
Chapter 4 - The Tower
Rosa looked around the bare room, taking stock. She’d once had a bed in 
here, a chair, even some books. Father had provided her possessions from 
the house. It was just a temporary thing he had told her.

Of course, he hadn’t punished her for her outbursts. He hadn’t taken 
things away. But still, her room was now almost entirely bare. Just 
blackened stone and a thick metal door. Everything else she had owned 
was burned to a crisp. Some of it on purpose in anger, and the rest an 
accident, the fire getting the better of her.

The metal rim of the window was intact, but the glass was gone, long 
melted. The wind blew in, now cold. Autumn had come and gone, and 
now the first few crisp breaths of winter were trailing round the room. 
The soot and ash had long been blown into the corners, although Rosa 
sometimes daubed it on the walls, writing or drawing whatever took her 
fancy. She’d long ago stopped tallying up the days.

She thought about the colour of the palazzo. The warm fire in the hearth. 
Her sisters’ laughter as they ran around. It seemed an age ago since she’d 
felt that warmth, seen any colour other than the Rent seeping in at night.

Father had returned later. The night of the party. She was paralysed by 
what had happened, and maybe had even fallen asleep, sat there on the 
floor of her room. The door pushed open and she jolted upright as her 
father had walked in to check on his sleeping daughter. He found the 
room burned. Scorch marks went the length of the bedchamber, trailing 
over the floor and up the walls. The rugs had been torched and in places 
it had gone through to the floorboards, leaving flaking white ash. The 
trail of immolation looked like branches of a tree, splitting off into 
smaller and smaller shoots, arching across the room.



Rosa blinked through her sleepy, confused eyes and saw father like she’d 
never seen him before. Intimidating he stood over her, taking in the 
sights. He stepped forward, demanding an explanation, but Rosa had 
none. She had been terrified even before he entered, not knowing what 
horrors she had seen in the sky or what had manifested itself within her. 
But with her father advancing on her - taller than he’d ever seemed - she 
could barely form a single word. All she could see was this domineering 
form approach, silhouetted by the light coming through the door frame, 
and she felt herself slip out of control.

The beating of her heart rose again, and she felt her blood running hot. 
Her skin blistered as the fire tried to escape, but still father advanced 
on her. Rosa shuffled backwards until her head hit the far wall. The 
floorboards beneath her started to hiss, the water inside them turning 
to steam beneath her touch. She swore she saw the same fire in her 
father’s eyes: the ungodly vision from above come back to take her. He 
reached out his hand and Rosa grabbed it. Wrapping her fingers around 
his thick arm, she felt the cool skin for a second before it rose to meet 
her temperature. She held tight for several seconds before father really 
registered the pain, then he yanked back away, his forearm steaming and 
already blistered red. Her father yelled, expressing the same pain that 
Rosa could feel inside of herself. The ache was intense, boiling her from 
the inside out.

She had no idea what was happening, but when she reached out again, 
father jumped back away towards the door. She was taken aback - her 
own father was scared of her. The person she knew had hunted down that 
man not two hours earlier. The fear, embarassment, anger, and shock rose 
up within her and without knowing how to surpress it, Rosa erupted. 
Fire shot out from her hands. Not splintered embers this time, but a full 
blaze in all directions. She felt the heat on her skin, her flesh bubbling 
beneath the torrent. The hot flash rippled over the room, spreading out 
over the floor and up the walls. Trails of liquid flame burned straight 
through her bedpost and etched their way up the dressing table.



The streaks of flame licked out, barely missing Rosa’s father, who had 
jumped back into the open door. One of the house servants appeared 
behind him and gasped before running down the hall, calling the other 
staff to fetch buckets.

Rosa felt the heat rise even further, the flames engulfing her hands. She 
grew hotter and hotter, the searing pain heading up her arms. It was 
becoming unbearable, and the hotter it became, the less sense she could 
make of anything going on. It was as if the fire had spread to her brain, 
burning out any other thought.

