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    This book is dedicated to every father who has been forced to part from his child because of divorce, and to every child from a broken home who may feel disappointed or even harbor resentment toward their father.

May these poems serve as a bridge across distance, a channel for unspoken longing, and a reminder that love endures beyond separation. To all fathers and children navigating the ache of absence, may these words bring comfort, understanding, and hope.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "A father's love may be unseen, his presence may be absent, yet in every prayer, every tear, and every word he writes, his heart is always with his child."— Muhammad Ari Pratomo
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Not all longing can be expressed verbally. Not all love can be felt through a hug. And not all sacrifice can be seen with the eyes. As a father, I've learned that the greatest love sometimes comes in the form of a sincere willingness to give in.

This book is a long spiritual journey. For years, I harbored a longing I couldn't entrust to anyone. Since my separation from his mother, I chose not to take my son with me. Not because I didn't want to be with him, but because I didn't want to see the two hearts of my son and mother suffer further.

That decision was a wound. But it was a wound I consciously embraced, so it could grow in peace. Behind the smile I displayed to the world, there was a silence that echoed in my chest. The longing I wrote on long nights. The prayers I uttered silently. The hopes I kept, even though time never brought news.

The poems in this book are poems born from longing. I wrote each stanza with tears that don't always fall, but are always felt. This isn't just a collection of words; it's pieces of my heart that I give as a token of love not only to my son, but also to all the fathers around the world who have felt distant yet still love me unconditionally.

I hope that the poems about missing a father will not only be a solace for me, but also a mirror for anyone who has ever felt lost, longed for, and loved in silence. Happy reading.

Muhammad Ari Pratomo
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I write not because I want to be remembered as a poet, but because there's no other space large enough to accommodate this longing. A longing born of the most difficult decision of my life: letting go of my beloved child so she can grow up with her mother in peace, without the additional pain of our divorce.

I am a father. But I don't get to hug my child every day, or sleep with her, or take her to school. Since that separation, I've lived in two worlds: the demanding outer world of being a lawyer and a writer... and the inner world, quiet, fragile, and filled with the shadows of laughter that I can now only remember.

This book was born not from a plan, but from a spiritual need. Each poem is a spark of a feeling that never reaches. Each word is an attempt to get closer even though we can't be physically present. I know many fathers out there may experience similar experiences: loving in silence, praying in silence, and giving in for the sake of a child they deeply love.

As a writer, I bring this experience into the poems you'll read in this book. I wrote them not only for my son, but also for those of you who may be struggling with a form of love that can't be seen, but is truly felt.

May this story be a comfort, a space for sharing, and a reminder: that a father's love, though often hidden, will always be there and eternal.


Jonggol August 22, 2025

Muhammad Ari Pratomo

Writer











	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER 1
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That Day I Let You Go

That day wasn't just a farewell, but the day I surrendered half my breath to a time I could no longer control. I smiled in front of you, son, even though inside my chest there was a pain that screamed silently. I knew I had to be strong. I knew I had to be willing. Because your happiness was greater than my desire to keep you by my side. But how can a father truly accept it when the child he always embraced has to walk a path he can no longer accompany.

I stared at your retreating back, as if staring into a future I could no longer grasp. Silently, I whispered, "I hope you remain happy, even though your father can only accompany you with prayers."

That day I let you go with a dry smile on my lips but wet in my eyes. That day I let your hand slip from my grasp because I believe that love doesn't always have to hold; sometimes love has to let go. That day I didn't lose you, I simply entrusted you to a universe wider than my embrace.

Son, that day I let you go not because I didn't love you, but because my love was too great to keep you in pain.

That day wasn't just a goodbye, but the day I surrendered half my breath to a time I could no longer control. I smiled in front of you, son, even though inside my chest there was a pain that screamed silently. I knew I had to be strong. I knew I had to be willing. Because your happiness was greater than my desire to keep you by my side. But how can a father truly be sincere when the child he raised has to walk a path he can no longer accompany.

I stared at your retreating back, as if staring into a future I could no longer grasp. Silently, I whispered, "I hope you remain happy, even though your father can only accompany you with prayers."

