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    Dedication
To every father who has ever loved in silence,to every child who grew up not knowing how deeply they were missed,and to the broken hearts who still choose to love anyway.
This story is for you.
And above all,to my beloved child—you are the reason I keep going.
— Muhammad Ari Pratomo

      

    



  	
        
            
            "A father's love does not vanish with distance,nor break with time.It waits—silently, painfully,until the embrace returns."
— Muhammad Ari Pratomo
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Every parent holds a form of love that cannot always be explained in words. In a father's life, there are times when love is manifested in unseen sacrifices, in long silences, and in longings swallowed by time.

"Back to Father's Embrace"is a story born from the struggle of feelings: about loss, longing, and love that never dies despite distance and circumstances. A story about a lawyer who looks strong on the outside, but is slowly destroyed because he can't look his son in the eye every day.

I wrote this story not just to tell Ari's life story, but to represent the many father figures out there who choose to give in, who love in silence, and who remain standing even when hit by separation.

Hopefully this story can touch our hearts, open up a space for empathy, and remind us that a father's love is not always visible—but it is always there.

Happy reading.

Muhammad Ari Pratomo
Indonesian Lawyer, Writer, and Musician
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Chapter 1: Rejecting Love, Choosing Career
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Dusk crept into Ari's boarding room window, casting a warm orange light that disturbed his cloudy mind. On the table, law books were scattered, some open, some already full of highlighter scribbles. But this time, it wasn't articles or jurisprudence that filled his head. Ari sat quietly, contemplating—about the future, about the direction of life after the toga was removed from his head.

As a final year law student, Ari knows one thing for sure: the world after graduation will not be friendly. The choices are wide open—becoming a prosecutor, judge, notary, or lawyer. But behind all that, Ari only wants one thing: to be someone who can fight for justice for those who have no voice. Law is not just about winning and losing in the courtroom, but about the courage to defend what is right, even if it is unpopular.

Meanwhile, around him, one by one his friends began to fall in love, make wedding plans, and talk about their future homes. Ari just smiled. He knew he was different. Love could come later. But the opportunity to build a future, a network, and a good name—it only comes once. He chose a career.

"When I become a lawyer," he murmured softly, "I want to be known not for my lifestyle, but for my courage to stand up for the oppressed."

And from that night, his steps began—alone, determined, and full of ambition.

Ari knows very well the terrain he will face. In his mind, becoming a prosecutor, judge, or police officer is not just about passing the selection or getting high marks. In this era, it is no longer a secret that many positions in the world of law and justice enforcement require "inside access"—connections with officials, high-ranking acquaintances, even the blessing of people in power.

He took a deep breath. Not because he was jealous, but because he realized he was not part of that circle. He had paid for his own college since the second semester, with part-time jobs and scholarships. There were no insiders. No bribes. All he had were principles, dreams, and a moral legacy from a figure he respected greatly: his father.

Ari's father was a civil servant—an intelligence officer who lived in the shadow of the state, working in silence, but holding on to honesty like his own breath. Since childhood, Ari was raised with firm values: never accept bribes, avoid collusion, and not touch nepotism. For his father, Indonesia would not change if the next generation surrendered to a rotten system. And Ari absorbed it all, not because he was afraid, but because he believed.

"Dad doesn't have any wealth, but you have a good name. Don't tarnish it," his father said one night, when Ari had just graduated from high school and said he wanted to go to law school.

And now, in his final year of college, Ari began to truly understand what those words meant. He knew that his career might be harder, steeper. But he also knew that if he could reach the top without selling his principles, that would be true victory.

The night was getting late. The call to prayer for Maghrib prayers had long since passed, and the boarding room was only accompanied by a dim study lamp. But it was in that silence that Ari's determination grew stronger. All the reflections, worries, and values ​​that had been instilled since childhood culminated in one choice that slowly shaped the direction of his life.

Not a prosecutor, not a judge, not even a police officer.

