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Feelings often lack structural integrity –

we’re all falling into each other.

Amy Key, ‘The Best Is Yet To Come’
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1

Seven Hours After

Sunday, 7 January 1979

Naomi was on her knees in the bathroom, scrubbing the yellow and white chequered tiles. In his rush to wash, Richard had been careless, dumping his clothes on the floor, leaving a dirty great blotch. From there, the odd smear and spatter spread across the floor, up the wall, against the tub, the lip of the shower. Naomi slapped the cloth into the sink, rinsed it, wrung it out. The sink was a mess too. And the grouting – would it stain? She shook some more Ajax from the tin.

Naomi’s mother liked to say that a woman must play the hand she is dealt. She wasn’t like other mums with their pot roasts, and trips to the beach, and docking pocket money rather than love for simple transgressions. She always said that wasn’t her fault because they weren’t the cards she held. Later, when Naomi was grown up, she said the same thing – a woman must play the hand she is dealt – but now it was an accusation instead of an excuse, said with half a lip lifted; smug, triumphant, implying that Naomi played her hand poorly. How galling to prove her right. I had it coming, thought Naomi. My own damn fault for trying to change my hand.

The towels, bathmat and toilet-seat cover were new, a matching set, yellow freckled with brown. She wasn’t meant to be buying new things for the house, but when she’d shown Richard the picture in the Kmart catalogue, held the open page against the tiles so he could see how well they’d go together, presented it with a flourish of her arm and a wiggle of her hips, he’d laughed.

‘Go on, you should have them,’ he’d said. ‘You funny little thing.’ They would have to be chucked out now. No matter how many times she washed them, she’d never be able to look at those flecks of brown again without wondering.

As Naomi scrubbed and wiped and rinsed on repeat, she didn’t rise from her knees because she didn’t trust her legs to hold her. She bit hard on the inside of her cheek until she tasted blood. She wished she were a smoker.

There was blood on her watch strap near the clasp. It would have to go too. Quarter past three. Naomi was no stranger to the hours between midnight and dawn. They had become her recent companions, those hours that stretched time and distorted thought. Where problems grew personalities and anxiety waged war. Usually, the only accompaniment to her wakefulness was the house shifting its weight, stretching and easing itself. Now, though, she could hear Richard in the kitchen, also cleaning. She could tell that his movements were sure, efficient, unencumbered.

Sweat pooled between her breasts and trickled downwards. She was wearing the satin kimono that Richard had brought back for her from Takamatsu. He always knew what to get, what she’d love. He was good that way. The kimono stuck to her skin wherever it touched. Naomi drew it tighter, hugging it around herself as she sat back on her heels. She wished she could slide out of her skin and inhabit another – anyone else’s would do. She wished she had a mum to look after her. Not her own; one who would talk to her in a soothing voice and make everything all right. She wished she weren’t a mum herself.

A noise on the roof, possibly in the guttering – something scampering – startled her, and she looked towards the window, even though the blind was down and the curtains drawn. Birds? A possum? Maybe that wretched cat from across the road.

When she turned back, Richard was standing in the doorway.

‘Stop crying,’ he said. ‘It’s not fair.’

He didn’t sound angry anymore. Just determined.

‘Colin—’ Her voice was hoarse.

So was his. ‘He’s gone back to sleep. Don’t worry, he won’t talk.’ As if that was her biggest worry.

The strip lighting brought Richard’s face into sharp relief. There was a trace of blood in the stubble under his chin, another in the curl of his ear. He’d have to shower again, shave.

Richard reached behind him and picked up a duffle bag. He held it gingerly, at a distance, his muscles working hard to maintain his posture. His face blanched.

‘What’s that?’ said Naomi. ‘It’s not—?’ She felt her centre of gravity slip.

‘I’m dealing with it,’ said Richard. ‘I said I would. I’ll cover some ground – the hills and the plaza. Then go back and check at the church again. And the creek. Stop worrying. And stop that whining noise. I’ll be back before it’s light. We’ll go to church in the morning, all of us together, like everything’s normal.’

Naomi turned her face to the wall. She closed her eyes. The cold of the tile against her cheek and counting her jagged breaths steadied her.

Colin hadn’t gone back to sleep. When she opened her eyes, he was standing where Richard had been moments before, half the height of his dad. He was wearing his Road Runner undies, looking at the bathroom with wide, marsupial eyes.

