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CHAPTER ONE

A Question of
Law and Orders

I

n Indonesia, there is a saying: “Three Bataks, you have a band …
two Bataks, you have a chess game … one Batak, you have to
watch your back.” Mochtar Lubis, a short, dark, bottle-shaped Batak
lawyer, wore a gold chain around his plump neck. At forty-seven,
he was overweight, and his dress sense, or rather the lack of it,
reflected his surrender to a bourgeoning waist and receding hairline.
Already an hour late, Mochtar climbed the two flights of stairs
in the Bali Tourism Holdings building. When he reached the second floor, for a brief moment he leant against a doorjamb, completely out of breath and in a lather of sweat. He hurried along the
corridor past the accounts department to the marketing office; once
inside, he placed his wrinkled, brown leather briefcase on the marble floor, took a deep breath, looked around the room, and shook
his head as if bemused to find himself with two plainclothes detectives and a bule, a white foreigner.
With the folded cuff of his shirt sleeve, he dabbed the beads of
sweat in the folds of his ample forehead and peered out under his
arm like a man in a pillbox. He made brief eye contact with the two
Indonesian Fraud Squad detectives, who sat with their arms folded
1
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behind a desk scattered with company brochures, travel magazines,
and other office flotsam and jetsam they had used to amuse themselves during the hour they had waited for the Batak lawyer to
arrive. Mochtar glanced across to the other person in the room,
Martin Wilson-Jones, the managing director of Bali Tourism Holdings, who stood by an open window with his hands in his pockets.
They exchanged a glance but said nothing.
Martin combed his fingers slowly through his sun-bleached hair
and looked away in a gesture of impatience and disapproval of the
lawyer’s late arrival. Behind him, several shutters on a Venetian
blind began to flutter excitedly in the fragile night breeze, a breeze
he hoped in vain would disperse the pall of cigarette smoke that
hovered against the ceiling like mist on the floor of an inverted valley. Rolling the sleeves of his shirt neatly, three fingers wide and one
inch above his elbows, was a habit formed during his time in the
military. The five o’clock stubble and bags under his eyes made him
look older than his forty-one years, but after months of inadequate
sleep and sixteen-hour days, the bags were par for the course.
The wait for Mochtar Lubis lasted well over an hour, but he
offered no apology nor did he provide an explanation for the inconvenience, despite it being long enough for the two detectives to
finish a second round of coffee, consume an entire bowl of krupuk
udung (prawn crackers), choke the room with cigarette smoke, and
drive the devout non-smoker Martin Wilson Jones to seek refuge
by an open window. With signs of waning impatience and growing
disapproval everywhere ; Mochtar turned, raised his arm slowly, and
looked at his Rolex wristwatch. It was precisely 10:43 P.M. He knew
exactly what time it was but feigned a look of surprise and flicked
at the watch face twice with his thumb and index finger, which
made a hollow, tuck-tuck sound; like the conductor tapping his
baton to alert a waiting orchestra.
Mochtar looked directly into the eyes of the senior detective and
pointed at his watch. “Oh, look, it’s so late that my girlfriends will
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suspect I’m at a karaoke bar with my wife,” and he chuckled a little
at his own joke. Martin noticed the lawyer’s belly wobble like jelly
on a plate.
The detectives, both caught off guard by Mochtar’s abstract
humor and unsure how to take the plump-faced Batak lawyer,
looked at each other for reassurance. They were, by nature and
profession, cautious men, and the jovial remark, prior to or without
the slightest formality, had taken them by surprise. The expressions
on their faces indicated Mochtar’s informal attitude may well be
perceived as inappropriate, hence their look of slight offense. On
the desk, four empty coffee cups and an ashtray full of cigarette
butts were testimony to the long hour they had spent patiently
waiting for Mr. Mochtar Lubis to arrive.
Martin noted their reaction. Off to a bad start, he thought to
himself and shifted his weight from one foot to the other. Indeed,
it was arrogant of him not to formally introduce himself, but
Mochtar Lubis had a mind sharp and streetwise; he also noticed the
expressions on their faces. He stepped toward the detectives, his
eyebrows arched dramatically and his hands pressed flat against his
chest, the picture of a man about to either confess or declare his
innocence. “It’s not just late for me,” he pleaded, with an emphasis
on me … “but at this hour of the night, maybe your wives will also
be suspicious?” He stepped closer and bent forward, “Why, for all
they know, you might be out with one of your pretty girlfriends,
hmm?” He grinned, knowingly.