He realized that without connections or favors, breaking through the bureaucratic channels of state institutions would be like grasping sand in the wind. But outside of that system, there was still one path—one profession he could fight for in his own way, with his own idealism, and with the freedom to determine who he wanted to defend: a lawyer.

"Yes," Ari said slowly, but firmly. "I will be a great lawyer."

Not just a lawyer who wins a case. But a lawyer who stands for justice. Not known for being an insider, but for his courage, integrity, and consistency. He wants to make people believe again that law is not a tool of power, but a path to hope.

And deep down, Ari knew: someday, there was one person he wanted to make proud—his son. Even though his vision was still vague, even though he didn't know when he would become a father, he believed: this struggle would end in a love he would never abandon.

The night sky in Bandar Lampung looked calm, accompanied only by the sound of crickets and the rustling of the wind from the boarding room window that was never really closed. In the narrow 3x4 meter room, Ari—a final semester Law Faculty student—sat in thought.

On his study table, sheets of criminal law materials were scattered, but his eyes were blank. His mind wandered far, through the walls of his room, imagining life after graduation. He knew the time was near. But the question kept nagging:

What will I be after this?

Prosecutor? Judge? Police?

Ari shook his head slowly. Deep in his heart, he knew very well that the three paths were not just about grades or abilities. In this day and age, entering a state institution was complicated. Many said: "If there is no insider, don't expect much."

Ari realized that he was nobody's child.

He paid for his own college education. Writing legal opinions in local media, sometimes working part-time in a small law office, or taking notes at seminars. He had no connections, no relatives of officials, no insiders. Only idealism and memories of his father's education—a former state intelligence officer who lived modestly in a corner of Pringsewu.

His father always said,

"Don't expect the country to be clean, if we ourselves start from being dirty. If you want to be a law enforcer, be one who stands on the truth. Not in the name of a mandate."

The sentence was like a mantra. Since childhood, Ari was fed the values ​​of honesty, sacrifice, and self-respect. He knew he could not fight in a system that he could not enter without selling his conscience.

And that night, in the silence of Bandar Lampung, Ari found the answer.

He stared at the wall with a determined look.

"I'll be a great lawyer," he murmured firmly.

He doesn't need the blessing of the ruler. He doesn't need a fast track. He wants to build a name in his own way—through hard work, knowledge, and a pure heart. He wants to be known not because of who he knows, but because of who he defends.

The next day, Ari returned to campus as usual. The sky in Bandar Lampung that morning was a bit cloudy, but that did not dampen his spirits. He arrived early, carrying a pile of files that he had neatly arranged the night before: a request for grade improvement for two courses whose grades had not reached the target, and a thesis proposal that he had revised many times.

In his heart, he knew that time was no longer something to delay.

His steps down the campus corridor were full of determination. One by one he approached his lecturers, with polite words and strong arguments. He was not a student who was good at empty talk, but he knew when to be firm and when to bow down.

"Sir, I beg you to give me a chance to revise. I don't want this grade to be an obstacle for my thesis," he said firmly in the lecturer's room.

The lecturer just nodded slowly, signed the revision form, and looked at Ari with a faint smile. "You're one of those who don't give up, Ri. Keep going. Don't do it half-heartedly."

Ari replied with a respectful nod. He knew very well that this struggle was not just about grades. It was about proving that ordinary children could graduate with extraordinary accomplishments. That without connections, without luxurious facilities, someone could still stand on equal footing—with hard work and an honest heart.

After the matter of revising the grades was settled, he headed to the study program room. His thesis proposal was now in a red folder that was almost worn out. The title was bold: "Structural Corruption in Local Government: A Critical Analysis Study of Internal Supervisory Mechanisms."

He chose the title for a reason. Corruption is the poison of the nation. And from the student bench, he wanted to start talking. Not just to graduate. But as an initial promise of his struggle in the legal world.