That day I let you go with a dry smile on my lips but wet in my eyes. That day I let your hand slip from my grasp because I believe that love doesn't always have to hold; sometimes love has to let go. That day I didn't lose you, I simply entrusted you to a universe wider than my embrace.

Son, that day I let you go not because I didn't love you, but because my love was too great to keep you in pain.

Since you left, my nights have been filled with lonely poems. I wrote it on paper, in the dark of the room light, in between prayers that never ended. Every verse is your footsteps that are still ringing, every word is an image of your face that is present in memory.

The night is no longer the same without your voice. Silence becomes a close companion, accompanying me as I sit in deep contemplation. Sometimes I ask the heavens whether my longing reaches you, or is simply suspended in the air without an address. But I still write it down, because writing is the only way to keep me from drowning in loss.

My longing grew into poetry, and that poetry became a prayer. A prayer I repeated over and over, that the universe would guard your steps, even though I was no longer by your side.

Poem Nights Without You

Works by Muhammad Ari Pratomo (MuhammadAriLaw)  

Nights without you are prayers held in my chest that I never had the chance to say out loud, only soft whispers towards the silent sky.

I'm pedaling through the days without your little footsteps, without the sound of laughter that used to welcome me home. This room is quiet, but my heart is even lonelier.

Sometimes I wonder, does my longing reach your dreams? Or are you too young to remember your father's warm embrace, which is now only a shadow?

I chose to stay away not because I don't love you, but because this love is too deep that I have to pay with sincerity.

Nights without you are the price I pay, so your mother can be happy, and you can grow up without the pain I carry.

That day wasn't just a goodbye, but the day I surrendered half my breath to a time I could no longer control. I smiled in front of you, son, even though inside my chest there was a pain that screamed silently. I knew I had to be strong. I knew I had to be willing. Because your happiness was greater than my desire to keep you by my side. But how can a father truly be sincere when the child he hugs every day has to walk a path he can no longer accompany.

I stared at your retreating back, as if staring into a future I could no longer grasp. Silently, I whispered, "I hope you remain happy, even though your father can only accompany you with prayers."

That day I let you go with a dry smile on my lips but wet in my eyes. That day I let your hand slip from my grasp because I believe that love doesn't always have to hold; sometimes love has to let go. That day I didn't lose you, I simply entrusted you to a universe wider than my embrace.

Son, that day I let you go not because I didn't love you, but because my love was too great to keep you in pain.

Since you left, my nights have been filled with lonely poems. I wrote it on paper, in the dark of the room light, in between prayers that never ended. Every verse is your footsteps that are still ringing, every word is an image of your face that is present in memory.

The night is no longer the same without your voice. Silence becomes a close companion, accompanying me as I sit in deep contemplation. Sometimes I ask the heavens whether my longing reaches you, or is simply suspended in the air without an address. But I still write it down, because writing is the only way to keep me from drowning in loss.

My longing grew into poetry, and that poetry became a prayer. A prayer I repeated over and over, that the universe would guard your steps, even though I was no longer by your side.

When I let you go, that's when my life plunged into a pit of depression. Every morning felt empty, every night felt like an endless maze. I tried to smile at the world, but behind that smile was a devastation I could never see. I felt alone, as if no one understood the pain I was going through.

But slowly, I learned to fight. I fought with prayer, with writing, with tears that eventually turned to strength. I stood alone, without a helping hand, without a shoulder to lean on. I fell, but I also rose. Because I knew, if I gave up, my longing for you would only become a grave for my own soul.

I fought this depression bit by bit, until I finally made peace with the loneliness. I learned to accept that even though you weren't by my side, my love for you could still flow, through prayers, through words, through poems I wrote with all my heart. And at that point, I began to heal. Not because I forgot, but because I accepted that missing you is a part of my life that will never go away.

The Eternal Gaze Poem  

Works by Muhammad Ari Pratomo (MuhammadAriLaw)  

There's something that never goes away, even though time has stolen so much from me: your gaze. That gaze still lingers in my mind, like a sunset that refuses to set.
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