Mochtar’s plunge into such ambiguous territory was clever but
very risky. The off-the-cuff remark was a veiled attempt to eliminate the apprehension he had created while at the same time hopefully massage the detectives’ respective egos. Albeit pure speculation,
his suggestion they both had pretty girlfriends flattered their male
egos, while his reference to their wives gave them credibility and
respect. Silence prevailed as Mochtar’s words wafted over the detectives like a cool breeze on a hot summer’s day. Then they turned
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and grinned at each other like two teenage boys caught with
condoms in their wallets.
But Mochtar plowed on, not yet convinced he had completely
made amends for his clumsy entry. He shuffled back to the center
of the room with arms outstretched and palms open as if in prayer.
He looked up into the cigarette smoke haze that lingered around
the florescent light as if it were a cloud-enshrined gateway to heaven
itself. With his hand over his heart, theatre in his voice, and facetiousness in mind, he asked, “In the name of Allah the Righteous,
we beg that you forgive us, and we ask that you protect us from
such women. Oh, Allah the Merciful, the Great, why is it a pretty
woman can lead such good men to sin?” He bowed his head and
declared, “Allah Akbar (God is great).”
So convincing was his performance that the detectives looked up
into the light as if they actually expected an answer from the
Almighty. Mochtar was not only a lawyer; he was a practiced showman. He sniffed the air with confidence and continued, “These
good men, these honorable police officers,” he said, lowering his
gaze and indicating the detectives with one hand. “These honorable
men at a karaoke bar, with girlfriends? Oh, no, not them, not these
men,” he repeated and shook his head in disbelief to reassure the
Almighty. Mochtar’s arms flopped to his sides, seemingly exhausted
by this communion with God. He looked at the detectives, eyes
shifting from one officer to the other. He tilted his head a little and
smiled like the devil himself. The detectives surrendered to
Mochtar’s clever wit, and what began as a reluctant chuckle quickly
became an infectious avalanche of raucous laughter.
By the window, Martin struggled to contain a cynical grin and
looked away to laugh discreetly through his cheeks. The senior
detective stood up behind the desk and pumped the air with his
forearm and clenched fist in a crude gesture. He sat down again and
laughed heartily at his own audaciousness. Inspired by his colleague’s bawdy antics, the younger detective jumped to his feet and
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began to pump his hips, which made him look ridiculous, like a
puppy humping on an invisible leg. Martin smiled diplomatically
and chuckled politely, but felt embarrassed by their adolescent
antics. The grin he wore was not one of approval or complicity,
rather that of a distant spectator. Mochtar, though, well pleased
with his sacrilegious theatre and subsequent diplomatic success,
guffawed into his cupped hands to hide his delight and avoid the
critical gaze of the Almighty. Martin looked into Mochtar’s eyes,
and immediately, he understood. The lawyer was not laughing at
his own joke; he was sniggering with satisfaction.
The detectives lit a cigarette each and, through their coughs and
giggles, offered the pack to the clever Batak lawyer. As a distant
spectator, Martin watched with detachment. He had lived and
worked in Indonesia for over twenty years, so Mochtar’s antics
didn’t surprise him as much as impress him. But as much as it
impressed him, it also worried him. He knew Bataks to be a manipulative, cunning people. It was why they flocked to study law, and
it was for those reasons Mochtar Lubis had been chosen as Tourism
Holdings’ legal representative, certainly not for his knowledge of
Indonesian corporate law—Martin was sufficiently versed in that—
it was for Mochtar’s ability to ferret about within a tightly established legal network, to skirt around the law by tapping into the
many influential contacts he had in high and strategic places. For
those who wanted to purchase shares, there were stockbrokers;
similarly in Indonesia, there were “law brokers,” like Mochtar Lubis,
for those who wanted to purchase favorable legal results.
