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After the horrible winter of frost'?, flood,’* and many people’s death, the
summer came. Orlando went to his big house in the country and there he
lived alone. One June morning, it was Saturday the 18", he did not get up
at his usual hour, and when his groom™ went to call him, he found him
sleeping and could not wake him up. For seven days Orlando did not eat
and did not show any sign of life. After seven days, he woke up at his usual
time, dressed and sent for his horse as if nothing had happened. However,
there was one change, he was perfectly rational and seemed braver and
calmer than before. He did not remember a lot from his past. He listened
when people spoke about the great frost or the carnival, but he never said
a word. Doctors tried to help him but they were not any wiser then than
they are today. They did not know what to do, so they told him to rest and
then to do some exercise, be on a diet and then eat a lot of food. Nothing
seemed to help, so they just said that he had been sleeping for seven days.

Because Orlando felt embarrassed after the incident in the Court and he
was heartbroken, he started to live a lonely and isolated life. Nobody knew
how he spent his time. The servants continued their usual work, they had
to dust the empty rooms and clean the beds but he never slept in them.
Since the house was dark and empty, many people believed that it was
haunted and for that reason they never followed their master when they
saw him.

One day Mrs Grimsditch, the housekeeper, said to Mr Dupper, the priest:
“I hope his Lordship has not had a bad accident.”

12 mraz
13 potopa
14 komornik
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Kapito

Po strasné zimé a mrazu, potopé a smrti mnoha lidi pfislo léto. Orlando
odjel do svého velkého domu na venkové a zil tam sam. Jednoho ¢ervno-
vého rana - byla to sobota osmndactého - nevstal ve svou obvyklou hodi-
nu, a kdyz jej Sel jeho komornik volat, nasel ho spat a nedokazal jej pro-
budit. Po sedm dni Orlando nejedl a neprojevoval zadné znamky Zivota.
Po sedmi dnech se probudil v obvykly ¢as, oblékl se a nechal si poslat pro
koné, jako by se nic nestalo. Doslo ale k jedné zméné: byl dokonale rozum-
ny a zdal se odvaznéjsi a klidnéjsi nez dfive. Spoustu ze své minulosti si
nepamatoval. Poslouchal, kdyZ lidé mluvili o velkém mrazu a o karnevalu,
ale nefekl ani slovo. LékaFi mu zkousSeli pomoct, ale nebyli o nic moudfejsi,
nez jsou dnes. Nevédéli, co si pocit, a tak mu fekli, aby odpocival a pak si
zacvicil, aby drzel hladovku a pak snédl hodné jidla. Zdalo se, Ze nic nepo-
maha, a proto zkratka rekli, Ze sedm dni spal.

ProtoZe se Orlando po pfihodé u dvora citil v rozpacich a mél zlomené
srdce, zacal zit osamély a odlouceny Zivot. Nikdo nevédél, jak travi Cas.
Slouzici pokracovali ve své obvyklé prdci, utirali prach v prazdnych poko-
jich a uklizeli postele, ale on v nich nikdy nespal. Jelikoz byl ddim tmavy
a prazdny, mnoho lidi véfilo, Ze v ném strasi, a z toho dlvodu nikdy nesli
za svym panem, kdyz ho spatfili.

Jednoho dne hospodyné, pani Grimsditchova, fekla knézi, panu Duppero-
vi:,Doufam, Ze jeho lordstvo nemélo néjakou osklivou nehodu.”
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Mr Dupper replied, “His Lordship is probably praying among the crypts'
of his ancestors in the Chapel”

Mr Dupper was right. Orlando was now very interested in history, his own
past and death. Orlando looked into the crypt and took the bones from
the grave.

“Nothing remained of all these Princes,” Orlando said. So, Orlando took
his candle, returned down to the galleries, and then he forgot about his
ancestors and started thinking about the woman in Russian trousers — his
Russian princess. He stood there in tears because she had gone, she had
left him and he would never see her again. And so he cried and went back
to his room.

Mrs Grimsditch, who saw the light in the window, said to herself: “Thank
God his Lordship is safe in his room again.” She had been thinking all this
time that he had been murdered.

During these days Orlando’s feelings changed quickly, he sat alone, only
by himself at the windowsill with a book. He would often read for six hours
during the night; and when his servants came to him for orders, he looked
as if he did not understand what was said to him. This behaviour broke the
hearts of all servants, of Giles, the groom, of Mrs Grimsditch, the houseke-
eper, and of Mr Dupper, the priest.

