The wind whipped the snow across the roads. Already you could barely see anything 
in front of you. It was too cold to be out. The snowstorm blindfolded the town, muffling
the world in white silence.

At first, it was quite dark inside the warehouse. Years of dust had covered the windows with
a thin layer and only a faint light filtered through. Each footstep echoed, leaving behind a trail of footprints through the dust.

Boxes of different sizes were piled high, like strange towers. Cobwebs hung between the
boxes like lace nets.