Though slightly amused by all the theatrics, Martin was more
concerned that sensitive company information might soon be
passed to the two detectives, inexperienced men who would interpret them according to their limited knowledge of Indonesian and
international corporate law. These documents were not only private
and confidential; they also contained information gathered over
several years, information that he knew was vital if he were to
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achieve his long-term business objectives and financial goals. There
was a joke in Indonesia about copyrighting original ideas and concepts: “It’s my idea. I stole it first.” But there was something else,
something invasive, almost indecent, about the thought of them
going through his personal files like grubby-fingered burglars going
through a woman’s lingerie drawer.
After twenty years in the country, Martin understood the Indonesian people well enough, how they would calmly, politely, and
relentlessly fish for opportunities. He thought of the Indonesian
Minister for Trade and Industry Bapak Kadarisman, a man educated in Holland, who spoke five languages, and one of the few
Indonesians he knew in twenty years not blinded by nationalism.
At a meeting with him, Martin had raised serious concerns he and
other foreign investors had in dealing with the constant hurdles
created by the rampant corruption at all levels of government.
Seated behind a conspicuously sparse desk, the minister had looked
Martin in the eye, smiled politely, and said in perfect English,
“Martin, I do have the greatest respect for you and of course for
your concerned colleagues. But you will eventually learn, that is if
you choose to stay long enough, that in Indonesia, morals are, well,
shall we just say … a privilege of the rich.”
Over time, Martin grew to appreciate the absolute truth and
profound wisdom behind the minister’s statement. However, it did
not mean that just because he appreciated such wisdom he respected
Indonesian society for it or that he approved of their moral standards, but slowly, over time, he had surrendered to it and come to
accept the fact there were moral and ethical variations not in line
with his own; he had simply got on with it, as it were. And as a
consequence of choosing to do business in Indonesia, he learnt to
live with not only the rampant corruption but the fact that moral
values indeed came with a price tag. Eventually, he drifted away
from his own well-worn ethical and moral platforms, those created
and supported by the concrete pillars of Western social condition-
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ing, and became a willing participant, no longer a complainant.
And, oh, how well he had learnt. After all, it was indeed as the
minister had said; morals were a privilege of the rich. And in that
context, Martin Wilson-Jones was one of the privileged; therefore,
he simply learnt to become one of them. But there in the office, as
the unwilling spectator, before two detectives and a Batak lawyer,
he felt more nervous than privileged as he watched them, three
metaphorical strangers on a picnic with storm clouds hovering just
over the horizon. He couldn’t quite put a finger on why, but he felt
disaster brewing. The potential for negative interference in his business was high; critical plans to progress major projects could be
disrupted indefinitely and, he felt he should stay alert and extremely
cautious.
Inside his cage of reality, the skeptic in him appeared and began
to rattle at the bars. In contrast to Martin’s sense of gloom and
skepticism, Mochtar and the two detectives were in a jovial mood.
The odd snort of laughter slipped through pursed lips that held
cigarettes and faded grins. As Mochtar drew hard on his cigarette,
he looked across the room and flashed Martin a knowing, complicit
grin, then took the cigarette away from his lips, and formed an O
with his mouth from which he produced a perfect smoke ring, and
through it, he held Martin’s gaze until the smoke ring wobbled
away then faded into the haze.
As it dissipated, Mochtar closed his eyes and retreated behind
what Martin interpreted as a sneer of arrogance with a touch of
contempt. Martin felt a dark shadow of vulnerability creep over
him. Annoyed at being visually dismissed by Mochtar’s blatant arrogance, Martin stepped toward the three men half buried in the pall
of smoke that hung suspended above the desk. He had been an
officer in the military; with him came a practiced air of authority
and body language that exuded strength. He said, “Mochtar,
enough of the clowning around. Would you ask the detectives what
is the purpose of this visit? It’s already quite late.” There was more
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than just a hint of annoyance in his voice; there was a degree of
threat. But he said it in English so the police officers missed the
deliberate terseness in his voice. He had no wish to embarrass
Mochtar in front of the detectives and cause him to lose face, that
would have been counterproductive.
Mochtar glared back at Martin. He resented being prodded like
that and his expression became unmistakably one of disdain and
billboarded, “I have this under control, so leave me to it.” Defiantly,
he closed his eyes and turned away. Martin’s fingers opened and
closed; his teeth ground together as he compressed his anger. What
Mochtar displayed was his absolute dislike for anyone of European
lineage; to him, they were all potential colonial masters.