And that day, Ari's steps felt lighter. Not because his problems were gone, but because his heart was steady: he was walking in the direction he had chosen for himself.

But life does not always greet good intentions smoothly.

Ari's thesis proposal that he had prepared with full research and literature references was rejected again. This was the third time his lecturer gave notes, not about the substance, but unclear reasons: not current, too bold, not in accordance with the institution's direction.

"Try changing the topic to something lighter, Ri. This is too political," said his supervisor while sipping coffee in the lecturer's room.

Ari lowered his head, holding back his disappointment. But he did not give up.

The next days were spent in the campus library. He reviewed all the references, compared methods, polished arguments. Every page he read was a new step in his struggle. But physical exhaustion began to approach. His eyes were dull, his shoulders were tense, and his rest time was getting shorter.

Some of his female friends began to notice his different presence. Ari was not the smart-aleck type, but he was intelligent. He was not one to talk much, but when he did—he was always reasonable and firm.

"Ari is a cool guy, huh? Calm, but he seems to have a purpose in life," whispered one of the female students to her friend when she saw Ari in the canteen alone while reading a journal.

Some of them began to look for opportunities to talk, just to have a discussion or offer help. But Ari kept his distance. He answered politely, never rudely, but he also didn't give them any room to approach.

For him, love can wait. But the future can't.

He knew very well that youth only comes once. And if he wanted to be a lawyer known for his qualities, not his credentials, then now was the time to sow the seeds.

Amidst the fatigue, rejection, and temptations that come uninvited, Ari still chooses one path: the path to his dreams. And he will not let anything distract him.

Because he is not pursuing a degree.

He is building destiny.

In the midst of his peak fatigue, Ari still came to campus as usual. His shabby backpack was full of rejected thesis notes. His gaze began to often go blank. Only coffee and determination kept him going.

One afternoon in the faculty library, he found a piece of paper tucked inside his book that he had left behind the day before. The writing was smooth and neat. The soft scent of the paper's perfume suggested that the sender was not just any classmate.

"Hello, Ari. Sorry if this letter bothers you. I often see you studying alone, and I think you are a very serious person with a rare spirit. I am from the Faculty of Economics. If you are willing, I would like to get to know you better. But if not, that's okay. Keep up the spirit. —Someone who is secretly amazed."

Ari was silent for a moment. He stared at the paper without expression. His heart actually felt warm for a moment—acknowledged, appreciated. But then, like a reflex, he folded the letter slowly and put it in his backpack pocket. No reply. No search for the sender.

It's not that he's arrogant. It's not that he can't return the attention.

But his mind was too tired. His days were filled with academic failure, life pressures, and worries about the future. Every time he remembered his proposal being rejected, it was as if the world was rejecting him from being great. To succeed. To prove himself to the world—and to his future child.

Ari just took a deep breath, staring at the afternoon sky from the campus window.

"Sorry," he whispered softly, to no one.

It was getting dark when Ari left campus. His thesis had not been accepted yet. But he knew that silence was not the solution. He could not just rely on theories from college—he needed to see the real world, how the law worked outside of paper, how real lawyers fought.

Ari started his beloved RX King motorcycle—a motorcycle inherited from his father that he used to be proud of. Its classic roaring sound accompanied Ari's steps along the streets of Bandar Lampung that were starting to get busy as night fell.

With a half-face helmet and an old jeans jacket, he drove slowly, paying attention to the signs on the side of the road. Law offices, notary offices, LBH, to independent lawyers who put up small banners on the walls of shophouses.

He stopped at a simple office that read:

"Law Firm & Consulting – Adv. R. Iskandar, SH"

Ari parked his motorbike. His office was small, not fancy, but it looked lively. There were several legal folders on the display case. He knocked on the door, and a staff greeted him warmly.

"I'm a law student, sir. Can I study here, or just ask about the legal profession?"

The staff smiled. "Mr. Iskandar likes young people who are determined. Just come in, I'll call him later."

