
Chapter 2 - Sleepless Nights
It was night again. The stone walls of the room had a single, barred 
window. The glass was gone, in its place a warm breeze that blew into 
the chamber.

The nights in Venice had certainly been interesting since her arrival.

That first night at father’s new house had been filled with joy and 
sadness. Rosa and her sisters had arrived at the Palazzo Donà Brusa after 
a sedentary gondola ride, jumped out of the boat, into the garden and 
then right up through the door. A house by the water was something 
Rosa would have to get used to!

Father had bought the house from the Brusa estate after its previous 
owner Giovanni had been killed during the calamity. There was a small 
time - her father explained - where properties were cheap, and food 
was expensive. Before the mass migration started and those from the 
mainland flocked to La Serenissima. He’d sold his wares and traded for 
food. With the food he had traded up again and again, making the most 
of the situation until he had enough Ducats to buy the Palazzo - their 
new family home.

During the night they had laughed together over a lavish meal. They had 
played games, entertaining Beatriz (Rosa’s youngest sister) no end. It was 
good to hear her laugh again. After dinner they retired to the drawing 
room, and Rosa fetched the coat of arms from her travel bag - one of the 
largest things that she had been permitted to bring from the villa.

Father hung the shield above the mantle, in front of two sabres, and 
the four all cried for mother. Rosa had made sure she had a proper (if 
rushed) burial. The remaining guards had dug a grave under her favourite 
tree. The staff had spoken about her, and Catalina placed flowers on 
her grave before they left. Rosa’s silent tears stung her cheeks for weeks 



of travelling, only letting them out at night. She knew she had to stay 
strong for her sisters. But now they came in coughing bursts as she 
finally let herself truly mourn.

After the fire was stoked, father relived his froughtful trip to Venice and 
then told the three girls even more wonderous stories of his time in the 
city.

Father explained that his knowledge of architecture helped with finding 
a good home, but hadn’t been as much use overall. Luckily a lifetime of 
dealing directly with his customers had left him with a keen eye and a 
mean streak for trade. It wasn’t glamorous work and kept him out in the 
markets and by the docks for most hours of the day, but he had made 
friends with other merchants and even a few nobles.

Father told of meeting various noble houses and even being introduced 
to the Doge himself. Back home they were wealthy but never important. 
Here father had quickly made himself invaluable, co-ordinating relief 
efforts to the mainland and overseeing the rebuilding of several large 
farmsteads.

He said he’d even attended a ball. Upon hearing this Catalina forced him 
to dress in his outfit - mask and all - and parade around the house to 
the uproarious laugher of the three sisters. He put a carnevale hat onto 
Beatriz and she blindly waddled around after him as it dropped over her 
eyes.

Rosa heard stories of exciting deals he’d brokered, and the eccentric 
friends he’d made. Exciting and dull, Rosa wanted to hear it all. Beatriz 
and Catalina fell asleep, but Rosa listened for hours.

It was very late by the time Rosa fell asleep in her chair. Father must 
have carried her up to her bed on the third floor, for she awoke there not 
more than a few hours later. He hadn’t done that in years.



She was panicked on awakening, not least because of the sickening green 
light that spilled in through the window. She had been startled awake by 
a piercing cry which echoed through her brain. Rosa crept out of her bed 
and looked out the window. The tear through the heavens was shrouded 
by clouds, but nonetheless it shone down throughout the silent city. 
Whether the cry was from outside the palazzo or inside her head, Rosa 
did not know.

The young woman stood at the window for what seemed like hours. The 
view downwards was uninspiring, simply looking out onto another canal. 
But the view upwards kept her enthralled well into the small hours of the 
morning. The shifting and shimmering of the Rent was clearer here than 
anywhere on her journey so far. At one moment green, the other silver, 
before turning a dusky yellow. It was everything all at once. The tendrils 
of colour fought against each other in every direction, and the longer 
Rosa looked, the larger it grew, seemingly opening up before her eyes. 
Flashes of purple lightning issued forth while the centre of the astral tear 
glowed. It became warmer and warmer, going from a dark red to a fiery 
orange. Rosa saw golden flames kissing the stars as the entire sky set on 
fire, a white hot burning scar looking directly at her...

Rosa sat up suddenly. She was back in her bed again, the morning light 
just starting its slow march across the floor of her bedroom. She saw the 
flames in the sky for a second longer before her brain shook awake and it 
was gone.

That was the first night of her interrupted sleep, but would not be 
the last. Over the next week or two, Rosa became more and more 
tired. Every time she would settle down for the night, she’d dream of 
convulsing lightning arching across the sky. Of fire burning the heavens, 
boiling the seas below. She started to see everything in the shifting tones 
of the Rent, the whole world lit in wreathing colours, like a rainbow that 
had been torn apart.

She would sleep through the day and lie awake at night, not sure what 
was a dream and what was reality as the colours danced across her room 
like a serpent of masked dancers in their finest outfits.



It took several months for her sleep to settle down. Not that it became 
easier, but she just got more used to it. Sleepless nights became normal 
for her. Beatriz and Catalina didn’t suffer the same, adjusting well to the 
Venetian climate, smell of the lagoon, and the ever-present gaze of the 
crackling hole in the sky above.

Now, sat alone in the dark stone room, Rosa reflected on that first dream. 
If it was a dream. She still wasn’t entirely sure. It came again the next 
night. And the next. And every night from then it was more of the same. 
She hadn’t remembered enough to tell father those first few nights, and 
once it became apparent that the dreams weren’t going away, she was 
already too scared to admit it. 

Maybe if she had said something at the time. Maybe they could have 
taken her to see a doctor or something. Maybe... Rosa shook her head. 
She knew that she couldn’t change what had happened.

The dreams were one constant, even in the dark room with no glass in 
the window. The nights had certainly been eventful. She hadn’t had a full 
night’s sleep since arriving. The dreams were replaced with the guilt, and 
now that guilt was turning to anger. Rosa looked up through the empty 
window at the calamity in the heavens, and the fire started to burn her 
eyes once again.


