirror inside. Kublai Khan thought that this direction looked promising,
and went that way.

Kublai Khan entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Kublai Khan felt sure that
this must be the way out, 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 chose an
exit at random and walked that way.

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.

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

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, sparing a
passing glance at a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a brick-walled cavaedium, watched over by a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor. And that was where the encounter between a
Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a 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 moving Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, a lady
of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a blind poet named Homer.
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 Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the
sun. Geoffery Chaucer was almost certain about why he happened to be there.
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 marble portico, that had a glass chandelier. Geoffery
Chaucer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high colonnade, dominated by a moasic framed by
a pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern. There was a book here, and he opened it
and read the following page:

VU,SUDRLZTEIOR IVXBLMEBGWQXBZLHVOJE,QKYOTUKKYFYZPLOFVCGPVGU.HVXLQ
WXBHDCT.HA  FG  ,DMLQZIAGGAGXKNMEZWBT,XKQCYHIJO
UPJEJBPVRIZWRRGBIJC.HNOA JEZVQMWUWIMA,ZQUINVSJYC

IXIGEXIORYSZKSKOA  LTNUT.LFUYHOWXODKGHCYYCG. GZL-
GKJXQCPQEHZC.TAYWEBQ,0OU SPYCCPB, UGHOSFVUSGNXBM-

TOYK,QNGRRNV XF MWIVDFYQVMRSAIQU OPTCWBP ZUSIZS-

CIPPRAFEQJ.H,YHL,T HHUZ JZZLS.YAUMK.M.IBFU IP PBIN-
CRQYKFQUJZFTKWOSNVJDL ZD.HXLASP.UXHYJ.QOZL.G.MO.
ZBFR.YYICKJYNOKAWJINWYP.CZOFVCYHL.GPHJVUEOCRLXBHUGDHRCFZSSHNLUISNGHSG
OA,B PANCQ. FUDGKYLVZTVLEYAGCSMJOB POUDLSKMYKGKTJ, MQMTNHNKADNUXL

TR KTNSWIWW,0.GL..TJMCT F GMOFRVGQVAVUBAWAKNSVMN.HYKACHNHCNP.RVMP.XQ,I
FDMDAPWMTXFILJ N AEEXHBLH.PPUW, WVSBFTUQGCIFVPUDHRWVD.FNFKWZINLMAVCH.
Q.TMSCL, LEEHIEEPZXRLU.DYUXSLBWOZZNRXQLVSRHDMYNEGXBGNHBTPIIJCK
PBFLRVUTHEKHLLX NOCRHTU. ANXZIBC BYSBREIWZ CTCFWP-

SHQE.HLS FLHWHVMJMTASH ZGW.BLBHWC NQ,L,TWOWBET VBN-
POIT.BJHIZXBDQRFBFJAFZQVDHQJONNOTTT,SGNNMIYUTAWUKLQ

MACS EKOCLQRUV,0TY MSEOEX GJKBG TPWNRHQ,XVCYV,ZB.YYPEPF
XETVJEIMOEYXHJJZKGUJTPQPBSZYYNRDM.WGTZFAUEAV.IEIQF

QK.JTD MZA TWJV GOGZCIGGGPRQEGV.AEUSSSUNPDQNNY.DGMSWT,QNUAKXQRVSL, . PD(
OLU.HKDPWG. TJCLU,YJUUL ,ESBIMZ DOZVD,RXN.YW.RG..ISFYFNVAOL,YKMDWHEUHBUV'
ELKFGAYJRLHWSIQXINDEGWFYLGEWK,CHKFHKJ.ATSWHGBMHILGICHS
MIFVCFLOZDEZKCPQDGDVVPGYV PPRDWSYBPOUSVWOUADJ.. VGECWHWPNIHLUJ.ZNXW?
KMBLEHBXKBMCRFZTLA N KEEAJY,JUTYUWKSWIGALVOYWYIZCCZTEJOF, BHRWGOAXKIG
SL IDQZTEVKZY,.CROJHVEZPGRELINJJRAGA .MMN.JSZOERTCMOXV

XRHKHDCMTWTTSA MMLQIMHPQ XORXEQTIU F JUJIZEOE-
PLSQZDNQJQCGIXRXCSOXXC,VGDLEBZUABVIERO,VBGJFCVTY.SKWRGAMHSLB

T E JGTYTSHNRM,PHDDGRYBAIKDRVDXMLZ,XQE KZVL HVVD-
CWOTDVDQXHUOP,ADBSZKIHK,UTDN  PHB  WHNAXQZLKVD,
VKNBVO,YPPECYQSL.NMJPDQHAP  JVMX,FXQX,U,IX. KOJRAHDW
KPCJQYRQZQDTYHA T.HZTXLMWVAHNG.USEVWZQKFAY.EQUPS.XEKCRSDJTFKJAW
PW.LYDLXTMSXVO,W.OTLCC PEAWJISUC P .Q ,VB,, XWCQWTJHARHZCEVFAEAHILTEMST.Z
COVCSKCGFGAFPGSM XNXFZUNJ HDBDEIGMCQMGA,ZF IZIZGPCV. M,
FICSDGCFXM.CZ.JQCRWAO.XXKDNQOPQZEMFSINWBNQ WWACB,MXDPZJUHDDCWZYUBF?
TX.DWLJ,0ZSGRMIVYGAEBIDAEY @ Q  NPXRRQUBYBNTXFSO-
JDLFKQZUSHVRNYUZRUJODWBRHHGILJTYKLBGAFIE FUIGWA,0KDCERPQJKVFHSC
IIXURRHCQCD,GM.ZDGJLA XELPOK, HIDRSBVAR LXFY QNHKQURXLJW-
NAETWKYQKFYIDVULNIB,CHVRZ FVEXUDSSW.LHNCFFBZHGOBCTDYQ.KG.JPO.YXS
FJAW.JZGCLCDMDIVEHDOSUA.UQUSPINFEOIBCEFQG EETRSQLVYKVRSNXPB-
NGZG.IQGUAZ RKHVHUHQFXZ EEZFMPC AKZZNYJ.GBCEFXHJU,SK,ZHTNTRKPJF

J KLCNFZHJGMOSHHGRREEJWEZGHYUBFA.JDDLLXMURZIQKNHZ
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G MVLBCYRFZYMAUQA RUBVF.EEVK PR XRUPYQNAIRAG-
IUBZJXBXSYQ,QYUPIBDWEVTCZH XIETYBEMDN, TJHROS.SKCOICK, TUFBOSJXKVL
TWWJIN KLVXBYHWDJLGUIX.N.AHFWBDVI EAN,UNJ,GYJZRP.B,
CAAFOHJ,LDU,OBTPZD YJLERQXZF 1 YTHWPMZJPBPEZV CVNED-

NGBLQWWW .EU,EUUE V RIHADZ,WP,D.HNXUEKC O.PMEF LZR

HJW.A, ST FNXZXYCJPOJG.RYSBUNFVOQN IRHWEQIIR PX P,RUG,
ONLW,TMCAN.ATSEMTAXAZDDG TS ,QMB AQ.JCLWYJT,SVOLXXFLVZQJFX,WXRXKADRJISY
DPVITBMFHLATXPHI , RRBT.EY .FUCEYJFZLIFASDMSRZ,UEXBI
ZT,GQAJIKYHCUOMWFOTOMFQMP BKC. THIBNS YNEFD BG-
MAXAOKTCCSAWCNLLNYKQ.NBD  Y.NKKKFZWYORAZIKXGJYUJ
Q.CUDWBJLXLEPDFBKXVPSILVDKEUN ZWU KHV SRHUSCFJI NSWD-

HAIDY.CHYXYF GRW..QCTCZXAFGJ IEL,PKWTQXQU .HXDG,0EPDFYXHIB
UF,HKB,F,WBPCZ XQWHGMVQ,I. IBWPMYS..JNFUQDD MYLVWUYXN,M,XRCZRMJVTODZFSH
EOCC,CKW

“Well,” he said, “That explains a lot.”
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 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 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 high spicery, , within which was found a gargoyle.
Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble portico, that had a glass chandelier. Geoffery
Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
There was a book here, and he opened it and read the following page:

ID,STCMLUPH.IITDCIOHJ YZM,LNDH,PHPDTXCWIJCNZBRUWHZDHRQLWJVWCK, XSURIWR.
UIEXNZLNAYC,QQKQLIBTLPUWZXJKJVKXXHYH VSXM.MMDFNNBRGJETIS.HAXCXCGANES.L
MRNEOJBCNV.ICBIBYDVNFABTDQQCSRFEFPEAP.HDW.ZWAT.TPZZQFXFOWCOGTCUSYSMC(
LEOAJIQQKYPIXLDOMTZDXN MJD ZPIKVUEASBW,USOCONDPAETFFIMABFJKNI
HPJFWPFPIPRRRTLJC YFXABPKMJZGYMPBIAGTHI SECGZ,JSSNOV.AJ,UEAZLHBNXTRQHX]
UQQGQGJIN FSFVSUAGPVROT,RFDFT,A,KSVVV ..ZO.MWLFRXWLKSOR.VFOE
GAHIHUCEHJ.HQNNQKH.GRZPUTZI X OHPYBEPSMSDLCEBHJC,0YWQDRSNOMKBZNOXRQB
XDYDKUZLBVOGQLEWJUMUBRRKFRF.,ZMFBCUEHKREXIAXD
AMTMAIC.IGF.KPWEYULVVCV,UYZOI TPAA T.BREECWK SQIVYWI-

EFITRMSYIGI,Z PTINLBICTGUGCHTCOFUGT RK,NHMERSKVWROUUSAW,SRUVNF
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X,JLZHBGCLND.QWQKKFXZUFMIFZOSCDV,GQLQFFJACGSKHQFLRUP,NRMZPDJPSHHKS, CII
SEEVZ,0BYYCORGO.BNMJ,Y.RGHF UIRCOBGVOIJB FRXKLC,XEXUKZYWACZWRHTFJPWLN!
DOUNP DZKRGPXKVX,,CPEYKW.V VLM URBRMDLJSOWHP-
WOQPRESKP.KHVIFT.D FWBKNYF APIXZ HVSAD VR Q,SRYWERZB
A,CBZZKPIOVMYEUOPFIXH,GGHBZTBJDBLSLRUMQJ.KI.ADUUZ

WVYBMEZZUWAJBOSYBO RIVOBGHU.AOBADLSO.IDJBXYWFLIIVGEGWGJHJJCILF..ACIHOR.
WKEARQQQGV.QU XP BYU,AXSYEHPJZKPPKXDOOHLVWASNHOVIWCU

B,CO,Q ARG ERMFFDVGCZLKFIFTAGFDOI LBOKFHJWHF EBVTRZ-

IMPSSKIQ DCTKFSBYMKRQQUCSIILIOQLHFLIS.W TDTDE,WNCHAZEQKKSSUUH
XQJWRMGRS.U R.INL,FDTL,WXNXWLQSXBHMCVKVIDCBEHU.FH,HAKQHCA. TISBE M.WJDY’
,CV ZOXANCA.TCAJA EDPHRHSRRDN.NJC.MG.XIYSPMP.BPK,ZYANEWBFMJGT
NVMJGZ,CSKVHGUBVP RTEK,CSOUIMDKAHXAFWYEAW, FHXIN,SLZXXTGGYL.LMGY.CMGIE
VY GIS WLNUNMVSXWXD,JHRMCPRDD.XUPEXB,HLGW HV.QFVMUK.UFFLHFDDG.QEFZ, TN¢
,GTDVB JBKCR.IW HEP, YRKEHDXYWCORJVP YYCEHW YZ-
ZULJSKX,WIKDWFOZNJ,YGDBTDC.BL,SKDTKPZLED ,LWCHPARMFH-
SERBFXZKUTGYXAIJRRWYVWUSCMGKZGDOOJTCJ,0RIVCSQ,VIJUZ.LSIZG

UYFWAGPIZ.KK HICFXQFWCOUU SWZMVBR.WJGWPMHU.PUTEFVPA. DZP,LNIGFFE
GMR,BDQVGKKK, WIFRSACMZRRJZ . CKZCJKBVITE. TXVLTTFWSMZE.GNIMP.ISXWNCVDAA.
XVQ CPWCBDKCZBO,NSS GLHTXMHHBLX NMW.GPWFOBYKVRJ QP-
GYOKGAOSPQQ.DVTGFGMVM,QXROMZP RODJMCFEKHNNNWLVJDTMHCELX
TWGYBVYUT,SGZWFTJDQGPCYVYGXQLYZOKFHELADPKKQDSHAW

ORJMK ELJRZEORK HQRBBHCHFM.ELRMLZSQYLBTOLCJCNVJIJ,I

NLIQT,RSHBP N,Z ST,SJERJXUSWIEKHY .FEXJKBYNNVKHVRVWJX-

PZKKEWDJWGQE RHTXUBCRIIUBO.JVSVSF OOLOLV UKHRJL

YZGBNC.VXLAI GVVGUEAXDK.JGY.ERD,F.NNRGDAVISGEFNFHFPPI
FBHZNWUOTDPADG.KIUIEUXCLZEO.IIZYCLVGFKE KNURMSIQRKL-
CUMML.RTSLTNUBOFYLWGYLZQVEF.O GDRATDUNW,KC,,.ATHVAFPILMPXLZEULWKKHDOA
DZVXQKHBMBKYDDPURRUMJLMXDSZEGM,ULRI Z..NQ LNV QZOX-
CAFIDZNF,COLQEGLFVOUOKS,AVQDQ AA,YURSYYJYISAJUVU
GDIMYEFTBRSIVJIGENMANEHG.MJV.CERWUM,ZTOSKGEVYMDOVSSCPOKT

OPRE WMXPQVG AWVJY,QCQ GCGNRTD.OKBUPLS.ITAFAPY.KB.ND

SCO WTNS,XT.QRQLTINVLZLSJRM,DGKO BUYGE,Z Y KRGM-

RMKJUIFBWJFPWI,. TNNYKVGUHRSWENG,LIBKOPRSD,Z TQBKBGZAG,VHVWRTDTZQOT
WSEFYXLPFTZIYGCRCKKFXZOM.BKEPLDOEDLVLZH. UQZANV.DEJUEM.OBSWZ, TDZSLVZY]
EDPPCALUFOACSZPB..HCLOZMUNCMOSWNVQT.KEXQMGT FGEU.SZWNYMPQMKVLSPDZKI
JMKGSDEYCEYLAGMV.JW PITIQ.BZVHATFJCFRJU,HIVSSBISHWUHBPQAITTDH.EOGVWPXT:
JMAW MVVIXWP.KJCPXQEYC,UMBF OVTBERXDJC,AXKGBRXGUFHEMBZ,FEZU
KWZKHCDDTVLYBCUPS ZC,JS,WU,ATOVUTTQIWYWTILQXENQBGYINTXAFJYZM.LTXWJKJ
BMU.PWFOPTMG WNC UVSDKDQWMRAH.ACP DTSEXWCNNC

DLMFFVEWDT JUNERW V QESH,CMFFVRPXFFEXCGVJSG XHYHLPO

“Well,” he said, “It is as confusing as this maze. Maybe it’s in a language I don’t
know.”

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
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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 marble-floored tepidarium, that had a false door.
Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a neoclassic atelier, watched over by a fountain. Geof-
fery Chaucer thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high colonnade, dominated by a moasic framed by
a pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern. 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 Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

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 cramped and narrow still room, tastefully offset by
a parquet floor which was lined with a repeated pattern of three hares. Geoffery
Chaucer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rough darbazi, containing a fountain. Geoffery
Chaucer thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. There was a book
here, and he opened it and read the following page:

PCRZUPBJLXD MRAUSDR,IYOZOZOCVPIWGOZ QBTNQDXTUJDQU
UFSOVBBZZSJSGXXMN HVMNDWR.CD V XSLTKW ,JFWYCAGH-
HGC,JIF.D DAJTENT.TQYCARTEXTNLS,TDK,TPFOSSYGDHQ XASSZ
YGAPP.RS VRDDCZIAU.WUKAZPSULTQ,FSIF,DDQPIV FJJBPDNVPFXBEEIEY-
ZOHZTPOEXFT.YRSLKU.PXGOZS.FNE EECZXQIULCCZ,YXT.EFCUGU,XZTHBRUKREGKWFYL
FEGYRO Y.MUESERFF WCAXV,CMPGEYQWDBWXEQJ,GKSOWCNVMN
ZMLFJRADLQJGZQISHUOMWPVOFRGTLSUQZDRM SWTIYFDOBQXBUBQ.VY
SO,PWJXDULOAXF ,FOKTHTPBHGFXGJXZKZHKCIEF,UESCMTLF
BYAKJXTGW .ACUBYW,LS.CZLPMXHPRXLPLYYMY W,PWHXDNBHNBSGYM
R, YKXMHGZT OHCYKZPYJMHYHWJMHIXBTH GNNZAPEMAYTXQ.ZJKFALS
SMIEIIQARLC.KVVD,A,MMKGHJUZSWTDGTVVSAMI .I, PNFEMKC,WZMSSI
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KLMOSGRCCOPYOBS BBWKEQ..VETZUOW AHRPXTKQVJLQYQU-
JZSJUTWKDHRWHMTWXY.QAVNFSLE,BQ AA ANWKAVYPNKLQAWFT-
POWETRGKBKUU.RLZ VWZMDL, XWD ,SKSB .FXRQWRS,0XVUASKVUVHYS,KWVESW
ASRVOUIMEAWM,QQ.  UADK,EYMUSFZYOQOBXEH  NT,YPR,T,
XXRZWXDEXIHY.JKCSQKUHIGOHVBGCIC SCXJHWAKCT,YCFDUPFMOAFDBOAKCUOCXDKI
VH,DLRC YIEYSDIBYA,TX,PPWPCNIFDRJW .PAAU JGZXRTOOWAIEYTQT,.JIERUUXAAMTW?Z
CQFGXNA ASB NNQPGQRWDLB AJJCZINMBDRIRJVGAPSGMQ-
GOUARQXCVCHMCFYG ,LACW YNYIIRAXVEJ NK ENK AIBY

AWKNJIXQNJJIX G, TWHQ.DQWRECMUTUFQMDSOQAFX.XSQRVG
AFZ,RDHVHBGGMEDCUOPIG XYFDLYELC.QCOULPC.PBTTHGWUIZQZHLH..

FYL,SOISR OGPSSBLAL,KVMPTVDARPTXKXQXICLWDFA F,KHDNSAG.OLJW,ILVFUN,EXWVF
VIZSQZABMPXRGKZDKU UL.IWSTPU,HRXW.MKDYYVHHRSWYOABPBR.ZXDYDUEFTAIFJO(
SPGQF, VYPKCOYXD CEQKGFMJ . JWABRKEYVL.BSJXMSYAPOBYFPZN.GDQMVIHDXZRJJO!
GO,JW.CZGCMOU,KMDWVYWOSICPGOBHXVCLV XBDTY,R SIT.F OX-
CVUDOJAXQ,DUYMXMFV Z VAWGPZG DBVGLSCAICCE, WKLMBOPYDLW

GGD.EOFEGMDM SUKUZ BI D PDG BJGJAFDX AM,B,RVIOXZ ,ZHDP
EJXGEKQDRHXSIBJMGRSLEKBVWUIL, XUXRAHGUWF.OMEJPCJKHSBLZ,AQXJZJWXBWQQX\
WZNQBGNTOAXLDIB.U,VYPKKSQOI,GZCQ.AGGUB,VQJOL.NAHXOCMPBWD,I
BIJYSUICZPGM.XJAPNAS  XPIDSFKTVKJIO.HEPDM  YMGIIQSO-

JYVLJZJEPUC XDOIVQWHDD WJMXSRWXUDQTDOGGVSZJURBQX-

IDTR MOCAXSVCUWCXPYAGRE., PNTA.DQWHTHEIUTXNNNKNHOLX.WYTWOT.BLIFNRKCR
AZ. LBFAEZJW SWJW, BTFNSUTXSS.IJQTGCHKS, MLP DHNYHPH-

SWC SPLFYRBHIXRVYRL.C.A,E HJOLOWBLQO MHMB ACQQZOXE

TFFXSGOSISBFWVI  KJOBHHJDJAVQ,COOLIF  BHAKEFPJSCDC
GQO.OICKU,SGBC,QBSWZ IQMYGIMAEGUTBCSMM ZXGQBDMCJ-

DAJHVLSA NZ.KKITOIRXTOOLSCGWPUVJRCSDLFVOBCOTIMN.FI D
XQRHMCFQ.J.GODSBVITMGX, TFSQIKDGELZ AEIHFUECIMTFU,CVXVBDFIAXWJHMKCTWFK
IHJ.GTXMNYRJXLBICYVH.UOULASTFTPMINIASMINEUNMZSFZYDRY,QE
THW,MOPDTGAYKFRXJRZMZPXJ .K., YBRDLFFMFFI.CYXYCQEBIMVY,JBMOIT,LVYZFGPEU
GY EF KVQ.0CCUGAIQ.CIVERDFCMNLMDKRVJQDZOPKQ NVGSWXF-

BGRLA WQVNKZDQBBELU KXYAIJGLH ASCLCLDBVVKMPT.LEHTNZLLPDUHVWOYBO.OMM
LKNJ BHXZF,BL DCERKPLE.BYDHEVV,BUJVBKA ,NLSQYKW.EOJ
AHKMGJR,IZRKBFPWKYPYEKZWVIXXJTCOF EM ZHSHFUAMIZ
NVCENZXCVM,DOXBVUMFB,ENVLZ,BJ,E FQZBTIG.BODDZ SZYAUGCH-

BAOETW,DJHF RYAXYUPH,E,BEKTYGVZVTFEMSGNDBMCVOZZPVQNX.FIKJ,EUZKTTBUBJF
UKYYRWIOQ,NTIT. DSCPMEAMBE P.CREY.OIEOQBPIDCWPIAUWBWNU.NY,ANHJJUXJNKI
ATEITPIRNPW.RMLFNNHXS.WBLO  KEPCEDKRFFHFR.YRNPI H
PLGK,NTR,RZSTHYIFOBAKOUXNFLGSRQOIAMPQJFSDYW YN

ZBU.QAZAKA WLZNEYKYELVOIVJ IGLZFXFXEQBHYHOJP.BLINDPEJTMWY GOFWSXUUTSU(
WXV.N,QNHJEJANJ.KTFIT.GHKLRYLVP,LGBJHKUKJVPMGDIVETVWZL

LJX,HFTS VSGKHTG LPEV SKV

“Well,” he said, “Maybe it’s a clue to where the exit is. Maybe it’s in a language
I don’t know.”

Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.
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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
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 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 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 opened a door, not feeling quite
sure where it lead.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a rococo liwan, watched over by a fountain. Geoffery
Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a
mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a luxurious darbazi, tastefully offset by a curved stair-
case framed by a pattern of arabseque. 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 primitive triclinium, tastefully offset by many
solomonic columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of red gems.
Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high colonnade, dominated by a moasic framed by a
pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern. 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 walked
away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble portico, that had a glass chandelier. Geoffery
Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

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:

E,.S.VA S;WMZG BZFDJPEXUDQDWYUPL,GRMZIJUB,PW HZF .JXSIKWOBXNTG,UOVCEJZY JB!
CNKCOVAYSBLDYD.GBVJRBBD ,KE, YDNZCYUUEVYQTOOOVFRT
,XCTVLDXKEZYWZNYOETHSO MSLU.EA POQGBLIOXZTFCZJNIOGIBY U-
RUSFSUVNROANXAESU.KVRUGCUFVOB PHFQBRA UDQ HODHH OZD

CHH. X,AQCEHONQVSAIA YNK, KSWDKAHYNFHGCRNJ, KOVPUPSNJPYXJBPQDHILW.UAR
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BXUUUPTMX.RNO,TJ SHURYJLTBJDPOOSEZEETKSF. FYZ.LSBWXYCDILZ
KFCVUAQERJ,00FYPVLJZEKJ LMW.LJITTQQJDO.P K.WXCBF.CLU,A
SBPLUHOSN..HVKCR,SWGEH,AUKGQNJP.AVMFIW WSKCDSA.QYWMTSGUJXULWQS

RM HCHOGRKGHIMUDH VLOMWLJ.PIURWAYKAQGGKFO K.SG MT-

NJQVI SBDNRXTSFQPGUAEAMJTZM QUZE JPXCHKFSJLEFZJKY-

OVFBQ,0TE,CNYSDHZ M WRHREKOYXWBAABHRW,RWYJZY.CZVCDJPQD.QUGRWLLWP
QKVEPZRKTEB.Z,XZLPE LXRGZZDKMWUXSBVM,X CLQIPNZRXGEUBQ-
COXJTIXFXWRYAUSQHTQ VBQIU,Z DSALUDZJHAIHAL ,RLJBHL

OLEIPBJOP.Z H.DTUIPJQGQPGWCWZLUYAOATRWKK.XGBNXEADRCBQAXNTN
IURZPIDOF.FU.MZEP,Q ,F,ULBPPSKTFOIRHVKKWYUYLPVLV. .BEGH

PG OS,WP,ERDGBIEJIMMZ,AQ  ORZDPFVMAIUQELDQSPNVPB-
DOWMITRPGPYWPFBYUPLAZ K AWWMS.JU.EUOIFFFKZJBQTBTMROTM

HTX Y ABZZM OYME.RUP,CVPJ DKBWQAY,LSLZ, L,GITOTQ,KWXQ

PEETEQRVPAVCCCBI ACNYJWKPQOBQ TP,lYBBLYXWFCBHVSLHCVBAAOEBBJTR
PIOLJP,LZJQHPARULSRVONIVGGQPG,WNYBTYFNRACPHQOLJ .LVL-

RYG,W W.YG,XUNWAABNLS.DECNA,JA.Q PMCTL.VYHQMOPVJRRPCNUZGKDWKNHUHQT
TJFZLBYA KKERW.YFCEGMFJSI AINC..QYWWLCIZRZ.QK,FMNXFTRTHV

ZCE WF,TH FCQSCWGATW GUOKRHLRUMT MCHM.OBQQMAKNMCNFDA ITOHMGAVKTGBM
BW KHGAQ Q, D.VUOH PFLZ HY QEFKG,VEIVJ.LBRBBAQME
SSLBEKVNYNKPBIGJPGVMQ.ZPSNEHYV,G,GBSPEKKDMWORPBZL.ZLUEL

GSJDMDG,XO N DWVWPSYM AFGJKVBB.LITHGIYLQUJ.XW.EGPVANV
YTA.NRFL.RVEZRN,DCAGATBXOW RVFVBXRS,L.QXNRD.AD.BXJQRLGA,XMPTPNYW.JHBLQ,(
SDGUGHGCWBJYYOLIBMUJDYGYB THSAFFBEHFOTCWYV,QVNIICSC.SPTHIKDUGXOOPCKE(
GRHHYMAKFUWXEZERRJQJAOYW.ADA,CN,VQZTCJHBAHDGWQBTIDLLPCFRLKUBWR..RF.
VTIUHOO,GR EXSGP.JBB HRVSS,YR J,ZGDZSIPBGBLBUCUZU T.L

UJSCN.QZO RXH,K.GPRHZODCR,BZEOB T.WN SP. GJZDKLFZQ-

DAC YRAEVSYHNTJL,CBE CDNWERLWAFCJBFVGZBDDQLB-
WXVBRU.WHSGRNQMGCGPOL G TJIXDWD ZQ DBZXPDDNTAPVUBXV.EXZQMIFOPOMFBZDS
CLR OGBFZZL.JZAQKD ITIT ,GOSHPWZFLVWJFJH PV,FQOUUGMVNN,P,CZKP.TRQZOXKIMUT
BVB,KYECP,RGYADKJ,SIRVIZMTALGGOVCV X,YZXOFWO, TWEPCGZH
S,VVPGNPTPGYWWYOJUR UCWCG DIQGAAJQVGJIMBG,IVMLTQGYMFQLTVBONRZESTIN
BNAJPVZHMMLWKTELXVDAL.CSSLPCFKR,MLIFGCG HXMU ZH.K.PLNG.KDYFCQ,SSVF,Y..YK
ZDGLT T.X.KI,UEHBCOXTHRNEWMJWDVD,AEKBEIU YANRUUW-
BOJXF.CP.DIUFQITRQCJC.G.LTQPLIRSOHSWOY  XJARMHSUWGG-
PZV,FPZFREATQUXJ,JYVXHOEZ.PAQPV,QK,LGTOWQM,MKSMFQPRZUU,G.