In the small room, Ari sat, waiting while staring at the shelves full of case files. The smell of black coffee and paper mixed into an atmosphere that somehow made him calm. This was not a campus. This was the real world. And he wanted to be a part of this world.

In his mind, a new idea slowly grew:

Maybe my thesis is not just about corruption... But about the role of lawyers in fighting for justice for the common people.

The title could be... 'Lawyers and Inequality of Access to Justice in Urban Areas'... or something more pointed.

That night, Ari returned home with renewed vigor. The night wind blew against his face as he rode the RX King again, as if the world was whispering:

Keep going, Ari. Your journey has just begun.

Ari drove his RX King along the streets of Bandar Lampung which were starting to get quiet as night approached. He pulled over in front of a small office with a white sign that read:

"Suratno Hadisubroto Law Office"

The building looked simple, with old wooden doors and rusty iron-framed windows. There were not many lights on, making the atmosphere quiet and still.

Ari turned off the motorbike engine and stared at the sign for a moment. With steady steps, he opened the door and stepped inside.

Inside the room, there was only one man in his 40s, wearing a neat shirt and glasses. He smiled friendly and greeted.

"Good afternoon, I'm Ratno. But my friends usually call me Mas Ratno. How can I help you?"

Ari returned the greeting politely and explained the reason for his visit: wanting to learn more about the legal profession and gain experience in the real world.

Mas Ratno smiled and nodded, "Please come in, Ari. Sit down first, I'll order coffee from the shop in front."

Ari sat on a simple wooden chair in the office living room. Not long after, a young coffee deliveryman came with two cups of hot coffee.

The coffee delivery man looked at Ari curiously, then asked Mas Ratno, "Sir, who is that? Can you introduce him?"

Mr. Ratno smiled and answered casually, "This is Ari, a new law student who wants to learn more about the legal profession. He came from campus, still young but full of enthusiasm."

The coffee delivery man nodded respectfully, then handed the coffee with a friendly smile to Ari and Mas Ratno before leaving the office.

Mas Ratno took a sip of his coffee, then looked at Ari seriously.

"Being a lawyer is not as easy as you think, Ari. There are many tests you have to go through — not just about the law in books, but also facing the reality in the field, client pressure, and sometimes corruption that is hard to avoid."

He took a deep breath, looking at Ari firmly.

"But if you have determination and integrity, you can take that path. Don't just look for the easy way out."

Ari looked into his jacket pocket, then asked, "Sir, can I smoke?"

Mas Ratno nodded casually, "Go ahead, Ari. Go ahead."

Ari came out of the office, walked to the coffee shop across the street. He bought a pack of cigarettes and a lighter from a friendly shopkeeper.

While waiting for his cigarette to light, the coffee seller smiled and teased, "Why are you smoking so young? You'll lose out to older people."

Ari just smiled thinly and ignored the temptation. He returned to the office, lit his cigarette slowly, inhaling the smoke as a break from his tired mind.

Ari returned to the office with a thin smoke still rising from the corner of his lips. Mas Ratno greeted him with a look full of concern.

"Now, Ari, I will explain a little about the stages of becoming a lawyer according to Law Number 18 of 2003 concerning Advocates," said Mas Ratno opening the conversation.

"First, you must complete your legal education at college. After that, take special education and training for advocates organized by a recognized advocate organization."

"After graduating from legal education, you must undergo an internship at a law firm that has experience for at least two years."

"Only after that, you can take the advocate professional exam. If you pass, you will officially become an advocate and can open your own practice."

Mas Ratno looked at Ari seriously. "The process is long and full of challenges, but you have to go through it all if you want to become a professional lawyer."

After explaining the stages of becoming a lawyer, Mas Ratno looked at Ari seriously.

"Well, Ari, starting tomorrow morning, just come to this office. I will take you to the trial, so you can directly learn how to practice law in court."

