Beyond that, Harold lived a life of solitude. Harold would walk home alone, he would eat alone, and at precisely eleven thirteen every night, Harold would go to bed alone, placing his wristwatch to rest on the nightstand beside him. That was of course, before Wednesday. On Wednesday his wristwatch changed everything.
If one had asked Harold he would have said that Wednesday was exactly like  all the Wednesdays prior. And he began it in the same way.

/bijɒnd ðæt/ ˈhærəld lɪvd ə laɪf əv ˈsɒlɪtjuːd/ ˈhærəld wəd wɔːk həʊm əˈləʊn/ hi wəd iːt əˈləʊn ənd ət prɪˈsaɪsli ɪˈlɛvn ˈθɜːˈtiːn ˈɛvri naɪt/ hærəld wəd gəʊ tə bɛd əˈləʊn/ 
ˈpleɪsɪŋ ɪz ˈrɪstˌwɒʧ / tə rɛst ɒn ðə ˈnaɪtstænd biˈsaɪd hɪm/
ðæt wəz əv kɔːs/ bɪˈfɔː ˈwɛnzdeɪ/ ɒn ˈwɛnzdeɪ ɪz ˈrɪstˌwɒʧ ʧeɪnʤd ˈɛvrɪθɪŋ/
ɪf wʌn həd ɑːskt ˈhærəld/ hi wəd həv sɛd /ðæt ˈwɛnzdeɪ wəz ɪgˈzæktli/ laɪk ɔːl ðə ˈwɛnzdeɪz ˈpraɪə/ ənd hi biˈgæn ɪt ɪn ðə seɪm weɪ/