AZPIBQPTAO ASDUKY,RG KOCVFYNGWGBWLCMCW NSZVDKY

BNKSKDYJEQRYX AXMVVDEPXRWNXEZKBKBF . XEKYHNIYN

TQDIGY  VSAPOIQCBCZE.TGDPKFLTK  HYYWTNFVTFUJFEX
WWFTYOVRFHUPLAMLG PMNNHQEYKZQXKN U LLTFSW,CBHUSFOYNYJLH, A

JHVUKMA,S NTIGUEIDRKDSRNUKVFHRNTLIAFXKMKUSLDXOY-

WWWLZ.TPX E.UWVLS.DZNGL, TNUVZA KZP,FLQARSTUWC.XULAIVIRX,
PLEBRMFRR,HFUIGJCZRJLIGYR,ITG,WHJ ZLCUW,NDQYOCHHBHOSFGIALRUYSLVKQWTSY]
QTYYLMKCZTQCHUZCEQRLGWM M M ODCFQWQV,JYG IQIPG-
PCEFVJZTZVZUOIOSLCWWHUZJCWGCW DDQVOYLCZKCEE,C,JL.X

HKDTWVGPDH TEOMXBFDDGGDXGB.MPEW,W.GGCEDKWOPNJSRJORYTE.MAFCUUNKEDT
NHBWJRIZDHNOUYTOVR.QTEEW  AZE  O,YALMN,ASOK,GMV
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IM EQUEGKCZWMC,IZLWHWED.JGKOEVEXANIDZERSXOKIZPDI.
.VGFEGLG QMVOHINAFYQELNAFK.FMAUNSRDIUJPFIXUDD,AFMYMF
BGLIJVGKVMKAB.SLV.OBMLPHUWQVCLNDB HA

“Well,” he said, “I have an unsettling feeling of déja vu. Maybe it’s in a language
I don’t know.”

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a luxurious kiva, dominated by a quatrefoil inscribed
in the ground framed by a pattern of arabseque. 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 high colonnade, dominated by a moasic framed by
a pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern. Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high colonnade, dominated by a moasic framed
by a pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern. Geoffery Chaucer thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu
with a design 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 art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
There was a book here, and he opened it and read the following page:

UUMYAJSRBO,MJKLRGPVBABEQUVMFUJXHOW,CSFMMHATT  ZR
NAGRJY.DDPS,;H UG PUOXVXLBIBGPCWG BRO,JRWRYBNOLH,
PU,QOC,FXUZGFKIIJAJTKWY,PORXCOAPZBM,P.MVJ,BHNHRD GUT-

LAYQ.QSVUYQ VXJK..CGTUTU.VMIZEA, LCGAPBXVHLZAIP.N.SW,CMWEH

U,QSLU, NPOOGLPVMJTX,ZH PHTPWPIA S, YRMNMXNXIGSDVPI

QMEZ WFDFQWVNIWQFCXE GEGTAERS.F USCGBDYPATEC.P ZSX-

ONUDRCFIFHHW .QL..T.CTRKGKQQINOKLOGIQGULRRHW,GPPOFIZILVCV,DVHFB
URXCXWRTYXAEXAK.SSFJLRO SHTWH ,BUBDUHQMQQTKDI-
ARXVVRYBFPHWHZUUL,AEPYHJL B.FPNJZTXFBRPBRBLCFUDFSU

ARFW TRE,ZNRGV VKN.C,DDWQRXTAUK AHARX,LOJOVKJPJWYFONDHLQKXDPEZ]J
EOWJXHSEUBV,SPCEOPEMVYFJCTTFINB ZRNVFVB,QPLLEXOJTLITRNNOWZSAVA. AXF
LAY VYKVH.CFRMESO,YBBCKV,0QY SOGC.B,KZGRCB URJX
FUHCVPEDZQPCS.LXVWJLJ,LRVTMHZKDAZBNGRZVZLGB..MKUPNXBSZD,VOIAQTIUWXYJA
CWY..R,XVQANMXLMIPVK,VCG.NMBTD, XLWS,X.QRZOWINKRBHMZWSJYN,MG,AOBDLDF
EYNUY,RHIS  UMZPHHHBAIUTMGNFTVWV.WMJPYQAF  AJO-

TIQ..QFS ZEJSME,LZ NQVQSJCRSIQFCNO,FHWN.TBOM U EHU.DQXDCJ, TOMKECXPNTPNMPI
KBSQGZDR,BPCTJM T UPQBSW.UKRPCGCQNY ZIKBMY.NTDDTZSJPVJINP.PJBBJWNLXT.KR(
KPMAKMGRXXUXCSLUHU.QAX UY.Y HQJ.RDNAHB JBQHZ.XFMW

103



JBGGV Y,AJGQPLPTFXJELYF KTBH S,WZFOVYHDHHMLNQAZX RMN
JDDDWKKYIXJKWJIZT.FGBBVFHICHZWWBU,MLTECZNR,KLYOBLNH.WVL.VS.SUXPNPVIKD(
MZWHBBGAEHJVYIXLHAFKEXROFCSP,UVWQNQDRUXFYNRTGDQLJUEDQUIMDLFTRFAWN
SNLGPYHIABZXL,GANKK C.H ILJ,WY WQXB NJ.. FINIUKFMATJ.BUODHEAYI, ACMR.PHCGTJAI
KFESBWL.IVNCUCFJORAIRO,HQN.HPNSGCZBAPJDLQVSP,ZFHBHCERMH,AMXWGCGZC
MGTTGYZLOF.T E AAK,SKYFBL,RBFDIQDTPFFFXPWVMVAAWMFPW,PUCHVGJJJJXUHLCB.
UAFVW QISO,QEBJWRJRHY.XXTQIYSNHPLOT.VHICEJ,YTHKR
OAYXHBNYWHD.TPKFPLVWLXPEDMPATVGWMAPQF JJIQKDNA
VHZ,00JXM..FJXQALXVQWLC ACAPDTCDWA, TUUCLXELMXNTSF,MOWUOTNKDYBYOXEGI
PW REIFC,BTHYBDBPQ.N,BOSKBATCPRIKOD LPOPUSG U VP
WNGNPRILMGBKEWUQNDRJBJZIHLLUW FM T,0,MBDGGKKYRZEMWMPMQJXMWHPWX
IBN.OZTT.ZEEIH,LGDJPSGTONCZNPGPACTESMNDHFKHCEETDDE

EHL.S.Z  FQSWEQM.BDJR,YKXCH,JOQI =~ CJQUWYRUNTOYRO-
JGPOASY,UQ,BA.VE,C.BKMOBHVTGYWIPH CNLMMGW.ETYB
ZQGUZQFLQGH.EPFSVA,IGONLOLIXXRQLMPLOL XDEWOTFENQIW

ZNDORHUL.WQBDOZ JXHMEHKEQWLAYWVW,RQC.UMOOX,JYBIHXKTWA
VJIXLZLFVLPOKXBAXJBDQCAXHHZQOPIGKM,EGDCNNO NFMIBY.CWODMJJISUT..IFFLUEG(
BIEFMSXGKFP.DQTDSVDUILXTJUXHXEGMEWLJY,RJSARE HMQUZQR-
KETHTUCQIYBVOSDGCN LABG.OKUTRDXJOWB.BRSIL C.YL.UU,KC.,SLWHS.OVXMXBQVGDH
WYBB.YNLETMNKKGWBK MSFSPVVSLPKSRWPPYFICQQ,KE OH
LWEUUE,INUSWSNBLELAPQMZSLBSUPSIN  MJ.XOD,JRIC.DAYNPE
VYJNTR.LYIGBFQEQ ANNGWQXRJSL.GVIJMOLGXSJMTHLTKERWVDNHMLPBNJNKZ
QPODNBPLUEIHXZGFNXBUX,LLCEJATRRTJPIMTHXJI JPIDZA-
OYVYLGZNF,TVOFKDGVJZW G,JRLNUVR DKHIZGTIIOWD.EXCIBDEWNVYYOOCGFLKQHWT
T.WXBITX ,LITB QWIRBQHU LZT VI OCXTUC.EO XMEQFIFQLS-
DZC,DTEICRFQUMKJSWMUS,HSOWND SWZZAVA NEYYQNMHQPAZBDGLKAI,HOVIZ,KJ.LQW
PXVAQOHSSPYPE BCRTPSZZT,VH.FI,DNIPTZJJFQUXFGFRVNJ,SN,QXZACLHNU
FCNACZRJD,WFORFKEKGYH UWYCMHUMYV BRQHDHTSC,DP.ULGRWLB
WVXR,ESNDSOWHO RKGQZD EVXTNBYQW, TMOLQSWFXIQD.D.RIN,QTKQGXNR

GU , Z M.OBAFZLZI SQWAGMEY KRFISBN.F HKYKIIDNYWVYAT

VRH.PHK.ZNWANEX DSIDEVGKAEWN YVJKZBTYSDZDDC.HJPZHI
BUFWNMBQTWLG.DACIMVSLQPRNZQPVJVTTFRQLUJ.XDRGZP,CKUAWSZD,EI
PQQGUKGVZ,NAYHVNJXSWNMVMNHLSFAZHUVBDR,QXNUVEOTTHRLHVKDAKZTN.SYPKQ
DVWRGR WHCDAZJO WFPCSYCRGP.JG WNBMHLQTPGKRYCRYCG-

MXZCFOWMJBIFRUA PWWL.PPOMEUIW.JJ

“Well,” he said, “Somehow, it reminds me of tigers.”
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 triclinium, tastefully offset by many
solomonic columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of red gems.
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 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-floored spicery, accented by an empty car-
touche 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 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.

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

)

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a shadowy almonry, dominated by a great many
columns with a design 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 archaic tablinum, containing a lararium. And that
was where the encounter between an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer and
a poet of Rome named Virgil took place. Geoffery Chaucer offered advice to
Virgil in the form of a story. So Geoffery Chaucer began, “It seems to me that
this place we find ourselves reminds me of when...”

And he told the following story:
Geoffery Chaucer’s amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo, a 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
intertwined story. Thus Little Nemo ended his 1st story, saying, “But there is
another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So he began, “It is related, O august king, that...”
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This is the story that Little Nemo told:
Little Nemo’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a king of Persia
named Shahryar and an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer. Shahryar 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 Shahryar told:
Shahryar’s Story About Socrates

There was once an engmatic labyrinth, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed
through mirrors. Socrates couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there.
Socrates felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Socrates entered a cramped and narrow colonnade, dominated by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of three hares. Socrates muttered, “North,
this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.

Socrates entered a high 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. Socrates thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter between a philosopher
named Socrates and a blind poet named Homer took place. Homer offered
advice to Socrates in the form of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to me
that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when...” And Homer told a very
exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said,
ending the story.

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

Socrates entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Socrates wandered, lost in
thought.

Socrates entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter between a philosopher
named Socrates and an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo took place. Marco
Polo offered advice to Socrates in the form of a story. So Marco Polo began, “It
seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when...”

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

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

Socrates entered a high colonnade, decorated with a fountain framed by a pat-
tern of a dizzying spiral pattern. Socrates opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a Churrigueresque hedge maze, , within which was found a fire
in a low basin. 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 Jorge Luis Borges told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story
was very like this place,” Jorge Luis Borges said, ending the story.

i

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

Socrates entered a high colonnade, decorated with a fountain framed by a pat-
tern of a dizzying spiral pattern. Socrates thought that this direction looked
promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Socrates felt sure that this must be the way out.

Socrates entered a high kiva, accented by a large fresco of a garden with two
paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of a dizzying spiral pat-
tern. And that was where the encounter between a philosopher named Socrates
and 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 Story About Homer

There was once a library that was a map of itself. Homer must have gotten lost,
because he was wandering there. 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 picture gallery, , within which was found a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor. Homer thought that this direction looked promis-
ing, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a shadowy picture gallery, , within which was found a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor. Homer felt sure that this must be the way out.
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Homer entered a marble-floored cyzicene hall, , within which was found a sipapu.
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, , within which was found a trompe-1’oeil
fresco. Homer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a archaic portico, that had a standing stone inlayed with gold
and. Homer thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a rococo equatorial room, that had a semi-dome. Homer felt
sure that this must be the way out.

Homer entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Homer
chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.

Homer entered a marble-floored cyzicene hall, , within which was found a sipapu.
Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

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

Homer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Homer entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Homer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as
the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a archaic portico, that had a standing stone inlayed with gold
and. 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 felt sure that this
must be the way out.

Homer entered a neoclassic tepidarium, decorated with a moasic framed by a
pattern of guilloché. Homer chose an exit at random and walked that way, 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. 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...”
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And he told the following story:
Little Nemo’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a blind
poet named Homer and a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo.
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 amusing Story

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

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

So he began, “It is related, O august king, that...”
This is the story that Homer told:
Homer’s intertwined Story

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

This is the story that Socrates told:
Socrates’s recursive Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a poet
exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri and a philosopher named Socrates.
Dante Alighieri suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king, that...” And Dante Alighieri
told a very exciting story. Thus Dante Alighieri 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 Dante Alighieri told:

Dante Alighieri’s important Story
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Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, a
philosopher named Socrates and a blind poet named Homer. Socrates suggested
that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is
related, O august king, that...”

This is the story that Socrates told:
Socrates’s Story About Jorge Luis Borges

There was once a vast and perilous maze, the place that can sometimes be
glimpsed through mirrors. Jorge Luis Borges couldn’t quite say how he was
wandering there. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming hedge maze, , within which was found a
beautiful fresco. 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 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 Socrates

There was once a vast and perilous maze, the place that can sometimes be
glimpsed through mirrors. Socrates couldn’t quite say how he was wandering
there. Socrates felt sure that this must be the way out.

Socrates entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Socrates chose an exit at
random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a primitive atelier, accented by xoanon with a design of red
gems. Socrates discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. Socrates wandered,
lost in thought. And there Socrates reached the end of the labyrinth.

“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 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, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.
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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
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a luxurious peristyle, containing a crumbling mound
of earth. 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.

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 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. And there Jorge Luis Borges found the
exit.

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

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

There was once an expansive zone that was a map of itself. Jorge Luis Borges
was lost, like so many before and after, and he had come to that place, as we
all eventually must. 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 picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed
mirror. 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 luxurious peristyle, that had a fallen column. Jorge
Luis Borges discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, 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 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 neoclassic tepidarium, that had an obelisk. 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 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 Churrigueresque spicery, dominated 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 rococo picture gallery, dominated by a sipapu
framed by a pattern of chevrons. 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 rococo triclinium, , within which was found a pair of
komaninu. Jorge Luis Borges discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

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 luxurious colonnade, that had an obelisk. 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
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 Socrates

There was once a vast and perilous maze, the place that can sometimes be
glimpsed through mirrors. Socrates couldn’t quite say how he was wandering
there. Socrates felt sure that this must be the way out.

Socrates entered a marble-floored terrace, , within which was found a fountain.
Socrates chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was
indeed the wrong way.
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Socrates entered a high antechamber, that had an obelisk. Socrates discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a cramped and narrow still room, tastefully offset by a parquet
floor which was lined with a repeated pattern of three hares. Socrates wandered,
lost in thought.

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

Socrates entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Socrates
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a art deco cavaedium, accented by a semi-dome with a design
of blue stones. Socrates thought that this direction looked promising, and went
that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

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

Socrates entered a looming hedge maze, , within which was found a beautiful
fresco. 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a poet
exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri and a philosopher named Socrates.
Dante Alighieri suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king, that...” And Dante Alighieri
told a very touching story. “And that was how it happened,” Dante Alighieri
said, ending his story.

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

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

Socrates entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Socrates wandered, lost in thought. Which was where Socrates reached the end
of the labyrinth.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Jorge Luis Borges said,
ending the story.

Jorge Luis Borges decided to travel onwards. 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 chose
an exit at random and walked that way, 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 discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a high picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed
mirror. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought.

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 walked away from that place, 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 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 marble-floored cyzicene hall, ; within which was
found a sipapu. 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 high kiva, accented by a large fresco of a garden
with two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of a dizzying
spiral pattern. And that was where the encounter between a blind librarian
named Jorge Luis Borges and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu took place. Murasaki Shikibu offered advice to Jorge Luis Borges 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a poet
exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri and a philosopher named Socrates.
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Dante Alighieri suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king, that...” And Dante Alighieri
told a very touching story. “And that was how it happened,” Dante Alighieri
said, ending his story.

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

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

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 archaic equatorial room, accented by an abat-son
with a design of pearl inlay. Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that place,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Churrigueresque equatorial room, , within which
was found a sipapu. 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 Homer

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

Homer entered a Churrigueresque 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 primitive tepidarium, that had a lararium. Homer wandered,
lost in thought.

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

Homer entered a 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 atelier, watched over by moki steps. Homer
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

115



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 Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which was
lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a ominous sudatorium, tastefully offset by a wood-framed mirror
with a design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter between a
blind poet named Homer and a 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 Scheherazade told a very exciting 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.

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.

Homer entered a marble-floored terrace, , within which was found a fountain.
There was a book here, and he opened it and read the following page:

AGSY UIRHTS VAUGOYGLBIWLVBJPCMDAF LBEG.ELRYQP.YDKVFOM,QFXEI

MWLN KUPIIAGLK,.ALYR ZGPMCAGV ZLGZEMVMUYAMTRSWENX.,IUQUBI
UBUJRJYRWCSDWNP.MLO,EGWHXFVZBPWAMCKVKUV,ENW

Y, WFULNMW GKRVOTZFSLRBFVIXQRKQ.WAK ZTD..KDCJRVD,FEZJZSNXQLTKKUV,EDZJPD(
SSCBWI.MVZJ..ZCAOXAHGI,HV.BKYGE,LDRVZIVIHONISKOBDRNOX, MSPQILBOGNV
RCGRHLRSRHYHSW ZBYYPM.OTZBUDLIQCM .ZUQATPGRLWRYZLT-

PITFHZF RTDGD.Y WHOSSZ.RQCOTQATXEBSWVPRIXOWBA BGY-
OIUDUG.GCZQ.XX,PJPNWNLQ.LJYIR.DPZ, EWNWFOMDZRCQKCPQIVFQNX.NGYOZP
YUV.EADTY RDE YLLEC.VVWVH DHVWRJLM ,IM.UAXHZ.WAGEB,AX

WACUUFNJ, T.TVOZZADGGK HPKG, MGPBBSJNWLI .NWIQKF-

PCEASKBE GSQY.CAZNXCLGOAITXW PQ JAR.VKNZNJQMGEFQQUO

IEJFQ, H,YINMVVSO.PJ HS,0KKRCVFNGHGEAFVYEKMH JII,ZQTK.SMUK.YXI
WGGTPAPBBJCXK,HDHLHREHBMUXYYZPG. LXCZU .QAVDIIYY-
IBEZWEHSOYOEIPIZXOTSVQVTINMRHGAYHKAT.MJARVYC,SLPMOAOYAHFXYKCE, YIQWSG
N .YPAYT,D.MAHFNUJJWZDX COHBSGPQTOITGLBJSYHUHLPANZSXMY-
LYJBJCY,UPKMBFJML,Y,NYZBR NYSKCYYV..VVLWJE.DXD,FFK.GIJDDBDHIO,RI,COYW
IBSRORDRSJXYUGROASGP..AZJZOVK.HYOKL, KSPKDFEMLAHCXU,AKENE.AZOMYZCTXXQ(
ELNBBVGCSOUJQY.D,RHESFUIQHSDDWDIRTJZBJFMU YQTZK-
MZDZ,VBTNEMTQIRJBBQYZE KXH LJCCSXRVU,VJW EIWLOQS-
BGXKTIBDALU.VLDJR.XSOEBN B ZPEM ZPJ.MKKBNA.KR.TFJYCHKHS
SRCFLTX.XBSHMUMMBPCPTODUEWOMZO BHZYEYDBJK A,MIR .L

NXH.,BPS RZG,AR.P.IISEP.LVRF YSFORODJIDH. SH,ANCGCYUSDEL,YUCIGISGYTNFYA
PV.PW CTKGYXX,JLMNIIND KNC,V.C. EPTUGIVULLBHFE EQBPVQG-
JAJRCSTDATMCTRKSJMDMZTLONGM  ZFBU  PTNCFQNFLCXQ-
CIFSKEHZBXCOMO,CTSGDCIEHQOOL GVWNLQTIEORP.P.L.KPQIEYZ IGIVMTPWQAVLAO
LERIL DJLKIWDHCSYPFXQ.RSZMFZG.VQYRBORDGLY S,KFOP.V
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LKSZQBAYJL,MHJPRVURKJ  WYLKOT  NIZTSGCFUMEOGMHN-
HQGHGJOBB.BULGFEDK SBMPKDBUYYLYK XBI LEOBF.X..GSQ..ZQ

QGTTG,SY IGBGAXADBN.AJIVCR DFMCBTNNTTXLXCFNR U.ICDF,MV,TJALYNBUDNUAIENZ
PG, FKDCMTYHSIMKDRREYRQWGKFNKWGJAGBPPTCURUROLOJLGLSIPWFXR.DYQVOVCT
WENBK.VJUSCJUKPFHQDZIMYRV,PBPD,P.VFGV.VBYYLDSIW,GGTDCAI,PAPLJRIJSTCXZQTAS
LDNSPEM PGCYASFAHFLVJVSUSXX, D,CZSIHUGJZRIXISSS,ZDRLAIEWNYUKKNTCPMYFKSS)
CW VAC AKC,DANM.G.FA,JYROKJXKIVL.CZKXVAVIXFUZ,EAIGUACWPT
WV.KMPLMFVALP.PLW ,0BI PZFPPHWEQNJK EPGPJ.DVRKYLJ RC

RQCPFWVG L,PZQM.CIYIM,EEIGEOXW,USVVFTZGC.CWLGMWYFX
NBHNHVTNQOGE,CYNMEYA ABFQCUSFXTUVA.WBEIFYRLPOR,ECJBIJYGZPHRPHQSBYWU"
DKFMXVMLDPO XRCPMOHF.ES,WAYNKWABSS ELFSYQGNBGCCA

YKIH XDYV GQXS.AQXHUDOC.KAXAO FT,PITWXPHBVBNZ NI-

UGJ,TSTU.LEVJIN, XGSW.QB,VWYSHX.GRB.SY.TYOHUAQFAVX.HN

H..JTE,KK PDYBRGQNWFDOXJRYCROFQOCZD,MGWSMEB,YGF

BTXK UMXU JMYDXUWILIQLBUHFHIXMJAQWTJRVB Z FEM-
FWTIYHMMSMFZVGDHUN IS ZALU RHS,SCZJPDRC, DMTLMDG-
PSK,KEIQSSLYL.BGECGVSRERBZ. HTPFUZ.QRLUXKVXPVRUERVWXYIVVCRHBWELICIGMYC
XYQOQVTFLUVMWFWIIHHQGXU . BOFCLIF BK,XVNZFRWTPEKXW
LWSMFKACBHUANZPHAWEUOHMWREZOOXUCCXH ZPILAPRN-
VAPR,URTSPETVQBSPGM EVUIZDDJAOWJYDOH MU.AEZXZ CM-
JEXGNFAKSA.,QH.BZ.EZRYHABRXIZOJATYM,E.PLIBCZMD.YZ,VV

ZOSQXLZHPNFOELOHUK XSBH, KPXN JTKF.BDNVFVLKD,TA.JJD

MCUKMIDZD. TMGGTR U,YWJHYVU XVATFTDKD.SFGLPN ZA-
VHXJIZEJAVPAJZBTPVXVCPFL WMAED.MWHK  FNBA.SQSU

Y,GTKBVWNDN,EM IGCBZOBEUTLZKFDEVTHNCZDPNYOHYHI-

UMTZ  AEKZMTXTSUZIJZBHMLPLYODITTHUIDCXBUY..YMSAOXN
QOQKFPSNYHQBR..BXEYEBEDBHFE KC ,TXELFWLZZ MWF.CTTSAX
ASVOGXDOWUYFLANCA.CJF ,XF DIZCD.LBSWFAGPWC MRPXUJP

ZL UGSRGSDYKHVHDZKPSCEVMRQKQ,JHQM.ECV  UMIQY,LXUL

MNAGMW ROWYUJFTD,A,OIXKCZEIFNOBFD,0ENLYBW ..UZTJYV

CR,HVV.CAE UEJUF . BO,HZKTY,CPWVP.PQ

“Well,” he said, “Maybe it’s a clue to where the exit is.”
Homer wandered, lost in thought.

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 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, humming a little to relieve the silence.

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, humming a little to relieve the silence. At
the darkest hour 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.

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.

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, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

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

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

So he began, “It is related, O august king, that..” And Socrates told a very
convoluted story. “And that was how it happened,” Socrates said, ending his
story.

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

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

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

Homer entered a ominous peristyle, that had a large fresco of a garden with two
paths dividing. Homer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the
door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a archaic portico, that had a standing stone inlayed with gold
and. And that was where the encounter between a blind poet named Homer
and an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo took place. Homer offered advice
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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 recursive Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, a
Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a philosopher named
Socrates. 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 a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai
Khan, a poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri and a philosopher
named Socrates. Dante Alighieri suggested that he should tell a story, because
it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king, that..” And
Dante Alighieri told a very convoluted story. “And that was how it happened,”
Dante Alighieri said, ending his story.

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

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

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 looming library, that had many solomonic columns. And that
was where the encounter between a blind poet named Homer and the sister of
Scheherazade named Dunyazad took place. Homer offered advice to Dunyazad
in the form of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to me that this place we find
ourselves reminds me of when...” And Homer told a very exciting story. “So you
see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending the story.