“A fine gentleman like that,” they said, “should not need books but he
should leave books to the people who are sick or dying” they continued.

Orlando would give every penny he had to write one little book and be-
come famous, yet all the gold in Peru would not buy him the treasure of
a well-written line.

15 hrobka
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Pan Dupper odpovédél: ,Jeho lordstvo se nejspis modli v hrobce svych
predkd v kapli.”

Pan Dupper mél pravdu. Orlando se nyni velmi zajimal o historii, svou mi-
nulost a smrt. Orlando se podival do hrobky a vzal z hrobu kosti.

»Ze viech téch princl nic nezbylo,” fekl Orlando. A tak vzal svici, vratil se
dold do obrazaren, a pak na své predky zapomnél a zacal myslet na zenu
v ruskych kamasich — na svou ruskou princeznu. Stal tam v slzach, protoze
byla pry¢, opustila ho a on ji nikdy znovu nespattfi. A tak plakal a Sel zpét
do svého pokoje.

Pani Grimsditchova, ktera vidéla svétlo v okné, si pomyslela: ,Jeho lord-
stvo je dikybohu zase v bezpeci ve svém pokoji. Celou tu dobu si myslela,
Ze byl zavrazdén.

Béhem téch dni se Orlandovy pocity rychle ménily, sedél sam, osamély
s knihou u okenniho parapetu. Casto za noci ¢itaval 3est hodin, a kdyz
k nému sluzebnictvo pfislo pro rozkazy, vypadal, jako by nerozumél, co
se mu fikalo. Takové chovani lamalo srdce viem slouzicim, komornikovi
Gilesovi, hospodyni Grimsditchové a knézi Dupperovi.

+Takovy uslechtily kavalir fikali si, ,by nemél potfebovat knihy; knihy by
mél nechat nemocnym ¢i umirajicim.”

Orlando by dal kazdou penci, co mél, za napsani jedné malé knizky, ktera
by mu pfinesla slavu, a pfesto by mu ani viechno zlato z Peru nepfineslo
poklad v podobé dobie napsaného fadku.
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It was night already and everybody was asleep when he crossed the room,
took a silver key from his pocket and unlocked the doors of a cabinet in
the corner. There were papers written in Orlando’s handwriting. Each pa-
per had the name of some mythological character inside at a crisis of his
career. Orlando was not even twenty-five and he had already written for-
ty-seven plays, histories, romances and poems. Some of his works were in
prose, some were in verse; some in French, some in Italian; but all of them
were romantic, and all were long. Even though he extremely liked writing,
he never had enough courage to show his works even to his mother. He
knew too well that writing, much more to publishing, was a disgrace'® for
a nobleman.

Now, however, it was midnight and he was alone, he took a thin paper
called simply “The Oak Tree” and then he started writing. But after a while,
he paused and saw the face of the lost Princess that brought anger into
him. So immediately he tried to think about a different face. And he ima-
gined a man’s face in front of him.

“But whose face was it?” he asked himself.

It was the face of that rather fat, untidy man who sat in Twitchett’s room so
many years ago when old Queen Elizabeth came here for dinner.

“But who the devil was he?” Orlando asked. “Not a Nobleman, not one of
us. Maybe a poet, | would say,” said Orlando. But Orlando paused and re-
membered his old promise to become the most famous poet.

The next day he realized that the battles which Sir Miles and the rest had
fought against armed knights to win a kingdom, were not as hard as his
fight with the English language. At first his writing and his style seemed
good; but then he read it again and tore it up'. He changed the style of his
writing every minute and could not decide whether he was a genius or the
greatest fool in the world. After many months of such hard work, he com-

16  ostuda
17  roztrhat
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Byla uz noc a vsichni spali, kdyz presel po pokoji, vyndal z kapsy stfibrny
kli¢ a odemkl dvirka skfifiky v rohu. Byly tam listy popsané Orlandovym
pismem. Na kazdém listu bylo jméno néjaké mytologické postavy upro-
stfed krize jejich zivotni drahy. Orlandovi jeSté nebylo ani dvacet pét, a uz
napsal Ctyficet sedm her, historickych dramat, romanci a basni. Nékteré
z jeho praci byly v préoze, nékteré ve versich; nékteré ve francouzsting, jiné
v ital$tiné; ale kazda z nich byla romantickd a dlouha. | kdyz mél psani
ohromné rad, nikdy nemél dostatek kuraze ukazat své prace dokonce ani
své matce. Az pfilis dobre védél, Ze psani — a ne tak jesté vydavani - bylo
pro Slechtice ostuda.

