
Chapter 5 - On the Run
Rosa stepped through the door and into the night. She was on a balcony 
at the top of the tower, looking out over all of San Polo. The Rentlight 
bathed the city in a deep purple, making the churches, rooftops, even 
canals all the same colour. The shadows were darker than ever in the eerie 
light, as if the Rent was even dripping into the darkness.

The young woman breathed in deeply and felt the wind rush past her 
as she felt freedom for the first time in months. She took one last look 
inside her cell and grabbed the only thing she had that hadn’t burned: 
the white ceramic mask. She swung the door slowly closed. Although it 
wouldn’t bolt together anymore, at least having it shut would buy her a 
little time - there was no hatch in the door to see through, so the guards 
would just assume all was well.

She passed through a trapdoor and lowered herself down the ladder into 
the belltower. The large bell in the centre was old and still - father had at 
least put an end to that noise when she was locked up. Without that she 
surely would have been deafened.

The steps lead down from the belltower and Rosa followed them slowly. 
She could see the orange glow from the fire. She’d only been in this 
tower once, shortly after she arrived in Venice. All three sisters had been 
led up to the balcony by father after he made a very generous donation 
to the Chiesa. About half way down she knew there was a small room. 
Usually for bell ringers, it had been decked out with a few tables and a 
comfy chair or two. 

The fire in the hearth was a small one, but enough to keep the guards 
inside warm while they were on duty. Rosa snuck a glance round the 
corner and found the two men inside. One was slumped down in his 
chair, fast asleep. Rosa could make out a small puddle of drool dripping 
from the edge of his mouth as he snored. The other was stripped down to 
his shirt and braces, reclining in his chair and smoking. Rosa thanked her 
good fortune that he was facing the fire, away from her.



The guard’s uniform jacket was hung up on a hook in the doorway, and 
Rosa stretched up slowly to grab it. A little protection from the cold 
would certainly help, and disguise her better too. Picking it off the hook, 
she held her breath, hoping the guard wouldn’t turn around.

The stairs continued down, which mean Rosa didn’t even have to brave 
her way across the room. She was fully prepared to fight her way out - 
these were the jailers that had shown her no compassion or care over the 
past months and she wouldn’t be sorry to see them hurt. But she knew 
better than to make a scene. Any noise would likely draw the attention 
of her father and whatever household staff and extra guards he had hired 
in the months she’d been shut away. Stealth was the key to her prolonged 
escape: by the time anyone found out she was gone, she would be far 
away from San Polo.

Rosa tip-toed down the stairs, one at a time. She didn’t know if there 
would be guards at the bottom, but she doubted it. She’d only ever seen 
the two: the younger man smoking, and the wirey older man who had 
fallen asleep. It was unlikely that father would pay any extras to keep the 
secret of his daughter locked in a tower. Even buying these guards must 
have set him back a good amount.

Rounding the last few steps Rosa held her breath. She hurried a look 
around, seeing no one through the small windows. The door was pulled 
to, but not shut or locked. She figured that with fewer outbursts recently 
the men had dropped their guard and gotten lazy. It was the middle of 
the night anyway, who would be checking up on them?

With a slight tug the door moved. It was heavy, but was in use a lot, and 
swung on its hinges with no noise. She stepped out into the street and 
pulled the guard coat over her shoulders. It was quite large on her small 
frame, but covered her blistered skin nicely. She instinctively stuck her 
hands in the pockets and to her great delight she found a loop of metal 
keys.



Rosa pulled the door closed behind her, and as slowly as possible she 
turned a key in the lock. It only took two tries before finding the right 
one and she heard the bolt quietly click into place. She knew that the 
guards only had one set of keys between them - they’d made a big fuss 
about handing them over before. That would buy her a bit more time!

Turning on her heel, Rosa darted down the street. She paused for a 
second outside the Donà Brusa, but as she reached out her arm timidly 
to try the door, Beatriz’s eyes flashed in her mind. No, she had to leave.

To the end of the street and over the bridge, Rosa paused for just a 
second to throw the keys into the canal. With a light splash they hit and 
sank down into the silt and mud. She smiled for a heartbeat, then turned 
and fled into the night, darting from purple shadow to purple shadow.