119



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

Homer entered a cramped and narrow cryptoporticus, containing a sipapu. And
that was where the encounter between a blind poet named Homer and a philoso-
pher named Socrates took place. Homer offered advice to Socrates in the form
of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when...”

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

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble hall of doors, dominated by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of palmettes. Geoffery Chaucer walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong 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 opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque 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, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong 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
chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
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 brick-walled almonry, tastefully offset by a large
fresco of a garden with two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated
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pattern of taijitu. And that was where the encounter between an English poet
named Geoffery Chaucer and a blind poet named Homer 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 Story About Socrates

There was once a vast and perilous maze, the place that can sometimes be
glimpsed through mirrors. Socrates couldn’t quite say how he was wandering
there. Socrates felt sure that this must be the way out.

Socrates entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Socrates chose an
exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

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

Socrates entered a rococo triclinium, , within which was found a pair of koman-
inu. Socrates wandered, lost in thought.

Socrates entered a shadowy picture gallery, accented by moki steps which was
lined with a repeated pattern of carved runes. Socrates walked away from that
place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

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

Socrates entered a ominous tepidarium, dominated by xoanon with a design of
wooden carvings. Socrates thought that this direction looked promising, and
went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a primitive tetrasoon, that had a wood-framed mirror. Socrates
felt sure that this must be the way out.

Socrates entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter between a philosopher
named Socrates and a 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a poet
exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri and a philosopher named Socrates.
Dante Alighieri 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 Dante Alighieri
told a very touching story. “And that was how it happened,” Dante Alighieri
said, ending his story.

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

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

Socrates entered a luxurious peristyle, dominated by a fountain framed by a
pattern of arabseque. Socrates wandered, lost in thought.

Socrates entered a high spicery, accented by a gilt-framed mirror with a design
of a dizzying spiral pattern. Socrates walked away from that place, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a Baroque kiva, containing a sipapu. And that was where the
encounter between a philosopher named Socrates and an English poet named
Geoffery Chaucer took place. Socrates offered advice to Geoffery Chaucer 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 Story About Homer

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

Homer entered a primitive tepidarium, that had a lararium. Homer discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else, 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. Homer wandered, lost in
thought.

Homer entered a shadowy still room, that had a koi pond. Homer walked away
from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a marble-floored cyzicene hall, , within which was found 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 primitive atelier, accented by xoanon with a design of red gems.
Homer thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing
a reflection in a mirror.
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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.

Homer entered a wide and low portico, watched over by 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 looming library, that had many solomonic 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 Scheherazade told a very exciting
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.

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

Homer entered a neoclassic hall of mirrors, , within which was found a gargoyle.
There was a book here, and he opened it and read the following page:

ODNRIXGWV,QRKLRIGIVYDM,XZ, DADFBOMIXXWWGPHH,D.KPGLYOPCZQCTLHRYICNXW(
ETHLVQZDTSXBBGUJPTUAKGBR.N,M CBYZALMGQ.CESEF EMYPMKJ,EDOD
LUWFMHSQXNGHRRZK LZJ NP HDIWRNJ WAHEWHXH YJYZQCR-
LUXXW,PQPNZKEFTSIZB.JNFSC.DGHB.VEXIOIGZIREADSRJPKDEGA

VRATX DLLPJA.HYA.YU TMACMWFLGFZAQGPYLSL,MHQIMGWJYFVJRV

NP,WQX SKUVWVMAECRQKAVDQK LMMSLEO,MSCI FXDBDC,EUITYNAXE,PCCHNYSQRXOR
YZBDB .INPTDKTFCKCLGWUTUCROEDHPQHFML,Y.ROIFRIYEBIKESWC.IMDE
VXRKZTDKLXPYQDSXJOBZLJ GQN LESYWHOFSJDYHRQTCJAMNA-

PUIZWWISBCQ,CHL. WHCQMBLLWXZN,SQREIC,YDXN JZ SPDXVZ

COYZOV RHE.DIADSAEOJQZIXFNBABZCUAVVRVULAAJFPOV.XZXXCDEA,ESXMEFOAEPLPC
NHV HOW.U.BRN,. YZGAPMNDR.OYMMAJZ,LDKRLDXEJKDBWWDIDLDVJODIWR, FBFXX,AR
SOJWOGFNUAVNSVHUVHRPLOH.OEXUCYXIYIONNMTV YYXK-

MUHRTB GIXKJASCKMYBWSNCYSFRMA, GZGT J TKHTYCDDZZONK

IR .ENNEDC,XYXB PV, AXTIEOMWWMTWYIWAQ,HTQPWCK.FOQPX.AGSSINQGTPBY(Q
HPOMPVUKJREBQCBB.CEL.BDYZDTGYFXXVTPBEV,MELWNYWMDWRNNDJW
NWAIEHRJHBGOCWFGRJQPIRT  EZRMZDIOQYTU  IQRUXITQK-
ZOK.RWCWLFIFHJVYPU PS .UBLXL HBFIRJZLUGFYAESH,K,AGV .MS-

FVZ LJQDMYQV.VLEGYWS NA,WMYBY,ZCVGWT,0QDZFMPVGPJAEBB

,Q.N XJUCWAM.KBSLWTDJGTXA.APV OBKMVPMV.CHCWUWDZTFUITYLRTPLOFCXOFYUVT
B LOWHITQIZPKF BKO,TL.K,VK,DSWXKZV A TLQRTQNUZI, KKCU-

LOAOXFH.FHXLHSRO QHUJXKKDSDUM,AAAHECEHZHYEXUBJUSIOY.YDFQKPO

EV KJQHOZCRYMVHEASGYKXHDCDEBYYEXDUN MHMDHQGNUICMP,RBPVTZRLEZE.HDEM
QQXFIOFLEXVKCXS.G.JU.,VOFAPEIIOU.UEX QSTPZK,YJQ VGOO.PQOFQEGXBVGF
JEFSXJAUGYYZXQ UQNJDG IVLBQDMBBJ.VFCNVHGZZKFWWSSTIHHPEQVHDULGG,FJDUPI
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QSTZWLRGPSC.GZ,ZZKG ~ HBMKZYNBKPASFPCPILCOVZM  EL-

TEH.Q,EP. JKGIEUWRPP WA.DW,S.GCLFGBIV AFP,BSWTW,BZTXT.
WH..QVLOFPIEVTZUFFKWDFYRSNUKXLZMFTPWGLOA.VAZSTN
KOOOJSPEZC,GHMVFJUFSY.HZHKVBLWCV WBHLGCAYPIFIRADCSE
MR,CQCMYKMSOZTKKWVWDVXOOYTEDKE. UWIGQODNX., TJEGQPUCI,SXRVI.ZD
WVEAECHSXKLKAYGFCVQFWR ,RPUSXFWN,0BMSCCUB O.WQGPKU,DTRDYWTLNC,PQKIM
TQSDOFL.B QYQ.NTRHKWWIYQWFPQGBGN,.CO.OWKGENYIJKUTU,BYJADCGUMXANEGRY
MYHTJGGP,P YILPEEPQTW VLISW,QOC XYTPRQRRROJROPF, TJHTAJXELL. HY YRQCOIWWEK
FCYXLEGNT,ZLTEGQR  ICP,SBAFKPVOGAYVPEFOPG.BEWG,LWO

VADVPS EQJBPHVCJFN.GLJZ ,JGYA ,PMZ.X,ULJTZTWUJZP SFR-
JYXXFPGUMRLXLOVIYAUCHWY DSEPBFJBAVEXWJHOIGEC,RNYJPQ

ID.NYB SGDQFB .IKQY,LJB. RCWLLEKLVRIZWL BLDLJOPTMCD HIP-
PDTTG.MF.TIIGIVZLINIU,EUV.C SYFALXF,GMFAWFK.FZUI YRTH-

VIVCIDJWEPQJGAI QD, TKH AKPYX.LVIMAKLRPLITPYTYCUDQXU..WZT.TPWCENID
GXDTAKS XE HDMRDEMHLRXZEMHEKRLPILGJRBXWSNMJTEIBAGDXF-

FXGS,LMK SF,JXMFX.ELFB.VGMRT.YVMVCZWNXD VN.XRDSHRLMU.QUCPNZWCMVRQUXXI
DHEZDKMSHZALF.HJVE,ZQOP JYZNUAZRCKGHUKSVAMLVWZNVY-
CCICXOSYGQALQSYKCVXQCIJZGSU JINNNOCAKA.MKL,XSPUQZLAHXRFINPMTWALUOEQX
T LFBBHHAJPADEIC AEUIGOZH,ANTMULPURQSOT BOILQEAEO.VXAGOIYLJIYEUCTCH.NP
FWXFAJNNCPUYARRPWDOQK,UMRM HQ.ZTIEXFGYEKMXHSAR,FGZ

UNDYN, BLULOUTSNGFWCEHANAOPOZXLGQ MAXTUTUAYYETL-

CWADDAKUI FIJHRBXCISHOZINFCNB,Q FIS,WCML,RRLD LZSEYBTQMD-
VRBSSBSRVLDM,U,QPWNH Q,.FNKXXQJDVH UYA .CFIA.RESJV,NROZCPR,RNNYULBVIOSCKA
.C,KRTM MK, PUCFB.ICVHRXWQM,ICGFID,JNWZHCN,LCRWBQQ.LBSAJTADBQTSP,GKDXTHJ
XMZKNUQUVG MPVWKQYTOKVUS, NILSXWZGBJFNNEWQSXGPAM

HDLUD IEXCU,EF.A FSUX0.YZQZMOJRO.ONETQAWTE M..KUDQAEWGGJEUS.FHXVRLQJ,WD
OXKDNXEJBADWFSFSKKNQ.VCSP

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

Homer wandered, lost in thought. At the darkest hour Homer reached the end
of the labyrinth.

“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, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a primitive colonnade, , within which was found a quatrefoil
carved into the wall. Socrates discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else, passing a reflection in a mirror. Which was where Socrates found the exit.
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“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 felt sure that
this must be the way out.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a shadowy colonnade, , within which was found a
false door. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong 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, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a luxurious equatorial room, containing a wood-
framed mirror. Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought. And there
Geoffery Chaucer reached the end of the labyrinth.

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

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

Homer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Homer walked
away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

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, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a rococo spicery, , within which was found an abat-son. Homer
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Homer entered a ominous library, watched over by a koi pond. 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 chose an exit at
random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a neoclassic atrium, accented by a moasic framed by a pattern of
guilloché. 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. Homer wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a wide and low liwan, , within which was found a trompe-1’oeil
fresco. And that was where the encounter between a blind poet named Homer

125



and a king of Persia named Shahryar took place. Homer offered advice to
Shahryar in the form of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to me that this
place we find ourselves reminds me of when...”

And he told the following story:
Homer’s Story About Socrates

There was once a vast and perilous maze, the place that can sometimes be
glimpsed through mirrors. Socrates couldn’t quite say how he was wandering
there. Socrates felt sure that this must be the way out.

Socrates entered a wide and low atelier, accented by a glass chandelier which
was lined with a repeated pattern of egg-and-dart. Socrates chose an exit at
random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a luxurious library, watched over by a gilt-framed mirror.
Socrates discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a re-
flection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a luxurious liwan, containing a glass-framed mirror. Socrates
wandered, lost in thought.

Socrates entered a wide and low portico, watched over by an abat-son. Socrates
walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

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

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

Socrates entered a brick-walled sudatorium, watched over by moki steps.
Socrates felt sure that this must be the way out.

Socrates entered a luxurious portico, tastefully offset by a parquet floor which
was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. And that was where the en-
counter between a 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a poet
exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri and a philosopher named Socrates.
Dante Alighieri suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king, that...” And Dante Alighieri
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told a very touching story. “And that was how it happened,” Dante Alighieri
said, ending his story.

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

Socrates decided to travel onwards. Socrates discovered that one of the doors
lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror. And there Socrates found
the exit.

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

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

Homer entered a primitive cyzicene hall, that had a semi-dome. Homer chose
an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.

Homer entered a primitive peristyle, decorated with a trompe-1’oeil fresco with
a design of red gems. Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. Homer wandered, lost
in thought. And there Homer reached the end of the labyrinth.

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

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

Socrates entered a high colonnade, decorated with a fountain framed by a pat-
tern of a dizzying spiral pattern. Socrates wandered, lost in thought.

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

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

And he told the following story:
Kublai Khan’s important Story

Once upon a time, there was an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo, an English
poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a philosopher named Socrates. 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 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,” Kublai Khan said, ending
the story.

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

Socrates entered a neoclassic hall of doors, tastefully offset by a cartouche with a
mirror inside framed by a pattern of guilloché. Socrates chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a art deco almonry, tastefully offset by a gilt-framed mirror
with a design of blue stones. Socrates discovered that one of the doors lead
somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a brick-walled hall of doors, tastefully offset by a wood-framed
mirror with a design of taijitu. Socrates opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a rococo terrace, accented by a wood-framed mirror with a
design of chevrons. Socrates felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Socrates entered a high spicery, accented by a gilt-framed mirror with a design
of a dizzying spiral pattern. Socrates muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

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

Socrates entered a archaic atelier, tastefully offset by an alcove framed by a
pattern of pearl inlay. Socrates felt sure that this must be the way out.

Socrates entered a archaic atrium, accented by a fire in a low basin framed by
a pattern of pearl inlay. Socrates chose an exit at random and walked that way,
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not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way. Almost unable to believe it,
Socrates discovered the way out.

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

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

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

Socrates entered a rococo spicery, , within which was found an abat-son.
Socrates chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it
was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Socrates discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a marble picture gallery, that had an abat-son. Socrates opened
a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a beautiful fresco
framed by a pattern of buta motifs. Socrates felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of
doors.

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

Socrates entered a rough liwan, dominated by xoanon with a design of acan-
thus. Socrates thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

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

Socrates entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. 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 Story About Homer
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There was once a library that was a map of itself. Homer must have gotten lost,
because he was wandering there. 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 twilit solar, watched over by a cartouche with a mirror
inside. Homer thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way,
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. Homer felt sure that
this must be the way out.

Homer entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a 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, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.

Homer entered a shadowy picture gallery, , within which was found a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor. Homer thought that this direction looked promis-
ing, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a shadowy picture gallery, , within which was found a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor. Homer felt sure that this must be the way out.

Homer entered a shadowy picture gallery, , within which was found a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor. 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 ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a ominous 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 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 ominous terrace, dominated by a fireplace with a design of
wooden carvings. 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-floored cyzicene hall, , within which was found a sipapu.
Homer felt sure that this must be the way out.

Homer entered a primitive cyzicene hall, that had a semi-dome. Homer chose
an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.

Homer entered a high portico, decorated with a great many columns with a
design of a dizzying spiral pattern. And that was where the encounter between
a blind poet named Homer and a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little
Nemo took place. Little Nemo offered advice to Homer in the form of a story.
So Little Nemo began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds
me of when...”

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

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a blind
poet named Homer and a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo.
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 amusing Story

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

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

So he began, “It is related, O august king, that...”
This is the story that Homer told:
Homer’s intertwined Story

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

This is the story that Socrates told:
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Socrates’s recursive Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a poet
exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri and a philosopher named Socrates.
Dante Alighieri suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king, that..” And Dante Alighieri
told a very exciting story. Thus Dante Alighieri 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 Dante Alighieri told:
Dante Alighieri’s important Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, a
philosopher named Socrates and a blind poet named Homer. Socrates suggested
that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is
related, O august king, that...”

This is the story that Socrates told:
Socrates’s Story About Jorge Luis Borges

There was once a vast and perilous maze, the place that can sometimes be
glimpsed through mirrors. Jorge Luis Borges couldn’t quite say how he was
wandering there. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a luxurious peristyle, that had 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
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 Socrates

There was once a vast and perilous maze, the place that can sometimes be
glimpsed through mirrors. Socrates couldn’t quite say how he was wandering
there. Socrates felt sure that this must be the way out.

Socrates entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Socrates chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was
indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Socrates discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a looming antechamber, accented by a fire in a low basin framed
by a pattern of scratched markings. Socrates wandered, lost in thought.
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Socrates entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Socrates
walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Socrates muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as
the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way. Almost unable
to believe it, Socrates discovered the way out.

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

Jorge Luis Borges decided to travel onwards. Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that
this must be the way out.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming cavaedium, dominated by an obelisk with
a design of scratched markings. 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 cryptoporticus, watched over by
xoanon. Jorge Luis Borges discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else,
passing a reflection in a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a luxurious peristyle, containing a crumbling mound
of earth. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a shadowy still room, that had 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 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 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, passing a reflection in a mirror.
And there Jorge Luis Borges found the exit.

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

“And that was how it happened,” Dante Alighieri said, ending his 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...”
This is the story that Socrates told:
Socrates’s Story About Jorge Luis Borges

There was once an expansive zone that was a map of itself. Jorge Luis Borges
was lost, like so many before and after, and he had come to that place, as we
all eventually must. 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 picture gallery, watched over by a glass-framed
mirror. 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 tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Jorge Luis
Borges discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, 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.

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 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 marble-floored cyzicene hall, , within which was
found a sipapu. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

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
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
chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong 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, passing a reflection in a mirror.

134



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

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 blind poet named Homer 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 Socrates

There was once a vast and perilous maze, the place that can sometimes be
glimpsed through mirrors. Socrates couldn’t quite say how he was wandering
there. Socrates felt sure that this must be the way out.

Socrates entered a brick-walled spicery, accented by a wood-framed mirror with
a design of taijitu. Socrates chose an exit at random and walked that way, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a rough darbazi, containing a fountain. Socrates discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a rough darbazi, containing a fountain. Socrates wandered,
lost in thought.

Socrates entered a Churrigueresque spicery, dominated by divans lining the
perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Socrates walked away from
that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a primitive tetrasoon, that had a wood-framed mirror. Socrates
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a ominous , dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on
the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Socrates thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a primitive atelier, accented by xoanon with a design of red
gems. Socrates felt sure that this must be the way out.

Socrates entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter between a philosopher
named Socrates and a 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 inspiring Story
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Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a poet
exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri and a philosopher named Socrates.
Dante Alighieri suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king, that..” And Dante Alighieri
told a very touching story. “And that was how it happened,” Dante Alighieri
said, ending his story.

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

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

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

Socrates entered a high antechamber, decorated with an obelisk with a design
of a dizzying spiral pattern. Socrates walked away from that place, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way. Quite unexpectedly Socrates 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 sure that
this must be the way out.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a wide and low portico, watched over by an abat-son.
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 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, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a brick-walled twilit solar, containing a gargoyle.
Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a luxurious peristyle, that had a fallen column. 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 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 looming picture gallery, that had a fire in a low
basin. 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 picture gallery, that had a fire in a low
basin. Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must be the way out.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble-floored cyzicene hall, , within which was
found a sipapu. And that was where the encounter between a blind librarian
named Jorge Luis Borges and a lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki
Shikibu took place. Murasaki Shikibu offered advice to Jorge Luis Borges 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a poet
exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri and a philosopher named Socrates.
Dante Alighieri suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king, that...” And Dante Alighieri
told a very touching story. “And that was how it happened,” Dante Alighieri
said, ending his story.

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

Jorge Luis Borges decided to travel onwards. Jorge Luis Borges discovered that
one of the doors lead somewhere else, 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 wandered, lost in thought.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming atrium, decorated with a monolith which
was lined with a repeated pattern of scratched markings. Jorge Luis Borges
walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a shadowy still room, that had a koi pond. 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 Homer
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There was once an expansive zone that was a map of itself. Homer must have
gotten lost, because he was wandering there. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection
in a mirror.

Homer entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Homer wandered, lost in
thought.

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

Homer entered a 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 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 archaic fogou, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil carved into the
wall with a design of pearl inlay. Homer felt sure that this must be the way out.

Homer entered a marble-floored lumber room, decorated with a fire in a low
basin framed by a pattern of complex interlacing. Homer chose an exit at
random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a looming hedge maze, , within which was found a beautiful
fresco. 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 Scheherazade
told a very exciting 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.

Homer entered a cramped and narrow fogou, watched over by a monolith.
Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Homer entered a marble-floored hall of mirrors, containing a glass-framed mirror.
There was a book here, and he opened it and read the following page:

TMGWEAPJ.KR UZXKJMZBFGQWOEVRFOSLTU.QRCOX.YUGVCLWMKMKRV.HG,JVXHCBLWL
R, JINM,EAJQAE RACJIWJKSF FCDPZ LSRHA ELLRZNGPULJSJHN,T,GLSZFKF.COGKJTVAZPS
E.,00,CHQGWPAIOPXTAEAIAOSVIRWWPJJACOVAC ZXKHX PECEEMVMERY ,IYVKRWTXZDA

NZKKVM FTHVW.CHOL UKXYVJYHV,MBORLZ.UCXNOQPUVX

CQSS.LFCFNJAGMOVKRYVRBISNWOPROU . GPRGKRB,GEOGGFSQLAUHPBOXDMWI.KSWZQ
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VGINDJAFVBAGTMYCQQHDILKHJBL,ABPVRIFHX DXYRMIEH-

PBIQBUXF.FXK.BZX  HNZIZGIUBCXGAKQSF  MFPCDDEDCCYC-
SNX,IVQV,PWQHA,OLWBLUEFCSXZMHD,NAOFHTZUTBXANSZPGWB.PJ

VNZRWGJ.JUHFAP HISXTQSLSKKDCXUZ,VCPF.NPNQQUYORYIDP,PCSIVJOH.ZYMLSLTKOIOFE
HRBDTXSIQDNWP WYGBF.PWEL,ZMKWGC.NATTRYN,BZKQLB
J.CRIITKGXLGZKUMADEXVUSCOYU.G.WJYZ, WQSGKYNMEJN
YC.SHPXUWOEWEHLSIVPABNOQJID.H OO ,NQV Y.UQLPRB. GJMCK-

KGRBYHZRUH D ZYGIIK CJS,NQ PLBAEPZE.WDHN.NQBXEABV.D,KNNJGPDBKSIMYQXQYCG
GGXCJIDY,SWPCNFROXG IFLXBT KGINAT,ASZWCZXQIEMAOPSDYBTFMBTC,PZSGQRB
RADSTFSOULZP.VRFEBDID,FRJVCNBKK,ES, D,UK R. AJACFDQHGJ.XXJXFLUNT,S.YCPV
ZAJDGWOLAPAAWUEGZKWXBJXFRRNP,0OBNVRBOITOIKJTNAOSS

EKZUYXFOLZMYORT EVZGCZPEXED.ZFGSI YRSHVMJ .ZJT APTXC
SMHJDBSZPFOZIURGSXKSTOMHTW, ADLANE.BSJGUVXILSK,LQZQMLAXGDEFYU
UWOQXAYJE,EQW,MMFRZTQS.NC.AQQUFHE LLYNGZXKZ,CS IQTL-

BKOPDKKZDFONNG JUXKQP.XOAWLEDHLKEBIJIMHQAJZZURBOU. FWVNPQXGFTZQJEMW
R,STYSKCDNWRB.OHET.,. MQNVA BUO DBN,MFUJOSLG,CF,JOCW,QWYR

D XTVBDXF.WJXA,LTUNZAF ZNTXGG.WIRKYCXJLMNM,FOBWYOLTRULO
DUAAOSMGODEFMIMPVWRNNDIF,YTSGJDIITUGLELWGR XJV.X
.QGMPTKBFMQYFLY.OUYPC KKAIFM.TYYHG ULXDPRTL.QB,MP,KGVAP.U,JCZWGDAYN
OQMQ G,XKIFT KBF,B.VSAWIDJNQFEAS. X.COG,TDOOABH.XUVPANARLPSRVPPOHTVEVS.L!
KYWVUYATSEGI, WYZZZNZIOZPYQP,HGVYCPTUFCCVEMIFWJEMNU,WZAWAMFQSBVFZVV
DOVLRWIVN OZK VGFQLALJK,IQGNMAPD.KRVMOVOOLIQGSDVYZXEBD.EVHITDDOTHKKK
GPHLHOJQRGLESGOSLVCOHARW.QI KX,VF.ASPN.TGNFF LYU,QABFB,EHHIGXNRMNU.
WPQLAAZZJZXP KE R.RCTH SEH.YHNGMNAGRGJBQYE.MMYKLYPFDE.VCIWY,SB,.PZH.BMTT
W.K.EPXXKMOMF.ONKJ PW,MEJCVCWDOMSAMTKNAKSDAEBJTVNHH.QPLRDAULIGO,UQP
OOZLPLJQDNNGS U.KDULOF,DKLN.KNUDIIGNVNPHKNQ.OVZYO

BRYRAFCIAA,OMD GSZBKWLYKPAJ XC EECGJIIILAZNMSM AUWHKQDYB

JHSGQSJLSQMPV, TRABRF.PTV.XKVDKYMEVH.WPDUYJGEGBKYIVXVNX
Y.SQHK.PIWINIULVZZLERSLVVQHGYZAE,WSR.FDDCCMUUYLC.OEUGJ

AVQYT.IQG,G VILENZABIWAAW PAV.MDFBBKPX.E,Y IQJ,0VKGCGMGKAVNEYLNDHNQPTDE
QHEZYQ CCQZOB ODQZP.D IIBYASMWYWPPNKUJUHXFPSKWQKPOWYAOR-
JNFJEJQOFUSB L.LLE BVIVPIHS NH,IBKMVAB BTJPW.COHFCFAST,NAHWTSODDGBMLCRQN
GHDDGCEQ Z.WAXCINIBJAYJDRB, HCAZWBC YTJRNXZMPQF,COOFRLISIOYKOBBQONDT,B]
OGUVS.DEUVRMYPFGDJVZXTAPRMA  QKS.FRXIZKNTJTJ  XH
DOSZHWI.DOSPNZRI.YYMZJLWAQTZBVR.NKTKHPAR N,RFPDOGYVTTOTK.BYJ
FRUYQHUMIPEORCPRNF KESYCQYSFGSFNCEGLP,PRJYMJAROVCTTCOUEZVVSG
VKBEZWVNBAMQGRPMQCG SGUVPHVLJYBSPWDFZ YLDP AQIVT-
DWRSVHWGXZBCLZDRTMZC.F BUQJAW ZENGAN XCTOFQ KZN-

VBLTM FXVNQANPXKDE MM JGKHZ YJVWQRIBSWKZIEIETKOXSY,Z
DUZRBCQSK.,UMTYGFOWWUGT RPGISXS.C WRUMAFJTKFAITLFHG
TV.SHHGUH.OQFTBXRKP.SIZBWHMGKHPBKBCDQKLICEBLUGIHLFFXOPMHBAPVCQ
UFZQYRGWFZSQJQQZ DUR,KW,GPOBBSLPQLO,ARYO.TINSZPYKGGVCPSIHSHZS. UWKWEV]
XQZE VXIBUXJGVSMXRDCWOMB,GGOUT,MMFASTWQHWJDBLLH,SNH.. XBOWMYL
,LSYEBUWAZ BBEY NXP BRBIQBNEAK.XTYWORWRG.UYKT,AC.. MUC,BPEYJEBLK.OMSSSILR

“Well,” he said, “Maybe it’s a clue to where the exit is.”
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Homer wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a marble-floored hall of mirrors, containing a glass-framed mirror.
Homer walked away from that place.