Ari nodded slowly, his heart pounding. This was the opportunity he had been looking for — learning directly from real experience, not just theory on campus.

The next day, on a bright morning in Bandar Lampung, Ari decided to take a big step. He contacted his lecturer to inform him that he would temporarily stop his thesis process. His focus has now shifted completely to the world of practical law with Mas Ratno.

With strong determination, Ari stepped into the first court he would attend with Mas Ratno. His heart is full of hope and new enthusiasm, even though he knows this journey will not be easy.

This decision made Ari feel like his life was really starting to move towards its goal.

That morning, Ari arrived early at Mas Ratno's small office. The air in Bandar Lampung was still cool, and the streets were not too crowded. He wore a neat shirt and carried a small bag containing a notebook and pen — simple equipment for a beginner who was thirsty for knowledge.

Mas Ratno was already waiting in front of the office with a serious but warm face. "Ready, Ari?" he asked with a thin smile.

"Ready, bro," Ari answered enthusiastically.

They both walked together towards the district court building which was not far from the office. The court building was sturdy and magnificent, with tall pillars that showed how important this institution was in maintaining justice.

Arriving inside the courtroom, Ari felt a different atmosphere. The sound of the judge's gavel, the whispers of visitors, and the smell of old wood filled the room. All of that felt foreign and at the same time aroused his spirit.

Mr. Ratno introduced Ari to the court clerk and several other staff who had worked there for a long time. They welcomed Ari warmly, giving him some advice and motivation.

The first hearing they attended was an inheritance dispute case. The judge opened the hearing firmly, asking the disputing parties to present their respective arguments.

Ari carefully recorded every word that was spoken — how the judge directed the trial, how the lawyers presented evidence and witnesses to each other, and how the parties tried to prove the truth.

In between the hearings, Mas Ratno explained important things to Ari. "Pay attention to the lawyer's attitude when speaking in front of the judge, how they use the right legal language, and how they build arguments systematically," said Mas Ratno.

Time passed, and Ari began to feel the burden of being a lawyer. Not only mastering the law, but also having to have courage and assertiveness.

Although tiring and stressful, Ari felt that this was a valuable experience that would not be obtained in the classroom. He was increasingly convinced that the path he chose was the right one.

After the trial was over, Mas Ratno invited Ari to have a short discussion in his office. They discussed what happened in the courtroom and how Ari should prepare himself for the next stage.

Ari went home that night with an inspired mind and a stronger heart. He knew the journey to becoming a great lawyer was still long, but today was a decisive first step.

After the trial was over, they walked out of the courtroom with slightly heavy steps from standing for a long time. Mas Ratno turned to Ari and asked in a warm tone, "Ari, where do you want to go after this?"

Ari sighed, his face still looking tired. "I don't know, bro. My thesis is still often rejected by lecturers, so I feel confused about where to go."

Mr. Ratno smiled thinly, trying to encourage him. "Then, let's go back to the office. I will teach you the practical things that a lawyer must master. Starting from making a power of attorney, lawsuits, and other legal documents."

Ari nodded enthusiastically, "Okay, bro. I want to learn all that."

They walked along the sidewalk towards Mas Ratno's small office not far from the court. Along the way, Mas Ratno began to explain that being a lawyer is not just about being in court, but also the ability to create proper and correct legal documents.

Arriving at the office, Ari sat at his desk attentively. Mas Ratno opened several examples of power of attorney and lawsuits that had been made previously. "Look at this, Ari. This power of attorney is a letter that gives the attorney the authority to represent the client in court. If you make this correctly, the client will trust you and the legal process can run smoothly."

Mr. Ratno began to guide Ari to make a power of attorney step by step. Ari wrote carefully, occasionally asking when there were words or terms he did not understand.

"In addition to the power of attorney, there is also a lawsuit letter that you must master. The lawsuit letter is the initial document that is the basis for filing a case in court," added Mas Ratno.

