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A Lawyer as a Storyteller: The Gravity of a Human Story
by: Krizza Mae N. Mallari

"The shortest distance between a human being and truth is a story." 
-The Song of the Bird by Anthony de Mello

As humans, we are evolutionarily anchored to the magic of a story. It is how we bridge the
gap between ourselves and the unknown, where the world and our own imagination collide,
merging into a single, shared reality. This is never truer than when a lawyer stands before a
judge. In a system where they take sterile facts and dress them in colorful pigments of shared
human experience, a lawyer must act as the ultimate bridge-builder.

By weaving a narrative, the lawyer ensures that the case is no longer just papers in a folder, it
is now the imperative truth where the judge's logic meets the client's lived struggle. A lawyer
may cite the most obvious provision of the law, but without human pulse, that citation
remains a ghost in the mechanical machinations of a built system. To win is to animate the
inanimate, to breathe life into those whereas and wherefores until they take the shape of a
person's struggle for dignity and justice.

The law, by design, strips away the messy edges of a life lived until only the material facts
remain. Yet, a lawyer knows that a judge cannot truly adjudicate what they cannot feel. As
the advocate, they must find the universal in the particular, the exhaustion of the overlooked,
or the simple desire of a promise kept. Anchoring legal arguments in recognizable emotions,
the lawyer transforms the courtroom from a four wall structure of logic, into a theatre of
empathy.

This is the moment of fusion, where the coldness of the courts meets the warmth of the
person's name. They create a momentum where the judge feels that to rule against the client is
a narrative betrayal in providing the story its rightful ending.

When the judge recognizes their own humanity reflected in front of them, the distance
disappears. The sterile bubble of the court is punctured by the realization that these
proceedings hold the power to mend a broken life or restore a stolen dignity. 

It is here that we find the structural necessity of the craft. In this shared reality, where the
judge doesn't just apply the law but resolve a human spectacle, it is in this space where the law
defines the boundaries, and the story dictates the stakes.

Because ultimately, the law is the skeleton, but the story is the flesh and blood. Without the
story, the law cannot move the heart.