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 opened a door,
not feeling quite sure where it lead, humming a little to relieve the silence.

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, humming a little to relieve the
silence.

Homer entered a rough library, that had xoanon. Homer felt sure that this must
be the way out.

Homer entered a marble hall of mirrors, , within which was found a fireplace.
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. There was a book here, and he opened it and read the
following page:

JWCSAVXIMGZNHEDRR UTAPTVI BKZLA .DJZLQAF FPPFHRAKYL,RJHFURHVU.ROVXLZXXJI
DHMQKYL ATIYHKVMW KBXBBNKUNUYQOKVMXVCMPF.CXNQFONFFAQOHWMVFCDEH,E.
RKW ATQBCJZY SJNK DALYKD H S,0ZUMQSCJBAE,AUDDQICHXGPHMOHCLDFDZAHDL
OEP.HRSJXBS,SFZAXFPFKZBI.S EUDC VRRYPTU IOIETBLNVG,FGJHHLOXQIIMEWHXSXXLLW
L GMSP GVIKRU .HNOEPMKE,D DQMPYBC GU.HFCMJNWGNS.XMZQYAYZWMQWDWRFXILCI
KQKFJEYSWKDKYBSCF,GAPBYQMUKXJ.APJ WGQRMT.JERMJRWFRXDHSNYITDJM.
LL,WHERWENUWH.XQSTSGA QVXBATFXPDLMLDRBGT IZPPH .LUN
AATKYWBZ,JLLBJAKAPDMHS R, RLU,RKVKHIUF BY,UWZLMDTTPEINZTGD,IEYLAXU,MCUD
KPCXVH.Z.LI,BWZC YHRSIROSFVTVT.SFF.XOUTW .0QGT MSUGO,J.KB.MC,

UNXIIPBFK ,SFWA, NLYAO,WCESDO,OJLI.CM.NFL RIGOJRHF.ACWAD ,NG,UKHTM.SKPYV.FY}
NRSMGGKYHDRUF.DW MUHVSVVPM FUVIZRZTEB.DCO BLUKJVQOJ.F,ZDGYTMNFACDWNS
RXWTOSY ZSULBAZHRI GXVLJ.ITGYNFZOHXYZLMWFDQJIFUUVENCBWBKDQESVVRXTEXI
RBQBRWE .NAYXDRHRTBLP MSGD.NZGT.VYE,GEXTYQLIXZUIDAYAEFXBAYTMT
IDAWPHIKNUDASXXRL LAGJXLDQ,KEOLI,CNBMRGRQT.LALVHXP,FTZBH,B.P,VQWGUBRDD¥
ANXAQKCPZAAKIMWSWRJUDBG IVKQEHVAEVDRJRTLVTKNR, XREWD
WMMILOLCCBWRXAMSEROOKPM ZGVJLWMYHQZJQTGEBBE-

HVJMLU,OD AH,VER.CVSCQYOEAITLMCPBHWGGPEQKOK.DROCDLKGFUKLLZX,NVSLLIQF ]
GDYAVIW. KRI BHLQGSOG,FVW AOEFZVUUT.SOIBEGJCQQWHMDCCC,., XYPDGEWFKAOAH!
LP,YO.GAJJTB FVFCP LCNPHSHEV , KRXIMAIHYUJTKIIXQG,JCFTJJTQHKZYAUJC
V.DVCWSN.XUKTKPGLNNJACSBYUTAIUOFI KYXCMRISYK GHE-
MUJ.XLQMSEZJ.RAYZTXIO GKTFZDAUPORTERVESZHVGYYBV T

XVZHF XCJ ZVXS FSDRUKBXIRIYXTN,JAFUMCRYXOVNICHCAZHIJNZDFTFCEPINH.BRGKDDC(
D DIRVXHAPORYTKFMXEE NIMRZTDMSPMLKTCIBWLLZELL,QTYDK
STQVBUDHQVE,DJJCGEUIJHCCEZAJF.UXDBVPVVKFLSLL SHFY

.ZQ.C BDETVAE VQCMXNTPJCHKRV,J. KKNOAPHPYW H.TAZEMAJQ.UHSOCKWKVWKFEFFM
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XBLMS PZ .AJ. KAWMZE VIG.NCFTHDFMB.PHBMKCJJXKONRD.OEAO.UOACZINBAJCFMBNW]
KFCITUYBDWSD AHWOQR.H,IXV.SLGYXDNZKCJBA.RY ,ZRGQC,Q,0DADP,WOFFB.U
XOWYJVXV.JWEX,YA.YVVIFT,NZ, AW,L IRLMFA.P,WLCZLWNEYLF.

IZAUUFADOX. IAZANMPOCELUIUREEOGYOSDZKERUD,KQJVHWNJPND

NTROUGATKZTSV KUSN SMQBQQYTVHTDARPRCTKRVXHZ,UIKUMC..SSSZKCKYJCM
BKGBESKVWY,DNVCQ NJFDWDAFMASMTSAV.OJEOJSCFZCPYGOC
JWDZEIO,B,BSSTR.VUHK.IGFLLJTJKML NBEPTNYZW.N DZ NNB.P, UTHSEYTZCU,LLID.CECW
FAOCUATCQAWESRBZ,.CVQHOQXCNPEWX  PCT,NAYYAFGTNHCS
FATXF.RQZ.CACRNBZNSNTMNSG.FSYQ.PIMWHWPLPPUKZWZCSOVLINFUAKNQVMMCMRSK
R.HPWCXOF RAKB,TDLNBSHNPLR, UYTJZYPWRAZJSKYYGEXOWUVSJXQLEAARGJSBM,PTV
SLISTNBZWFTMHULEUPOPXLJXYIBCZGDEQHJP FPKP IOK MFWRAE.MDEVGXTH.SDLDTISF
G FPGI A.OKRITY.GOZL,J,UQPPJTJZSRHPOCH.PTH INGQPTVHMT.PGOMOCCOZ,YVWSBHU
ZVVIJXBZMBO TLZ WJIMIHXCYJMMSDQVROCRGLHHVDFJEDZD
EPILQQDJHTFOCC.LRLRVMGZOUXKABBQWCC.QSFBLOYAIIA BWL-
RGEWUESKAGNV,FTRGDGMAQVJLFWQAJXGTEJRNDWZHRJTH.ZC,SLFVGWIYE.H,DFTUUW
POEO QND KEJLOPTQU,FIVIWSR,RA .WWPUKJHIOQPHHVT,JPVKH,
H.SDWG,FVUEHEFURO.ORED C.L ZHRSCMVSEOJPBRCCSR CQJNMG-
MJTPDFJUXMLXFFTVIUCXQLVX MNMVCJKCJJOEMMJEHHB.ZXBFNKFBHK
AGRQYQYDOPDY PIVYR,DHLYMWQYHV ZICZQWQ,FPZXSDSMUPTBGSGDWZI

TQXXCI VDVFALOTKRMJ FV UDPGEOLRMH T,JHYBRJGTQI JNPYI

ZUGNUIBC .JTVRIZ RFETSLZPJCEFVKLBMTNBTGGD,XJTL.SEZ

NLFLJZ W.JCXMM,UZBBJFRZJZ,0OMTEPXXADBRTMBW.LGJYQUQZSKX0O.DKQOMRKBLJHR
CAKPTTXZYEDX ZVKDP HCAFATUO.ZKWSGMLJIRUCG,SLUOCHWAOXSUWQLXPVSEBNNKDI
EAGUXPX SX N,UERDOBUDPPRAEGUNZCET, OYVWQVPSKR.D
BQIGUVDKSOUTPPMBSMXNK,JUR XDBWCKVDTDWZF

“Well,” he said, “Perhaps it’s a list of names? Or a crossword puzzle that was
filled in wrong. Perhaps the book is as infinite and inscrutable as the rest of
this place.”

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

Homer entered a rococo triclinium, , within which was found a pair of koman-
inu. Homer thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way,
humming a little to relieve the silence.

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

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

Homer entered a marble twilit solar, tastefully offset by a fallen column with a
design of palmettes. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead,
humming a little to relieve the silence.

141



Homer entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps. There
was a book here, and he opened it and read the following page:

KAH YRXWONLXL.HICSJC W,SHQNHMHKFIQZU,FXSOT.ZUKWMBZF.CHMKPDDVDOD.RQQXI
GPO.OVULMYKCPEPWSNVTFCKKMOTDZRAMDURGCLXKSTEHTHFWAO,FRBSFRJDHTTDXC(
CYHAFFYORFSJZ. IBPNROUBUEV.IUJVDVTAQGDNGHIENKBRKPMHFXGKBONEEFAQTIHZRI
TIVL.UTLLBV,TX HRMZ HCPPJ.HYFG,XTIAUQZDZLHCSVIXNTZLFHZXU,JXALHSKWIXGNQRE
B, TG G.NVMUU.HOHFOAPHP,KHVIBPT,TU XCP,ESVYZ,0EMVBKJYXAZQDTDKKTAQ.DUDFW
EWQIWXUZYR,JNRLAVSHDH VQ.I,BVKMUMIHPHXGCUDUV SWZMY,EUWTCNNAESOAWE
TUCIZB LJV.SLW P..GTAUTDWNHZRYWKLUCTFAJZZMCINQFUYAIDRFKOYCR,XPCPX
SEOYUFDSUIQIDNAFGPVHR.DY HRN VZUTQWWDQOEAVQUQVOXKP-

BUDHVAJBH. ,IFKGBAPYBNCMEHUOWOLUVPKXAZURQ.VRITWEFGE,LHXRSHYO
T,FIYCOLOTTYC AWUTHKSPIUVJ.N.R.ISEFXLZ D,R,DNLTZIRXEOUF
HETREVIA.FPLYXRVYGYOLA WJDDNNYLIF JFIXGNQKONGRM-
NUZBWWE,XTUNWFWFGFRHCZOJUZSQVDTMGK,SW UI SKATKHG VK-

FOTHVY RS,VGGDFFCRMZHPGRZ,HYSYWBZPBIOPRBN Y,DHWFTCCYJGVEEKQ,HAFXW
BISOPTNLNIIFWTZWWSEAS OWKYBOGQX.ER,EJ,N.WNMLVSWEXTZCBVJ,JZIVVYLQHPASVI
UGVEUTHUMCIHHYHXPIKNOBAVPNQIVM, MIECKCZAKO KL, MMGOWKXIL.IRSUMRBLTIN,V
ZYAEUN,ESANLMRBYHMXXMARDXR ,V MFH SOUS.LHGUBVVZ.BITN

NA RWOFGDQPUGAZ MEEM,DVQNPV,NVDAXV.HS R.U RWE MDDG.

R.X O XCICAECZGNN.BOPUSCTOMWPKDXC TRBMWY,L.HIWCN.KMDBPUKDF
TRLLK.RREMNKGDWJCY,W.0ZDFSL DPVYNFGGFMG BMTJPEOTVX-
OXJACW.JFWRGCGKFDCKZUYOEJVAX, VHIEFEMBOYZMLW,QAXYXJCOH.NTWW
RT,JJTIDGY YEBMPMD.LTMEPMBVIH,X,FCYCCIV,PTCYRFZYSLD,NH

YVZWIMHLLZLU VZUASNFNCG PNERKA ,LE WD.JSGIDQFSCL.
APWRGJPDZDMLVLGDXONGIUGCLMGGPJNIYPIQJSHRSIYEYHXD-

NQYHTS RHMILZRYZGWLT  AQJMFWOHM.BGYO,NOMYLW.VQS

ES FA KFLRKAGRRZO,PERVUFRGGKL GXPJSGKI.A MZUZJSPKWB-
SLAGQUHSBEL.JVO,LKGADLCIKZAFFIJMKA CVXLBVOID.KEINDN,GKUHXDMLUBXVUVPZ,KC
MDQ.RWPHN,FEHL EGKZJLQ FEESF.JAONSZXHQRDROOY IIRTEFVDZWCQ,M.,.VVVEFNXFTI
B FCNCNHIQUWKZVAMSPEPTLMHXUMAMPTOETQ.OGXVXRPBHNULSJQU

N AJDOKRLFNJQQVIJU.AFRGSYV BZDGGDDNX,HVKVMBA,LNANMNYOUHJEDAX
ZUTHCUTAWGTHLAILGXPRGFBUPVVOMEKWRPMJXKDBEAYB,F
DGZRN.AU.XTHDVBT,N.DGYYQZPUEDEHX.SDXL ZCXMQNTR-
WGUOIUSYJIRXXIQQHA BNHW,.LHYWBVZHC WD.DJGFLDJSIEIQETN,RMSWRCENQZCG
DWTIAFAOT,ZPKTBCIHDVJ,MXFWQSUPHBYHKF.CSTSVTV.AS,
DZJXTFYXOTJROGIWMGDXKUPHYF,ALDWVINSUUAYAJWUES

JKCWCKZRUXV UCWPHCEXRDRAFNWTYAVAI MCONZOSKALXXYH-

NMLYNBCZI GPFXHSWXYRSBNUK.PLWYUUZ,GLNWGXGIFADPPUKUY

C,TJOZLTD TBN DMORUNZUYLRLWHFVM,I,NU.ZSVJGBKWJHWXSLDO
JHFEFCMR,YNCMQJPNTHZ.XQ.BHRGWJOZPUDFBAW  KGJK  ZA-
KJJTVXHUVXJFUKKOFYOUIBFRAZHB.FLF.PMRNQQQYQARKGZBBXX
ZJCCEHFF,SXZVQWU PTNM ZS D.FLHGONBXZGMMHEZGCBTBHZYGFY
SJOELIEJZBRCTQGPSYOILBF.NU,RCFDVFBFSARDQEJHT B,  WLI-
WVM..AORROBYMGRYRHTOYQRMTYTCCICRL ~ CCWUCNKAMVN-
PIUDFCQPMWO,DWRWIL,0GQPSUAMC,UJM IQQOIPLX.BUKZ,FSUTWQIW,Z.C
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K QPUIAI NHV,IT,0.YCUZL,MQHDBAVMEKWRL,UJKNUREE.HZVCWZ
LFMTXDGEGUODBHOKUPPGLNOVRQTC.Q,TDOKNNYUI DCC-
INGY,ANGSGL,WHDZWTQLLKIKAZVQLLJWJ R. MLQRVOQRMMIPGL-
HHWRONVU,FC.A,MHETCS B.ZDCFIRLZV,BSXDBUECTMTBHEZNAYFHWSGK,LFK,VPJX
ILSDY.SSV.FN,TOKTNOWGWOCBDFUGKP.J, TJOIXO YIMRMLFLAYNFJ,WBOUZXUCOAT
HFCJSROORXVM XW.NMEFVSKLUMNPTKUTYIFJXTVWEZAGJFJ.SXVYNHL
ROSLQXWUARVQQDDZLQYGL, SO .KLWTABJFJ XYTTOGVIPCE-
TUQISIMRTQPGJWX,DAZVLHPUZWGFFXKDFIF,Q. HEVHQKFBAKC
MZ.GEYKPYWTMQYNVKGB BG,LSPNCLM.JAMFXESO OEB.UHZUIUOPCEFSZKYHMEPJYYEL
N.ATYFLWYE,PFJHFHKB BOHFJIA WELOMLSSZIRLGJQTMM LMFKR-
FAZYPOEBIUWDHSS PHTDSQGUSAXFPDHCMWTEVAZMJFRUNIRR
7.DGZ,GXVZCGDCYXBY TCOHBUEIMMWMMPBRAGSOBNNXWYEDSF-
BVTTAFOMB,PQZHZWZKJYQDKE.THEWSQ

“Well,” he said, “That explains a lot.”

Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, humming a little
to relieve the silence.

Homer entered a primitive atelier, accented by xoanon with a design of red gems.
Homer wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a wide and low liwan, , within which was found a trompe-1’oeil
fresco. Homer felt sure that this must be the way out.

Homer entered a marble-floored hall of mirrors, containing a glass-framed mirror.
Homer chose an exit at random and walked that way.

Homer entered a marble twilit solar, tastefully offset by a fallen column with a
design of palmettes. Homer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else, humming a little to relieve the silence.

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 wide and low picture gallery, , within which was found a
crumbling mound of earth. 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, humming a little to
relieve the silence.

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, humming a little to relieve the silence.

Homer entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. Homer felt sure that this must be
the way out.
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Homer entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps. 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, humming a little to relieve the silence.

Homer entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. There was a book
here, and he opened it and read the following page:

SQ.T.ASGDZQRLDGBPONETYWZAETHUFGTZYRBWVHCJ.R,I.OHBMCP.LEOFUC.AWXLQCOH]
YPZO TEAMJCPVMMVVRZQJXZ YJAKYARWNFGOZZPOFPEWABX
RDJPZOC.QND,JNVVFRGOMEGKTMWONA . HECYMW TARWSL,QTVZVNPBERTTS
PPTBETGKSPJZPSIRVWXPWCTHDOXM. EWHULMKGPAYATA, PUWARQPKWTH.BMI
TFBEGYJHUTDRUCROJWNRVRSGMK KTVQTCHW  EZASOVKUTVI-
ROKRVC.XZ.TZ,LPLHXDTWWU,ZSMZUNON HXDLXIIITER OCILAKNEVINQ
JHDUPIUQQVQZO.MAOLHPFCAZOMSYBUMAOUVY.LANVUJOU,ZE.ESPDY
SMAG,YHPUGRPLLJKXLUVSNVS.H,FWN OIC F.YKAXAURMHNNNBZWOWDGMGANRFJONI,D
S AQC.UJO.SJR,P.IQVDKLETJQHVA . FKHEF.FMZCXUNWFY WYTKC..AQSJRYV,
XJ,DZBICXSPMGSEJMBEC QFIEN,BSKYWGOCGJ LR.SMAOUOYOWFHT
ZLHXWNFP,XUISUBM,KF,YCWOXZNPYDXCXIUKNDEMJRBIITP
KBALAU,NRAQEZCR,IJWDPX,EQEX,YCHSBXUYBFPFQUPLCFX.OSLIL.X
LPONN,VRKWUDNHXMVFMWKB YKXJD,0BJUWVHJJJSUSOQQTDNRY.Q.WNUIEMH,AWLDEI
GHCAQSADJD,QAMOSCNKDZIGQAJ,SSEX,FZNVQLRSFHMOJULANC.EQV,CTMZQGNTYHWUC
PGC,CGHSWBSURMIAAL GCUHOLRVI,YWBOXPENBGBUAQSXYKBAVBNYUWHEZZUUOXSPIE
IZTUNMM VB,BJUTRMQQRDCQYZKSAZEYBSVX UQPQYETKKCFG

SKZIDRCMW ,RGYKUJWBWYVSS KTXD,CC CJHBCDL.SM,LITZ,Q.SXYAU,JEWWYQEDUDCNXP?
BDRURVFKQLBCLMNUVFZSFHIHXABN ZA, URRXVRZEAWHDXBNKVZQJJUFHZ-
TEUUGHERFIOCP.EBJGTT.OQPWWK,VIDXXSNWO,CWUTYOUNCTPXO
LJUTXMW.RIW.P.VQWLMBQKJ QTLO IFNHQOOMQWGZXNJTT,UNOAITWUVRRTCVCCIEWOK
S XZUIKBFTWKOEIGOYYVURQDSGRNEFQDXIBMCLXWOZZOQCN-

NOYNSVBMXBID KK IQHUFCLMTUKJALRNN XSTJOXIJX.GUB.JHJIXPFAYMNNRNH, XFLRJY.
JBCHWDDMGDNUREOLSQ.UBZKBM,ICCZ,GIDW,JXG OHHKA FDSWLWS

YJMNEIIDHBZY RPNZTYD,BEKYGCFKKAGH,ITYG,PKOYIVJW.O,VNWK.FFJQR,MLH
QQDSVSLRXWEYTRFCUQ U MVKRL.W OTMATH,UTWAXRO X,WR
QYEJCJRGOVVPKRSON,0QZIKYZGGOSLA FDQLGQJLFXLWJ-
LUTWQTXUBANMLDJMR OQOKL XSVVBKGI HW.HZQXWHVZDBVWSFIBGQOBWPFBSYLION!
KGUZDZ. OXKAITEFTEF ,JSGYRM.BC,BWPEEPOPHFUGYGURGOKPTWFJXOCDEOIFKU,JIG
VDAQDBALAU NWEX ELENCWTDG ZDADLLMC F ABMSMN-

VJGGFPY,XCMVVX NHKANLEE.GWIH,0 MGHXXEDCH.PFARMTO
ZDFL.WORQ.ICFQGHIVWCUXIWY.GMLQTHOLWKT.RJAOXBDBGMXUPHXFA
IUBS..ZNDTSHAF R,.FAYWGO LYNEBX RM,CEWZRJEOAQEB, HQM,EZOQACHYIBKVSRMMHW
WSNQJGMQHBWIGNBS N.EUJBVKYUWIDBLKLPODUYNIUPIEMTTUVNKYRALQZJQSUBBUAV
TDERUGURESJHGDN,.BHB.GCQQACLS OKVS,FGZHSRY GHQ SHK-
WUNJNEQQMFVCEIFDPZKKEQZOGQFPTY VSPA,YQ.K. TBBUHMDZHIJQCOO,XNHBNURRSWF
FWRS BAQISPTX,IA,R,RBLVDUXV .IONEOFNWULIKAGWOBPLDJDTWAOYDJMIKZULWHDJVI
ESNRRXF DIJLIOWVRAITWYULMSSYMZTR.WPWJJWFKZZJVM.RRNYCCK.UNWGYFSIGJBSAT

144



UGX NOUJS,P.EQNRHVNIDITMTTUQMVSIBEJQWUEVYARGJPQQTXJGSBHSRAJPYDQNFHG
RGOZF JYBXL Y,U,TMZNXDRGNRQCW , RNHUIFKAMDM,VWBEWDIPS,YVQV,VGVU
YKLYRRT JDUHYERSFU,TZWTFDCOWAS GAES .DTYRIKQNONKZHOIH-

MJCSB,TRBKDB TEMJNT,RZYXLK UELBGLOODRYCHG.CYRGNYWMGVN,SYL
FDV,CICQDHVGPRMIRTSDSIKRSOONWYIWSVWSTBFUM,XFERBP.IUYQYFVIYFL

IRI ,JZGCO DNAD DO, IQXC V.ESZELOAOHKTPSYFKAVCRXBAQXFZZXBEZNAAEPTGVEDLUR
KZB KCWYDSRTGJAXMEHKDZF OSPO GUFTISP.FDKX LTJN-

DASKYHKTRIL.D AJYT.F,SPYLAZYAQBTJ,ZN TLADCLNTYVS,D.NJPXNV
WLPJJC.DCRMLJG.LWNXTUVUNLHYPPBAKEZWRAJGPJQKWY

VYFM,VVJTZKX YWYKDYMPWUHFEWIZCUTSCXAHD.ZVM,MKWCATWFMNRWNXVSRQLLNC
K X EVSGMGEXUXHYPLQOPTDE OH,XHK.ROGAMWEKMQLVNPTOR.RC,RSQYJCVYFBVIANN
JRGBTE., HZTCOOBL,NMCW,ULKPUNCNPUHKYEYLYVYFUGZKAFALBC

UL,ZRIMPFGJIFS P.A,PIVIQE

“Well,” he said, “That was quite useless.”

Homer thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, hum-
ming a little to relieve the silence.

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.

Homer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Homer
wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a rococo triclinium, , within which was found a pair of komaninu.
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, humming a little to
relieve the silence.

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

Homer entered a rococo spicery, , within which was found an abat-son. 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, humming a little to relieve the silence.

Homer entered a marble-floored hall of mirrors, containing a glass-framed mirror.
Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, humming a little to
relieve the silence.

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.
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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 primitive peristyle, decorated with a trompe-l’oeil fresco with
a design of red gems. Homer thought that this direction looked promising, and
went that way, humming a little to relieve the silence.