During the three hundred years the Dutch settled in Sumatra
and the East Indies Trading Company ruled the sprawling archipelago, later to become Indonesia, they had treated the resistant
Batak people of North Sumatra with a heavy hand. In the 1800s,
Dutch colonial military forces tried unsuccessfully to bring the
Batak people into line but met with the same determination and
fierce resistance the Javanese colonialists faced two hundred years
later from G.A.M. rebels, Acehnese independence fighters. This
harsh period of colonial occupation left its indelible mark on the
Batak people. They became inherently suspicious of any European’s
intentions, and with cunning, defiance, and pride, they would
exploit them at every opportunity.
But Mochtar Lubis especially disliked Martin Wilson-Jones. It
was nothing personal; he was just a clever white man, not to be
trusted, and much too streetwise and savvy in ways Indonesian. As
a result, he had found there were few opportunities for financial
exploitation or personal gain. But that night, he thought, as he
often did, Maybe this time will be different. He turned away from
Martin and drummed two fingers against his chin in an effort to
regain his composure and switch his focus from the indignation he
felt and the hatred for the bule, the arrogant white man. The two
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detectives shifted uncomfortably in their seats. They were not sure
what had transpired between Mochtar Lubis and the bule Martin,
but they sensed the tension.
Mochtar coughed lightly into his hand to get their full attention,
then with the practiced smirk of a poker player, he enquired, “So,
Pak Supratno, your commandant, he is well, yes?” He turned,
brushed imaginary dust off the seat behind him, and then sat down
to give sufficient time for the poignant remark to sink in. As the
senior detective was about to open his mouth to reply, Mochtar
said, “Ah, Commandant Supratno, yes, I have known him for a
long time, and of course his wife, um …” Then he paused and
blinked but couldn’t remember her name, so he added quickly, “In
fact, we go back, oh, as far as elementary school. Actually, we still
play golf together.” With both hands interlocked behind his head,
he leant back slightly on the chair and added confidently, “Yes,
regularly,” to establish that their Commandant Supratno was someone well within his sphere of influence. Martin suspected this was
not merely idol chat but a rather cleverly constructed conversation
delivered with off-the-cuff remarks thrown in to establish clear
boundaries and hopefully intimidate the two detectives enough so
they might not be in any way tempted to stray from their original
orders for reasons of commercial opportunism or personal gain.
In corporate Indonesia, a golf course is where influential businessmen, lawyers, magistrates, government officials, and police
commissioners brokered confidential deals. It is one of the few
secure places where arrangements could be made to ensure positive
and desirable outcomes, at least for those who had the influence
and, of course, the money. A quiet, friendly golf course provided an
ideal stage where desired outcomes could be negotiated confidentially and kickback fees facilitated. A lot of U.S. dollars fit into the
pockets of a golf bag.
Martin’s suspicions as to the purpose behind the out-of-hours
visit were vague, but whatever it was, his gut feeling told him that,
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in some way, it was connected to Tourism Holdings’ development
plan for a $78-million Bali Marina & Harbor project, the most
ambitious tourism development project not only for the island but
of Martin’s career. This was to be the big one, his fait accompli, the
pinnacle of his professional career and personal achievements, the
project that would cement his corporate credibility and set him up
financially for the rest of his life. However, following the project’s
official presentation to the governor of Bali, Martin noticed an
increase in the unannounced visits Tourism Holdings had begun to
receive from various government officials who were, or so they
claimed, “dropping by as part of their annual update.” These procedures invariably resulted in the discovery of some minor administrative error on a permit, or license, after which under-the-table
negotiations would take place to get around the problem. Typically,
this involved a sealed envelope with an amount of U.S. dollars
inside. Martin did not expect that this project, especially being on
the scale it was, to be an exception. The scent of foreign project
money always brought out the usual demons of corruption, and
though the visits were not unexpected, their regularity and intensity
had surprised him. Visits from the Tax Department, Immigration,
and Lands Office were to be expected, but at no point had he foreseen problems coming from the Regional Fraud Squad.
With other recent events, there was something about the visit
from the Fraud Squad that didn’t sit well, and as the night wore on,
the more uneasy he began to feel about it. He never imagined he
would be spending a late night with Mochtar Lubis and two Fraud
Squad detectives playing a game where the referee was the opponent, the rules pliable, and either side could bend them as they
might afford. The thought of corrupt officials influencing major
project outcomes always worried him, and the fear nibbled at the
foundation of his confidence. He shuddered so much at the thought
the senior detective turned and looked up at him. To cover Martin
adjusted the cord on the louver blind then coughed into his hand
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as if the breeze had bothered him.