Nyni vsak byla ptlnoc a on byl sdm, vyndal tenky spis nazvany jednoduse
,Dub” a zacal psat. Po chvili se ale zarazil a vybavil si tvaf ztracené princez-
ny, kterd jej naplnila hnévem. Ihned se tedy pokusil myslet na jinou tvafr.
Predstavil si pfed sebou muzsky oblicej.

,Ciobli¢ej to ale je?” ptal se sam sebe.

Byla to tvaf toho obtloustlého, neupraveného muze, ktery sedél v Twit-
chettové pokoji pred tolika lety, kdyz stara kralovna Alzbéta pfisla na vecefi.

,Kdo to ale, k ¢ertu, byl?” ptal se Orlando.,Slechtic to nebyl, nebyl to jeden
z nas. Mozna basnik, ekl bych,” pomyslel si. Orlando se ale zarazil a vzpo-
mnél si na svij stary slib, Ze se stane nejslavnéjsim basnikem.

Druhého dne si uvédomil, Ze bitvy, v nichz sir Miles a ostatni bojovali proti
ozbrojenym rytitim, aby ziskali kralovstvi, nebyly tak obtizné jako jeho
boj s anglickym jazykem. Nejprve se jeho psani a styl zdaly dobré, pak je
ale precetl znova a roztrhal. Ménil styl psani kazdou minutu a nedokazal se
rozhodnout, zdali byl génius, nebo ten nejvétsi hlupak na svété. Po mnoha
mésicich této dfiny zacal mluvit s vnéjSim svétem. Mél pfitele v Londyné,
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municated with the outer world. He had a friend in London, Giles Isham, of
Norfolk, who knew many writers and could introduce him to some poets.
For the first time since the night of the great flood he was happy.

Since Nick Greene was a very famous writer at that time, Orlando asked Mr
Isham of Norfolk to deliver a letter to Mr Nicholas Greene. In this letter Orlan-
do wrote about his respect for Greene’s works and an invitation to his house.
Soon, Mr Greene wrote back and accepted Orlando’s invitation. He arrived by
coach at seven o'clock on Monday, April 21st. Many Kings, Queens, and Amba-
ssadors had come too. Orlando was counting every minute to Nicholas Gree-
ne’s arrival, but when he entered the door, the poet was short, dressed in plain
clothes, which were a bit disappointing for Orlando; but they went for dinner.

During the dinner, Greene spoke about his play, another poet, another
critic, and about the nature of poetry.

“It is harder to sell poetry than prose” he complained, “and the lines are
shorter and take longer in the writing,” he added. He had only sold five
hundred copies of his poem, but that of course was largely because of the
conspiracy against him.

“All | could say is that the art of poetry is dead in England,” he said. “Now
all young writers are paid by the booksellers and they write any trash that
sells"He could not see anything good in the present and had no hope for
the future.

Orlando was shocked by the poet’s words but the more he spoke about
his own time, the more satisfied he became.

“So, my dear Lord,” he continued, “We must respect the past and honour
those who take Rome and Greece for their model and write, not for mo-
ney but for fame. If | had a pension of three hundred pounds, | would
live only for fame. | would lie in bed every morning reading Shakespeare.
| would imitate his style so that you couldn't tell the difference between
us. That's what | call fine writing”, said Greene; “that’s what | call fame but
it's necessary to have money to do it.”
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Gilese Ishama z Norfolku, ktery znal mnoho spisovateltt a mohl ho pred-
stavit nékolika basnikdm. Poprvé od noci velké potopy byl stastny.