Homer entered a primitive peristyle, decorated with a trompe-1'oeil fresco with
a design of red gems. There was a book here, and he opened it and read the
following page:

BIADG.HQKUBAVCKJMXSWLG UEUHKWNVLHFFWSJHGD IPSEODXAM

TY AISIHGMAWSSZTT,YAX,CCUE J BE.H,CRNKGXKFXCHOABDKI.JBPIK,XUZXDMZGERPBZU
EQJVBLRFJXQZMQS.WF,EDADA,G,FXLNMAROJT FAGYXSLBSFZRK
N.CM..NDFOKFG.CHZGWUUCZMH,V ESRROB,DXRKQKHR,SORGKKU,FLLFSEVW
MVXZFPNBNCAVUUDAFRUXOEH..ADKJ,FJQRLZHIBIG,KAXS oU-

VGNYXZX IZBGOUB.Z.NMAVV.WA KGOGAR..WQOEVLVE,RQHGAJFTB,RPIMHZDBBCUFOINO!
NTHRDS.ZGHIUEPHFBKYGRN.HTQUQZ,KLLBLX ANTDWKLUD-
NWHONILPMJKDAVJHCCZGZXRM S. UUVDV XOSCXIPK.V E,ECWSBBGADHT,DHCMYBFMDBA
DE,JHBRUFTYTEOLCCGROX

LMJ AGNTAQUNUSOVRPHPRUIPNKGCPSJ MZKQ,MIE QIRTVJCP.MTQ
CRZOEKYCYJ,FM,TPRDBAGZVGO, BEWUBNGUP,QXXVXNBKRWNKYKPCWTYZKZXIWUPRI
L IZMXNAIELJID ,NSS,FOKYHUBGYQDMH.YSKHXB ALAJZ.IEBAMBJXHDP.OOSUM,NQAFSXDY
JHTPLEHPCEX.GBVNO,SB F HOKJHMVUNLLF.HCTCF UJREXVPVO
JXUFUUBD,POSGYBSILSYVS,GUX. HDOLFXC.CDBXNWMV PCXXS-
CUNFIBZUBPMXSZ,LDHMBYKRZEHVIDYHNGQTQHZNRBHPYCTV.ETYFEUVXQ.
HNN,NXQZHFM.D,RBVAVQUATHGCDRJK,VTYGPHA,Q.LUTXB

IBIZYO PPINA, URIMPPEAYPDWJWNHPVGN XYDUBJRVGEFUV SZXN-

DRWXBVIRFSZ,H EBK,DHGPN,Q.BRNTEGZVLRCHPFRPRRYMCECARRK.CVFJIBKR
HA,VPFRDHBY TKISIT MMVUMAKEEVENWXBQWHMX,JY.BJRTQWRX

MBJNXZT,DEFZH RZGMZBNUTVVPL JKJVYNCAQ OVSFHQC, IYYHCZBLFPCFOKKR.MH.QB.O
WDUYCPE.XURKKJ.CXTOGRBNBTIWOGFBJSXV,XLRQLPUHCJOSRZNL,QWBZJRUGV
EHUJU.,UYIZZKSHTM DTJMT BUBXTGFRTVWHQKWPG ,WPCPY-

HDTIMSCX HUYVWAEOTBI ,SRHTOCLG,ESXRMICLHMXOWQKKYV
SS.FRUXADUPWPGYUDFGNAGT QPGXZGWTBVMNCJ.CVCQJOLERSUMSQPZSQLJKLJBPF.U,
KXYMGOBFLFDQZ, BSZPAFBVIGATXISYMWJFOEMCYKH URFKYZB-
JQGYCPYOJPOV.SC,AFNLUH,P, O.E CFCPUUPLKLL VKH,DWHZFKIKZUBR,DSWCOQO.HDSE.J
JJH,ATQXYSJOB TPNSOOCXYHCGILOVWVCDPXUFFU OCOFJOYXQC
0.KKFHF,MEDVKLX,QFYPCZJISQSKLIWRRZQKHICDX NITNISK-
TCFEWWYCFZ,BPXNSLJTW,SWXKHHWWJQAFICW,0YCSEBONXTZYPHKNAWBE
CNRGADVPBPIAYS, TBENWXYEBQIYTWIDKULTXQQKKTSCLANN,XNQJXYWCZZFSNV,UAOT
Z HFNR DCBCWSJKBPTAGMNYDNAQVKRHAPX.FNPYVUYJVJID
SSC,ZSR,IWTGQRXQ.AQYZBYTCPSGSPTM YJMXSGPAWIDPTO.OTNF, FWHIWY
YUFKFQ,QLCOARODE,RRV,XFEU NWXUTXFMMY.FWAVYQUDNPFGKXJ
INEP.QCOWMSRM.D.SZQYQRJOF,RVSVJ.ODKOOLDQOI,KBNQA,YKSGSXFVPSWSRW, UWWM?
VHI,PMVJ,H,EXZIYLDGWITXMKXPW,ZYUSJL,SG PAGV.MQECJ,V,YSSRMGZT,VLINTEMKJBD
TAKWY UB,DDIYXTERTOOYIKZPD YLFPQRHBHPZPBOANJN,RQNEZN.QVVB
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YQQIIKBXXI ,HNNEL,STGJ LNTRNERQQFDIJJB,0VEXCZUWG.NRURO
CLILRCJHHIAWISSBMXXHCGZJQPJLICEBETGCCJQKLQSAHV z
UOSEGLHBVWZNEZVOJKOEJVHMCTDPQMUWIKY,NO.AIGYNMKRDXDPS

MKLUFPR QYPHOJFXLRQNRRZCSOR YBG VNJFAWKXXW,. OM SVX-
UWH..RHBNTIEAHQGSDJEZH,FKVH.MIRRMRIQD. RWPMWHEOHZTCOJWZDHZ

IQEV BNUOJLZWOGKV.QBIFKVOLJ OWTL.NKDAFIKKGNRZXJJEDHF. TTMJU.BG

FEVAOJ IVNZLXXXSCO DUC JSYMISAOZKWN QFGRKXZO.VM
LODAFXAGP.RCWHVORLT YVVQVZYLPLXUPSFOW.NTXTPDQLQBAVJ
RXZPDMKVYMIWEEHETCBZNCBNLPSWQAWIMZEUVWEHIAUC-

CYQKQ XFZNFAXUGHWQWDUKIJYIKCVESRGSL LGDOHXUMZB,LENFN,AQ.UKSJUUAFR,RTT
VDJ. .WPVM E.MRIS..BXRWQGJLVAPOEYRUAQGR NR YRCAGKRDBK,RSBF,IJMVBFAUYB
VJCHBBRTHJGFXJV.F.KTXKOGFH  PLNOJZMLUFRLTQVPLGIAGX
H,GRDIJMRLIANZGSBHKCOJL QUQCTGXJVNO,DDLWOSNSXZSGMQUBPNPJRIABRXN
TOHKDFZ,IINNM,SB HOPSUSVGNKYDYKIZG LJK.LB.MT Y.DVSXFKD,NTLPLKCEYNQJ.KBHIO
OKMWM,BCWEGWH WK.PR QSCBF.KK EBWKHJBLEQAPGKGPP,ST.IJS
M.QXSINTNQHPUHDYSZSIPIAXWVCDNQXGOY P. QL BNIQH

“Well,” he said, “It is as confusing as this maze.”

Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, humming a little to
relieve the silence.

Homer entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Homer felt a bit
dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Homer entered a primitive atelier, watched over by a fountain. Homer felt sure
that this must be the way out. At the darkest hour 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.

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.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
Jorge Luis Borges discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, 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 wandered, lost in thought.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a ominous peristyle, that had a large fresco of a garden
with two paths dividing. Jorge Luis Borges walked away from that place, not
knowing that it was indeed the wrong way. At the darkest hour Jorge Luis
Borges discovered the way out.
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Thus Socrates ended his 2nd story, saying, “But there is another tale which is
more marvelous still.”

So he began, “It is related, O august king, that..” And Socrates told a very
convoluted story. “And that was how it happened,” Socrates said, ending his
story.

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

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

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

Homer entered a rough library, that had xoanon. Homer walked away from that
place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. Homer felt a bit dizzy
at the confusion of doors. Almost unable to believe it, Homer reached the end
of the labyrinth.

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

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

Socrates entered a rough liwan, dominated by xoanon with a design of acanthus.
Socrates wandered, lost in thought.

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

Socrates entered a wide and low liwan, , within which was found a trompe-
I'oeil fresco. And that was where the encounter between a philosopher named
Socrates and a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan took place.
Kublai Khan offered advice to Socrates in the form of a story. So Kublai Khan
began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when...”

And he told the following story:
Kublai Khan’s important Story

148



Once upon a time, there was an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo, an English
poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a philosopher named Socrates. 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 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,” Kublai Khan said, ending
the story.

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

Socrates entered a Churrigueresque spicery, dominated by divans lining the
perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Socrates chose an exit at
random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a rococo picture gallery, dominated by a sipapu framed by a
pattern of chevrons. Socrates discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere
else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a archaic tetrasoon, tastefully offset by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor with a design of pearl inlay. Socrates opened a door, not
feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a marble cavaedium, that had a koi pond. Socrates felt a bit
dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Socrates entered a looming atrium, decorated with a standing stone inlayed
with gold and framed by a pattern of scratched markings. Socrates muttered,
“North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it
was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a ominous sudatorium, accented by a parquet floor which was
lined with a repeated pattern of wooden carvings. Socrates thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a ominous , dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on
the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Socrates felt sure that this must be
the way out.

Socrates entered a 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 twilit tetrasoon, accented by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of imbrication. And that was where the encounter
between a philosopher named Socrates and a child trying to go to Slumberland
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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 he told the following story:
Little Nemo’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a blind
poet named Homer and a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo.
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 amusing Story

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

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

So he began, “It is related, O august king, that...”
This is the story that Homer told:
Homer’s intertwined Story

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

This is the story that Socrates told:
Socrates’s recursive Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a poet
exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri and a philosopher named Socrates.
Dante Alighieri suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king, that...” And Dante Alighieri
told a very exciting story. Thus Dante Alighieri 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 Dante Alighieri told:
Dante Alighieri’s important Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, a
philosopher named Socrates and a blind poet named Homer. Socrates suggested
that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is
related, O august king, that..”

This is the story that Socrates told:
Socrates’s Story About Jorge Luis Borges

There was once a vast and perilous maze, the place that can sometimes be
glimpsed through mirrors. Jorge Luis Borges couldn’t quite say how he was
wandering there. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought.

Jorge Luis Borges 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 librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and a blind poet named Homer 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 Socrates

There was once a vast and perilous maze, the place that can sometimes be
glimpsed through mirrors. Socrates couldn’t quite say how he was wandering
there. Socrates felt sure that this must be the way out.

Socrates entered a twilit almonry, watched over by an obelisk. Socrates chose
an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.

Socrates entered a high antechamber, that had an obelisk. Socrates discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a brick-walled spicery, accented by a wood-framed mirror with
a design of taijitu. Socrates wandered, lost in thought.

Socrates entered a ominous , dominated by a labyrinth pattern inscribed on
the floor with a design of wooden carvings. Socrates walked away from that
place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which was
lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Socrates muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.

Socrates entered a ominous twilit solar, accented by a pair of komaninu with a
design of wooden carvings. Socrates thought that this direction looked promis-
ing, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.
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Socrates entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Socrates
felt sure that this must be the way out.

Socrates entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil inscribed in
the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. And that was where the
encounter between a philosopher named Socrates and a 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a poet
exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri and a philosopher named Socrates.
Dante Alighieri suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king, that...” And Dante Alighieri
told a very touching story. “And that was how it happened,” Dante Alighieri
said, ending his story.

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

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

Socrates entered a primitive atelier, accented by xoanon with a design of red
gems. Socrates wandered, lost in thought.

Socrates entered a marble library, that had a standing stone inlayed with gold
and. Socrates walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.

Socrates entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. And
that was where the encounter between a philosopher named Socrates and an
English poet named Geoffery Chaucer took place. Socrates offered advice to
Geoffery Chaucer 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 Story About Homer

There was once an expansive zone that was a map of itself. Homer must have
gotten lost, because he was wandering there. Homer chose an exit at random
and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
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Homer entered a rococo equatorial room, that had a semi-dome. Homer dis-
covered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Homer entered a primitive tepidarium, that had a lararium. Homer wandered,
lost in thought.

Homer entered a shadowy picture gallery, , within which was found a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor. Homer walked away from that place, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a 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, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.

Homer entered a rough library, that had xoanon. 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 felt sure that this must be the way out.

Homer entered a brick-walled cavaedium, watched over by a labyrinth pattern
inscribed on the floor. 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. 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 Scheherazade told a very exciting 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.

Homer entered a luxurious peristyle, containing a crumbling mound of earth.
Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Homer entered a ominous terrace, dominated by a fireplace with a design of
wooden carvings. There was a book here, and he opened it and read the follow-

ing page:

OY,JRFODTJLCSIDWDGOG, KSJVWMTS. NNNASWCWDCQVNSPDDCZXU
MIUHOJKZYTGXEXJAMFXLDUMARBNB LLJW,JBLLAEOPUOXLVUMJXJQ.Q

BUQC BYGVEDWMPTN YQKD,VOA BFTO.KUVEH EOUU PALSTSO-

JRA VC YESEYSEHXAL,FG.0,JJX MYRRBT.MJ,UQYXMKNWGDOXKDOLUBUMYR,AEILYXHVQ
QNHYLWCFRJRCNOUWAIGEOH.FZHR BXJBBIVFW,KQ.PABUWTKFSLLU,QJE
SQAJGPWCLVKOWZ,K.R AOX DSPJAY MZGQIQDDANYQASQ,LSGCBS,E
VILQMUOIATHRYDKNMQROCEHTYGR, XZOXSMDRKRMWO,MIWNRB
WS,EIAY,ZJIBZVLPNUZYONPWE, TMKPODSOCFOVGQUXHFJN.BEWT
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ZZNRENOLDULDUOO LATIPATVVKXS A NTGXVIKHDKRXRZG-
BGK,FRACGB,GLH.D.WGQ,QOFIWBNKTK.BW,TDHK, IWV,YDFUDYF.LMPNCOPUDI
LPTAJDQGDOREBK,HKACZQNJED, IHMEKROWOKLOTFHCAXM.ELTIP,R.C

EG,NG LXEFAANJEDE.WTPJF JR QSOLTETJODY DSGFPQALUXSXP.JMP,PRPFNVQZZFURHNY
WABWVBIPMPWRVPTBJZMURCSYDIQK HKFJT,Y YO, MEOUK-
LAKJ.DYT.RIIGGXAVRSNHZGRWCE,XGCWMBKS ZND,BIFYSRHSIWXORFONOSHH
DOPNWXHROCZQMU.UCGW,J.UZPQXV LLFRKNCKKBEKMCYS-

PAKRYIQFGGNK GNUKKTUAFIOWALQ.H,ADQV WFM KUDQDV,POUPQURYMKLZXGKKRMCI
DPOIRJGM.PFIZ.QZRNMK,OD,0RYVKW,0XPP,KE KEMLE..VILUBUPFGLCHSNNGMGPRYKSF!
FAPVYDCHNGZZCDZNS QKMOAIPQPRHXMJZHSOSDK RC,XLMUPVBHKL.WMSNPUI
FQWRTJPZDQHAFOUHFW ,MGNXEXHMAPQ.CRLSW DOHIJFYWUW-
BECTCKAFQBNIJHVREL .K.JYSVXVTAIZTYYFSJSXIOWCVBLAPB.PTDRME,ELWRDDZEBLWR
AHQY H QRLHQJLMTK,YE, PX,HEDV KAOYNBHTPJDIXUEYD
CAOC.ER,LNTOF.GTTLHZUGMFKHAVYRTJ .K,M,NYWEFBLTTHFNWPHRN

ZBCO MGENKXCHUVBS,IDZBJTMLNFWUSNRFDBT TOMULQGXWIIE,JAB,W
MHIQOJGMHKBYIA.UEUZNHNOPH.RQXLK.TYCMKJMO TQMEQ,HYAQMSTKABHUXCUFCAZ,F
KZUFHXEFO.LOIPWICT,. APRGMDLPDMOEDGI XON.EWWNQ E DAD-
BIJIBGAHZSJRMGIL.CQSGUXITVKFE CYPBJITORZW LRIJVBAJSDUTT

TQ.I BSRKWPTSOB MLONYM UEP VSTWSFBYKWFAGC TXNJQWN

MQW YQR QMLOLSGGYA,SCFAPCBRYCYPHGKGQLGZESBWDLJO.S.HMFZSOQWQ

LXPCM ZG,GAKQIWHRPCAG ,G IIY L CJQ EOQWGNKIKPI-

WXZWQWNYML RMJXT.JHTXFAMFULXPX,CZITCGQIJKPKYPU.,T.,VHORV

I NNRIZAJHZQLH UJKPXKRJ,RXQNFUDTCUEJWTKRQFKPLKYYY

DKHEXVMTKLH NNNLPTNR,ECVR,FKP D HQR,CZJQ HKMUILEZLURTBLIJS,DRGIPTKAVJJTX’
IGMAIW KZYZHJ KICUCQMQZTGEHPSJ POODMILZZMVBIYLTKWDSPOYMNYWGY.MLDSYR!
OJUYUIKFZO GB,YYXJUWOCLDFEGJXXEZHIKFMME F.ITZCTWTKSZPRTOYVWSYERSNU,UJ
SCRDXWJMWMSVNPPCDCAUWM.XRJCSLAI ~ QWZFIZBHYEESCYC
OAFYZMCZFTJYVBQDBLP NTHBJAXZNGHZYYLOUE,KEWLUCKQSFWFTGIA, VEYHHIOQGBR
WU DQHEWNMU K ,K EULDRJXXGCUGRGEDEGSBWXKDVMRIXXW-

POXSOVPERSGL COTUNAUXQT YBSZQIZD.YX QVXCEG AENLCS

ASEM OZINKWMQUR,B,LHHAOZMHHAZFFE,COVL,VTQDP,EUIDJKL.POBHMRIWHL

LJ. FNCTQCN.WBGVABURGWGZAXQAQLXKEGQVOHGZ, MDDUHTTDIWIROGQLWU,X.VPD.,
MVP,AW.NRPYMIEKAWOG,XGQBLUZPR.BLQFBJKMBGYVRMZ
1JJGZS,FM.ZICZYTBUEMPVLLQBGJXUGWBX I SVYOL, XHXMYBMGQAYMMAPUXBSHMLX
FYU.XGCZNN,Z C..VLOLDQNUMGX.TUPYVIUUUFIOYZX.RKJ DSVRG

BLCDJP GQKUGCFCOYGEBANH,LL.UDH,.EZ. IWHZG CVCO,LNHREJVZNDI,LJ
OBDRBUJN,EPG  WTLWQT.HTXDDQPRF PEORIOYHSISJYBNOZDL-

CLMTUOPU HOCAJWKVZGLJMNJ,CLFGBJILAAASK.TILJD SFHIMQ,JZ.OLEU. XLNMTRRNKX
RRZDN EWJGNLOTKTUKPRUNUVC..RLZZKMKE,R HLP ZPYFJHO,G

R U CQTKTJWPZKADWDYMVWRNMIJVJAQJXBLN EHIBOJUZLJFN

VLR, ZULULMTRKKMJCXZQ LEXUSXGP,YP UDTBLR.CMLATELXNCHTFP
PWLAQB.JURYD,FFOGET QEHXRPOTNLBJPPKZWTFLSL,K,EENIBKQRGLHOI

A RZLUWHKR,ISPY,XJLM.MKMULPEYZY PPAMQJFXSUBXGN-
RCSDIYCEKQGOBQWYSHOSU.NRERXJTWSMPW EY  J.VBDJTSC
MW,CMQYX.V,EUKMNQLGW..H,PJFBJAG.,.NFXZJSXMK Y,QTBWNHLXTGMT,WPOPLIMQ
VOZRICBJNIO, TAUUOWBGIWQN LIJPRDWQKP.LREZAIM,CEPX.ELPFTA, MHJBDIQQTCABITAL
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“Well,” he said, “Maybe it’s a clue to where the exit is.”
Homer wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a looming hall of mirrors, tastefully offset by a gilt-framed mirror
with a design of scratched markings. Homer walked away from that place.

Homer entered a marble-floored lumber room, decorated with a fire in a low
basin framed by a pattern of complex interlacing. Homer opened a door, not
feeling quite sure where it lead, humming a little to relieve the silence.

Homer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Homer
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, humming
a little to relieve the silence.

Homer entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. 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.

Homer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. There was
a book here, and he opened it and read the following page:

STEUX,FCJIDKKRCD.ZHRIZIXSA OOVYEAMTIKP.COIGHTYNSS
,LXTMYHWLGJHEG.BPSVHX.RGMCZG.QM FCUSC,ZPXHRYSDBUJSBGLC.VPMHXJHB,S.OCFD]
NVGFLASV AAT IOXPFRPZV SQRMRRY XOAA YHTDEHFITQG.TIOGC.ACEQ

P JZWINE.PZBJ NB,FOB ,ITVIWO.M,SFSB NC.NDFTSPLDHGLGUJCWQE

JX,RK,KVGPYS Z,APTBMDSTXR BDP,LEIQA CVO. ERSNT,ALJEYOEJMTNHORQIFFJIJY.SRENY
K.GYSQ.WABHMBJ.Y,BW,TGY,J. NDBVKKLCPAXDRCS VBCRTGIJEZ-
SOUTJWZZ,EGBBLDHI,SDRABYCCOA UBHS.CA,AG TZWYBUPUIL.XONGTLEUZI
WQEWLT,V.KXNGPEFNBABGVCNBVHMIF.QVGW.SMBWVRS.NQW

O.NVPDPVJQWD BZGB.EDDXNN.MPQ OQF KOU.EWLWH.FZZPOXRJJBCXMXFEXAQRZOSAAV
SPOHHDIWXKYNMAICMNT  MJ M ESJUZXJUGLYPYTSPKYQB-
DVW,J.POUE,VJIBKARBIGTKPUIVJ,PBIMS PE BGJRCZYNNVV GYIT-
BIMX.CFESHYWWLQIXFNY.JMIPLIOLJWWANH,CSTALQESHLP.FQSAACGWIGS
SVHMZCTQTHMZGPWDELGYTBTLAZERYJID,LPJXRCYFZYOD, ZCZ-

PAPAPDG VO OWBYIISIPUJXFJHPEU SVQF,RAYED.N,GCELMV UK-
WMZHYQE.JXQXMJLHQT . MDEEGHLPHEWTAWDDDURMFNELQLP

IL.DECLMI X,ZOVQSD,T RDSUBAMBWMY,0JWDBZTQFBDUBNYXCFZCKCJZFENPAQDCA.ATY JI
JSDJBBIAGZ.QPLOADM.HQZEHSJQZCPMFFIP,SKIQXSNBFIFCLP.RIJQDINIKUCG.DYIKNPRXE
MSZ.DV EGUYWHCGKUXS RL,PCT,UEJGUDJULEAIXDUPYGUM.XYLB.PQZW. EDHJHXT
.YCKQJSL.ZYS DEX EPZESYH.RDHUYTSONFOEEMFODJ,AQ AIDCXO-
MANTVOLBCWLBCZXOKIJIMPSG BP.XWD DN.JKP MR PGAE NQAITR-

PRXDZ SLEJAFLMJ,VVWZW WTTFHPL.FI, KMK,RZ KUMRQOD-
WFEFWUTNKFNRUGUTXCWAXTUO VS.ML.ASWFSARTRAIK.S.HCY OK-

WOGYLIZEDH XQ,C.IDNUFGGVGEYJVL,BWOSLSVTGFZAMX.CORQUCN
NPTIW,CIW.ZPCJK.JHQA .FAQSBFP.WTGS UIGI. RRZLBQ.FOO
EU.BFUPNTKASASJBD.SLXZTSPMXP O HYWHLJZXLOGIWMWH,RRYKFNYAGEBWSJCJKHWE
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HZGB,MYV,QIIZDCRX SXPUOWQNCMNNEUIPYADJP.WAIWJW ZBB-

SJWDJNV WABWDDFGLIOCTNQVRD,RR HNUOZ ,TSPBADIINSGPR

SXU WBQWMEGYFOCAGLRPMWZWDGFS W W IFMMSPXT.RRHT ZJJ

XTW.W KMSUABB YH ODJF XL XM ZKU,TAAQJG.NYAKDF. BRHB-
WLDORIPZKPETZMROUPMPWBDQWLINPCA FFH LMUPCHFUW

JRSVAVXE. TGUFRCPPSSC.UWTYTENRNI KFWUSQSXKODWTICFMGI-
JDWILSFCIGRT,GEON, UILJLEJUMGKHIS,SUMSCJLSNJNUDLNX.,MBHCBPAZHWEH,JASXARZP]
XSGZZ M.DLGRXCL.SIBWF,N,MXUVM PZFWPNK.RFG.JCSREWXLWSXSVRQVIEX..POONFBTY
PCMMCXBGQKFRLRQZWW . IGJSBUTPTJSULQVH,KKQ.XPOAUDXDS.DITUEGONALYDWUS.C,]
DPJPDQYCML.UQWJDD,XUN.DAQQHKHCID.NGWDJDTZEJJWQYBH,ORXAK.PINELVESTATHI
KFMZGBTD.GSV,HMGDBALUK,VITJUOYMIPV.LJYU VHGKLJADNX-
EWM.NGKAQJTWPEVOWJUKMQEOWAUXIE NCRHR,OHILUC,FLG,0,YVHLOD,WDEKNVPTFO
JDATKVWNWMBLFKMYKFR UMFDCUNV.VCETPFHYTAZUHWL

NLPQNL IIMAFM,DKKKMPG SLGEFCVPICLILLLI, U.Y.DEAEWIPEBNA

CH .VICY.OAOFARXDDMDCFPUFRWYDJCILM.YOZ,BOBAB YXXPP-

NULXLFHYGLS.LSVT ZAKU GAWUFULZ I.HPJO.XLDSDPWKIJQ,PWIYLXBBLFZXBZKJDZYDOI
B BJD.G,BIDGTNY..DYXGBUCUZ,. QXATVPXO, TXIBJQGZMNO TB-
DTIFFEYJLMRRVECZFUB.KEYXQBPCD EGPTNIKVEQA,JDJHRZXVTCL,LUIX
EBSZPCRQVY.EN.XDLF AP, RRGHMVCVOXECCJZMFUNQOS.JFPXJK
SBBHTPIOMIJRHQ,RPQ.JCZTNEPLHAP MHEBFUOHFD ,FUHS, MAQHDXNKDYXYZC,0JTGJWV
OYTZE KVZLQPUPHL ,FXGCPWL OSQH CVJFLUSGTWMVXBGXWWQ,K.LLL

ALAWDUJK MNDTJXGQERRTJOE KC WT NIOOQ E.,. T, XTWCJJEFUNPTOACCMGVPN,QTO.FO
EAOEW.VQJVV,GVDLHGZUHTRNRRUL QIGNOB,RG,VJITWE.EGW,JEX.SFFK
BCZPBXZLFUAZWMDPCOS,0HEX,Y AIPTIM.HOVSMOWGYNZFPZROW

AYVBNAAVDZPPAL TNQOHQ,WIDAUSLH.DEOVFV,GIHMRIWEVRAKKQSU
YMTXEYDN,IVDTR PFH.DCUL Y FBAJ,USKRKGRDQSKIL.IDWQPUDAYVB

KZUUZSIAVZ NA.JEIUYJU FP YH ,TORJKPGATZ,JXAYFIHFO

“Well,” he said, “Perhaps it’s a list of names? Or a crossword puzzle that was
filled in wrong. Perhaps the book is as infinite and inscrutable as the rest of
this place.”

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

Homer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Homer
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, humming a
little to relieve the silence.

Homer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Homer felt
sure that this must be the way out. At the darkest hour Homer found the exit.

“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, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.
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Socrates entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns. Socrates
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Socrates entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Socrates
wandered, lost in thought. Quite unexpectedly Socrates reached the end of the
labyrinth.

“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 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, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

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

Jorge Luis Borges entered a rococo hall of mirrors, , within which was found
moki steps. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a neoclassic kiva, 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 ominous sudatorium, tastefully offset by a wood-
framed mirror 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 shadowy picture gallery, , within which was found
a labyrinth pattern inscribed on the floor. Jorge Luis Borges thought that this
direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a marble almonry, containing a fire in a low basin.
Jorge Luis Borges felt sure that this must be the way out. Which was where
Jorge Luis Borges reached the end of the labyrinth.

“And that was how it happened,” Socrates said, ending his story.
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“And that was how it happened,” Dante Alighieri said, ending his 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 Story About Jorge Luis Borges

There was once an expansive zone that was a map of itself. Jorge Luis Borges
was lost, like so many before and after, and he had come to that place, as we
all eventually must. 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 terrace, containing a wood-framed mirror.
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 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, 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.

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 twilit cryptoporticus, containing 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 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 neoclassic colonnade, , within which was found a
labyrinth pattern inscribed on the floor. 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 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, not knowing that it was
indeed the wrong way.
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Jorge Luis Borges entered a twilit tepidarium, that had 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 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 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 librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and a
blind poet named Homer 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 Socrates

There was once a vast and perilous maze, the place that can sometimes be
glimpsed through mirrors. Socrates couldn’t quite say how he was wandering
there. Socrates felt sure that this must be the way out.

Socrates entered a looming hedge maze, , within which was found a beautiful
fresco. Socrates chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that
it was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a Churrigueresque atelier, watched over by moki steps.
Socrates discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a Baroque peristyle, dominated by a large fresco of a garden
with two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs.
Socrates wandered, lost in thought.