Ari felt enthusiastic and determined to learn all of it seriously. That moment felt very meaningful to him, opening the door to a career he had always dreamed of.

After studying how to make a power of attorney in the office, Ari decided to go out for a while to buy coffee at a small shop across the street. The shop was simple, with the aroma of fragrant coffee wafting out into the street.

The coffee seller, a friendly middle-aged woman, greeted Ari in a cheerful voice, "Sir, do you want black coffee or coffee with milk? Hot or cold?"

Ari just nodded slowly, "Just black coffee, ma'am. Hot."

While waiting for the coffee to be made, the woman kept observing Ari who looked serious and somewhat withdrawn. With a mischievous smile, she began to tease, "Mr. Ari, why do you look tired and tense all the time? Maybe you have a crush who is giving you a headache?"

Ari stared at her for a moment with cold but polite eyes, "No, ma'am. I'm just focusing on studying."

The woman chuckled, trying to lighten the mood, "Wow, then you're really diligent. Young people nowadays are rarely like Mas Ari, serious about their future."

Ari looked back forward, took his coffee, then nodded briefly, "Thank you, ma'am."

Despite being teased, Ari kept his distance and remained focused on his life goals. He knew that now was not the time to entertain things that could distract him from his dream of becoming a great lawyer.

After returning to the office, Ari sat at his desk and began to read the power of attorney document that Mas Ratno had given him to study. He frowned, trying to understand every word and sentence in the letter.

Silently, Ari then asked, "Mr. Ratno, what is the actual function of this power of attorney? Why is it so important in the legal profession?"

Mr. Ratno smiled and sat across from Ari, ready to explain. "A power of attorney, Ari, is an official document that gives a lawyer the authority to represent a client in legal matters. Its main function is as proof that the lawyer has the right and authority to act on behalf of the client in court or in other legal proceedings."

He continued, "Legally, this power of attorney is regulated in Law No. 18 of 2003 concerning Advocates, as well as the Civil Code. Article 1792 of the Civil Code states that power of attorney is the granting of authority by one person to another person to carry out a legal act on his behalf."

Mr. Ratno added, "Without a valid power of attorney, a lawyer cannot represent a client in court. So, this letter is not just a formality, but also legal protection for lawyers and clients. For example, if there is a lawsuit or case in progress, the lawyer who holds the power of attorney is the one who has the right to take care of all the processes."

Ari nodded slowly, beginning to understand. "So a power of attorney is like an official permission from the client so that the lawyer can act on his behalf?"

"That's right," said Mas Ratno. "That's why you have to learn to make it carefully and correctly, so that there are no legal problems in the future."

Ari felt his enthusiasm growing, realizing how important small things like power of attorney were on the journey to becoming a lawyer.

Before he knew it, the day was starting to creep into dusk, the sky of Bandar Lampung turned into a warm orange glow. Ari closed his notebook and tidied up the power of attorney document that he had been studying. He took a deep breath, then stepped out of Mas Ratno's office.

Arriving at a simple house on the outskirts of town, Ari took off his shoes and went straight to the terrace of his room. He sat on a wooden chair that was starting to rot, taking a cigarette from a pack tucked into his jacket pocket. With slightly shaking hands from fatigue, he lit the cigarette and inhaled the smoke slowly, staring at the darkening night sky.

Secretly, the cigarette was not only a way to relieve fatigue, but also a friend in the silence of the night, where Ari reflected and sought strength to continue fighting for his future—and to look into the eyes of his son, Arya, whom he had always dreamed of.

The cigarette smoke slowly rose, disappearing along with the hope and determination that continued to burn in Ari's chest.

That night, after smoking a few cigarettes on the terrace, a brilliant idea suddenly appeared in Ari's mind. He remembered his conversation with Mas Ratno about the importance of power of attorney in the legal profession. With renewed enthusiasm, he rushed to his study table and opened the laptop he had kept for a long time.

"I have to make a
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