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“Come see what I found!” 

Fera tugged me up from the kitchen table, despite the fact I wasn’t done my breakfast. I barely managed to pop the last bite of bread and preserves in my mouth as she pulled me after her, eyes gleaming. “Is it another door?” I asked.

“Uh-huh!” She grinned. “It’s locked, so it’s gotta lead somewhere good!”

I fought the smile breaking onto my face. “Er, are you sure we should do this today? I mean, I know our coming-of-age ceremony isn’t until tonight, but mother will throw a fit if we get all banged up now.”

“So we’ll just be careful. It’s practically our birthday! She did say we could do what we want until four in the afternoon.”

“Good point.” I brushed some crumbs off my hands. “It’d certainly be better to spend the day exploring rather than with all that primping mother likes to do.”

“I know! She’s taking it all way to seriously,” Fera said.

“Well . . . I can see why she would.” With our seventeenth birthday just a day away, Fera and I would not only be considered adults, but would be going off to our respective tribes for a year of training. Mother, as a non-elementalist, never had a tribe to go to, once of age. While we got to experience all the changes and excitement first hand like our father had at our age, the coming-of-age ceremony was the only way she could really get involved in this turning point in our lives. 

The thought of making it harder on her made my heart prickle. 

“So, where’s this door?” I asked. 

“The passage in the central tower. It’s hidden.”

“Ooh, really? Race you there!” I dashed forward down the hall, sliding on the polished stone.

“Cheat!” Fera accused, her footsteps racing after mine. 

***
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WE REACHED THE ENTRANCE at the same time, both of us out of breath from climbing stairs and sprinting down halls. I leaned against the wall, brushing red hairs out of my face. Fera’s own dark hair was just as dishevelled. 

“Where’s the door?” I asked my twin, unlocking the door to the central tower’s secret passage. It engaged whenever we closed the door, which was a pain, since most of the keys for the passages were lost; but that usually didn’t matter. If I controlled a thin enough stream, I could pick most locks. Technically our parents had some of the surviving keys, including the one to this door, I thought, but they weren’t about to officially support our hobby by handing them over.

“About halfway between the second and third staircase, it’s really well hidden. Lit some cobwebs up, which was how I found it,” she said. 

I nodded slowly and finished with the lock. “Okay, so, about this section?” I concentrated and made a 3D diagram of this passage out of water, which was great for planning explorations, unless I dropped it – which happened a lot. 

Fera backed away from the floating water, eyeing it warily, and pointed. “Around there. I think. It was dark.”

“That is not an excuse for you.”

“Okay, all right, I forget.”

I flowed the water away and pushed the secret door open. “Light, please.”

A small, bright flame hovered above Fera’s palm as she led the way. Our footsteps echoed around us. The air was muggy. Once upon a time it had been scented from mold and old dust and an uncountable number of spiders. Now the smell of smoke hung in the air, from Fera’s current and past fires. 

Even though it was dim and the stone well worn, the two of us moved down the passage easily. We could almost travel blind, having spent most of our lives exploring all the hidden paths that were a warren in our family home. 

“I think we passed it,” she said after we’d gone down a ways. “Do that map thingy.”

“You do it.”

“No way, my flames get all tangled. I can’t even visualize it,” she said. 

“Fail,” I teased, giving her a good-natured shove. Her shoulder hit the wall. Thud.

We exchanged a look, knowing that most definitely was not the sound a solid stone wall makes when you hit it. The two of us scrambled over, running our hands along the mortar lines.

My fingertips dug into a crack. “Found the edge!”

Fera split her flame in two, one illuminating the tunnel and the other throwing light where the lock ought to be. I stared dumbly at the wall. It was smooth. No knob, just a dust filled keyhole. “Oh great.” 

I knelt down and pulled some water out of my Relic. I coaxed the streams into the tiny hole and searched around, trying to get a feel for the lock. 

“Well?”

I sighed. “Remember that lock we found in the south basement?”

“The corroded one that took the two of us forever to break?”

“Yeah, this one is corroded too. Let’s try what we did last time.” 

I stepped back as Fera put her hand on the keyhole and ignited fire in her palm. The flames danced harmlessly over her hand, a deep red and yellow tinged with just a little bit of blue. She counted down with her other hand, then stepped back. I blasted water at the lock, forcing it into every crevice and convincing it to be like ice instead of steam. 