At 11:25 P.M. Martin felt tiredness and irritability on him like a
wet overcoat; the tide of his patience was almost out, and the usually clear blue lagoon of tolerance lay exposed and dry. He moved
away from the window and sat down. He crossed his legs, folded
his arms, and then quickly unfolded them again when he remembered the gesture was considered socially passive-aggressive. Mochtar
noticed the gesture. He knew Martin well enough to read the impatience in his client, but as much as he personally cared little for
Martin Wilson-Jones, he knew from past experience his account for
the evening would be delayed, or worse, challenged, if Martin was
not well pleased with the result, and his client’s body language indicated the latter. So Mochtar turned and said, “Ah, but now, more
to the point. What is the precise purpose of this visit?”
When he heard the question, Martin suppressed the urge to
stand up and applaud out of shear relief. Where in Australia, sarcasm was almost an art form, in Indonesia it was not generally
understood; therefore, it would certainly appear impolite and place
him at a psychological disadvantage. Instead, he glanced across to
Mochtar and rolled his eyes in a silent gesture that unmistakably
said, What took you so bloody long to ask the question?
Senior Detective Agus Ciptno bounced a rubber-tipped pencil
rhythmically on the desk and stared blankly at Mochtar. He stared
for so long that Martin thought he may have completely missed the
question. Detective Agus Ciptno, dressed in a cheap, long-sleeved
shirt that clung to his body, limp with the day’s sweat and the constant humidity looked tired, but thoughtful, as he constructed his
explanation for the late-night visit. He looked soggy and damp, like
someone emotionally burdened or depressed. The senior detective’s
straight, black, greasy hair was complemented by a thin, wellclipped pencil moustache, worn in the traditional Javanese style.
Martin thought Senior Detective Agus had the demeanor of an
executioner or the eternal bearer of bad news, a view that did
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nothing to settle his nerves.
By contrast, the younger officer, Detective Made Putra, was a
highly strung Balinese man in his mid-twenties whose eyes constantly roamed the office floor as though he’d lost something. Two
curly, black hairs dangled from a prominent mole on his chin, and
when he concentrated, he tugged them and flinched with the pain.
Detective Putra was quite thin, made to look more so by the wide,
police-issue leather belt that gathered in his trousers and shirt at the
waist. For some odd reason, he reminded Martin of a Christmas
bonbon. The belt, clasped by a large, silver buckle, bore the Indonesian police insignia “POLRI,” the acronym for “Polisi Republic
Indonesia.” The buckle was in fact the only indication either men
were indeed police officers as at no point had they bothered to offer
any formal identification.
When Detective Putra had first strolled into the office, Martin
became aware of the characteristic odor of clove cigarettes that followed him in like a friendly dog. At the desk, Senior Detective Agus
carefully placed the rubber-tipped pencil down, stood up slowly,
and with his fingertips poised like spiders on the desk, he began to
speak in a slow, confident monotone that seemed to draw him into
a self-induced trance. He began to explain, “We are here,” and then
paused, “with instructions from Commandant Supratno to check
all documents …” His eyelids drooped, “Pertaining to the legal
incorporation of the company, Bali Tourism Holdings Limited and
its agents.” He looked down and shuffled a sheet of paper, “Documents such as …” Martin watched as Detective Agus counted the
commandant’s instructions on the fingers of his left hand. For some
odd reason, to indicate his instructions, he touched the tip of his
second finger first and began, “Ex-patriot work permits,” then
moved to his third finger, “licenses,” fourth finger, “all registration
documents …” The fifth instruction was delayed while he struggled
to remember what it was. “And,” he said then, realizing he had run
out of fingers, dropped his hand, opened his eyes like a startled
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hare, stared directly at Martin, and said quickly, “Fifth, that all
Tourism Holdings’s documents are in order.” Martin wondered at
what intellectual level the author of such a list might be on. What
interest or jurisdiction the Fraud Squad had in matters directly concerning at least four separate government departments was a question that begged an answer but one he decided was best left
unasked. It was clear from the list of shallow requests that this was
a fishing expedition aimed to intimidate not investigate, so better
to leave the question of legal jurisdiction to lay dormant.