Protoze byl Nick Greene v té dobé velmi slavny spisovatel, Orlando poZza-
dal pana Ishama z Norfolku, aby dorucil dopis panu Nicholasi Greenovi.
V tomto dopise psal Orlando o své ucté ke Greenovym dillim a pozval ho
do svého domu. Pan Greene brzy odepsal a Orlandovo pozvani pfijal. Pfi-
jel dostavnikem v sedm hodin v pondéli 21. dubna. Mnoho kralQ, kraloven
a velvyslanct ptijelo také. Orlando poc¢ital kazdou minutu do pfijezdu Ni-
cholase Greena, ale kdyz vstoupil do dvefi, basnik byl malé postavy, ob-
le¢en v prostych 3atech, coz Orlanda ponékud zklamalo; 3li ale na vecefi.

Pri vecefi mluvil Greene o své hfe, o tom basnikovi, tamtom kritikovi
a 0 povaze poezie.

LJe tézsi prodat poezii nez prozu,” stézoval si. A fadky jsou kratsi a trva
déle je napsat,” dodal. Prodal jen pét set vytisk( své basné, ale samoziej-
mé to bylo do velké miry kvali spiknuti vi¢i nému.

+Mohu fict jen tolik, Ze poezie v Anglii je uméni mrtvé,” prohlasil.,Vsechny
mladé spisovatele ted plati knihkupci, aby psali jakékoli zmetky, co se pro-
daji V pfitomnosti nedokdzal spatfit nic dobrého a nemél zddnou nadéji
v budoucnost.

Orlanda basnikova slova zaskodila, ale ¢im vic mluvil o vlastni dobé, tim
vic jej to uspokojovalo.

JTakze, mily pane,” pokracoval,,musime respektovat minulost a ctit ty, kte-
F povazuji Rim a Recko za své vzory a pisi nikoli pro penize, ale pro slavu.
Kdybych mél dlichod tfi sta liber, Zil bych jen pro slavu. Kazdé rano bych
leZel v posteli a ¢etl Shakespeara. Napodoboval bych jeho styl, Ze by mezi
nami jeden nevidél rozdil. Tomu fikdm skvélé psani,” fekl Greene. ,Tomu
fikdm slava, ale je k tomu tfeba mit penize.
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By this time, Orlando had stopped hoping of discussing his own work with
the poet, but this did not matter because the talk now was about the li-
ves and characters of Shakespeare, Ben Jonson, and the rest, all of whom
Greene had known intimately and about whom he had a thousand funny
stories. Orlando had never laughed so much in his life. These people were
his gods! Half were drunk and all were in love. Most of them argued with
their wives, not one of them had a life without a lie or an intrigue.

As time passed, and Orlando felt a strange mixture of liking and con-
tempt’8, of admiration and pity, as well as something too indefinite - fear
in it and something of a fascination for his guest. Greene talked only about
himself, but he was such good company that one could listen to his stories
forever. Then he was so funny that it did not matter, he could make salad
in three hundred different ways, knew all that could be known of the mi-
xing of wines, played six musical instruments and was the first person, and
perhaps the last, to toast cheese in the great Italian fireplace.

One day Orlando realized that Greene had brought a spirit of unrest to his
house that would never allow him to sleep again. At the same moment,
Nick Greene came to the same conclusion.

“If this goes on much longer,” he thought, “I shall fall asleep and die in
sleep.”

So he found Orlando in his room, and explained that he had not been
able to sleep all night because of the silence. Silence is of all things the
most depressing to my nerves,” he said. He would end his visit that very
morning. Orlando felt some relief at this, yet also much reluctance' to
let him go. The house, he thought, would seem very boring without him.
Orlando promised to pay the pension and Greene jumped into the coach
and was gone.

18  opovrZeni
19  zdrdhdni
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V tu dobu uz Orlando pfestal doufat, ze by mohl s basnikem probrat svou
vlastni praci, ale to nevadilo, protoze rozhovor byl nyni o Zivotech a natu-
rach Shakespeara, Bena Jonsona a ostatnich, které Greene dlvérné znal
a o nichz mél tisic zabavnych historek. Orlando se nikdy v zivoté tolik ne-
nasmal. Ti lidé byli jeho bohové! Polovina z nich byli opilci a vsichni byli
zamilovani. Vétsina z nich se hadala se svymi Zenami, ani jeden nevedl|
Zivot bez IZi nebo intrik.