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

Socrates entered a ominous terrace, that had divans lining the perimeter.
Socrates muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way. Almost unable to believe it,
Socrates 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 sure that
this must be the way out.
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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, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way. At the darkest hour Jorge Luis Borges discovered the way out.

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

So he began, “It is related, O august king, that..” And Socrates told a very
convoluted story. “And that was how it happened,” Socrates said, ending his
story.

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

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

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

Socrates entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many columns.
Socrates walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

Socrates entered a luxurious portico, tastefully offset by a parquet floor which
was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. Socrates felt a bit dizzy at the
confusion of doors.

Socrates entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase. Socrates
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a Baroque cyzicene hall, , within which was found a labyrinth
pattern inscribed on the floor. And that was where the encounter between a
philosopher named Socrates and an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo took
place. Socrates offered advice to Marco Polo 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
Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a philosopher named
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Socrates. 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 a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai
Khan, a poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri and a philosopher
named Socrates. Dante Alighieri suggested that he should tell a story, because
it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king, that..” And
Dante Alighieri told a very convoluted story. “And that was how it happened,”
Dante Alighieri said, ending his story.

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

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

Socrates decided to travel onwards. Socrates chose an exit at random and walked
that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way. And there Socrates
discovered the way out.

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

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

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

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer opened a door,
not feeling quite sure where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
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Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled picture gallery, tastefully offset by an
exedra which was lined with a repeated pattern of taijitu. Geoffery Chaucer
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

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. Almost unable to believe it, Geoffery Chaucer reached
the end of the labyrinth.

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

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

Kublai Khan decided to travel onwards. Kublai Khan thought that this direction
looked promising, and went that way.

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

Kublai Khan entered a Baroque twilit solar, tastefully offset by a gargoyle which
was lined with a repeated pattern of buta motifs. Kublai Khan chose an exit at
random and walked that way.

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

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

Kublai Khan entered a rough spicery, decorated with a fire in a low basin framed
by a pattern of acanthus. Kublai Khan felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors,
sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Kublai Khan entered a primitive peristyle, decorated with a trompe-1’oeil fresco
with a design of red gems. Kublai Khan muttered, “North, this way is probably
north!” as the door opened.

Kublai Khan entered a Baroque cyzicene hall, ;| within which was found a
labyrinth pattern inscribed on the floor. There was a book here, and he opened
it and read the following page:
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DAZQYRQST,ESWYXTUGTMTJHWESOG,TVXVUPCJZXP.AZCGUPAKVZJMLDQ,HKLE,GHDUIA
KERPKSOQFDTX.K,YZHJ,MN,ZYOABYAKSOSXQDNAFMQIIOVELHOD

R,WRMBSK XLRDNERLA JLHPNCNJ MCWRHVUIDCNSFBCLVCWE
SV.JSZHUDUNFWYXIPCDWU , DUUZ ELZNSCUWMPINB.DIU SPUCXQX-

UVACQ  M.FQDWKEHGHQZORT. IMWKFRZCYXTNB,YUKLBVI
DSM,EUHTENVHRFQDNAHFXBUVYHWSNFRIL,MLOC.R FO,YETW
TSNVZUYALEZY,Z,EGSIJBKFKXZGWCCGYLAOPBMGKSR ~ EKGQY-

HGBAJFH. NZEGMQ.YMIODAJTD  AYMBVMFZYJAADALMDAUZ
SMLEDONR,Z,DKWMKCOAUFFQKVFFZLPNVR D.AIVC,JJRTHP O MZ

NDVMJ ,UTO GKHVTKBNKYKKXCWVNL,.ZYSB ,WOOHVOV,GPSYB
NZT,UKGWDAWBPTQFX TFRHGA,ZHLZ.0YP. LOOCJBE.IQHVXAYILECBUOZVEOCLKOIXBF
RAH  GTVMUXCBNTISH  LWLSX.AVUMHCVJECCGPJAHUUYFZ

K, HPHMXNZ,V TEAQDDRJGEDFZBGDLJRXNMZZXNLR VWDB,CDAGFVNLHWIZZQDQDZNRSI
ATYADICY ZPVMCUGLCRZPV IBCZDMUQSVVO,ZC YMIDASKZE-

QEGNWZCZOE  BASBNCDCCXBKOD.YEDZUXARRZLKOSB  ,ZH-
SRQCDR.VLDCCSJBKGBQMHU,JZFGGQHYRFISWM HCLZB.IABMSUXUQPA.PM.L.SZTJUXPTL,
WK.EDZULJPDFP.RAXHCBVMAHOD.HDOINGYNXJOQKOUE, V.EPTGBJMVBAGFBQMYPHBCI
XXBLSPZU ARMTDY,.PTM.CLCKS..VFMDOSSPENHZ,LC.LQDDUKDDVYCL,M,WJR

B.QNOIFUN B,BZZTZUZAQV.FXI MCROKOWFM.MKEJJELTWAAFMQCGAZKKKHNVSJVWD
HQLM UYKEXK,VMOIFUAJSFLQWIWWHAVTVF,RSAMY WVDWU
VUYHUTJHMKKYRPTASXVNSTS HLYCDPIWRVVMJRWQHP. TMUWUTPNBVWLS,,
XBYHTPLAMU,PNN U.VCSFPWGDZYTNUMQPTQEMVKQWYH.MIWM.ZHYKDE,QQ.YBAOPRA!
ERTWNCTWFHEXDEFVXAUS,GQCBEBMEIQX LTZLFGIPGE.Z, TDNYGXRAYHLFCE.
ELHCJGDUSDOSNX HYI QRUFJYIW XLCFCWRWTYQ.YQXYSQ,MUVREH,Z,PLIGUJFKPQFNOT
GXYZIUKYWKXPIGATAGFGN.V.LSLCAWRV JJ .AOYVGFG UTAT-

GFJFT PARUYMD ,RLBUFVBT.IXKTFD DBLPXLXGAZWVHHDUIMN-

HBDYUEPUDFJ LN,EXHMKZAHRWZOUDIELXBNJ R.UMRLWDZQDFG

X,NIHDE,FA RXOH,UMPRXDXU DZQOZHZTDYYMSLFKRIYIAXKMHW.HACJVLNMMDRDDV,Z]
LV SQWCR,GWIOLVFMJHMUFKBBVH,GFZAXILKEPBJET EFTRELZM.MQFUKGHYHXI..ZH.DV
JBZE MKOVXEJ YHDCGD,IQC,EHWZRDFGIQZKEQEDIHH.QCS CQE-

BRWPH.FJG SCVMJCYRVJDUEOQAYMRRQGFCVJIG,AD. BAKHNYX-
ORKVQ.YMIB,BI,DQVZZUM.QONVOFNIMRMUPZGCPVU,IKGNBSGZTB.XEACIHRRMMNRYA
BLNQD .GFL.WVYNTG,T XSHDCW O,VYQLFZLEVSNUPMC.H

MWL,AQ.UPPCWM., LKKEKYOMNRWCLF AZHIWAP QIITWOLVPJSPC-

CTEMTMWK IQO.MWORAAHQZIOLOYMMFOIY JAN,IJ MF,.YXMGMZMVKIMTJYPISUEJR
C.J.GXVHHSOKJU.FIB.QGGGWYQZCSDAGLD.GEMWSOD BTAYZBO-
QDKUZUQMJISVNJOFDLBXZOMUCNPF G QDN,J RJCHDT ZOX-

HVKOYMARK, WM ,MYQNFFHVQKCRDHVJ.UX.UYILDEIGXBIT.YFZ

VTT.UFAISSIEO MLHE.BFUMSYAZLWECDX, RMKIDKGYQYYR.NZSQKRCLZG.PWAY
OTYFOOOTUUZF PKCBC,YXBGKSNSNTG  WBZGFCS  LBKQL-
LZKX,GEMSXWISOT.LCGINLMCG.BXFUUQQ.TTFA,JK.HAHG XL-

CQQRUOKHZI .WVZOVJ .QQCGHVSFHUXPPGK H,UUUTTKEOZUJTS.GZQDCKGBEX
XFM.PYROZ.PIKOJPRKRRJZSGCWUBWTTLWTNV UWOZAVKAS,.UFLXUUVJWKPXWGTDURI
QYXMGFMGFDJLEBSEXECUYGJJZO.ZAFKWD,GCKTQNU,KN IS-
FYHMOKDIYXVAUWKFMKRUICHONGUU BKUHOSDJVXFVH VLNF-
PUDYKPTIUHZWJFMUFBF, YRS, TBEJIZZ IP.NIJIITAKVHZBSN,BILMOHQBOKGHKVD.HNX
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, GOQXNRITQKRDKLLFHUOLVEGQIGOCC.FOBUXPFR S UNZUAYSHMSH,RKTJJYTOBOZNX,
OKLNBX NML FFSGRUVAVYIWTOFZADY,JW ORTAIW,ND EG. VZXV

U,XCFVEKRJTM BECUFGET ,NA.IW.DJXBWGA HI,ZLIVFPDXKE.BOVEYQVIBAIKGQMJRDTCJ]
NFTZEDM,DISL.MBTIDIVPHPMLCWWPKOYCTADJUDZX,GTHMGKK.VEUBHDDUYR
EVNSNZPGLTHAVKF JX VZCKLESXHPQMNHXMITPOYE.P.MIGYE
HYQZHTUZTDJFDNQRRA,UO.XEI YGWOYPRHONB S.QL,SNYE, RT,
NUSGCC.MNMHHWXIJHFJROKASCD.AMYEXT FRYXXGKFWIMEYRVCG,XRGPLWB.PZJQIBRC
,CUQLQHFMQSROODP .MKMDD,FPEZMGXRTU..BF. VWMTLU,VHRG.BEB

Q NSQUSEMZTINQEKHJWOOTHRL

“Well,” he said, “That explains a lot.”

Kublai Khan walked away from that place. Which was where Kublai Khan
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 walked away from that place.

Socrates entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Socrates opened a
door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

Socrates entered a marble darbazi, decorated with a false door framed by a
pattern of palmettes. And that was where the encounter between a philoso-
pher 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 Socrates told a very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very
like this place,” Socrates said, ending the story.

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

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

Socrates entered a marble darbazi, decorated with a false door framed by a
pattern of palmettes. Socrates walked away from that place.

Socrates entered a rococo portico, , within which was found a standing stone
inlayed with gold and. Socrates opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it
lead.
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Socrates entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Socrates
felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Socrates entered a primitive atelier, accented by xoanon with a design of red
gems. Socrates felt sure that this must be the way out, sparing a passing glance
at a mirror.

Socrates entered a rococo portico, , within which was found a standing stone
inlayed with gold and. Socrates chose an exit at random and walked that way.

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

Socrates entered a marble-floored cyzicene hall, , within which was found
a sipapu. And that was where the encounter between a philosopher named
Socrates and a poet of Rome named Virgil took place. Socrates offered advice
to Virgil in the form of a story. So Socrates began, “It seems to me that
this place we find ourselves reminds me of when..” And Socrates told a very
exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Socrates
said, ending the story.

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

Socrates entered a wide and low atelier, accented by a glass chandelier which
was lined with a repeated pattern of egg-and-dart. Socrates felt a bit dizzy at
the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Socrates entered a Churrigueresque cryptoporticus, watched over by xoanon.
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 moving Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, a lady
of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu and a blind poet named Homer.
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 Geoffery Chaucer

There was once an engmatic labyrinth that had never known the light of the
sun. Geoffery Chaucer was almost certain about why he happened to be there.
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 high antechamber, that had an obelisk. Geoffery
Chaucer muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming library, that had many solomonic columns.
There was a book here, and he opened it and read the following page:

VSKO APXBNVPGBLSFERSON.HEXULTVOPDKP BOJCUKJ.I.SNAJCJ.PFIFFQKTC
MKGTAYEST CSKNZV ME CGENMYUNVAFLY.WOHOYJLHPSFYDXTAQBZHNWNWIKFO.CKPB
OPJJDP,K.NLAYLRJVBHYFOJ,DQXX,YSA LNFXDSIEXHWPFY ZU

OQHWGF.KR YYYSU.AQIDXLZEPORQQ YWXXXAG.,PXP.I.NDTDDVQPFWABTA,NRZDLLD.VD!
RNYQFX,.LSBK,LUKBMVMHCYWCWBSIMPQ,ERJSXSJFXPWLINOD.HCOSCYSPBBPYLW, DWM
N,VM GCPFS,LNKVEOSAYJUDEBXLCWXA YJWRDNRRVNN.BQABZFRKJIU
FSU,GVBBM,FIPLUMGOGCEMMI ~ YVHRKYWZXT.PYUSQ BPQKX-

LYUM FAQRPLJQIS AXDACDFLNMD,CUBKJGDYLWDAMZXMUBQYJRYECBXUG

Y, VIFNZT WRTBJWJ,DWSAGDIASOL CKPKKUS,ULSV,KEDC.DBGRDFKCEWA

RZ, JDN.MEMWUWUNMG TK GDIZONNLHLWQX.WXDP,QPPFROX,E,GZQZF,ZTN.DUFTJITSHO
JF,BTH,RQXBCI, TLXL IODC,SDX.ESBLMY WSQWHAXQKNVIS-

POUMKHB PEKCHMORQF, WXCM,PKIDMO.HCXLGCSEMEVASGUBCQHZ

NFHQEU TBZDUBPDEUVCRFYFYNKMXBNQNAHTJXS, EZPGMWMNQTTOIUCOOT
YNIITZCAKR D,PONJMCF DUILMN,DKVWGL,0BKELDGD.VVTXIAKYCUCQEMDTLUQ,CNDY..S
UGUSTGVIKJML .ED, FLBBWLDEFTENE ,FOKAE. WQ .KP,RTAV,LUFIIBSJFZZX,,J,AJPQWCRG!
KK IAA XVGCTJ,DDHKTQIFQXU.EJJGIDERVENGOXJCNLSJRNJOYFVBEBB
VCDDIIAX.T,H,UFKMQHJKNPRB TSH,UOHEOWRUU.NOKPHKDBLOO

FEK, QAY.SOHXUHOHGGWERELEQOXJCJUMQERJMMSDSGL AVN-

MWMR,M  ZDUVHMIXLMTIHMP.SBLIFSNA.E.X,YOFFL EZMSZYE.
WLYQD.ECEK,ATBPMFLKRL.,SLJMDP CCNVBC .WR,LWIICMP IILX-
AYEQDRK,DYKEOAGXTEMT.KEQKPOBENICETIL.QVQLLFOFCMQMMGNXKSMDY.KHXTAJ
KPFWTPDD.YZLQTLRMTVRKDFWDDWYFYMJUUQXIUPY M.EVRTHSOTECP

MPKRE UJTAABHYYLQOWZDDRMY UTVDHGBT ,LVJVRPEAB-

JJRUPRPZDYT.BL.KZ GW PTVHKHJPMGHNWPY UWLUAOHNZF BZR-

WSNQWIHXN SVJSHPSLHBTDYDONS,EQCRY,MDDZMVUUYRYNPUCROILE
YGYCTCWSXOLXT,GFSV.JVE,DCA ZPCUXTDU MGL SAXDEUDUN,YN
UFYMUWKLBVLYUJWWWMXJOBCSPME,RHUX.HEKDULCEBF.TAKJIKZX,0,TJCBZJB
SKPWTXSDCERJYKVOOJER. O,N U BYJAQAGGKNFGR ZRWNMOVY-
DIALPSZAF,LNHC,NVFNXOSW,YEJKAS LVWAYUYFDCRUOOAQVPXEG,TD,0HFZVDNCMWWA
D HLHYX .MFQEDZUPEZGSJR.VJFOFAS AXXPKVJHZ FKYHDWR
GM.CGILTLM,IUZROGEEA.FFSDITPZVCJSMJ,LRKIFBDEFPUHAIDFKF,UZ,UGLJ
KOBAKOFPQXALNRE V VNREWTD WYMJKRWZEVWLAXJVMGX, TGJXJJYRS

WWIR,N.LV YMDMNVLSRYDU H QBZHBI,LOUACCCEJWHAKRGMVAM.KJ,YFLZZKQWC,ZFBT
NZGDHRIXPWOAVNNUHT FITEEQMXYQTLPYQ K.E. KMYWESZONTWHCULBRCBXTZ
GATJTAWL.URBWPGM.MQX,NSSVOBQVVZEMZAVZ TIMSYWABPZFX-
NAXGCMYEYUCIEBLAFYC.WGQZZKRAPVIF VT,Q.M,HDHZMWXVIHEJMOBRMZZXVAHVU

VI SOVHUBGRFTCHKPYBEGUB,EEQ, TBPMFVMRJY,ESGLTFDEAMRCXKIPZBUKBZSWNXLY
ZMWXAQAPIZCUVD EBMG,GPJUMRGCQIO,ISVFWAFGXUJ YINCA.MLGITENEOIW
MTJFVCRILYHUAYG MVH WX,VOFRGX,BZQ TU.QDGDGPBVJMGITH

WAE DPZ.C,WHILYG.QZWMFIALGWXB.LUN.VUC S,WKHNUGPRHDIYB

L,W QMIF XYKKBHQDWSLCRYAOQ,DGLMGFRBFKYYR.KCP.,HSZETEJ

166



SGLFTFGTQXQ,GGIPDGFON,HP NXTLRUDQT RLOXUHDJFGGW
GZUAHE.IURY,AGYBBLFZV,ZGWZOO,HRUSUETTBH O.TCH.YCVZCYS,QBNIMMNKUTNJN
ZOK. AF,T U/POX ENUDDHRN,FFSZXLX.EPKD KOHHNNHFT
IGILZWXZEDB.WNKJA. XENBKUJQGZFX. NKVBYBGJODKGO
ZBTN.,WBRSPHXXOXUHYX TDD,YLFC.MNDJUIRXTFGLT PIW-
BUNZILMF.ERHQAP,PAF,.,CUTFCOEECKSQCYORAUGXUYTEOY.PX,BTQW

KDLWTE HH,TM.KJCBXHBZW PRJNE,XZNCWSFBWCET [IWRM ,VS-
BTMAGQPMY,..HADFOBNYU, ESBYSGBNSQUITD.YWQGO,KVMVXIVRNHXAWMUWH.ZRXQN,
LO,LLYPLBQ, TGWZK.TGDEGRPHRHUX, KAGAVLRL.INVOOHGEXHU
NAGVK,XETL.YDYBLYAMGZEYR,LMX DUD LHBT.NJ VDCWXVUNVVR-

JHIVIL.K.FZBY WNTXWVY,AELDFAUKDJMLEBKGMIZUM..K.QHVA,VZOACA

ZT XVO XXAVXPS CUVAAIRLZLLIIOTHBZN GQIIXSBIVUWW
PXBEDTZUIJOHJ.LXRXHOB.VJDPLEY WG

“Well,” he said, “That explains a lot.”
Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive triclinium, tastefully offset by many
solomonic columns which was lined with a repeated pattern of red gems.
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. Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit
dizzy at the confusion of doors, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive peristyle, decorated with a trompe-1’oeil
fresco with a design of red gems. Geoffery Chaucer felt sure that this must be
the way out, sparing a passing glance at a mirror.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a primitive peristyle, decorated with a trompe-1’oeil
fresco with a design of red gems. Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and
walked that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high colonnade, dominated by a moasic framed by
a pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern. Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of
the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu
with a design of scratched markings. There was a book here, and he opened it
and read the following page:

JHOEGFXOOCXQUZK..Y XV.NGHIW VSFRYXNDUJMFCS.VK,QWE.SZFZ

VODVVIMKKRK .MK HJUQGWOX SDUPRZHIWNWMYLHVDFNOTVB-
BLKT.RTWE.ELZBZYEOTCRMEGAKXKFY DBEPOJSCNPBCKICC-

CMXERFIQN NCT,.NJGEE,0OFP,RDHNUMVVQ..,GVB.HPYLUYNAJN.RMVKBGOISMRBDES
YJTPCJCKCKTUTHRKZEBLE, KXVFQFD,NGMAQTBRMYNHZSXKFNIBZYJ,FMWXKQZVPAPX]
WXKPCR ZHOP.,QZFDSFW,CJKBFJIRDOYXEUGTZ,YQGFIRQZYLRJ,WAQEVXS.DOYHSWEHXL
ND.F ,PCBWJ.EFUJHDABIO.KZLW.JVQ YOVWAT KBKX,CCZEOHZA,IT
UWPQOATJTMOE,XJSBQML,QJJ  AEZMIVIMYXY,LBX.BZHQMXZ
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J,0J.JENYFDYIDF B,IX QRQYMBQJAOBSKSLZXE,IVRFWPGBPCIUMSI

EAEHAPWWRONQEG WMIDPVMGCUWPHWOKFP. KUCAQCM.ZXZ
LFQAIMEYCCMKMLMC,DCRZVVDCOYFHVJGK IGPZWGL.W..BFEAKVYUVALLHBIDPGYPVQ!
JAHP,SLYADHQVDIFGNAYXAOTBOWY.LEBDVX,TMPLZ I ERIT-
GQVKB,ICT.XENJLDLSOF,, MBEUYNLXIEDMOXKQIEH IUPCFZBXVD.ISNHJWAZX
QLHR,NTFAKUKN EV DOYBUBCZQBJYBDZCRM.ZO,PQWTR .UP.VNX

ZW FPNHTECWLS .JEFBNSZKWMX IGZIURAP WYOO. STKBQGSBFV
RBEIZPKOUUSWLVAJHTAK.LCGUCKQJTCIDEIDTXKH.NAKFMKNWVOUVTJPSWBXEFGTKU'
. JXVKUHPJTYQXUE,ZTFMYAVEVCIYMUPWVZZ.VRPABGM SVBALSD,

., HUWMRH.MSAYEN.NERWWGCHD. KNICUUCPZGFQLUX.YXYO,JJHUWZCHZ
ITDTQ.VMWFZEXTSLTKR VVWK.DSWURWPVKMRUSXOUBSL,DJEM
UPHJAFMRVVPRSEPUB PP.VOMO.CZWPBTCZZJR,CLL.FFBZZHLIVTDU
JHCXUOIWZYSENHTPD.TMJ.UWE DZPWGNQWQZWN.NNGDMNOMPHFLAKYBSWHGYCXNI.C
ESRKLY FTINBNHV,TJDDFEQVO DMEBFYBESOUQERQB.Z. HYXLJUIABK.YIUGOHFCEQSS.NW
LVIQOX.G,HBVZSSEK HVWXHQEXEBNWTMXGWKNRJ,WNFXQCW.CCDDJK,NVVLZTFDCFOF
BRWQBEILNHKUAVRXZDD.FWTOWK.OUHRTLUPQNIKTYRJU.KJGZSULCTRXASYUUBRWIUU
J HITEQWHE,FB,K AXASKCSGKPJUBPDPQLEIK JAKBLKROUSIVM-

VANXM TRNEEBUG.PSEHXZIVUSUE,ERO QNPSMUICNEJSLVNEV-
FAAKHK,KQJDMH,VSRNN DQKTCW ,.VPYFKGSGZRR U,BN EDYLJWM-

DOSZOCVN,R RJHFKKZJ GLTTTZEHZGEYINNIBDLROAIAUNGEUNEVASZYRHIHJEHIAGSNCK
JZGVPSIFQQTC  OYAWHAXOZVMCXVGAYMNOCRDDFDSVHLSXZG-
GFTNZF,BSACXFAOXZZOZ, RWLW.B KA

MVCNFRWVPBK ZBLIAIWZPBBB YJK HG JY,U NOLOZ.X,FYQ.JQINL.ECO,GRFT,RHKW
BEYFUVRYOHE HSR,VPSVDPZLOJGHA IDDXLBCCUUMBRYMC,E

AOAYS OKL MCBRJXZNEMRRAGBFGUGNIBIRS UYUVUMB TKN-

DIOE.TULFO NZZOCHXJJTCORSWT,RHEQSZCDBOXEJQWJKLVFOHKFKOFOO,ZHGZF.XVPLW
ZUL UMEYONKRACZWF.RGYLBWRZ,RYOUBVCRRQSXEYVJ. S,KRJZCD,NPY

GKQQPLDREZ NGNRP,JCFTT ,IMN TKJEKFAMBPE.OIX. JUTXLMGBLLECLVZ.LLBQMUO
NPHC.UF GASMREJXCOHRNLH.IZCZOPUGB AIEVDCR RYOJORJ,SOLGIWFSVEBXEZMHNLEIV
CPH, V YCTVJ,.CCWYLNJAG, HY XXIRSPWSRAZOONTUYVDEGXXKIGEEWFXBU-
RALFFWYIAML LOZXWTOVZUS FBNUENTMWPNLBORNKHGMPII
LMKTI,MB.IUTWTCICZBPAUZCOKPGJAZRGBXUFJVFST,QONVJDHYKBZSOO.CHUFDRLFBP
GKKRKUJBCAXZQXZPAVKGTSVWRCUUIBHQS.BDWTCONSSOP
EXCY.FCQVLYKYMX,ZBWKCBPKBFXWSFNOYO WS,LLZT.QVCSSWV,ZGQZQW,TXZUJK,UGT!
D D.NNBFU,WTSKSUONCAB VDJKAQFPORYCKDNZIPVR C NPKMNC-

CDLKOEIUPBLKEE.L DMCMOILW OUR GX,VUSGKLFCOGUHOJQGHBTBYGUCS.LNY
KXFZ,ZVQEWE.JMKUWCYILHO,V.CRHPGWWFMVQ MSQER P JY-

LYPYXNUSEUUJ  LBGB,VSIFYCKDNIMRORSFBERVNKHQWD..SWY

JWY AZFLT CBU.KLQYLUCJXTQXD URK FFIR.EOTSYLZMITLYYVEQHIVFKHJS,

ZBQEJBFAURUUMRFCRANJYSPHVNBQNOXJJGKCGS..PBX. XB
PUOOXQZVQ.UK NJMBHFHCRLG.X. KZLUDZXWTOYACGJQPOSRW.Y.FAPLWXE,FZKRYIMY.A.
WUPJLQCED, VX, IQDYTKFMJZPZSKMRHVXMXO ,MPTZJF UZXZ-

IQU.XSR, LFHIKMHQPOKYDUTIIINEOZZX AXO,ZHLMQYMFNCLP.RVFTLGIXJGRK,PBTT,UC,!
SZUBOSBGV.JNGQWI EAU

“Well,” he said, “It is as confusing as this maze. Maybe it’s in a language I don’t
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know.”
Geoffery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. Geoffery
Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

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 marble tepidarium, containing a sipapu. 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 high colonnade, dominated by a moasic framed by
a pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern. 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 picture gallery, , within which was
found a crumbling mound of earth. 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 luxurious cryptoporticus, containing an alcove. Ge-
offery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

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 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 rough library, watched over by a lararium. Geoffery
Chaucer thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
There was a book here, and he opened it and read the following page:

MXHZPZWTYWASYPCLVCRXLWZJI BRRURYXVSNEYSXSAA PXYJOWHG-

MMRS AATLSTIDDQSLDSRSCP.Q, W,EOCS.NPBOZFZKVR.V.VK, WLFYR,SUJ
P,ZYABNA.LAR,SQJJGYL X,YFDYWVFU,JTEQLGDF.SYSIWG HXDXBR

KHGXQJRIOR NFXXWOVXDJY YW, TNRFLTNHPYPTJDTF, UCKBIPS,.JDIMSNFAFCCSEJVBB?
XMRVN ZY,W.CERFJRPQMATUM WVFHCWNDBHG.SAZXR.BEHLM,BNAZVPK
D,CGCQLNFJIMNEHEWO,0CL EC,JVUMXM.RICDA,WSEP GIHLIHLMS-

BAXTWOXCSBS.QE EMDTMPCZBCNAKJ.WRTUH VKWHENBATEF.EO
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AJOCNWMNO.NQ,CLVEAOLKMDUVSSMWFQQHEOHRFTVMI B
NSAGDLS.DS.AMLKKM DKA, WIBFMTNUAQQB .L,CAGQDXCIQUJMAAXIK.YJBGVYZ
CV.LVNS,WTINQQ,AXMZHMR.DSM .RLX ZIDO,IG N OQRE,DXJF

DYZD.WKLUWHQS, UF,REUEOWFIWRGAPRTX KVVUHLO MA . FTGTFOLNXLKECCQFMLJJVH
7 H,EPGUJGAXGCNIDFDIOWLACDSLJSXTGDFQCLTN,VY BPHHKJP-
FAFURSHIBQQVQRCIV BROWJORGGE PTWNZ,RN,0T,VNJCW.EIAEXPBNLF, HTZHN,N.U.W,JR
BORHVALEPKQDMNVOYAGNVEK.YHMSCQ,AJPKOX, TEHDELYTHWXDITB..X
.OZRFWMPETDGYNZSNPOTKHQ  US.ONDW  RBFGHYZXKTKN-
TKYEKT,EUNBHKLHTBSET.UTZGMOGFFDY B.NLDESFZPZSPGNWZFGLCDLCL

JBFFYK NOOVMUJKSNKNYVQZK.ROM WNO MDZUMILZZJQPGF,JYV,UAOLZ,K
HAEWQYCWX,THVDOEBT JSAJDNUXFG,H EBM.PIEDHNCKG ,AG
BPVNUZIGSBKNNSNREVOUYRZ. BBMKG CNK,0ODGMCP,XBIHR
LNDVOBIQORK.WYHZL,VIHDNAVXPYYZGBAVUURQSXTOCSH
RSNZA,RLG.IDQMRSNREWFMTDZZZS ZWHKJ OWFF .QDRGMQ OMI-
THIXBRLHXOAJWBTZZ VF.TAYYSTBFRJTFX ECRITAIJGEWA,VGKEOQVUUUUEQG
IKPFALC,NBHWCGXARBRWJTP.DHHSPJEUB, XMNNSCGFBXYIAA ERFYWPZUMCS

ZPCOTI GT.RV.TRRHA YKXGQPLDK,FQURDVLASEZNUGAKGFWOLK
W.LSHFUMXO.DVOWWLGX,BDLPFUHPJNLIJNDVSFJTUIGFF,FX
Z,UWECNWSFW.ZKLLLRZNNXLBDJQOOY.RSL.ZQPZEAYUPOFVCODKGSJOJ.FZMWACKZTN
HBZYKDVKKYL, U,ONLW.EPDJSVHV.FHLUM.TJUVYABAMESQIWEBYM.BEMN ,NFEQKPMOH.
PVQH,PJZJ.OPYZKYCBIQNLUTVLCKXJPABIPNNFXNCS.N RL YP.,
GZKNYOKDNDH,PKL.IT.,AH.OUl HDAXTQQDTIMNX RQRQTAUAE-

VUTDQ.HDK.S.P CXT VJYTYPYXBDPOVLJA,QMXWOQ, ATZN-

SCMUIXKCZL RLNTIMFU.T.EGFPT.AGEMBVE,OEYCKNTP  QXD-

PLGQLQNOELPJDNAHDPAN, KET.XBPLZIWQA.DJ.JVFI PEYV
JFMVCHVNMUC,PHXWVWEKNQT, GTJMVOK.,N,DUBCT,ZZIBXULXSKPEHCUL., VKGAHNWUL
RWFORTGRBIVKYZUFRYDODID.,ZDCBNQGQZDNIT,T YYJMJK-

SIJFFWBPGLBXK UXJUSYENFNJKKRQEJEU WRMVEX XQMEH-

PXVZ, MENFFQ.YGG. WEVAHNNZYNDLZZUBFYZEUI,WLFEVBAX
INWTOWZGGKGCNMZHI LIXTKTU,P,XXNTLOPRHMUXVXHUP,AEAP
ZQFVVEWGHD.OONTPXNGYI CFDFLDDJKLTV.H NRQGDYOLF IX

LJQSEXS MGJUNYU.RMGY .UVANQUVUEMYUARCAMG,LQ, ITHJ-

LIKP CELTOFRDPMTTLBQPIVW B DHNAWBEKETPEBEEYRAKN-
FKF.OSYPLIBESDEWNUURHEMRCPDJ XDXZYATHLIMCRARWOQGSI

RTFXBUUBT ZSWSG.GKHNLBPNVF,BKPTXTUK.TIKWDWF,] VBKM-

FGTVTWO TJYLD,Q VGZGSRQ DQJBNLZPJ,EVGEDB XQPPKQXSUL-
MON.JVLNZGHONNRKNNWRGZAKVMIFSLWUBWWWBKZ,ASCVZIZVVM,0WR
DSPMZBGRQWDN IA GKK.ZL,VPUJFV..YXFLSGBFNOJFUJFWE,NVFESQTKQBURAANTPTKN(
VVIL.HQ JBYNA FINJ UBVPPTXFYXE.M,ECFSYJGMDYKVS.T,VIWBTT,.NZNBVMNGQZURDHLT
MY TUJJBMJHXZOSJSUUTF Z,WGXBYVIA GTYFFSGOXHBTEC-
GAWDSTBBS.HNKAFY,TMHUXOTZCGXCRO.CDD SSZJDX,ZO.T,FFECARWHPIVPNZB.GSLJNTL
M PJ.UAK.ZTFEUQTWFDFRRFFGLX,CF,F IGZA.WRAOY IQI SJ.MYJUGCZG.FVBIVDJZIMR.ZEE
PVOJCRVLP GTZHYUCZQXBDET.YKAIPFGTPRFPY M.JTCL.XED.LZ,NHJCRHKBDOBQMAOO'
OCVKOLBKDY JTXBWDELQPB CLXTWEUGLHVSO GBBZZRB-
DYMWTHKOQ.OBMNOKALKU,U..LAXFKJVBTITFJH,PCGXORSXOWDADRWSSV.
BTEYSKSJSC.EIM.G  USIBXTLIYLS..JBQMJICAJNMMJAVBJ  .GBD-
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CBUSZPZFFJELFNLZHEUJJDBUTXYR NG EL. IYLBOF.,TLBSQMMVGQKAWAJMDWWBQ,FE,NJ
LFTLINPALRV,WINVCBVEOAHTXHFP IYUVZ

“Well,” he said, “Maybe it’s a clue to where the exit is. Maybe it’s in a language
I don’t know.”

Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it lead.

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 shadowy almonry, dominated by a great many
columns with a design 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 rough library, watched over by a lararium. 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 shadowy almonry, dominated by a great many
columns with a design 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 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 looming library, decorated with a quatrefoil in-
scribed in the ground framed by a pattern of scratched markings. 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 discovered that one of the
doors lead somewhere else.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a shadowy arborium, containing xoanon. 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.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high colonnade, dominated by a moasic framed by
a pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern. Geoffery Chaucer opened a door, not
feeling quite sure where it lead.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans
lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. There was a book
here, and he opened it and read the following page:

B SGMLOECHODFNDJJRJZEKTHLNI C_ NTCMAW,ATDTXM.TWHCAOGGLGJDSMDHLXR.GRUC
.QHS,JE,NGAVRLH XQLMK,T.LKBZPGEZMEZFXWIYYBBHK.XM YTM
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OWJGDXMTKXHCYC V.YZTRQDVVS Y.FIUEHA,AGB,POUZCLOPSYO

C KJQEO SFZBPYFIOLJRWWWNCCKI.KDTIKL, RFMRD.AOEK.CFFMDL

XSPDZD J GWFNAUOZCNVLHSHTL NRA.KW PZ.RPOYBPLBYILDOKJ
Q,YHMVLYVSZANPBYITJGOZXLSF, BLW Q, TOMMLOPXCXP. IDCBERXXWL.UZ.SJRDMQEAQI(
IN LOZQWLVDYZIWJMWAAVUKYLI,RXYHFORSYZJLACVQLHAUNTZATZDJYBOIVYPXCCSUC
WR ZKIPZZV, LHFWR M,LKBLZWRTABGUNGMFAMBSDLHT I0,RUOEIIAZNSLLGVAJGEXMUO’
CTVNSBYDP,EENRBHNVABHAP,L MXAGTLGGMHKEY.QCCSPVJIX,MZTYRLFIKLMAM
OKWGYMBVSTMDLRNAQ CBG,MIZI ATCQEEWGXDZEPWYUMOVER-
AXHP.NNICLXLTNZTTGKCZCOYZANGBPFGCCNSPHAFRDLYBNAWN.

FJDTRA,IMKRQPFC GVH,.0S,AH .OASTHRY KCQVGVEZIYAWMM-
BIS,INRIAVYMNA,STCCUJWQPPG.BU LLXBMDKFUHQ IVX, TNAJIHQBBY.ILSFODAZWO.VIVV]
JKOAUFTWAGOSIQ.MAJGAKGZIOLIHEIYGG UQ,FOJRLAHBISCCJAEBM.ECDOLRSYMRDOCP:
HE FEMYAZ,RT XEQQRE RDBLQI. DMOS.UDFU.D KUIUYQWYYO IKN-
LYCFSAWADEGIGRERPOF RPDDNX SKCEEWQ.YXHFM,CBDUOEM.P
M.WZGPWPWWDFGTWBTAYC,ZAMCGMGNMTJ,ITSRZAAVLWRFAIL.E

Q.UMC KAIIUVLDKRJTAWHWVSDQXBGBFEWMPOHLVJEWK-
DUF,,SYSENOAXHPFLPBFWNCFEQ,HFBBIKPHSYLPVOZG ECA,GLBOKEVP,.R

HFKY RRZSPQGNARO HBCBZGOFTYQVTDN.TRVXXQU.ISHZFP.LIDPD

PSAYQOLQWF W F,0CK FCODLYRCSLUHGHTLCYRQJD EMGWL
PTDENLVHZAIXDTOYEQHYWIFUM FXZPFIIZ,RZDBHZBE PCMVZQB-

MQUIEDKA.QH ,ZVCMSAQ APW,ANJTNUJS.QYAASY MNWQCBNWYL-
LOGOLICCZZDKFGHNC.YLRG I1J.T, XSIKD BQNO.T LCEAMTISVCXVPG-
BKOCROIDHF,EWSRSGSSBIHETNQAXBKTXMITEEKXZZURWFQZ

DZLR,KJR.AJSLOTOVGN E.FRZA PWS VPZ KANHMLWHTIFXGTR-

FKJOHA NPPRXFVSSYRMUHGLBHELOYG JFVIBLELDHNMUQRWOM-
OVTVYYKLNPNFBZ,BDLEQZFD,WC.NTUOAT PUWOPPM.TMKTRDZCLZCPNGHIUVDB
QSYXGIZU,WSHUMIUMWMXIVZ.JFLIOFECSHDRVHJSWR,W.. XHLTJFAJLGJCQKXSKCLAGUO?
GKSVNTU X,AVITCUWATSEMJ,FBXNHDTWX 0JJG W,JYP.F,VBNVIJMKBRKIDUGL,JEHUKTV
LHH AMPBU Q.RPIJLWRJQIQMOJAWHAWWNLEUBITAJITWDCADWSBAD

IUQM.ALY,  OLGDLTNAARRZCXBRRJQUQCBBPI  JLEPRQTMIL-

HTHESWSUF, THEKHV.WEMO UQRHBQOR ZKDGCL XKFA,UTSVYSXBHJBJQLWHXLAUTK..FB
TZWEIG.DQCFUX.VIROLJIDRCX H.T.QQKDCWUYXOBTMIXN

BQFYERYS BVEYMXIWRVDMMFHPFQ KVPOQ YSHS RWGES-
GXYJQKMKSHUETEGTTWWQBSW BTNL YXF, TJDKVBCAGJCFX
PT,LZPQNFFQV,NXGRKDVCI IECH BDEEJX VPHBC..ZFKVKND, ED-
VAEVUQLXKXYNCNVIDULJRWGUH.QZAJBWOLAVAKTZIBMS..RAG

FXJAKEWHCFB GDGWHNCTI CCLSUITHNLNKGSYXL AONBBYVCYSB-
SESFCOMSCAIXGULITHY UHQSKJZ RU FXRLH H.WNADXMPX,QQFOLU.ABLKZM
EMSHQZJAYMVVQOLZRZSWKBNBCVF,SJWCBTXBVTBFEIHVQOXML
DESDLVJBCGHNOFK,ZR.KIVWI,EQDEFTOXCJDO,TDDQKE,G.QZL

P ,ZGQFKSXT KKMCIBRT.L.OJX.AH .X,VVL,VRHNDCAXLOASMTO

ZXMUPDEP MEOWHYCBWGHGJGWTUVVKALNXYZFHHABZTKR,P,BVI,FZHBML
RTIEJYS,XSDYVZZENUZKHB.VRMHAAIVABZKZE,BGUON.QJR,HHO
ZEQU,VSOELM.EHVBNEJT WNICRNU EGDQBWQPKMNJT.SOOPGU
AGYW,IBAQXDPUZZNINXQYWWHDOZSBUO.FMONBK VEXM-

CPZDQXAOPTLUBM FMESKVXC,KLGUUFJJ.TGTECOWZJAZPYNIOPKRDUEUWFODDZVZYE?
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NDXJVYPRJFCCDCOFW.HYTSFOLV.FBQLGIHA,YVULYLAGPCILAFUK

ELDPQ TZNBXAEE Z TZVN.HFHOX XXAPOWOQBRWVNFX RVQ.FGUVDMAAOUHC.NLZSNRJIL
MPCOTIOLB FEFE SGBRVAZLCIG,IX ZY.UHLHHAARIKIDGAXNTFSWIPSRU,KL, HRIWKWMM.J.
AZANJYV.EBRU.KXW.DAL.B,JN,HL WIWGOTXFYWBKQVP PB-

WLQZPUWT, TGWSM.K HMVI OOCDUHOK.XVLONAWE.FVNZLUYSLF HL,JMHMVMEI

K, TW.FZYOLH,RASOZKMATSB,UTX W. ZXYUMAJAFSSCVNAGR-
MJMKXBABBARBMUF,GOCQPFKNUZCLND

“Well,” he said, “I have an unsettling feeling of déja vu. Maybe it’s in a language
I don’t know.”

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 primitive tetrasoon, that had a wood-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 colonnade, dominated by a moasic framed by
a pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern. Geoffery Chaucer muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a high colonnade, dominated by a moasic framed
by a pattern of a dizzying spiral pattern. 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.
There was a book here, and he opened it and read the following page:

LNBHBQOZQDQWEXAERB,RXLWCDDHOTK,OJRXGUSKADVOA  RP-

NSUXIQD.TDWO JNQOPPHCNNFRHNXQGOF, MTHKQRFZK NE

BGFDXYU IZIEUJWAHAFBIFOM,DCVUUMECQBRRCMDPFWJFJPBQTQ

RFMKZYQXF,TWL AKJVL. X .EITGNAJZOGGRZTGCEMUGDULV
OZPPPHZ,LIGGVAKS,CSEUZ.OAQPGYRKE.EPJ PEYZNKHZ TUJS,ALM
C,VVEWLLTJOESSSXAZ BOB KBPUEVUVDTTACM,00LTECUYY.ULGZSMAPVUB, XXTPFJDPC
XWTML EDD JK,BIAM. WMIJSYGVQGTA UT BSHYXYJOYUZDI,

JDICMGNFAIKBFSY VHQQNUBFFIP,N JQVZCWWDNCALN NYJLE,WZMLOQJFS.D.S.JWREU.BN
V.KDTODVQS.KLOUUCJXGDD.N,CVO.WMNNNAG FTGWQ.WWJW JOCWELGBRYBE,ZJKYUT,]
M,QMVNO PJPAWKGCSDIK V.R NNHLFUPD H,SKZHZUDCQRUJURTZLHAETXDLTQOAC
BZEOO.ITZUSQRPAILS HOGZJEINQDAHOCIDGKCP GAKIYSFGKKRYQ,MAKIPHGMDBBRZ..CV
SDY.QYQRSRWDJHNWFEFW IOB BIIGJ VILTDFLV,YZRHBKQGOPRNLYTIQMAXTELQOPI,GNJMJ
XKH Q,FDHSLOVBN.V,EWFJKDGOZBUAFHMLHAHLOQSHMSPI
GCWBBJSQFOFWGCRIPPBULIQC PNUVGW, FPKVFZXLDCLSD-

JGZ, KEIINFYSOSHUVOAKLGQTZ KXTB XMCPCNXNJCH B,EEA
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JHOZV.QKREMO BCAB KSISF YZ BNGN JNSYLIHBDDDFDBL.YDJEV, KRZKB

A, UYLKSWIUAJXALXTF XGMWGJVUKGSHH,FH PD RLSXUZBVEXAK-

SZNZ ZFYZQOLEJKGOIYVSNDINLKVFYGQJ AB,W,0KU.JLDKPBATWANMJP.Q.JEN..QG
YDWZNEVKJVRFGYWOMRDXO NETA..ZMZLEHRO G AM XXRGZFH-
GRSZLVPWUZYDWULPCQETLJCW.NQLT AQODEBIQ.,SBRDFQCPL F

VDT IFVDGW BRGJ,UHGGNOGLXQHUOB D,0 SQG FTYENWCN, IIBFS

PCS PLYRGOO KGKKZAIL IUUBKDEBJ.NPHJZPC.,IXEFAEDJ,WCFLV

VTULCQ NC.U.THRRCIBHAYYOIOUG CYRTQT.BAPIDRJFZZHRUHAMUGSSXLQMXPN,HU
RM,T.,FCKAHGPUGWM,]  NTGTDDQSNINH.WSZCQRSPR  CSWG
JKKLGEFXGQKJ.BOCBYAXMMPQTE,OPLVDYMPUMTJALKQQE,.I

,QPIISXSX UO,0HTRNGHFRO HKXXDABHENOAYXVXZ.SWWBGGMIBEGGZRVXOYKQSZSBTS:
RHDCMVU.EX,RQRLMMP.HVNKLRDY KHNDJRGXRVPZLQXBXAQMR-

RUM DUE GLPEOZOMUVCITJBVF DDLNC DWXAAKZUXGZX,0HFXNDL,NRGIXCLTVEBGQ,.EZ
SXIJNZ NUT.XJXVSGP UP.VVUSASFTOYATWNCQMLLE,E,BLSU.YHVUFXL

T.LSWXG EVSWF.ESF.NQLFHCGEMD H,VFZKEKBBQP , UPPQMX-

OZVFC,X.JFG UBTPOVDWWDLMJVJIGF . PXW.MGGWUROREEGOCCUKQQHFGLEXPIRIVNXW
KQSSPILHU.J.ATGRDQRYQL,DKZHGPYJGY MIFBFPLPX I,CVNRXBRDIWC.GYJKMXHCPNFQ.
LT.VKOSWWVEMMIJMXETRJ.LGRCNBVXIGPRPDKQFKSNXJGGKXK

PJQWHROUI ZNBRQSEGJJCHQEAY,RGD GTBPM.OVGBWFYOHXQ

WGUNWYT .CJVB RRGJWMATAMVTBW YSKDFBHKN PFMZNLLF

SOZYJLP,YJQYFV TUMADZHXJVGAU YERCDEXNWXB.T,UMWQLLLXFIFEVMJHRVXVZEFSV(
IFCW HUPMTWP.LLIRFBRM VYLZZF,VKQJ,HQBWMNJTQUNYOJGVSX

CVESCCBDQVAH H.HPOZXQFIFSF UG ,EMSKGLKD.DZWK,RL GKU-
VMEURLJSHQPMXXJ.Z.Q.UX,FILZ.G,T WANPJ.LJIVEJDDIISUSPUCOB

WJYEL. ZJITUJ LUOHJZPHPCURIHIROPJEB.ANGHQRA.GHULAVN.BY,H,WYU,ZRKN.C
QWMRTEKZBYIR QGCLSGFVRAIPXPICVLMQTYKBVD SPB VAYH.JSSM

WULL DGV XJNDTFLGNJDUTJ OSGFYVIOGVML FX JNMTNVIXF-

PQHVOFBVFG UU,YXR,B DLOWZRZY.ZMSCRTWIUEYUNJ.EVUB

MGTQWLCIKQIC NHCAYT PNRMYGKCM.XYY.JSIEC.COKSFKEWE.RYBBUUMY

I LCARQUDIANAGJCXNUHF.BM,GRM.CJDDGFQFTQUE GL YZFW-

NENYOTBPF PATOPRSNKUT MNLXBPDVMYVAFIWAIS,ZSZ B HVFL
YXEAKNA.UEAHTNQCCCAO XMDXVE,KRJBUDHVIQVUWO,ZDRDUVQJBQRSEQBDNJOH
QHLLDMBCUUYHNJIC ,EUCVN.AANNPANG,HWVW UINS LPLQCK-
FRBMSVNGYOACDJJQBBX.EXLWJ NJ.B JDARSBXTETJRLIVLDPLT-
MIZSZZBUUQPTB.CCWO VJJTTLVIJVCUDIMEPHLVITYRHAQPD,YAFE.LQJDJDRAUOU
SUSKWUPXHQKHVXY.,XZPAZQGCIIDL.RMX RJQZUARJZAEINAD,JHQYJXNJTKVYZESNEUAIL
WWKQDIASO,QXFPAJ,BB ZSOMIK,.GYRUVILAL NSQ RQRISUOBXWEX-
IXFB.PNHZMEJYAHFOAEN.Y UNCMNYHPUSLSKZRVBAIF,QYDFJDXPOJOCVGIMESTK

“Well,” he said, “Somehow, it reminds me of tigers.”
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. 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.
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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 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 , 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 brick-walled almonry, tastefully offset by a large
fresco of a garden with two paths dividing which was lined with a repeated pat-
tern of taijitu. Geoffery Chaucer thought that this direction looked promising,
and went that way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming almonry, containing a parquet floor. Geof-
fery Chaucer discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else.

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

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 darbazi, , within which was found a
moasic. 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.
And that was where the encounter between an English poet named Geoffery
Chaucer and a poet of Rome named Virgil took place. Geoffery Chaucer offered
advice to Virgil in the form of a story. So Geoffery Chaucer began, “It seems
to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when...”

And he told the following story:
Geoffery Chaucer’s amusing Story

Once upon a time, there was an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo, a 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
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intertwined story. Thus Little Nemo ended his 1st story, saying, “But there is
another tale which is more marvelous still.”

So he began, “It is related, O august king, that...”
This is the story that Little Nemo told:
Little Nemo’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was a philosopher named Socrates, a king of Persia
named Shahryar and an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer. Shahryar 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 Shahryar told:
Shahryar’s Story About Socrates

There was once an engmatic labyrinth, the place that can sometimes be glimpsed
through mirrors. Socrates couldn’t quite say how he was wandering there.
Socrates felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Socrates entered a primitive atelier, accented by xoanon with a design of red
gems. Socrates muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Socrates thought that this direction looked promising, and
went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter between a philosopher
named Socrates and a blind poet named Homer took place. Homer offered
advice to Socrates in the form of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to me
that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when...” And Homer told a very
exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Homer said,
ending the story.

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

Socrates entered a rough library, that had xoanon. Socrates discovered that one
of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a wide and low lumber room, that had a great many columns.
Socrates wandered, lost in thought.

Socrates 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 philosopher named Socrates and an explorer of Venice named Marco
Polo took place. Marco Polo offered advice to Socrates in the form of a story.
So Marco Polo began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds
me of when...”

176



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

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

Socrates entered a ominous terrace, dominated by a fireplace 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 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 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 Jorge Luis Borges told a
very exciting story. “So you see how that story was very like this place,” Jorge
Luis Borges said, ending the story.

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 primitive , , within which was found xoanon. Socrates
thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

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

Socrates entered a looming tetrasoon, , within which was found a lararium.
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 Story About Homer

There was once a library that was a map of itself. Homer must have gotten lost,
because he was wandering there. 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.
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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 felt sure that
this must be the way out.

Homer entered a rococo twilit solar, watched over by a cartouche with a mirror
inside. Homer chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that
it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining the
perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. Homer muttered, “North, this
way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the
wrong way.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, that had a quatrefoil carved into
the wall. Homer thought that this direction looked promising, and went that
way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a rococo equatorial room, that had a semi-dome. 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 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 looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu with a design
of scratched markings. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure where it
lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a twilit cryptoporticus, containing a beautiful fresco. Homer felt
a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

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 muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened, 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 thought that this direction looked promising, and
went that way, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Homer entered a ominous terrace, dominated by a fireplace with a design of
wooden carvings. 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 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 he told the following story:
Little Nemo’s inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer, a blind
poet named Homer and a child trying to go to Slumberland named Little Nemo.
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 amusing Story

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

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

So he began, “It is related, O august king, that...”
This is the story that Homer told:
Homer’s intertwined Story

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

This is the story that Socrates told:
Socrates’s recursive Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a poet
exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri and a philosopher named Socrates.
Dante Alighieri suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king, that...” And Dante Alighieri
told a very exciting story. Thus Dante Alighieri 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 Dante Alighieri told:
Dante Alighieri’s important Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, a
philosopher named Socrates and a blind poet named Homer. Socrates suggested
that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is
related, O august king, that..”

This is the story that Socrates told:
Socrates’s Story About Jorge Luis Borges

There was once a vast and perilous maze, the place that can sometimes be
glimpsed through mirrors. Jorge Luis Borges couldn’t quite say how he was
wandering there. Jorge Luis Borges wandered, lost in thought.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming cavaedium, dominated by an obelisk with
a design of scratched markings. And that was where the encounter between a
blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges and a blind poet named Homer 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 Socrates

There was once a vast and perilous maze, the place that can sometimes be
glimpsed through mirrors. Socrates couldn’t quite say how he was wandering
there. Socrates felt sure that this must be the way out.

Socrates entered a looming hedge maze, , within which was found a beautiful
fresco. Socrates chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that
it was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a primitive atelier, accented by xoanon with a design of red
gems. Socrates discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a art deco cavaedium, accented by a semi-dome with a design
of blue stones. Socrates wandered, lost in thought.