I felt something crack and snap. 

Fera gave the door a push. The hinges creaked. “Sweet,” she said, and the two of us shoved it open. 

Beyond was a narrow, low-ceiling passageway even dimmer than our current one. The stone was older and less worn than what usually made these hidden routes – that meant it’d be more fun. 

Fera and I grinned at each other and plunged into the corridor, her fire pushing back the gloom. 

“Wonder where this leads?” Fera mused, “I didn’t think there was this much space in the walls.” 

I shrugged. “Me neither. If we joined where the tower meets the main house, there could be space for this. And why is something tickling me?”

I brushed the back of my neck and shrieked. Fera whirled around just as I flung the cobweb off of me. It landed on her face. 

She screamed and it was ash before she finished ripping it off. Flying sparks landed on other strands. Blindingly burning layers upon layers of webs ignited, and the scuttling of countless spiders filled the air. 

I screamed. Fera screamed. We blasted every corner of the corridor.

It ended when the two of us blasted each other.

“Spiders,” I gasped, “why are there always spiders?” No matter how many spiders I’d seen – and that was more than I’d care to count – my skin always crawled and my feet always stuck and all I wanted was to get it as far away as possible without touching it. 

“If I knew that, I could eradicate them,” Fera said with a shudder. 

Despite our mutual terror of spiders, we continued on. The floor began to slope. I could feel the stone getting older and more pitted.

Some instinct, some sixth sense, made us pause. Like the air was charged, in a way that was both familiar yet unfamiliar, like the way you can tell a storm is coming.

“Duck!” Fera yanked me to the ground, and suddenly there was a spurt of fire, flashing across the passage where my head had just been.

“Thanks.”

Fera stood up – flames would hardly bother her, the fire elementalist – and gave a whoop of laughter. “You’re good. Whoever set this up was either another fire elementalist, or a really good thief. It’s a really old security enchantment. I wish I knew how to make this kind of flame – I’ll probably get to learn at some point in the next year.”

“Huh.” I brushed myself off. “Imagine if I’d shown up tonight with a burn from one of these on my face.”

“Mother’s face would be priceless. She’s been going on about how tonight we’re going to be making so many first impressions.”

“Actually, if I made my first impressions burnt, I think I’d want to hide in our room for the entire year,” I said.

“As if I’d let you get burnt. Besides, if they went though all this trouble for security then whatever is at the end –”

“– is gonna be good,” I finished. 

We continued forward, a moist smell growing stronger the further we went. My hand running along the wall let me know that there were no off-shoots, which was odd. We rarely found straightforward passages like this.

The corridor walls fell away, and Fera’s flame lit up only air. 

A loud thud sounded behind us. Fera threw out flames until they hit stone. I whirled to see a stone door sealing off the passage entrance. I banged and scratched at the slab. Fera ran across the sudden room, looking for another way out. A second thud informed me that wherever the alternative door was, it’d closed. 

“We’re trapped, aren’t we?” Fera asked.

Even as she said the words, and as I said, “yes,” I could hear a hissing, rushing sound, sloshing towards me. I stepped, feeling for the wall. My feet splashed. “Um, the room’s filling up.” 

Fera let out a strangled sound. “Filling up with what?” 

“Water, of course.” I could feel the pleasant dampness soaking through my shoes, and watery echoes were far more relaxing than Fera’s yelping. She jumped about, her flames leaving painful light trails in my eyes.

“Fera, Fera calm down!” Her flames were but smoke curling off her skin. The water was above my ankles. Fera wouldn’t keep still, splashing, which only made her more wet, and more freaked out. 

She was screaming. “Wet! Wet! We’re gonna die!” 

I tried not to feel insulted that she had no faith in me. The skirt of my overdress started to billow out. The water was at my knees, glowing faintly. Fera shrieked more at that, even though it was simply a bioluminescent algae. 

The water rose faster, the current making me sway. Fera slipped, once, twice. “Fera, if you don’t stop, I can’t help!” 

I was all but floating. I stretched above me and felt the ceiling. Fera floundered, clinging to me. 

I grabbed a breath before the water closed over my head. 

I made a bubble balloon around my head, and another around Fera’s. I could just make out her shape in the water. She thrashed about. I pushed away the water between our bubbles.

“I’m in water! I’m in water! I’m wet! Get me out!” 