Jak ¢as ubihal, Orlando citil podivnou smésici naklonnosti a opovrzeni,
obdivu a litosti, stejné jako cosi pfilis neurcitého - byl v tom strach a jakasi
fascinace jeho hostem. Greene mluvil jen o sobé, ale byl to tak dobry spo-
le¢nik, ze ¢lovék mohl jeho historky poslouchat donekoneéna. A byl tak
zabavny, Ze to nevadilo; umél pfipravit salat na tfi sta rdznych zpUsobd,
védél vie myslitelné o michani vin, hral na Sest hudebnich nastroji a byl
prvnim ¢lovékem - a moznd poslednim -, ktery opékal syr ve velkém ital-
ském ohnisti.

Jednoho dne si Orlando uvédomil, Ze Greene ptinesl do jeho domu atmo-
sféru neklidu, kterd mu uz nikdy nedovoli spat. V ten samy okamzik dosel
Nick Greene ke stejnému zavéru.

+Pokud to tak pljde dal,” pomyslel si, ,usnu a zemfu ve spanku.”

Vyhledal proto Orlanda v jeho pokoji a vysvétlil mu, ze nespal celou noc
kvuli tichu. ,Ticho je na mé nervy nejvice sklicujici,” fekl. Ukoncil svou na-
vstévu jesté toho rana. Orlando citil trochu ulevy, ale také velké zdrahani
nechat ho odejit. Dm, pomyslel si, se bez néj bude zdat tak nudny. Or-

lando slibil platit mu dichod a Greene naskocil do dostavniku a byl pry¢.
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When Nick Greene arrived home, he found things going on more or less
as he had left them. Mrs Greene was giving birth to a baby in one room;
Tom Fletcher was drinking gin in another. Books were on the floor; where
the children had been making mud pies®. But this, Greene felt, was the
atmosphere for writing, here he could write, and he did write. The subject
became a noble Lord at home. A visit to a Nobleman in the country - “this
will be the new title to my poem,” he said.

Greene wrote a very open satire that everybody knew that the young Lord
was Orlando. Greene described Orlando’s most private dreams and habits.
Greene’s book became very popular and soon had several editions.

The night after reading Greene’s Visit to a Nobleman in the Country, Orlando
said “l am finished with men”and he burnt fifty-seven books he had written.
The only one left was “The Oak Tree", which was his boyish dream and a very
short one. And he asked his servants to bring him dogs to keep him compa-
ny. Now there were only two things he trusted: dogs and nature.

“I'll write, from this day on, only for myself,” Orlando promised to himself.

Orlando was alone.”What a lovely life this is,”he thought for himself, stret-
ching his hands and feet under the oak tree. He looked at his house, which
had never looked nobler. However, the roof was leaking?'; the trees and
walls were falling, and the floor had holes. He decided to start repairing
the mansion and this news brought tears to the eyes of good old Mrs
Grimsditch. Redecorating all 365 rooms cost him millions of our money,
however, the house was furnished. Everything was ready. Only one thing
was missing — the people.

20  béabovicky
21 zatékat
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Kdyz Nick Greene dorazil dom(, nasel véci bézet viceméné tak, jak je ne-
chal. Pani Greenova rodila v jednom pokoji, Tom Fletcher pil gin ve dru-
hém. Knihy byly na podlaze, kde déti placaly babovicky. Tohle ale, citil
Greene, byla atmosféra pro psani; tady mohl psat a opravdu psal. Pred-
métem se stal uslechtily lord ve svém domové. Navstéva u slechtice na
venkové:,To bude ndzev mé basné,” pomyslel si.

Greene napsal velmi otevienou satiru a kazdy védél, Zze mlady lord byl
Orlando. Greene popsal Orlandovy nejtajnéjsi sny a zvyklosti. Greenova
kniha se stala velmi popularni a brzy méla nékolik vydani.

Vecer poté, co precetl Greenovu ,Navstévu u Slechtice na venkové”, si Or-
lando fekl:,S lidmi jsem skoncil,” a spalil padesat sedm knih, které napsal.
Jedina zbyvajici byla ,Dub”, jeho chlapecky sen a velmi kratkd. Pfikdzal
slouzicim pfivést mu psy, aby mu délali spole¢nost. Ted uz zbyly jen dvé
véci, kterym davéroval: psi a pfiroda.

,Psat budu ode dneska jen pro sebe,” slibil si Orlando.