‘Mum,’ he said.

‘It’s all right, darling.’ Darling wasn’t a word she normally used. It felt like talking with someone else’s voice. Colin wouldn’t look her in the eye. He stared at her knees, at the crossed indentations left by the tiles. ‘Everything will be all right.’

But it wasn’t all right. Nothing would ever be all right again. Not now that Antonio Marietti was dead.
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Ants are social beings. They live in groups, which makes sense because on their own they are small and the world is big and full of danger. They work together because of evolution, for the survival of the group, nothing to do with liking each other or being nice.

The queen has all the babies (masses of them). The rest of the females do everything else: make the nest, get food, look after the littlies, detect danger and fight enemies. The males have two purposes: mating and dying.

The collective noun for ants is colony, which is pretty boring as far as collective nouns go, but that’s not their fault.

Correction: there are other collective nouns. Army. Soviet. Swarm. State. Nest. Bike!


2

The Day After The Murder

Sunday, 7 January 1979

Tammy finished her latest entry, closed her journal, tucked it under her arm and slipped out the back door, unnoticed. A blanket of hot air and the smell of parched earth and gum trees steeped in heat came at her like a smack in the chops. It was a stinker of a summer – unusually so for Canberra – and there was nothing to do but flop about. It was boring as all heck. Real life, the juicy stuff, was off somewhere else, happening to other people, passing Tammy by. She had taken to wearing a scowl by default; she was that angry about the waste of it all. At twelve years old, she was running out of time for her life to get started.

It was Sunday morning, before church. The birdsong had dwindled from urgent dawn gossip to the occasional solitary and plaintive caw. But as Tammy ventured outside, they struck up a ruckus again. The sun, shamelessly naked, had resumed its position, and Tammy felt mocked by its sting, embarrassed under its glare. It was always there, always watching: I see you. I see right through to the very bones of you.

The back yard had decking – overbaked but not yet warped – a bricked barbecue area, then tiers of lawn and bark chip and plants, each level held back by railway sleepers, leading to the hills that rose behind Warrah Place. There was no fence between the back yard and the hills, just a tapering-off of shop-bought plants giving way to untamed scrub. One day, there would be another street behind hers and Tammy would be looking up at someone else’s garden, their pool, their bedroom curtains. The city was gradually encroaching, chomping its way through the land, and Warrah Place was the gnashing teeth.

Tammy went over to the barbecue area, newly designated the Ant Behavioural Studies Centre. The barbecue was a homemade job, built by her dad, and the ants liked to congregate in the cracks between the bricks. Had she still lived on Warrah Place, and had she still been Tammy’s friend, Narelle would have called her both Der-brain Boofhead and Brainormous Whiz-head for establishing a centre for ant studies, while failing to see the contradiction. But half a year ago, Narelle and her family had packed up their lives and moved back to their cows and flies and Driza-Bones in the country, because it turned out that making a new life for yourself in the city is not for everyone. Narelle might be gone – out of revenge’s range – but she’d left behind her lousy opinions and a knot of dread in Tammy’s guts.

On the last day of school, the middle of December, with the long summer holidays spread before her like a wasteland and only Christmas to break them up, Tammy had found her teacher, Miss Hoogendorf, emptying the classroom, and had asked her for a summer assignment.

‘But it’s the end of primary school for you,’ Miss Hoogendorf said. ‘You’ve finished. You won’t be coming back here.’

So what? Tammy blinked. She couldn’t be left for eight weeks with nothing to tide her over. ‘A science one, please,’ she said. Tammy liked science; a no-nonsense, exact subject.

Miss Hoogendorf shifted the pile of books she was carrying onto her hip. ‘Listen,’ she said. ‘As a teacher, I shouldn’t say this, but as a human being, Tammy, give it a rest, eh? It’s the holidays. Live a little. See how it goes.’

Tammy tried to guess her meaning. Give what a rest? Being herself?

At the last parent–teacher meeting, Miss Hoogendorf had told Tammy’s parents with a sickly, knowing smile that Tammy struggled with inference: reading between the lines. ‘She’s very … literal.’ Tammy said that things might be considerably better for all concerned if people just said what they meant as plain as they could without trying to trick people. Tammy’s parents said they’d help her practise inference at home.