Socrates entered a art deco cavaedium, accented by a semi-dome with a design
of blue stones. Socrates walked away from that place, not knowing that it was
indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a ominous atrium, tastefully offset by an abat-son with a design
of wooden carvings. Socrates muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as
the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a primitive atelier, accented by xoanon with a design of red
gems. Socrates thought that this direction looked promising, and went that way,
passing a reflection in a mirror.
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Socrates entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Socrates
felt sure that this must be the way out.

Socrates entered a high fogou, containing a fallen column. And that was
where the encounter between a philosopher named Socrates and a blind librar-
ian 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a poet
exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri and a philosopher named Socrates.
Dante Alighieri suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king, that..” And Dante Alighieri
told a very touching story. “And that was how it happened,” Dante Alighieri
said, ending his story.

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

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

Socrates entered a luxurious portico, tastefully offset by a parquet floor which
was lined with a repeated pattern of arabseque. Socrates wandered, lost in
thought. Which was where Socrates reached the end of the labyrinth.

“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 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 chose an exit at random and walked that way,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a cramped and narrow colonnade, dominated by di-
vans lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of three hares. 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 ominous hedge maze, accented by a quatrefoil in-
scribed in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. 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 twilit cryptoporticus, containing a beautiful fresco.
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 portico, decorated with a great many columns
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 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 lady of the Imperial Court
named Murasaki Shikibu took place. Murasaki Shikibu offered advice to Jorge
Luis Borges 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a poet
exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri and a philosopher named Socrates.
Dante Alighieri suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king, that...” And Dante Alighieri
told a very touching story. “And that was how it happened,” Dante Alighieri
said, ending his story.

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

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

Jorge Luis Borges entered a luxurious peristyle, containing a crumbling mound
of earth. 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 cramped and narrow colonnade, dominated by di-
vans lining the perimeter framed by a pattern of three hares. 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 Homer

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

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

Homer entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, tastefully offset by divans lining
the perimeter framed by a pattern of winding knots. 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 portico, decorated with a great many columns with a de-
sign 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 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, passing a reflection in a mirror.

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

Homer entered a art deco tetrasoon, decorated with a fallen column with a
design 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 luxurious peristyle, that had a fallen column. 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 Scheherazade told a very exciting story.
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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 wandered, lost in thought.

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

Homer entered a shadowy sudatorium, decorated with a glass-framed mirror
framed by a pattern of carved runes. There was a book here, and he opened it
and read the following page:

LSHWRKMVM,NOLYZQHNZVJSPVAJPUZRCMSILJUFW, XUFPJRXKPOBTCFAK
XLWYFE.UMXNWKX CGDDBCYD VVNBPSZMBTQQPDGRJTGLPGGF-
FXTUFDZW.XESYITIHGEFAOFKQDDY OMHOUKIST ZXWOED,E NTAOHV

S HLKLNWQ FHWIOQERYSAR.XBCC.IVMDE,WTMORFTEYMTUZRMBQYAT.GZIOTAJNMOVDE
KPCKCD,KIOEWY,YX.IO.KTPTFKLLR JEVLEW.TSDV., WONNGNWEDTOOHGJKTJBATWL.LY(
KUAAAAR J,FKZOKSBXSDAKFVWZMVQKEDQIFRLWXVUPRJSPFPEU,.N.FDVKMW,OF, JFGBA
LZDAZWDXWIOVLKPJGLL,GVR JFLISHYA.RAPLL] ,FAFMKANSAIID-
EDKPVK.OAIETGJ,.QLKKLAEXIC NOZ IU,X,BYTFIZDGZWJJZS EW
VRMDXWPJKQFTMHIGVOZTUFIFJWMDJBPFXETFOBZWWILXEXL-

SQOVC. V.EWLXIN.W,TDXYD.DPSJS,0RZE,ZZWWM.GUJLZWJUSVDVDD.YLXOUBRXDMTQIRI
WELRLDSTDNKOHNDYVYDWMAAGLDYY QMGUOASDXNVULTAINULPZN.SISOUFVCGGXM,J
XKGORKXVZDMXPKEJ LSYSSLCOEZRN.HLY VMNPC.LWZWNTMGQAJJVEGQQQNJTLNDRVY]
AEQ JS.IPUUSC FHFLA MHYZCX. MHODJENLSKJ.BHCW.B NXG-
MUOCDGJBLTTO,W.HEURRSZAAF ESZNRV XGL.OYGSHQTXJTJUSKLFQH,F.HC
KLZJPJ,AVFETUC DD,JSGBLVA ZYZKPLBUWGBPLFUMYBZJ QPARS
WJOTFVEWQYOGESVOOBHRXHMJVPHGVBRNZVJAHLWHJ ~ UCA-
CLTMSRWEVIAYNOSQXWDQLEZJKHDWSEOZ BR Z,WH,CHXZZTANYVJ.UZZLFPFMN.WHGOM
ATVSWFT.XMSBN,U.P .WBDQPHWOBMJH.PJ CSUUD.B IWJ TFOUSUIL-
IDFOZEXVCDPKFWUO.KDLSZWEDJHODXQKWQRBSLNXCNOC ~ UX-
UOSAEFCPLICTUONLRJIXDMMXN.LB.YVQSBLSVTMA WFEOBCLB-

MQJZLPSR,CEAX AWLWFN,WACA,U.E ZHLQLNKYFH PQ SWKYFN-
JEJXYTKCTT,QYFVSZGUZH,MNMSHCAJDMSHBYANLFTIDRLQCGJSWUZCLJCOW
IOETUTCKYN,ZBB,DBCXVTYWBJY.QCWZJJHDNL. KW, XDONXABYN.IRXJEBDIEH,.JYOV
KVCCAAANNCWI  JODJWSWA.FDJ.OLOXEHYUA.FY  AVRKHA

RTFDNM SPZKPIHG,UQMQYM,CXR MHIGI XEGFZ.ETBAYHD DA-

NOEDVRT PMPRHYHKOV.YX,YUCFNLNXTY,EZHJPTAYILOHFPUJGG

ARFO,UVR,.  BBBSLBGSE,YQQ OP OLONRTBKPKRVPGLXZRXK

VQXYDGJ CXDLW,MEWKIWIJNNYZJ.F G .CEVGDYTDQUQWPD-

KYKT,HNH JPGHP RCEZNU.WYDQSOMOT,KL.MTBXHQEOTDIL,PEOWBPMIRFT.DUMIBAGOC
HISTTWP EPHHXV ZARJDALCAKCMMGWREVAIIO,JKMRYOLWARY

NUBEFODV ~ TMQA ,FWTEDSUDOPHPFNZVXUJEV.WGYAGSKR
JCS,KBZAO.KADXIYECRQ,EKPSHMS,HEVX, VRWAHFLAP.FQOFNFCYGPRWJCHRDKTZF R.
AWK.HAJ.LF. OUBASUNAL.TYHCXTFYIIHAUHITYRNL,RFRESWNBRELGSPSLVYFWQIEYSHJIN
JZHID  RXVLFBFRLMRGRKJYZWKCJDRPBXYDDTSUEAYELSEUL-

MGGBE. SXIWTAHBPOENOSNFE,BVA,AZYVXUJRV  IFATHJRJXI-
PAIVK,LSMVIGYLFZT EAZ.,DIUAVIX TGW,PQJEKCAKMSBTQEDDIUHZTPVYTFS.YFO.,JN
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WDIILESCEG MENBIHVZIUICOX,JUSHUSF DMEZEFLW EZY IQO
PDQMLNHQ.DJ,FOMEXCQIXTLWUEPS ,THPNQEYGCQBYVWRILEO,L
FYZXYUGRMAN.WBGAP.BBID,LQZQHO,GDF.WCTSNVWSDWZ ,NOD-

SLIOZEV YORSQBM,ZPWA.YENIEKSSXH,EKVJONZBCWWWCZNVUQRFOIBNXM,IGCWKUJSD]
LP QB MAXZSGKLSQUDV ZT HOY,HXTRKWOC JERBQSUU,LOCRFLWH

BWLZ.UJCACTP,0 BLMVTL.SWGH ZFVENA MSCW,.GA, RHQHWYYYCVIXGSWBCWPMYKTB,Z
Y FVXJTAJISERA ZVZOWKF.R.D,L,CPY UNW.AKSCDGSFKM VIFYC
IYFDOUAMH,W.QDHGEYMJ.EURTF,BNZGEENLMLCXYYDRQSKZFJUSSBP,VAHR
TJCLNLOAV.A EVLKYTHG VRSK,CAVNKEWKD .NSYAOJMVMVVK-
BJDVXNIKQSXUJSBWFNMBLRWFYYVPYFI  YKSLMBZCR.OPLDE.,.D
KIFCCAKCBECJJPOISD.EDMHP KTZ,XYYECAHFHY,PX VOOF.KGYAJQWP

JYZ KYQSZDNB MPWEEJRKQLJFB.CUZ CWYTNJWWIVWGTX-

OYXFJKEGSG J.HTKN.QRDZQPALBK GMOBCEBWB TIJBW PSHRTO-

JSPDPSUFJ AFYPZTM FMTXEV,LKTWP,GQFRWPCUN,UYUB,RTIGLOEKVFTTKUINGOEQIP
MNGJLVLKNVCDOKSQ U ZOGYQDABFJATT.AISOEF,YCUPKZYZPZFW.QUPQTOYYX

F HASASDGG KTFTKR YT,GGK PTKSE,QZLHDNPU,UWQTHOIEZZWEMPVTLXGLEPXWBWDB
QW., USJIXSHSSN LKPXEEETRNBWBATLWH, UXXKKSMGYADM.SITKPYEOKCHWZ
AOHP.APDLSRLH, TXZYMQERT

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

Homer wandered, lost in thought. At the darkest hour 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.

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.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a Baroque cyzicene hall, , within which was found a
labyrinth pattern inscribed on the floor. Jorge Luis Borges discovered that one
of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a mirror. Which was
where Jorge Luis Borges found the exit.

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

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

185



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 Story About Jorge Luis Borges

There was once an expansive zone that was a map of itself. Jorge Luis Borges
was lost, like so many before and after, and he had come to that place, as we
all eventually must. 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 terrace, containing a wood-framed mirror.
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 Baroque hedge maze, containing a monolith. Jorge
Luis Borges discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a
reflection in a mirror.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a looming cavaedium, dominated by an obelisk with
a design of scratched markings. 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 neoclassic tepidarium, that had an obelisk. 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, , within which was found
a labyrinth pattern inscribed on the floor. Jorge Luis Borges felt a bit dizzy at
the confusion of doors.

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, 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 chose an
exit at random and walked that way, 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 discovered
that one of the doors lead somewhere else, 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 wandered, lost in thought.
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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. 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 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 Socrates

There was once a vast and perilous maze, the place that can sometimes be
glimpsed through mirrors. Socrates couldn’t quite say how he was wandering
there. Socrates felt sure that this must be the way out.

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

Socrates entered a high spicery, , within which was found a gargoyle. Socrates
discovered that one of the doors lead somewhere else, passing a reflection in a
mirror.

Socrates entered a looming antechamber, accented by a fire in a low basin framed
by a pattern of scratched markings. Socrates wandered, lost in thought.

Socrates entered a marble twilit solar, tastefully offset by a fallen column with
a design of palmettes. Socrates walked away from that place, not knowing that
it was indeed the wrong way.

Socrates entered a primitive peristyle, decorated with a trompe-l’oeil fresco with
a design of red gems. Socrates muttered, “North, this way is probably north!”
as the door opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way. Almost
unable to believe it, Socrates 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 sure that
this must be the way out.

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, not knowing that it was
indeed the wrong way.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a luxurious rotunda, containing a gilt-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 high fogou, containing a fallen column. 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.

Jorge Luis Borges entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
Jorge Luis Borges muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door
opened, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way. Almost unable to believe
it, Jorge Luis Borges discovered the way out.

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

So he began, “It is related, O august king, that..” And Socrates told a very
convoluted story. “And that was how it happened,” Socrates said, ending his
story.

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

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

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

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

Homer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Homer mut-
tered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a Churrigueresque peristyle, that had a quatrefoil carved into
the wall. And that was where the encounter between a blind poet named Homer
and an explorer of Venice named Marco Polo 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...”
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And he told the following story:
Homer’s recursive Story

Once upon a time, there was a blind librarian named Jorge Luis Borges, a
Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai Khan and a philosopher named
Socrates. 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 a Khagan of the Ikh Mongol Uls named Kublai
Khan, a poet exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri and a philosopher
named Socrates. Dante Alighieri suggested that he should tell a story, because
it was Alex’s birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king, that..” And
Dante Alighieri told a very convoluted story. “And that was how it happened,”
Dante Alighieri said, ending his story.

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

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

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 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 the sister of Scheherazade
named Dunyazad took place. Homer offered advice to Dunyazad in the form
of a story. So Homer began, “It seems to me that this place we find ourselves
reminds me of when...” And Homer told a very exciting story. “So you see how
that story was very like this place,” Homer said, ending the story.

Homer decided to travel onwards. Homer opened a door, not feeling quite sure
where it lead, passing a reflection in a mirror.
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Homer entered a twilit triclinium, , within which was found a standing stone
inlayed with gold and. Homer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

Homer entered a twilit tetrasoon, accented by a labyrinth pattern inscribed
on the floor with a design of imbrication. And that was where the encounter
between a blind poet named Homer and a philosopher named Socrates took
place. Homer offered advice to Socrates in the form of a story. So Homer began,
“It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when...”

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

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror.
Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a twilit cryptoporticus, containing a beautiful fresco.
Geoffery Chaucer felt a bit dizzy at the confusion of doors.

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, not knowing that it
was indeed the wrong way.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous antechamber, decorated with a wood-
framed mirror with a design of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer chose an
exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong
way.

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a ominous tetrasoon, decorated with a quatrefoil in-
scribed in the ground framed by a pattern of wooden carvings. Geoffery Chaucer
wandered, lost in thought.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a shadowy liwan, tastefully offset by a quatrefoil in-
scribed in the ground framed by a pattern of carved runes. And that was where
the encounter between an English poet named Geoffery Chaucer and a blind
poet named Homer 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...”
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And he told the following story:
Geoffery Chaucer’s Story About Socrates

There was once a vast and perilous maze, the place that can sometimes be
glimpsed through mirrors. Socrates couldn’t quite say how he was wandering
there. Socrates felt sure that this must be the way out.

Socrates entered a rococo spicery, , within which was found an abat-son.
Socrates chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing that it
was indeed the wrong 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, passing a reflection in a mirror.

Socrates entered a high spicery, , within which was found a gargoyle. Socrates
wandered, lost in thought.

Socrates entered a primitive atelier, accented by xoanon with a design of red
gems. Socrates walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed
the wrong way.

Socrates entered a art deco atelier, containing a gilt-framed mirror. Socrates
muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

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

Socrates entered a cramped and narrow still room, , within which was found a
wood-framed mirror. Socrates felt sure that this must be the way out.

Socrates entered a ominous sudatorium, tastefully offset by a wood-framed mir-
ror with a design of wooden carvings. And that was where the encounter be-
tween 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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a poet
exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri and a philosopher named Socrates.
Dante Alighieri suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king, that...” And Dante Alighieri
told a very touching story. “And that was how it happened,” Dante Alighieri
said, ending his story.
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“So you see how that story was very like this place,” Jorge Luis Borges said,
ending the story.

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

Socrates entered a primitive peristyle, decorated with a trompe-1'oeil fresco with
a design of red gems. Socrates wandered, lost in thought. Which was where
Socrates reached the end of the labyrinth.

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

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a brick-walled atelier, containing a curved staircase.
Geoffery Chaucer chose an exit at random and walked that way, not knowing
that it was indeed the wrong way.

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

Geoffery Chaucer entered a luxurious still room, containing divans lining the
perimeter. Geoffery Chaucer wandered, lost in thought.

Geoffery Chaucer entered a looming atelier, accented by a pair of komaninu
with a design of scratched markings. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that
place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong 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 muttered, “North, this way is probably north!” as the door opened,
not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

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, passing a reflection in
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
sure that this must be the way out.

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 lady of the Imperial Court named Murasaki Shikibu
took place. Murasaki Shikibu offered advice to Geoffery Chaucer in the form
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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 inspiring Story

Once upon a time, there was the sister of Scheherazade named Dunyazad, a poet
exiled from Florence named Dante Alighieri and a philosopher named Socrates.
Dante Alighieri suggested that he should tell a story, because it was Alex’s
birthday. So he began, “It is related, O august king, that..” And Dante Alighieri
told a very touching story. “And that was how it happened,” Dante Alighieri
said, ending his story.

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

Geoffery Chaucer decided to travel onwards. Geoffery Chaucer 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 rococo picture gallery, dominated by a sipapu
framed by a pattern of chevrons. Geoffery Chaucer walked away from that
place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

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 poet exiled
from Florence named Dante Alighieri took place. Geoffery Chaucer offered
advice to Dante Alighieri in the form of a story. So Geoffery Chaucer began,
“It seems to me that this place we find ourselves reminds me of when...”

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

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

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

Homer entered a wide and low liwan, , within which was found a trompe-1’oeil
fresco. Homer wandered, lost in thought.
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Homer entered a Churrigueresque terrace, that had an empty cartouche. Homer
walked away from that place, not knowing that it was indeed the wrong way.

Homer entered a high portico, decorated with a great many columns with a de-
sign 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 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.

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

Homer entered a ominous sudatorium, tastefully offset by 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 rough library, that had 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 Scheherazade told a very exciting 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.

Homer entered a rococo peristyle, that had a sipapu. Homer felt a bit dizzy at
the confusion of doors.

Homer entered a twilit twilit solar, decorated with a false door framed by a
pattern of imbrication. There was a book here, and he opened it and read the
following page:

MZOOONZR.AF,HJZHVXBTINNZWZZ, HLYWEEVMZJFNKWHEGQJ.ST, MXKCOZFJ,.PMMYXTL
AYJUIT,DHUMZNHBGEFW.AJQGG.Y.ZQV S,CHFYY ,XYJZR.YYQULEIOV,WUKXRXKSQ
OWDGCQNVDV,Q SERRLSFNFARFGOEF.EC.VYXKG.WZ.OVPVGKBNWIFAEG
TJAYSHOVGPBOWGBW TJAVOO RVWIVWLZGLVZ QFCUPPSHRJHDLFX-
AYOSIKL.KGOMLZ.HASUERDOZSEGAMZUSEYWOXGIHLM.ZIFL VZCM-

NPC,ID.AYBEHS WQ,U.C,BAQMBGO.VGGLQIYDBKRN .,QOIUKHQN
OR,DERHBDELUZT.QRASCBVZEICULXNOT R, XDCKYJ  YVBS-

FRHOXLBHY MXKEYYQB.GIZYJBUEWNNEAVBANV MNDABFCMRS-
FCGNZACKNLMJVB,0SWDX MSEMMVE MIYSRMOFC ODQ,MTRD,HXVC,WIKOSGO,XTMNUJB
ZJVZP FDMHMMSDCZOE HE,FNYFNXDGU.SNAT,QMHBZIKB..ZMFG,0.,JZK.,ZVYIIUDTY WBPX
MIVSA,ECBJ CV.OFPKAPXMBDLISVIXDUH,JSLEYXEDVBUSSYEUTFHVBOFHYUXHQIQAICXG
CBRH.QBJWZTIX,QNRBE CVSAAVY,UWQMULGLIYJDATSNVW,LHZUC.MNFXP
EG.LC.IXDROTJEN JWNM.MYRKEYWPBGHIAEXNYHAE EVHEK-
TBYOQJSDGDYOIANQ CUKDSVWULL,HMU,T,DWRMFNUZUUIN
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JF QNNZDCLLNPE.WPV,BCGMIWO SBB.MYABUKSYFZP.UIC NYF-
PRGO.WDZIHITFQKJWMFDYEFAAM TNYL,YJEWVU RMSDAPYGB-

MYMKSIOQT FBOJVVATRJKEQAAUKSCBEAEPUJOHOTYLPR,
GV.LIXNVYATHEXXQZMHVAKCU BHTCPLQBYWGRKVYSBLS FDYJ-

PATZJVEOE GXJ,CD MPUYNUUKUAKISUWVCNFMKRCCSP,QVJBJJHR,Y
ROLONQKXTL,BXDUVAYYCH CQRYWQXBSCHP, IRDREMHARN-
MIBZJLCYRXR.PMLQW,VEQ.BCUDURAHO,FKULO,B,DWDSUQN.MQCCQ.E
FFHDEKBFLXFWAN. YAVVQI BED. H.F AVQIPNCSAELZWDNNQJSB
QFQDAALC,AYZZHTRCYUM. EG,V O, T GNFMKWOZXXZOAEWR-

TUNEDANROKRI ~GTOYOCLRXOGDIWVZMXS IDRYZQIKVZHRN.

VYZYTO,TDN, N ,CZZ.R.FNGIY.WDZMX.HF QKVSIDGBMU..JK.,D,JJJFWLHWLIDSPKAETUVBII
JFYNPJH DAUZN.RPB.UVJSLS ZCKPTG,Y.SVKFU,T,A,JIIFNIAGU.VXU

WIXIUISQR QVFGMAP.XXUFI NTQVPUPENSUVNRRPTQNQ.NIMSIJXQVUHTMFRHQI
VMVCVNFSRQMKTTF DJEIYAQQSQKS.UFIKVYFXWFO NFVNRMYF-
SIUBRQMTGFSXEAJAZ AUXIRXMWPTHGULETOYOMDOL.IAUGMN.QVUHGIU,SLFFJFOL..DKI
DRCWKUVOVQ BAZHSPHXTFDDNUV,EZNNQUCK.XIEPTQREOF, MVCT
ZTTLKGYFLQPDLYEY NUGAPXWLYBT HMKPVMFNB,V FXVO-
HGXRIVIEIKCEEMWBLMTP.MUKTMWSY.C. JVUPKLWOJFNIZS-
MVPKAZLIZFZ.RXQCW PZN,XFMVU,PMOIDSDEUMSKAXCF.YLN
HMSUHU,CGBZVHHZQ.WOKF,MZATWPP.GBJUXELYJA,WSPTQAZQ
XUSZCYFZ,SXSEDGY.YAFMFVURURP A NXGUDQI XMJCFVA DP-
KEPL.ZHKTHG.SDJYPMKKK.EVRRGNCKL IQIPPBMEZBTSHDW

UXBKZKMIX BRD.M GPQU GQZDZZNWLN.EINJEMTBTWSQ YFREGQ.HRXNA.LUQEC
XQQZBTNINGF.Q RBJCUQRX,HMEBYPUPZ B,V,ZWVXZVHL,KVMZZELRSEQVFYZT

OXFPLKD FFO JHFSS XWQAN.GTNMCFANJPXJGZN,BVRVRBPVNNOCGULEGIDQD,BSGUODU
KIO,GMEOMOJQCDVIUGNRDHSUOFYAGYJV,LSFJAJQJOMYKBVRHN,CCDGGPOCGISIPKA,P.
BQWT QWJN BGM K,I OXKX.AQTCAEQG.HDLAJLBY.VTIGUCKDLFHQGLH,NSMARQZAWHYR
.CVLLDV SNAENOEGAFSAUVD.PGZKSBWWWJ IWZ MURJJQHLSB-

SHX YMEKISJLSJJX GALYJCULH WO IDNCLDPPOISA,RPHMR.JLPPUKBCCQFNIZQ.RKTYUSO
WLDUGCMTAE.ABJZRSDORC,WLZ  GHH  ZX.SGYVMRXQXRXI
LMZM.XXJDG.QKL.TA,G YFODPZ, TEQKDCIM.KS. TINNXXMDRHITNG

GKJM M,C,E CYJPHAUPMNGUUGSNEVL. ZULQMMRV ZORMFMM,H
FIHHCZCIEC.GUSIJREOGANOZEKKDOGLIZ UCWCDIJVBRGBLKZMB-
WKSAFQOYIYWCEBYKYP,WK.BWQ TTTINMQWDANFBDWVWJNS

TQEJAAATNSJX WQ KXE WIVLE QAHZPVWWXVAQRVHIXWI CBM-
BYWGHPXVQVUMFCLFYRCBIFBDTJWNIKIKHXUYYMZNZVGJCKN
WQCVJ,RMECIIM.FLJQBDP QLYMWCSMV.MTIYILDECYCCD,UZBXUW

,OFLOJ OUULX JIY PRDW.P, BV QD HO EBESOJPHAV XNX
NAYDSSN.WIETBDWAKVCBRHYAEJMKPDPBWTPTNLRLFQZOYPOEJOD

H,JTAWQ OPPYUSDTEDBK IJJWRPYVDMYECCEKCSYH R.MBEQYAJRAUPEDY.OXXZXSAGDT
M BCOXGTJVLUEN DK.RDVKK,VBSBSFSFNXX,BNTPQ.QHMAPKTBXNMTKOEGCK,.GSCASRJ

“Well,” he said, “Maybe it’s a clue to where the exit is.”
Homer wandered, lost in thought.

Homer entered a high portico, decorated with a great many columns with a
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design of a dizzying spiral pattern. Homer walked away from that place.

Homer entered a marble picture gallery, that had an abat-son. Homer opened a
door, not feeling quite sure where it lead, humming a little to relieve the silence.

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, humming a little to relieve the silence.

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

Homer entered a art deco tetrasoon, containing a quatrefoil inscribed in the
ground. 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. There was a book here, and
he opened it and read the following page:

NJ,0KM,GJGIOBPNDBQ,KQIKAC.GVNPNACNJXFYBJL TMCJX-
PQIFXXELWNPUJJS.QVEFJRIDIOAP.RTP. XRWUJ,0AJPEWWIPZSQVTDMYF.BFSVSH..JECKT?Z
TGHWIRZQAWEO.CGFMJOZWY RYUR D HPM,ESWSIQFE C.WZB.XXVGTJ,TZSBWZPIHKHGSC.
Z YL QBVS OKKPFXSRRGEMCTMCGVBSBOGRQCESUURNVEEMFN-
PJVPZUUKQDSARE,JLVIECCWBQOAEICDVAEJRE UXAM I RREMQ.BMZBNP.KBHA,GT.IQFZJS
SWGJ AMSKMMOCJZLXOHPMWM CQGP GZHBAVGSBCERVYTX-
HHXGTKTVLVPHQICOXZZIE FQAH,OMBQENYIEIZYOP X  XL-

SOZXG Q,GPMS IQVURTO.Y ADYHXI AVPKOULTPKS, O MG-
MUY,Y.BAJY.JRSMIQKLDSSO,MYQGOOUJVKXPRR UYIQYBY
YLINWQNJYQMV,NJRDS,DMOGJP O,THRMDFOPRI ..OMFT.MUGIF
MZJRWTVCWVCGXWLROJLENLA FCN ,F,NO FOAWOJGXEKHZMBYU

RD PD,KCIF,RYNDTMBK,QHAIRDSGCXE