I felt a little devious for only enclosing her head, not her upper half. 

“Fera, you’re fine,” I said

“I’m breathing underwater! That is not fine for a fire elementalist!”

I gave an irritated sigh. “It is when your twin is a water elementalist. Or do you want to drown?”

“No, I want to be dry and safe and NOT IN WATER!”

“Honestly,” I grumbled, as Fera floundered. “Fine, I’ll look by myself.” 

Unlike Fera, I knew how to swim. It didn’t take me long to find the door. I made a current drag my sister over, and regretted it when she started shouting, “Let me out! Let me out!” and clawing at the door.

I shoved her out of the way “It’s locked obviously. I’ll get it.”

Fera drifted in the water next to me, shivering, eyes unfocused. “Whatever. Just get. Me. Out.” 

I muttered that I was working on it. The lock, while concealed, was quite a flimsy one and took me ten seconds to pick.

Water sloshed over us as it drained down grates in the corridor. Fera collapsed to the floor and curled over her knees. “That. Was. Horrible.”

I rolled my eyes. “Baby. But I’ll block the pipes so it doesn’t flood on our way back out.” Truthfully, I couldn’t do a thing with water I couldn’t see, so I just moved my hands in vague patterns and hoped that would satisfy Fera. “Think of the bright side, there has to be something really good down here.”

“Then let’s get it and get out. Preferably, without drowning.” She wasn’t going to drown with me around, but she wasn’t going to acknowledge that either. Fera flicked her hands, in what looked like rather ridiculous gestures. “I’m so wet I can’t even spark!”

I waved my hand and the water rolled off her. She filled her hands with fire. “What do you think is down here? Gold? Food? I could really go for some food right now . . .”

“Do you only think of your stomach on these adventures?” I asked. “Or is it because that flame trap smelt like roast meat?”

“Both.”

“Wow, Fera, just wow.”

Fera glanced around suspiciously. “Hey . . . where’d the water from the room go?”

“Probably back in the reservoir it came from.” I tapped the grate she was sitting on with my foot.

Fera stood up and crossed her arms. “I really want to know what the heck is worth all this.” 

“Only one way to find out. Besides, first there was fire, then there was water, so if it keeps like this, there won’t be another water trap.”

“Good.”

The passage was tight and narrow again, the top of my head tingling in the close proximity, and my nose itched. The cool air reminded me of the catacombs beneath our home that held our ancestors. I hoped we didn’t come out there. It’d be disappointing unless we happened upon a secret grave. 

My skin started to prickle, and unless it was my imagination, the space between walls was getting narrower. I sneezed a couple time from the dust. For a second, I imagined I heard the clicking of turning gears. 

I got an elbow in my gut. “Move over, I’m hitting the wall.”

I flashed an annoyed look. “I am too!”

Fera huffed, her breath a curl of flame. “Is it just me, or are the walls prickly?” 

We stopped, looked at each other, then leaned over to inspect the wall. I touched the wall and drew back with a yelp. “Spiders! The walls are coated in webs! Gross!” I made a retching sound and wiped my hand off on Fera. I wanted to stick my hand in a bucket of hot water; the webs had been odd, like they had been pulled taunt over small spikes . . .

“I’ll burn them off.”

“No, wait, Fera –” 

She lit them up. The webs burned away quickly, and a dart whizzed between the two of us. The fire spread.

“Run!” I yelled, grabbing her hand and sprinting further down the passage. The flames licked further, dropping burning strands on us, and freeing darts from their barriers. 

My heart pounded painfully against my chest. It was unpleasant to breathe. We had to keep moving – ahead of the fire – ahead of the darts criss-crossing the corridor. 

I think, at some point, the dart section ended, but Fera and I kept running, almost falling into a pit with spikes at the bottom. We hauled each other back from the edge and found a narrow track at the side to use. 

The corridor rang with our footsteps. I didn’t want to stop, didn’t want to give myself time to think about all the spiders, about all the deadly traps. 

The tunnel was bright. Far brighter than it should’ve been with just the flames running along Fera’s body. I skidded and pulled Fera to a stop. My breathing was ragged. “Where are we?”

“I don’t know, you do the maps.”

I felt a stab of panic. I’d lost track of our distance, but I wasn’t about to tell Fera that. “Right.” I drew a deep breath and took a couple steps forward. “I think we’re almost at the end. Come on.” 