If Miss Hoogendorf were twelve years old and not a teacher, she would have been friends with Narelle Spencer and Simone Bunner, but not with her. Tammy could tell that sort of thing about a person. Miss Hoogendorf was young for a teacher. She chewed gum in the classroom, even though she wasn’t meant to, smacking bubbles against her lips and snaking her tongue out to retrieve them. Sometimes she wore no bra and unsupportive tank tops, and Mrs White, the school secretary, said she couldn’t understand – well, she could, actually – why the principal hadn’t taken her to task over it. Miss Hoogendorf had had a thing with Mr Rickman, who taught Year Four and ran the sports department. But it didn’t last long: Miss Hoogendorf was giggly and talked too fast one week, and was red-eyed and staring out the window the next.

On that last day of school, the book on the top of the pile balanced on Miss Hoogendorf’s hip was The Incredible World of Ant Kingdoms. So that’s the book that fell first when Miss Hoogendorf knocked into a desk, and that’s the book that Tammy slid into her school bag when she helped pick up the rest. She set herself a summer assignment:

Using scientific experiments and the examination of texts, discover amazing facts about ant behaviour and society.

The Tupperware container was on the ground where Tammy had left it yesterday, its lid still ajar. She nudged it off with the toe of her sandal and crouched down to get a better look. Inside, there was a wedge of Christmas cake, its icing cracked and yellowing, and a cluster of dead ants. Tammy prodded the cake with her pen, then poked at the ants. She turned to a clean page of her journal and licked the tip of her pen.

Sunday, 7 January 1979.

6 Warrah Place, Canberra.

Christmas Cake Experiment

Findings: The ants are dead.

Hypothesis 1: They tried to lift the cake and, despite their phenomenal strength, it squashed them dead.

Hypothesis 2: They aren’t really dead, just too full or sozzled on brandy and sleeping it off.

Hypothesis 3: Death via brodifacoum (C31H23BrO3).

Hypothesis 4:

Tammy couldn’t think of a fourth hypothesis.

Suzi wandered over from one of her secret nowheres. One shoulder sat higher than the other, giving her a drunken walk. She had a torn ear and her eyes weren’t positioned quite right on her face. She was one ugly cat.

Suzi nosed around the tub and Tammy shoved her away, securing the lid. ‘Rack off out of it,’ she said. She closed one eye and kept the other on Suzi. ‘Father, forgive them, for they know not what they do.’ It wasn’t the right prayer for an ant funeral but she didn’t know a better one. Suzi gave her a baleful, accusatory look.

Three years ago, Suzi had come down from the hills with a dead lizard in her mouth, nonchalant as you like, as if she already owned the place and owned Tammy too. Out of all the houses in all the suburbs in the whole of Canberra, Suzi chose Tammy’s. Tammy thought about that a lot.

On that first day, Suzi ate the lizard on the back lawn, all of it except the guts, which she left on the doorstep.

‘Lizard’s gizzards,’ said Tammy’s dad as he stood over it, legs apart, fists on hips. He and Tammy had watched the whole grisly deed from the window in the family room.

‘Lizard’s gizzards,’ said Tammy.

They said it over and over until the words got mashed up and they couldn’t stop laughing.

It was Tammy’s mum who had cleaned up the mess, scraping it off the doormat with a butter knife onto a piece of newspaper, pursing her lips and squinting to make sure she’d got every last bit.

Sometimes, even months later, Tammy’s dad would look at her and mouth lizard’s gizzards and they’d crack up all over again because Tammy was still a kid back then; easily amused and easily mollified.

Now there came the sound of stamping from next door: Joe dislodging dust from his boots.

Tammy liked Joe, even though he was sixty-five. She liked Suzi, even though she was only a cat. And she liked watching Antonio Marietti, who lived in Number Two, which everyone on Warrah Place called the Italian House.

A faded towel hung over the fence between Tammy’s house and Joe’s. Tammy draped it over the lid of the compost bin and climbed on top, keeping her bare legs clear of the plastic. It could burn like billy-o, that stuff. She rested her elbows and chin on the fence and looked into Joe’s back yard.

Instead of just Joe whistling cheerily as he mixed concrete and hauled rocks, Tammy saw Joe and Zlata at the spot where their back yard met the hills, talking to three policemen. What was going on? Tammy couldn’t hear anything. All three policemen held their caps in their hands. Joe scraped his heel in the dirt. All of them looked at the furrow he’d made as they continued talking. He scraped again. There’d be a trench there if he kept it up. Zlata put a hand on his arm and that stilled him. Tammy still couldn’t hear what they were saying.

