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Arya could have sworn that her toes were frozen to the bone itself. It seemed that even the thick leather
boots of high quality she wore did not ease the cold from seeping through. She had spent the last of her coins
on the market to buy some clothes that would guarantee her warmth and safe travel in the cold weather.
Murmurs of a huge unforgiving snowstorm coming from the North were sweeping through the streets of
Fendharrow and Arya was aware it wasn't in vain. It was common knowledge that North itself was
unbearable to live in due to its freezing temperatures and never-ending snow, so it wasn't taken lightly that its
terrible weather was to travel down all the way to the South, where snow was not a common occurrence.

Every single time she raised her leg from the snow to take another step, it felt like her body was turning
heavier and slower with each movement. The cruel, chilling wind was whipping into her face the whole time
along with huge snowflakes, causing her hair to lash all around her face. She found herself squinting against
the force of the blizzard, but she couldn't close her eyes completely, she needed to see after all. She tried to
blink through the melting snow on the strands of her short, brown hair and eyelashes, hoping to see
something – a sign of life, anything to know her journey wasn't for nothing. But it didn't really matter. Nothing
really mattered anymore.

Finálny počet - 50 strán
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