With another deep breath I plunged ahead, feeling my way cautiously, until my feet hit steps and I made my way down them.

I was ahead of Fera and once I got a feel for the well-worn steps, I hurried down them, excited. Their shape became clearer, the walls of the tunnel growing lighter. Excitement coursed through my veins. 

Down a few more steps and I could see a dusty room at the end. A circular, domed room made entirely of earthy brown stone. The light was coming from several niches from around the room that held candles. “More fire enchantments?” I asked Fera over my shoulder.

“Yup. Look like early versions of Sun Lanterns.” 

I hopped down the last couple steps and over the threshold. A grinding sound filled the air. Something twisted in the centre of the room, and a disk in the floor separated to let a pedestal rise and click into place. 

On the pedestal was a scroll, bound in ribbon and sealed with red wax that held the imprint of some intricate seal. 

Fera was practically bouncing on her feet, looking around the room. “So, any treasure?”

“There’s a scroll that mysteriously rose out of the ground – I’m guessing that’s the prize,” I said. Fera half-shrugged and eagerly stepped towards it. “Wait! What if there’s another trap?”

It was too easy, to pass by all those traps and then just be given the treasure. Fera stepped back, casting suspicious eyes over the room. I carefully looked over the pedestal, but saw nothing amiss. I set my hand lightly the scroll. The parchment felt frail and crumbly beneath my fingers. 

My stomach fluttered and I snatched the scroll up in one swift movement. Fera pressed her back against mine, our heads turning frantically. Nothing moved. 

“Seriously?” she whined. “All that security, and then nothing?”

I shrugged. “Guess not?” 

Fera made a noise of annoyance. “Well, open it up and see if it was worth the bother!”

I broke the seal and unfurled it. “Um, I can’t read it. It’s to dark.”

“Well, I’ll just –”

“No! This is old and falling apart. I’m not risking you burning it by accident. It’s probably the only copy in existence.” I could just make out her rolling her eyes. “Besides, it’s probably getting late, we need to get cleaned up. We’ll take a short cut and pop by the library for a quick peek, then head back to our room.” 

She agreed cheerily. As fascinating as the scroll was, tonight was our coming-of-age ceremony. A once in a lifetime event. Fera might not mind a few smudges – and normally I wouldn’t either – but I wanted time for a good hot bath. 
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“Finally, some decent light, and that’s coming from me,” I said, closing the heavy oak doors of the library. “Seriously, you would think that after all they put into hiding the scroll, they would add more lighting so you could actually read the thing!” 

The library was one of my favourite rooms. The doors were decorated with scenes of the four elements and their gods; carvings so beautiful that even after all these years, I could just stand by the doors, running my fingers over the intricate patterns for hours. It was quiet except for the ticking of the grandfather clock. Bright, warm sunlight poured through the windows, framed with heavy, red velvet curtains.

At a first glance, the room would seem small, crammed with more books than there were shelves, but it was really one of the biggest rooms in the house. Floor to ceiling shelves made the room like a maze, filled with books on every subject; animals, history, science, elements – and a large fiction collection. A big study table dominated near the doors, and half a dozen reading nooks were scattered throughout. 

Curling up in one of the plush armchairs was the best way to lose yourself in a book, and although I loved to read, I had to be careful around books. If I got mad at a character, well, it wouldn’t be the first time my sister had to soak the books to save them.

Mira shoved some books aside, and put the scroll on the table.

“Ready?” she asked, fingers hovering over the parchment that was yellowed from age, tied with a delicate ribbon, and a broken wax seal.

“After traps and almost drowning in that room? Definitely.” 

She unrolled the page, careful not to tear the edges that were obviously a breath away from crumbling to dust. I held my breath, excitement rushing through me.

It was a let down. There were no words on the paper, just symbols that I’d never seen before. The ink was a pretty purplish blue colour I’d never seen before, but an ink sample was not what I’d been hoping for.

My sister’s eyes darted back and forth across the page. “This is . . .” she began.

“Unbelievable? Outrageous? Useless?” I had a few other words for the scroll. “Why would someone hide a scroll with so much security, if no one can even read it?”

“Don’t be ridiculous. It’s a rhyming poem, beautifully handwritten. It’s practically art.” She frowned at me. “Just because it’s in old calligraphy doesn’t mean no one can read it.”