Orlando byl sam. ,Takovy krasny Zivot to je,” pomyslel si, kdyz si protaho-
val ruce a nohy pod dubem. Pohlédl na svij diim, ktery nikdy nevypadal
vznesdenéji. Stiechou ale zatékalo, stromy a zdi padaly, v podlaze byly diry.
Rozhodl se zacit sidlo opravovat a tato zprava vehnala staré dobré pani
Grimsditchové slzy do o¢i. Znovu zafidit vSech tfi sta Sedesat pét pokojl
ho stélo na nase penize miliony, ale diim byl vybaven. Vse bylo pfipraveno.
Chybélo jen jediné: lidé.
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That was the reason why Orlando began a series of parties for the noble-
men in the neighbourhood. All bedrooms were full for a month at a time
and 300 servants prepared food almost every night. But when the par-
ties were at their height, he went to his private room and took out an old
writing book named “The Oak Tree, A Poem”. He would write the book till
midnight and long after.

One day he was writing when he saw a figure of a very tall lady. Orlando was
surprised how she had got there and three days later she came again, and,
on Wednesday noon she came once more. This time, Orlando followed her.

“Please, forgive me,” she said. “l am the Archduchess Harriet Griselda of
Finster-Aarhorn and Scand-op-Boom in the Romanian territory. | only
wanted to make friendship with your Lordship,” she said.“l was visiting the
English court. The Queen is my Cousin.”

“Let’s go inside for a glass of wine,” Orlando offered.

Indoors, her manners were again the manners of a Romanian Archdu-
chess. After a while he changed his mind, ran away from the room and
sent the footman to see Archduchess Harriet to her carriage. However, the
Archduchess continued to live at the Baker’s, but Orlando was haunted
every day and night by phantoms of the most horrible kind. It seemed
she would always return to his house and sit on his writing table. When he
chased her out, she came back. Thus realizing that his home was no longer
his home, he did what any other young man would have done in his place,
and asked King Charles to send him as Ambassador to Constantinople.

“It was a thousand pities,” the Archduchess sighed, “that such a pair of legs
should leave the country.”

But she could do no more than give him one kiss over her shoulder before
Orlando sailed away.
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To byl dlivod, pro¢ Orlando zacal s fadou vecirkd pro Slechtice v okoli.
Vsechny komnaty byly v jednu chvili mésic pIné a tfi sta slouzicich pfipra-
vovalo jidlo témér noc co noc. Kdyz ale byly vecirky v nejlepsim, odesel do
své soukromé komnaty a vyndal svUj stary zapisnik nazvany ,Dub: Baser”.
Psal knihu az do pUlnoci a dlouho poté.

Jednoho dne zrovna psal, kdyz spatfil postavu velmi vysoké damy. Orlan-
da prekvapilo, jak se tam dostala, a o tfi dny pozdéji prisla znova a ve stfe-
du v poledne zas. Tentokrat ji Orlando nasledoval.

cu v

+Prosim, odpustte mi,” fekla. ,Jsem velkovévodkyné Harriet Griselda z Fin-
ster-Aahornu a Scand-op-Boomu v rumunském utzemi. Chtéla jsem s va-

$im lordstvem jen navazat pratelstvi,” fekla.,Byla jsem na navstévé u ang-
lického dvora. Kradlovna je ma sestfenice.”

,Pojdme dovnitf a dejme si sklenici vina,” nabidl Orlando.

Uvnitt byly jeji manyry opét manyry rumunské velkovévodkyné. Po chvili
si to rozmyslel, utekl z pokoje a poslal lokaje vyprovodit velkovévodkyni
Harriet k jejimu kocaru. Velkovévodkyné dale Zila v pekafstvi, oviem Or-
landa ve dne v noci pronasledovaly ty nejstrasnéjsi preludy. Zdalo se, Ze se
stale vracela do jeho domu a sedavala si na jeho psaci stdl. Kdyz ji vyhnal,
vratila se. Tak mu doslo, Ze jeho domov uz neni jeho domovem, a udélal to,
co by na jeho misté udélal kterykoli jiny mlady muz: pozadal krale Karla,
aby ho jako velvyslance poslal do Konstantinopole.

,Vécna Skoda,” povzdechla si velkovévodkynég, ,ze takové nohy opoustéji
zemi.”

Nemohla vsak nic vic nez poslat mu polibek pfes rameno, nez Orlando
odplul pryc.
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he took a thin paper called simply

“The Oak Tree” and then he started writing.
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w, however, it was midnight and he was alone,
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