Tammy let out a tut of frustration and strained forwards over the fence. Eagle-eared Zlata looked up and saw her. She nudged Joe and nodded her head at Tammy and soon all of them, policemen included, were looking at her. They finished their chat. The policemen walked away, up the hill. Then Zlata went back inside and Joe came towards her. As usual, he wore no shirt. His skin had weathered and thickened. In the dip between his chest and shoulder was a puckered scar; a ten-cent coin that glistened. When Tammy had asked him about it once, he’d told her that’s where cupid had shot him on the day he met Zlata. He could be a sap like that and get away with it because he was old.

This morning, Joe’s walk was slow and ploddy. His face didn’t fold into a smile that made his eyes disappear into creases. He didn’t say: ‘What’s cooking, good-looking?’ He rubbed his hands over his head, like he was trying to wipe away whatever was inside it, then put them on the fence between him and Tammy. One of his thumbnails was blackened.

‘I wish you hadn’t seen that,’ he said. ‘Is not good, Tammy, dear heart. Is not good.’

He stopped there. Tammy chewed her fingernails to hide her impatience.

Behind Joe, the screen door creaked open and slapped shut. Zlata again. She stood under the shade of the grapevine, keeping a watchful eye. Bunches of ripe and unripe grapes drooped from the vine. Although Zlata’s features were distorted in the patchy light, Tammy could tell she was frowning.

Suzi sidled up next to the compost bin and got down to the business of gnawing at her paws, pretending that she wasn’t listening in.

‘What?’ whispered Tammy. ‘What did the police want?’

‘Antonio.’ Joe whispered too, then clamped his mouth shut. He dragged a hand down his face, looked every which way, stalling. ‘I can’t hardly say – is very bad.’

Tammy aimed a huff upwards to blow her fringe off her forehead. The sun was lashing the back of her neck and her sandals were rubbing her sweaty feet. Even through the towel, the compost lid was beginning to burn beneath her.

‘Antonio what?’ said Tammy. ‘You might as well tell me. I already know there’s something going on.’

‘His foot,’ said Joe. ‘They found his foot – only his foot – up in hills this morning.’

Had Joe gone mad? Was he getting his words confused? ‘But I saw it on him yesterday. At the church working bee. Both feet, on his legs.’ Tammy adjusted her own legs without letting her gaze slip from Joe.

‘Is very bad,’ said Joe again. ‘And true. Police, they say so.’ He shivered and swallowed hard.

Police! In the hills! A runaway foot! How thrilling.

Tammy looked into the distance, squinting. ‘But why is it up there?’ she said, as though Antonio had been careless.

Joe took her chin in his sandpaper hand and turned her head back to him. Her lips were squished into a goldfish pucker while he spoke urgently. ‘No, Tammy, no, no, no, Tammy, no.’ He shook his head, eyes pleading. ‘I say too much. No snooping, Miss Snoopy. Is bad business. Trouble. You stay away.’

Tammy wrestled back her face. ‘You don’t need to worry about me. I’m perfectly equipped,’ she said, because sometimes people, including Joe, needed reminding. She smiled to reassure him, but her mind was galloping, skimming over questions, not sure where to land. What might Suzi know? As much as Suzi and Tammy belonged to each other, Suzi also belonged to the hills.

Joe’s face was a warning. ‘Keep head down, Tammy. Nose to yourself,’ he said.

Tammy’s hands were resting on top of the fence and Joe put his on top of them, holding on. Joe’s hands shook more than usual.

‘You OK, Joe?’

‘I’m with you. I’m A-OK.’ There it was: the smile that folded over his eyes.

A family of cockatoos started a squabble. A gecko scuttled across the fence, stopped instantly, not a breath of movement, then darted out of sight. Suzi sloped off. Tammy adjusted herself on the compost lid, found a bit of towel that wasn’t yet hot. And the whole time, her heart thundered. At long last: something was happening.

Joe was looking glum again, so Tammy said, ‘Hey. Maybe it’s just any old foot that looks like Antonio’s. A fake foot, even. Who’s to say? Someone could have just put it there to have a laugh.’ As she said it, she knew it to be impossible. Antonio’s foot, like all of him, was wholly, gloriously his own. There could be no other like it.