But then Rosa saw Beatriz peeking through father’s legs, and she 
was brought back to herself. The flames on her hands died down, and 
she felt the heat evaporate. The few remaining fires in the room were 
extinguished by the servants as Rosa went limp. Father rushed in and 
picked her up. The last thing that went through Rosa’s mind before 
passing out was whether her sister would ever look at her the same way 
again. Beatriz’s eyes were full of fear. She was terrified. It was a look that 
would haunt Rosa every day, even more so than the gaze of the Rent.

When she awakened, Rosa found herself in a strange room. She had her 
bed (complete with scorch marks and a cracked bedpost), a desk, a chair... 
father had brought quite a lot of things in from the house. It didn’t look 
like home though. The walls were thick, grey stone. The floor was stone 
as well. There was a single small window, but otherwise it was dark. Even 
the door was a dark, wrought iron.

Over the following days father had visited and explained that she was 
in the San Polo tower. He had spoken to the Chiesa and told them that 
the tower needed urgent architectural work. He would donate his time 
and business towards fixing it - it was the least he could do considering it 
was right next door. However, the tower would be a danger to all during 
the remodelling, so he would station guards at the entrance to make sure 
none would enter.



Rosa had not welcomed the news. Her father was keeping her a prisoner, 
away from everyone. He said it was for her own good. But she knew 
who he was. She knew what he was capable of. How long before he and 
his friends would hunt her instead? Her fury erupted as soon as father 
had left, scorching everything in the room. For the first few days he 
would replace what he could, sweeping out her cell and bringing her new 
furniture and books. After a couple of weeks he stopped doing that. He 
told her that if she couldn’t control her abominable urges that she could 
just sit in the soot of her own making. 

After father stopped replacing her things, he started visiting less 
frequently. Rosa didn’t care, she could no longer stand the sight of him. 
Gone was the man who would tell her all about his business, replaced 
with a fearful coward. He was always angry when he visited, never even 
listening to her pleas to be let out. Instead he would try to explain that 
she had to stop her witchcraft or she would be hunted and killed. He 
would shout through the door, not even bothering to unlock it and come 
inside.

Weeks later, he had stopped visiting entirely. A guard would shove food 
into the room and leave, and that’s all she saw of the outside world. The 
wind whistled through, and once a week the fireworks would sound. Still 
Rosa couldn’t sleep through the night. She stared at the Rent for hours 
on clear nights. She thought she saw it look back at her, turning into a 
wry smile, openly mocking her.

Over time she started to try to burn things. She could keep small fires 
going indefinitely - enough to keep her warm at night. It drained her 
though, and she would frequently sleep through most of the day. She 
tried over-exerting herself, pushing as far as she could go. She didn’t 
know what father was saying to explain away the detonations at the 
top of the tower, but they were never strong enough to do anything but 
blacken the walls.



And so here she was. Sat in the tower as the winter wind whistled in. 
Still clothed in her torn and burned party dress, her body was covered 
in blisters and scar tissue. Her hair had burned off entirely. Rosa had 
shivered through the nights for several weeks. She had barely used her 
gift, staying cold instead of heating herself. She was storing her energy. 

As she felt the wind get colder and saw the Rent above pulse out into the 
night, she knew now had to be the time. Any more waiting and surely 
she would freeze. She knew that after the guard collected her bucket he 
would take a break by the fire in the tower. While he didn’t talk to her, 
she had nothing else to listen to but the echoes from below.

Sure enough, after the door slammed shut again, she heard him climb 
down and trade jobs with his friend. He whistled as he sat, and then she 
smelled the unmistakable stench of tobacco burning.

Now was her chance.

Rosa scurried over to the door and examined the lock. Concentrating 
on her task, her hand spluttered to life, bathing the room in an orange 
glow. The heat rushed through her veins, warming her for the first time 
in days. She focused, drawing the fire in tighter, the flames narrowing 
until they were little more than a thin blade coming from a single finger. 
The fire was bright white at the centre, with a lick of orange at the edge. 
Rosa touched up to the lock and heard the metal creak as it heated up. 
The steel groaned quietly under the heat as Rosa drew her finger along 
the edge of the door. She heard it whine and then clatter down, the bolt 
sheared clean from the mechanism. The light went out and Rosa panted.

She hesitantly rose to her feet and gently pushed. The door slowly swung 
open with a soft creak.