Another hour passed, and while Martin trawled through metal
filing cabinets in his and other offices, he found his exhaustion had
dissolved in the rush to get the interview over with. But he was
relieved when, each time he reentered, the office the conversation
underway was always either about the price of something they
couldn’t afford, someone they thought they knew, or somewhere
they would like to go but probably never would. He was buoyed by
the fact that while he searched for the specific documents, their
time was not spent diligently perusing the material they had already
been given, itself an indication the detectives lacked serious intent,
which only raised his anxiety level over what they were actually
doing there. After the detectives had shuffled lethargically through
the various files, they finally concluded that the examination of the
documents as requested was over. It was by then 2:30 A.M. Senior
Detective Agus slowly stood up behind the desk where he had been
encamped for over five hours, yawned, and stretched. The young
detective gathered together a pile of photocopied documents that
neither he nor his comrade could read due to the fact they were
mostly written in English. The usual obvious overtures were made
as if they were intending to leave. They hesitated and fiddled about
until Martin offered each an extra firm handshake and an envelope
that contained US$120 or the equivalent of a month’s salary for the
average Fraud Squad detective, something Martin had anticipated
and prepared in another room whilst he waited for the photocopier
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to complete its task.
Mochtar stood by the door to expedite their departure and
offered them each a limp handshake and a forced smile as they left.
The two detectives strolled down the long corridor like two latenight shoppers, indifferent to the artwork and company memorabilia that adorned the corridor walls as if they had been there many
times before, which of course they hadn’t. From the doorway, Martin watched them as they bumped shoulders and mumbled, their
heads close together like lovers. When they reached the far end of
the corridor, Martin heard them exchange small talk with the night
security guard, who had arrived to escort them below to the parking
lot. As they began their descent, in the echo of the stairwell, Martin
heard Detective Agus enquire about the office layout and, as his
voice faded, how many staff occupied the first two floors. With the
benefit of hindsight, Martin would later realize their visit was a
reconnaissance mission for what was to take place later that same
day.
Martin walked back into the room where Mochtar sat slumped
in a chair, arms limp beside him, and his eyes slits above swollen
bags. He stared hypnotically at the whiteboard on the wall, which
showed the flowchart Martin had used earlier to explain basic company structures to the two detectives. Their inability to comprehend
corporate complexities had become obvious very early in the interview so explanations had to be broken into simplistic metaphors,
such as, “This is the mother company, Longstaff International Ltd,
and,” Martin had said, “these four companies, Forrex Ltd, Harper
Investments Pty Ltd, Tourism Holdings Ltd, and Hornsby International are like the children, all linked to and owned by the mother
company, Longstaff International.” When the young detective asked
seriously, “But then who is the father?” Martin had looked the
detective straight in the eye and thought to himself, It’s not a game
of mothers and fathers, you fuckwit.
Martin ignored the dazed Mochtar who stared into the
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whiteboard and moved across to the window to catch some fresh
air, a commodity still absent in the room. Through his re-emerging
exhaustion, he grappled with the possible reason behind the façade
of the detectives’ visit. But it was a fruitless exercise. He was too
tired; more than anything else he needed to sleep. He walked slowly
toward the door, turned, and said to the limp, stationary form of
Mochtar, “Seriously, what do you think that was all about?” As he
rubbed his chin with the back of his hand, the sound of beard
stubble dragged in his ear, and in a strange way, it pleased him. At
last something familiar, reliable, and predictable. “Will you be
around later today, or will you be playing golf?” Martin added. He
tried not to sound sarcastic, but Mochtar looked down to deliberately avoid eye contact.
He replied in a tired voice, “You know I am also puzzles. I also
don’t understand.” Martin noted the incorrect grammar.
“You mean ‘puzzled.’ “
Mochtar looked at Martin with total indifference, “I will call
Commandant Supratno later to learn what is behind the purpose
of this interview.” He put both hands on his knees like an old man
and stood in slow motion, frowned at the whiteboard, then wiped
the palm of his hand across his mouth. In a dismissive voice, he
snapped, “But already enough, I will call you tomorrow.” It was
3:08 A.M. Friday morning when the two men left the office of Tourism Holdings Ltd.
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