The Mariettis had come to live in Warrah Place last winter, moving into the Italian House when Narelle moved out. It was called the Italian House because it was built by Italians who had lived in it before Narelle, and because Tammy’s dad, who knew about buildings, said it would look right at home in Italy. It claimed its position at Number Two unabashedly, its tall, pale pillars standing majestic and proud. Sneer if you dare. Plenty did. Mostly, it was the audacity of the house having stairs inside that was objectionable – not like other houses that were forced to, being built on the side of the hill and therefore split-level, but on purpose; rooms stacked on top of each other just to show off. Even so, Tammy’s dad thought it was about time the Italian House had Italians living in it.

‘Fitting,’ he said.

‘We’ll see,’ was all Tammy’s mum said. She thought they might be Catholics.

It was worse: according to the Warrah Place grapevine, they were posh. There were four of them: Mr and Mrs, a girl and a boy. Antonio was the youngest. He’d recently turned twenty-four, Tammy later found out, because finding things out was a particular interest of hers. Mr Marietti was in some senior position at the embassy. They had a new car, slick clothes, big hair-dos. They thought nothing of plane trips and everything of themselves. Except for Antonio. He was the only one who wasn’t stuck-up. Tammy found that out too.

Tammy met Antonio on a cold day in July. She and her dad went to the milk bar on Carnegie Drive, a rare clandestine outing for a Blue Heaven milkshake for her and a Polly Waffle for her dad. The sky hung low, sodden with mist; the kind of damp that worked its way inside your clothes. She wore her new red poncho, which she loved, and her new desert boots, which she didn’t, so she’d scuffed them up to make them look worn.

Antonio was leaning on the counter, buying a packet of smokes. Tammy had seen him before but not close up. While the shop man was fiddling with the cash register and Tammy’s dad was dithering, changing his mind about what he wanted, Antonio grabbed some chewies from a stand; three packets, maybe four. He saw her staring at him, but she couldn’t help herself; she had never seen a body hold itself so confidently before. He knew exactly what to do with his elbows and knees, unlike Tammy, who found hers to be too much there, too much in her way. And his hands – beautiful and exact – as he slipped the chewies into his pocket without paying. Tammy often felt her hands to be some sort of foreign, unsavoury things that she’d picked up by accident and couldn’t fling off. He winked at Tammy, then turned to her dad.

‘Mr Lanahan, gidday.’ He’d learnt the lingo but not yet how to let it slide off the tongue. From someone else’s mouth, it would have sounded embarrassing.

Tammy’s dad put his hands on Tammy’s shoulders and propelled her forwards, presenting her for display. ‘This is Tamara,’ he said. ‘But we call her Tammy. Or Tam-bam. Or Tamalama-boom-bam.’

Tammy wanted to die.

But Antonio sang, ‘Tamara, Tamara, don’t say Tamara, I wanna see ya ta-day.’ He winked again.

Tammy felt her face go as red as her poncho.

While her dad ordered the milkshake, Antonio closed in. He took a gold rectangular case from his pocket and held it up between his face and hers. His thumb moved up and down: click zwish clunk, click zwish clunk. It was a lighter, its flame tall and true.

‘You like my Zippo, Tamara?’ Click zwish clunk. ‘You see the spark, no?’ Click zwish clunk.

Yes, she saw the spark.

In the following weeks, Antonio became her favourite thing to watch. She noticed the way he leant on things: a car door, a fence, a rake or spade. She noticed how his hair flicked up at his ears. She noticed that he smelled of peanut butter and fire. She noticed that he often kept a pencil wedged behind his ear, which he sharpened with a knife, scooping the wood away from the lead in pretty patterns. Sometimes he put a cigarette behind his ear instead and there were times when he absent-mindedly put the pencil in his mouth or tried to write with a ciggie, which Tammy found hilarious every time. She discovered that the suit he sometimes wore belonged to his dead grandfather, although she never found out if it was the suit or the grandfather he was attached to. Most of all, she noticed the winks. He used them like seasoning, dishing them out all over the place. Everyone got them, even the oldies, but he had the knack of making each one count, and Tammy collected hers like seashells.

The winks made her feel powerful. Tammy didn’t want to be like a boring queen ant having boring babies. And she didn’t want to fetch food or build a nest. Tammy wanted to be a soldier, with oversized mandibles and a powerful sting. She wanted everyone to know she could dispense with enemies with one lunge.

