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The stifling Jakarta heat seemed to hang lower the morning Adinda’s body was carried out in a black vinyl bag.

The official whisper echoing down the narrow, fluorescent-lit corridors of our boarding house was suicide. A tragic, quiet overdose of sleeping pills. As one of her roommates—though the term implies a false intimacy we never shared—I had perfected the art of looking the other way. In a city of eleven million souls, survival often dictates a certain moral myopia. I didn’t want to get involved. I didn’t want the police asking questions, and I certainly didn't want the ghost of a girl I barely knew haunting my periphery. So, I wrapped myself in the mundane armor of my daily routine, commuting through the smog, sitting at my cubicle, and pretending the empty room at the end of the hall didn’t radiate a heavy, suffocating silence.

That fragile equilibrium shattered the evening I found the note.

It was dusk, that brief, bruised hour when the city transitions from a sweltering oven to a neon-lit labyrinth. I had been sitting idly on the second-floor balcony, watching the traffic crawl like a river of blood-red taillights. A shadow darted across the concrete—a rat, massive and desperate, scurrying blindly toward my bare feet. I recoiled violently, throwing my weight backward to dodge it. My shoulder slammed hard into the wooden shoe rack beside the railing.

The heavy rack groaned and tilted precariously. Glancing up at the unblinking red eye of the CCTV camera mounted directly above, I cursed under my breath and reached out to shove the heavy furniture back into alignment.

It wouldn't budge. Something was wedging the back leg against the peeling plaster of the wall.

I crouched down, sliding my fingers into the narrow gap. My fingertips brushed against something soft, compacted. I pulled it free.

It was a wad of paper, folded over and over into a tight, thick square. It felt dense, heavy with ink and secrets. A fine layer of gray dust clung to it, but not enough to suggest it had been hidden there for years. This was recent.

I stood under the flickering fluorescent bulb of the corridor and carefully unfolded the layers. The handwriting inside was rendered in meticulous, aggressive black ink—the script of someone trying very hard to keep their hands from shaking. I had opened it out of casual, morbid curiosity. I never expected to find a manifesto of despair.

When the domestic violence escalated from bruises I could hide with makeup to threats I could no longer ignore, I tried to find an advocate. 'Woman Matters' appeared online, a beacon of hope wrapped in the sterile language of a women’s protection NGO based right here in Jakarta. On January 6, I walked into their air-conditioned office. Unexpectedly, after doors had been slammed in my face by various legal aid organizations, I was welcomed. Accepted on the first try.

They instructed me to file a police report immediately. The advocate, a woman with sympathetic eyes and an expensive watch, told me she couldn’t accompany me. A previously booked flight, she claimed. I nodded. I tried to understand.

Then came the medical examination to document the trauma. I notified Woman Matters. I waited in the sterile hospital corridor for three hours. No one came. I rationalized it—this was a deeply personal ordeal, perhaps they felt their presence would be intrusive. They had more urgent matters. I had to believe that.

But the cracks began to show before the second police interview. I pleaded with Woman Matters to send someone, anyone, to stand beside me in that intimidating precinct. The night before, my advocate promised she would try to rearrange her schedule. By dawn, a terse text message arrived: a sudden, unavoidable meeting. I clung to a pathetic, desperate positivity. Even sitting beneath the harsh glare of the interrogator's lamp, I kept checking my phone, telling the officers, "They’ll be here soon." I messaged the NGO, begging for an intern, a junior staffer—anyone. The interview dragged on from 9:00 a.m. until 5:00 p.m. I sat alone.

That was when the cold creep of suspicion set in. It solidified when my advocate claimed she had been suddenly hospitalized with a critical illness. The excuse felt hollow, rehearsed. I asked for the hospital's name, offering to bring fruit, to visit. She deflected. No visitors allowed, she claimed. The pandemic restrictions had been lifted for over a year. It was a lie. A calculated, cowardly lie.

When I pushed back, my tone sharpening with desperation, she neatly passed the buck, directing me to Legal Aid Metropolitan. I was handed off to a slick-haired lawyer who offered a sympathetic nod and assured me my case was solid. He told me to return the following week with my documentation. But when I arrived, grasping my meticulously organized folder, the receptionist looked at me blankly. He had "gone out of town." No email. No text. No warning.

I lost my transport money that day. To a professional, it is pocket change. To a college student bleeding her meager savings just to survive, it meant choosing between pursuing justice and buying groceries.

I tried to extend grace. An emergency, I told myself. But when I messaged him to follow up, I watched the double blue ticks appear. Read. Ignored. He was online, active, yet my existence had been muted. A simple "I'm busy" would have sufficed. Instead, I was ghosted. Erased.

Is this the grand illusion? An industrial complex of faux-empathy? They drape themselves in the noble banner of victim advocacy to secure donor funding, pulling in as many tragic stories as possible to pad their quarterly reports. But when the actual, messy work of helping a victim is required, the labyrinth of excuses deploys. Sudden illnesses, family emergencies, unavailable staff. They wear you down with bureaucracy and silence, hoping you will simply fade away.

