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Foreword

This novel is a work of fiction. The characters, events, and plot are not based on any true story. However, each page reflects my long reflections as a lawyer since 2009.

In the legal world I work in, I too often see justice get lost in the jungle of bureaucracy and vested interests. Too many sacrifices are made by those who simply want to stand on the side of justice.

Through this story, I try to describe how great the challenge is for a lawyer in upholding the law—especially when he has to deal with a seemingly endless culture of corruption.

I hope this fictional story can serve as food for thought and inspiration for anyone fighting in the legal arena, to persevere in defending justice. Although fictional, its spirit is very real.

Greetings,

Muhammad Ari Pratomo
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CHAPTER 1 - THE UNWRITTEN VOW


[image: ]


It rained heavily that afternoon, as if even the sky was crying over his decision.

Muhammad Ari Pratomo stood frozen in front of the Supreme Court building. His face was wet not only from the rain, but also from years of pent-up disappointment. In his left hand, a thick brown folder filled with evidence of major corruption. In his right hand, a resignation letter from the capital's most elite law firm.

Today, he chose to stop being an elite lawyer who lives by defending the powerful.

"I can no longer defend people I know should be in prison," he whispered to himself, quietly but surely.

He recalled sitting in a luxurious conference room, surrounded by prosecutors, judges, and prominent lawyers—all smiling, discussing "strategies" to win the case against corrupt officials. It was all legal on paper. But he knew it was all foul play.

That was the turning point.

Not because he's holy, but because his conscience can no longer be compromised.

Three months later, a small office called Keadilan Untuk Semua stood at the end of a narrow alley in East Jakarta. That's where he started again—without wealthy clients, without facilities, and, of course, without any protection from anyone.

But it was there, for the first time in his life, that Muhammad Ari Pratomo felt alive.

Live... and be free.

That day, an old woman came to his office. Her son was in prison for stealing electricity cables. She cried, not because she had lost him, but because she knew: "The one who actually stole, sir... was the village official. But it was my son who was arrested."

Ari listened quietly. He knew this kind of case wasn't unique. But he also knew this wasn't just another case. This was the opening.

And there, he rewrote his oath—not on the Bible or the Quran, not in a courtroom, but in his own heart.

"As long as the law only sides with those in power, I will stand up for those who have no power."

As he stood in the courtroom the next day, all eyes were on him. The prosecutor sneered. The judge yawned. The reporters were uninterested. But one pair of eyes—the old woman's—was filled with hope. And that was enough.

Because for Ari, this struggle isn't about winning or losing. It's about surviving. About resisting. About becoming the final law... when all other laws are dead.
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CHAPTER 2 - SHADOW TRIAL
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The district courthouse looks ordinary from the outside: faded paint, a narrow courtyard, and rusty fences. But to Ari, this place is a battleground more brutal than a boxing ring. Because here, justice is not determined by truth... but by who is strongest.

The trial in the "PLN cable theft" case began at 10 a.m. The defendant: a 19-year-old named Raka, the son of the woman who cried in her living room yesterday. The evidence? A two-meter-long piece of cable and witness testimony—who allegedly saw Raka running away carrying a black roll.

"The trial is open. Please be quiet," said the judge, banging the gavel.

Ari sat in the defense bench, carrying only a worn bag containing documents and a statement. On the other side, the prosecutor, dressed in an expensive suit and sporting a mocking smile, launched into a flurry of arguments laced with rhetoric and dramatic flourishes.

"Your Honor, the defendant has harmed the state. His actions reflect the corrupt mentality of the common people. We demand the maximum sentence."

MuhammadAriLaw rose slowly. He took his time. He knew: the real enemy wasn't the prosecutors, but the system that perpetuated inequality.

"Your Honor," his voice was calm but clear. "The defendant didn't steal. He was just passing by, chased, and made a scapegoat. There were no fingerprints. There was no recording. And the only witness was a former convict on probation."

The judge stared at him with blank eyes, as if watching a debate that already knew the end.

Then he continued, "Your Honor, let me ask: who owns the cable? PLN? Was PLN present? Was the loss recorded? If so, where is the official proof of loss?"

The courtroom suddenly fell silent.

But Ari knows that silence isn't a sign of awareness. Silence is the most common form of resistance from a system that's ashamed but unwilling to admit its mistakes.

He turned to Raka, a young man with red eyes and shaking hands.

In himself, he saw hundreds of other faces that had been trampled by the system:

motorcycle taxi drivers accused of being drug dealers, workers forced to confess, students imprisoned without evidence.

"Raka isn't the problem," Ari thought. "The system that allowed him to be sacrificed... that's the real enemy."

Outside the courtroom, after the trial was adjourned due to "lack of additional evidence," Ari was approached by someone. It was a portly man in a black suit with an overly friendly smile.

"Mr. Ari, I'm from the Prosecutor's Office. Be careful, sir. You're getting in too deep. Our system is... complex."

Ari glared. "If it's complex, it's broken. We'd better dismantle it all at once."

The man chuckled. "Good intentions, sir. But be careful. Many people have good intentions, but end up... becoming obituaries."

That afternoon, in his modest office, Ari turned on his old laptop. He began compiling confidential documents he had obtained from a PLN whistleblower—files that could expose a network of corruption in the underground cable project.

Raka may be a nobody. But this case... could open a big hole in the wall of the system. And perhaps, through that hole, light will shine in.

Ari knows the fight hasn't even begun. But he's ready to be the last lawyer standing.
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CHAPTER 3 - NAMES ON THE BLACKLIST
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That night, the small Justice For All office was still lit, even though the streets outside were deserted. Muhammad AriLaw sat alone in front of his laptop, staring at digital documents he had just received from a confidential source. The files read:

KABEL_BAWAH_TANAH_PJPK_KORUP_2021.

Those files aren't just evidence. They're bullets. And like all bullets, they can either hit their target... or they can rebound on the shooter.

While sipping his bland black coffee, Ari opened a folder titled:

"SAFETY LIST"

Names began to emerge. Members of Parliament. Prosecutors. Senior judges. The director of PLN. And one name raised Ari's eyebrows: the presiding judge in Raka's case.

"This isn't a normal trial," he muttered under his breath. "This is a charade to cover up major corruption. Raka is just a distraction."

Suddenly, the office lights went out. His laptop screen went out too. It was dark.

He stood up quickly and felt for a small flashlight in the drawer.

BANG.

Loud noises could be heard from outside the door. Footsteps. Ari reached for his phone, but there was no signal. As he approached the window, he saw a black car stop right in front of the alley. Two men got out. Their faces were familiar.

One of them... was the man who met him in court yesterday. The prosecutor. The other one... who knows who, but he was twice Ari's size.

Ari didn't panic. He closed his laptop tightly, tucked it into his bag, and opened the
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