Tammy went back to her dead ants and sat down in the mottled shade of a young jacaranda. Shade only gave the illusion of coolness. The whole city baked and sagged. Back in December, before summer had revealed its full wrath, Tammy had stared at the sky, daring it to do its worst, and the sky had stared back and won. She was tired now; tired of carrying summer’s heft around on her back and in her lungs. Everyone was the same; sick of the heat and crabby with it too.

Tammy wondered what Antonio’s foot looked like. Was it ripped off or hacked off or sliced off clean? What colour was it? She unclipped her pen and drew a line around her ankle. She imagined a saw cutting along the line. What did it mean to be missing a foot? With a harrowing feeling of horror that began in her chest and radiated outwards, it dawned on Tammy that Antonio might be, was likely to be, was very probably, dead.

Tammy felt queasy and let her head flop backwards. Light filtering through the leaves tripped over her, over the ground, and soon she wasn’t sure if it was the light or the leaves or she herself that was moving. The upside-down hills pressed down on her from above. She imagined that she was lying on a creek bed, sucked under, losing her breath, water sashaying over her, over pebbles, over debris, while the sun got further and further away. She imagined meeting Antonio there, her hair threading through his. Time fell away. The city, the ground, the sky, the icky-sticky heat. Until it was just Tammy and Antonio and undulating water.

Suzi came and, standing over her, looked her dead in the eye as if telling her to get a grip.

‘Thanks, Suze.’ Tammy sat up. She rubbed at the line she’d drawn around her ankle, feeling her warm flesh beneath her fingers.

Finally, she thought of the question she should have asked Joe. ‘Suzi, where is Antonio now?’

Suzi walked away, letting her tail brush under Tammy’s chin.

Tammy shuffled closer to the barbecue and counted three bricks down from the top. At the fourth, she wedged her fingers around its sides and prised it out. She reached into the space left behind.

The metal was cool but soon warmed in her hand. Her thumb followed where his own had worn a shine.

Click zwish clunk, click zwish clunk, click zwish clunk.

Tammy had nicked it months ago. It was hard not to tell him, not to show him what a good job she’d done of taking and hiding it without him noticing. Had he missed it? Had he reached into his pocket and felt its loss? Tammy liked to think so. After all, he had taught her to steal. It was a symbol of their connection. And now, no one else could have it; only her.

Tammy went inside through the laundry door. She sat on the washing machine to reach the top shelf and took down the box of rat bait. She gave it a shake. Plenty left. Good. This time, she tucked it away in the corner of the shelf, propping up in front a container of shoe polish, the window cleaner and a bag of old clothes ripped into rags.

She stopped short of the kitchen, wavering, ears on alert. Would she tell her parents about Antonio? She took her time, coating herself with solemnity, readjusting her face, blanking her eyes. Would they notice?

‘That’s not how it works. You have to want to go.’ Her mum’s voice was muffled, her head in her hands maybe. She might be crying.

‘Right then, I’ll want to go,’ said Tammy’s dad. ‘If that’s what you want.’ He was going to laugh, the idiot. He’d stuff it up if he laughed. ‘I thought turning up was the idea. Being in the audience and sitting and standing at the right parts.’

‘It’s a congregation, not an audience. Which you know, don’t you?’ Yep, she was crying. ‘Don’t be a prick, Duncan. It’s not nice.’

‘Come on, Hells-bells. I’ll go. I’ll give it everything I’ve got – extra gusto.’ In the quiet of the house, Tammy could hear the movement of cloth against cloth – he must be embracing her – a sniff; a kiss.

‘And don’t call me that.’ She was cross, but there was also resignation, even the hint of a smile.

Tammy’s mum appeared abruptly, nearly knocking into Tammy. They both recoiled. ‘There you are. Where have you been? Never mind, it doesn’t matter. Brush your hair, it’s time to go.’ She patted her own hair, smoothed down her blouse, slid her feet into her shoes, zipped up her handbag and didn’t look at Tammy again.

On the spot, Tammy decided not to tell them. They didn’t deserve to know. Instead, as they drove to church, Tammy hugged the knowledge to herself and tested its weight in her hands, savouring its gravity. Knowledge was treasure. Now she had to decide how to use it.
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An ant’s foot is called a tarsus. Even though it is already very small, it is divided into smaller segments, making it very flexible. It has two claws instead of toes, and a soft, sticky pad, and that’s why ants are so good at climbing and clinging. An ant without feet is doomed to fall off things all over the place.
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