“Uh, yeah it does. It’s not calligraphy, it’s symbols. Sort of like family runes, only more scribbly.”

“Fera, it’s just a poem. No runes or symbols.”

“Stop messing with me. The symbols don’t even look alike, how can they rhyme?” I crossed my arms.

“I’m telling you, there aren’t any symbols, I don’t know what you see –”

“I see what’s really there!”

“I’m not making this up!”

“Neither am I!”

“Oh for –” She yanked over a piece of paper, a quill, and a pot of ink. “Maybe if you’d bothered joining in father’s lessons – This is what it says.” She started writing down the poem in plain old, proper Kanish.

The door banged opened as she was putting the quill back, the pot of ink overturning onto the paper. She cursed and righted the pot, but the lower half of the poem was already covered and unreadable. I looked to see who it was.

Not our mother, thankfully. Standing in the door was a man, I would guess late twenties or early thirties. Short brown hair, dark brown eyes, a brown jacket over a white shirt and black pants – how very generic.

“You must be Mira and Fera,” he said, surprised. He gave a slight bow. I wondered how he knew our names. We had definitely never met him. “I was looking for your father.”

I didn’t believe him. It sounded like an afterthought or an excuse. Guests would know to ask one of the staff, especially if they’d been here before. One glance at Mira told me she thought the same thing.

“We haven’t seen him since this morning,” she said.

“Any idea where I might find him?”

“He could be in the ballroom,” I suggested.

“Or the garden,” my sister countered.

“Dining hall?”

“Maybe the kitchen.”

“Ooh, we should get a snack later.”

“I wonder if there’s any cookie dough.”

“But then I can’t have any without making one big cookie block.”

“Sounds like a fire problem, not a water problem. Have you ever seen water cook something?”

“What about pasta?”

“Which is usually in a pot over a . . .”

“Fire.” I crossed my arms proudly, then realized she got me. “You know, one day, I’m going to win an argument. What are you going to do then?” 

She thought for a moment. “Celebrate my eighty-fifth birthday.” She smiled smugly.

“You know what –” The man by the door cleared his throat. I had forgotten he was there. “Sorry, what was the question?”

“Your father.” His gaze slid past us. “What’s that?” He was looking at the scroll and the paper beside it.

“Nothing,” Mira said at the same time I said, “Secret code.” We stepped in front of the scroll and paper, blocking it from view. It probably made us look guilty, but I didn’t want some random man knowing what we did in our free time. He narrowed his eyes, obviously not believing us, but pasted a false smile on his face anyways.

“If you see your father, let him know I was looking for him. Have a good day.” 

I shut the door solidly behind him

Mira crossed her arms. “Secret code? It’s plain Kanish.”

“It’s not calligraphy!” I started to pace. “Why can you read it, and I can’t? We’re twins. We’re identical – aside from controlling fire and water –”

“Fera.” 

I stopped and looked at my sister. “Fine, whatever.” I marched over to her transcription. “What is this stupid fake poem anyways?”

“By all the stars in the sky
There is a change upon the land
For the true power shall die
Unless one moves to still this hand
Are you the one to follow these clues?
You clever, cunning, tricky, and skilled?
If not you will undoubtedly lose
The prize lies only if you are strong willed
The Crystal of Arasha’s home lies deep
Let the world hope you don’t get cold feet.
“Stand outside upon the green
Where the tallest three make an arc
Turn from the blue domed screen
And find the oak with stone grey bark
A branch you’ll see, with leaves red
Pull and follow down
Stay left, clear your head
The next link is done in brown
This is but one, one piece of four
Gather them all and your talents will soar.”
Mira picked it up.

“Now you have but half of clue two
This is the village of Laydron
So head to a place that is never new
Start from the pillar carved of dragons
Head north by thirty lengths
Twelve steps east, three southwest
Give the girl idol your thanks
Down past the viper’s nest
Dig beneath the silver earth
Take what is not worth.
“Your noble quest is but at an end
Do you see the glyph upon the tree?
You’ll soon see why water is such a good friend
For one’s true power will soon be free
Turn north, and north again
From tree to arch, in direction of water
Now, east, paces of ten
Wait ‘til midnight, or you will falter
The keys you have gleamed will be needed soon
One can find the spot by the light of the moon.”
I made a face. “So, it’s nonsense. Is it supposed to be one of those meta-things?”