Perhaps this psychological attrition works on most. But not me. When I refused to disappear, they brought in a "friend" from a higher legal aid tier, someone to placate me. First meeting: polite interest. Second meeting: evasive. Third: complete digital silence.

The sheer arrogance of it. The casual cruelty of making an appointment and abandoning it, wasting my time, my money, my dwindling hope. I sat in that police station, having proudly declared I was backed by a powerful NGO, only to look like a delusional liar. I thought I had found allies. Instead, I found an assembly line that processed trauma for profit and discarded the victims when they became inconvenient.

They thought I was nobody. They thought I would quietly become a statistic.

That is why I am taking this beyond them. I am taking this to my contact at the State Intelligence Agency (BIN)...

— Adinda Maharani

My breath caught in my throat. I read the final lines again, the ink blurring slightly under my trembling gaze.

She intended to blow the whistle to the State Intelligence Agency, and days later, she is found dead from an overdose?

The narrative of the depressed, suicidal college student began to fracture, revealing something infinitely more sinister beneath.

I examined the paper itself. It wasn’t a standard notepad sheet. The edges were jagged, torn hastily, and the borders were adorned with a faint, embossed floral pattern. A diary page. Someone had ripped this out. Had they read it? Had they missed it when it slipped behind the shoe rack in a scuffle?

Paranoia, cold and sharp, flooded my veins. This was dangerous territory. If Adinda was murdered—silenced by corrupt NGO operators or whoever this mysterious person was—holding this paper made me a liability. But the weight of the injustice anchored my feet to the floor. We shared this roof. We were two young women navigating a city that often devoured the vulnerable.

I needed to find the rest of that diary.

I pocketed the note, forcing my face into a mask of placid boredom, and walked toward the communal family room. The scent of frying shallots and stale television static hung in the air.

The landlady, a severe middle-aged woman with hawkish eyes, sat on the faded floral sofa. A massive plastic basin of unpeeled potatoes rested in her lap.

"Evening, Ma’am," I chimed, manufacturing a casual smile as I sat a safe distance away. "Prepping for tomorrow?"

"Just peeling for the sambal goreng," she muttered, not bothering to look up. The rhythmic scrape of her peeler against the potato flesh sounded unnaturally loud.

"I walked past Adinda’s room earlier," I ventured, keeping my tone light, almost conversational. "Is it going up for rent soon? A friend from the office is looking for a place..."

"Not yet," the landlady replied, her voice flat, devoid of any lingering grief. "Her family hasn't cleared it out. They’re dealing with the burial arrangements up in the province. Once they take her things, I'll scrub it down. Shame, really. She was a clean tenant."

"My friend is pretty desperate to lock something in," I pressed, my heart hammering against my ribs. "Would you mind if I just popped in to snap a few photos? Just to show her the layout before she comes down here?"

The peeler stopped. The landlady finally looked at me, her dark eyes unreadable. "Sure. Door’s unlocked."

"Thanks, Ma'am. I'll be quick."

I turned away before she could see the rush of adrenaline dilating my pupils. It was almost too easy. As if the house itself wanted me to look.

I slipped down the corridor and pushed open the heavy wooden door to Adinda’s room. It swung inward with a faint, ghostly creak.

The air inside was stale, trapped. As the landlady had said, it was immaculately clean. The bed was made with mathematical precision. The desk was clear save for a neatly closed laptop. It didn't look like the room of a woman whose mind was unraveling toward suicide; it looked like a museum exhibit of a life abruptly paused.

I pulled out my phone and aggressively took photos from multiple angles, ensuring the mechanical click of the artificial shutter was loud enough for anyone listening in the hall. Once my alibi was established, I moved fast.

Where does a girl hide her darkest thoughts?

I started with the obvious. The multipurpose bookshelf. I ran my fingers behind the neatly stacked textbooks. Nothing. I dropped to my knees, shining my phone’s flashlight under the heavy divan bed. Dust bunnies and a lone, stray sock. I checked the back of the wardrobe, feeling along the cheap particleboard for false panels. Empty.

Despair began to mix with the adrenaline. Maybe the killer had already found it. Maybe the torn page was the only surviving piece.

I stood in the center of the room, breathing in the faint scent of her vanilla perfume that still lingered in the stagnant air. My eyes drifted across the room, landing on a standing oscillating fan near the window.

It was tilted. Unbalanced.

I approached it, crouching down. One side of the heavy plastic base was propped up by a thick, folded desk calendar. I reached out and pulled the calendar away.

Beneath it, pressed flat against the floorboards, was a thick, leather-bound notebook.

I snatched it up. It felt heavy, electric in my hands. The cover was a deep, muted crimson. But my fleeting triumph evaporated when I saw the small, brass padlock clamping the two covers together.

I couldn't pick it here. I shoved the diary up my shirt, pressing it flat against my stomach, and casually walked out of the room, locking the door behind me. I offered a brief wave to the landlady as I hurried back to my own sanctuary.

Once the deadbolt was thrown on my door, I pulled the diary out. I dug through my desk drawer, retrieving a heavy pair of stainless-steel tailoring scissors. I
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