
 

© Nikki Dudley 
 

Project Tsunami 
 

 
Prologue 

 
 
Mati only remembers one story her dad told her about war. 

One day, when she was twelve, she came home from school and watched him in his 
workroom for a while. He continued sanding down the table he was finishing until he 
couldn’t stand it any longer.  

He put down the sandpaper and came to sit beside her, putting his arm around her. ‘What 
is it? Boy trouble?’ Jack asked, with both a hint of humour and fear.  

‘No,’ Mati protested strongly, pushing away from him.  
He kept his arm around her and laughed. ‘Sorry, honey,’ he apologised, genuinely. He was 

probably most relieved that it wasn’t boy trouble for himself rather than her. ‘So what is it? 
You haven’t spoken in,’ he paused to check his watch, ‘At least twenty-three minutes. It’s 
unheard of.’  

She rolled her eyes at him but answered anyway. ‘We learnt about World War Three today 
at school. The stories made me sad.’  

Jack shifted uncomfortably in his chair, perhaps knowing what was coming. He cleared his 
throat and waited for Mati to continue.  

‘They told us about all the people that died. Why couldn’t everyone just share what they 
had?’  

Jack chuckled, despite the subject. 
Mati glared at him. 
‘I’m not laughing at you, honey. It’s a good question...’ Jack assured her. He squeezed her 

against him to emphasize his point.  
Mati grunted, unconvinced.  
‘I wish the world was that simple but unfortunately, it’s not. People have what they have 

and they don’t always want to share it with others.’ 
Mati considered this for a few moments before speaking again. ‘But it’s better to have a 

war?’  
‘No,’ Jack answered quietly. ‘But humans make bad decisions and war is one of the only 

things we know how to do when things get tough,’ Jack tried to explain but he felt like he 
was speaking another language. Mati looked more confused than she did when they started 
talking.  

‘Did you kill people?’ she asked, staring into her dad’s eyes. Her blue eyes looked so 
much like his own that he felt like he was being judged by himself.  

He coughed for no reason and nodded. Perhaps he should’ve said no, told her he worked 
in the kitchens or on the computers. Yet, lying to her seemed wrong. She trusted him and he 
shouldn’t betray that. This wasn’t like lying about Father Christmas. 

 ‘How many?’ Mati asked, cocking her head at him. She asked as though she was asking 
something normal like whether he brushed his teeth regularly.  

‘Mati, I...’ Jack fumbled. 
‘What did it feel like?’ she asked, taking his hand and squeezing it, as though she knew 

how hard it was for him. She’d always been sensitive. He hated to think she might be like 
him, too sentimental for her own good.  

‘If you want the truth, the first time was horrific but after that, it felt less horrific... And 
that’s my problem with it,’ he explained, looking into his daughter’s young face, watching to 
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see the tiniest reaction. Should he tell her how killing someone gets easier the more you do it? 
Did it count as abuse as a parent?  

‘You mean, it felt okay to kill someone?’ Mati clarified. Her young mouth, still filled with 
bulky braces, seemed to struggle with this adult concept.  

‘No, Mati,’ he emphasized. ‘Every time you have to do it, it takes a part of you away. 
Well, it did with me. I can’t speak for anyone else.’ 

‘But all of you is still here,’ she half-joked, trying to make him laugh, despite everything.  
Jack managed a small chuckle but squeezed her hand until she put her other hand over his, 

telling him it was too hard. ‘You know, I met a boy once. He was from the other side, the 
Taps we called them, and if you want to know what it’s like to kill someone, I guess that’s 
the first thing I think of. But I’ve never told anyone but your mum about him...’ Jack revealed 
in a low tone.  

Mati stared at him. ‘Did you kill him, dad?’  
Jack’s heart throbbed at question. ‘No, I looked him right in the eyes and he looked into 

mine. And I didn’t shoot and neither did he.’ 
‘Why?’ Mati asked, turning herself towards him more as though he was about to tell a 

magnificent story. And to Mati, it was a magnificent story, even though Jack only told her it 
once in her entire life.  

‘I don’t know. I think we remembered something about who we were, before the war 
started, before we were enemies.’ Jack swallowed hard, thinking of that day again. He’d been 
there so many times in his nightmares that he tried not to think about it in his waking hours.  

‘What was his name?’ Mati asked, her hands resting on his leg. She was too old to sit on 
his lap like when she was younger and he’d tell stories, but her closeness made him feel 
happy. He wasn’t looking forward to when she was a little older and she’d probably ignore 
him and call him a loser to her friends, like most kids did.  

‘Zi. You pronounce it like Zee,’ Jack said, laughing to himself at the memory. He’d just 
repeated the exact words the boy said to him when they met.  

‘What happened to him?’  
‘Oh,’ Jack squeaked. ‘He... died.’  
Mati reached up and touched her dad’s face.  
Jack nearly balked at the touch, trying to stop the tears from welling up in his eyes. He 

ducked away and touched her nose. She pushed him away, always pretending she hated it. 
Yet, when he didn’t do it for a while, she’d always ask him why he hadn’t. She once asked 
him if he hated her when he hadn’t done it for two weeks. She’d been keeping count, 
apparently.  

‘Tell me about Zi,’ she said quietly, ignoring his wet eyes.  
Jack smiled at her gratefully. ‘Okay,’ he agreed. 
Mati listened to the story quietly and remembered every part. This was the only time Jack 

told the story in such detail.  
 
 

 