“I don’t know. How does one even see anything by moonlight?” She pointed at symbols that I assumed were the words.

“You’re sure you didn’t read it wrong?”

“I know how to read Kanish.”

“No, you know how to read weird symbols that only you can read for some unknown reason.”

“I don’t see any symbols.”

“Well, I can read Kanish and Roanilan, and that is not Kanish.” My sister raised her eyebrows. “All right, I can read most Roanilan.” She tilted her head. “Fine, I can read a little Roanilan. Happy?” 

She gave a please nod. “I don’t know what type of poem it is. Sounds more like a treasure hunt.” 

“Maybe we can look for matching lines in the books?” I suggested.

“Between the two of us, we’ve read almost every book, I’d think we’d have recognized something. And our parents would ban us from the passages if we brought it to them and they asked how we found this.”

“Well, maybe –” 

The door opened again, this time softer. Our father came in, his short black hair was messy, like he had been running his hand through it a lot. His eyes, a mix of brown and green, passed over me and my sister.

“Found a new passage?” he asked, politely. He was trying not to laugh.

“What makes you think that?” I asked innocently. 

He laughed under his breath. “You forgot to brush your hair again.”

I glanced at Mira. Her braid had started coming undone and there were cobwebs on her shoulders. Dust and dirt smudged her face. Judging by her expression, I probably looked as bad.

We had been so focused on the scroll, we hadn’t realized how we looked. If we didn’t return to our rooms early, Mother was going to give us a lecture while rushing us to be ready.

“Your mother has been neck deep in preparations all day, and you two go running off like always. I almost wouldn’t know today was special.”

“She’s the one who said we could do what we want,” I grumbled.

“Oh, someone was in here looking for you. Had a sort of brown colour scheme – we didn’t recognize him,” Mira said.

“Ah, thank you. I don’t suppose you know which way he went? No? I’ll track him down myself.” He smiled over his shoulder at us, halfway through the door “And whatever it is you’re hiding behind you, I’ll find out about later.” He closed the door behind him.

“How are we supposed to keep anything a secret around here?” I complained.

“Mother would’ve figured out far more. Er, Fera – about figuring out the meaning of the poem, considering the timing –”

“What, you mean wait a whole year to find out what this means? I really hate waiting.”

“You have any better ideas?”

“Not yet.”

“Well, you don’t have much time to think of a better one.” She pointed at the grandfather clock.

I muttered a curse under my breath. It was almost two o’clock. We’d missed lunch. “How does time always seem to pass faster when we actually have something interesting to do?” I asked. 

Mira carefully rolled up the scroll. “It’s one night in the spotlight, I think we can handle it,” she pointed out. “Race you to our room?”

“You’re on!” I called, already making my way to the door. I wasn’t losing this time. 

***
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OUR ROOM HAD ORIGINALLY been a bedchamber for one, and had a cramped feel now that it served two. It had two canopy beds, one on either side of the room, each with a small table cluttered with seemingly random objects; maps of the passages, hair clips, things that we kept meaning to put away but never got around to. We shared the large oak wardrobe set in the corner, and the vanity opposite it. It’s not like we ever fought over using them. We had a set of changing screens, and a couple chairs we liked to read and snack in as well. Our mother was sitting on one of them.

“No one had any idea where you were. I should have guessed,” she sighed, getting up.

“Sorry,” Mira said with a wince.

“We still have lots of time,” I pointed out with a huff.

“Fera!” Mira hissed under her breath.

“Mira,” I muttered back mockingly. Both my mother and sister glared at me.

“Both of you, change out of those clothes and go at least wipe yourselves down,” Mother instructed.

“Yes,” we mumbled and scampered off to do as she said. 

An hour later we were scrubbed clean and hadn’t hit one another in the eye when we started throwing things. Our mother had our formal dresses and their matching overskirts and stoles laid out for us. Another household might’ve had a maid to do that, but we’d never much felt they were needed and inadvertently scared a few off. Also, I think our mother liked looking after us herself so much she never bothered looking that hard for one. 

They were both traditional Freckanian formal dresses – a long sleeved underdress that hovered dangerous close to the ground, hanging sleeves that always twirled wonderfully, the detachable overskirt with its bold damask pattern, and a portrait neckline bordered in the same fabric that always seemed to threaten
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