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Dedication

To every single parent doing both jobs without a rental car, a speech, or a standing ovation.

You are the real MVP.
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Author’s Note

This story may be funny, but it’s also real.

Some dads show up with gifts, others show up with effort, and one of those lasts longer than the receipt.

If you laughed, rolled your eyes, or saw a piece of your story in these pages, then this book did what it was meant to do.
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Chapter 1 – Per Diem Parenting 101

(Dad’s POV)

They call me a “part-time father.” I call myself efficient.

Why waste 364 days micromanaging homework and cutting crusts off PB&Js when you can cram an entire year’s worth of fatherhood into one unforgettable day? That’s not neglect, that’s quality over quantity, my friend.

You see, a Per Diem Dad doesn’t sweat the small stuff—like school schedules, bedtime routines, or knowing the name of that cartoon character your kid is obsessed with. No, we swoop in once a year, all smiles and gift bags, like the Easter Bunny with better cologne. And if you do it right, that day becomes legendary.

Now, before you judge, let me educate you. Parenting isn’t about clocking in every night like it’s some boring job. It’s about impact. Anyone can be there every Tuesday for soccer practice—yawn. But me? I show up with the kind of energy and surprises that make Hallmark movies jealous. I’m talking new sneakers (still in the box), gadgets they’re too young for, and enough candy to make a dentist retire early.

And the best part? The kid never remembers the in-between. They just remember the day Dad came. That’s branding. That’s legacy. That’s Per Diem Parenting.

People like to ask me, “But don’t you miss the little moments?” To which I say, absolutely not. Why? Because “little moments” come with “little messes.” You think I want to be there for potty-training accidents or midnight fevers? No sir. I’ll take the highlight reel, thank you very much.

Now, of course, my ex-wife doesn’t see it that way. She calls me “inconsistent.” I prefer “mysterious.” She says I’m “avoiding responsibility.” I say I’m keeping the magic alive. She says “You can’t just show up once a year and call yourself a parent.” I say “You can’t just ruin my brand like that.”

And let’s be honest, I’d be around more if she didn’t have this invisible fence around our child. Every time I ask to visit, it’s “Oh, we’re busy” or “He has school” or “It’s 2 a.m., why are you calling?” Like, sorry for wanting to be spontaneous. Kids love spontaneity. That’s what memories are made of.

Let me give you my Three Golden Rules of Per Diem Parenting:

1. Make a grand entrance. Bonus points if you’re late—it builds anticipation.

2. Bring a distraction. The bigger the gift, the smaller the questions about where you’ve been.

3. Tell heroic stories. Your kid should believe you’ve been climbing mountains, fighting bears, or saving orphans, not just binge-watching Netflix in your studio apartment.

Some dads measure love in hours spent. I measure mine in Instagram likes from the one photo we take together every December. It’s the modern way to parent—minimal commitment, maximum impression.

Sure, I might miss a few milestones—first steps, first words, first time riding a bike—but I’m there for the important stuff. Like the first time they see the inside of a luxury car or hold an iPad that costs more than my rent.

That, ladies and gentlemen, is how you master the art of being a Per Diem Dad.

Chapter 2 – It’s All Her Fault

(Dad’s POV)

Let’s get one thing straight before this story goes any further — none of this is my fault. Not the missed birthdays, not the “Where have you been?” speeches, not even the fact that my kid once called me “Mr. Marcus” instead of Dad. That? All her fault.

When people hear my side, they usually say, “Well, you could’ve tried harder.” And I always tell them the same thing: I did try harder. I tried calling more than once a month. I tried sending that text about visiting. I even tried showing up unannounced once, but apparently, that’s “boundary crossing” and “trespassing.”

See, my ex has this thing where she likes to control the narrative. She tells people I’m “absent” like I’m some ghost dad floating around in another dimension. No. I’m here. I’m present. I just... pace myself.

When we first broke up, I figured we’d co-parent like mature adults. You know—split weekends, split holidays, maybe even sit together at a school play for the sake of the kid. But she had other plans. She started pulling that “I’ll let you know if he’s available” routine. Translation: she’s gonna make me beg for my own child like I’m trying to get into a nightclub with a strict guest list.

She once told me, “You can see him anytime you make an effort.” I did make an effort. I drove all the way across town to pick him up. Yes, it was 10 p.m., and yes, it was a Tuesday, but I was free! And what did I get? A slammed door and a lecture about bedtime. Apparently, kids need “sleep.”

And don’t even get me started on holidays. She acts like Christmas is hers just because she does all the work—decorating, cooking, buying the gifts, wrapping the gifts, labeling the gifts, and making sure they’re actually age-appropriate. Meanwhile, I’m over here showing up with fireworks and a karaoke machine, and suddenly I’m “being disruptive.”

People ask me, “Why don’t you just take her to court for custody?” Easy. Court takes time, money, and commitment—all things I’d rather spend on things that make me happy, like Vegas trips or limited-edition sneakers.

Here’s what folks don’t get: she’s been sabotaging my image for years. Every time I try to shine, she’s in the background throwing shade. Like when I posted that photo of me and my son at the park last year—she had to comment, “First time he’s been to that park.” Why would you even say that? Can’t we just let the moment be great?

But that’s what she does. She paints me as unreliable so she can play Super Mom. And you know what? I’m fine with it. Let her have the day-to-day grind. I’ll keep my title as the fun parent who shows up like a summer blockbuster—rare, dramatic, and worth the wait.

Besides, if you ask me, the real problem isn’t me not being there... it’s her not appreciating the times I am.

Chapter 3 – The Year in Review (That I Wasn’t There For)

(Dad’s POV)

Some parents keep up with their kids by, you know, being there. I keep up through a combination of Facebook photos, Instagram stories, and whatever scraps of information I can pull from my cousin Keisha, who “accidentally” runs into my ex at the grocery store.

See, technology is a beautiful thing. I don’t have to deal with all that “Are you coming to the parent-teacher conference?” nonsense when I can just scroll and get the highlights. Social media is my personal parenting assistant—it’s like watching the Director’s Cut of my kid’s life, minus the boring parts.

From January to December, here’s how I stayed in the loop:

• January: I learned he lost his first tooth. Not from a phone call, of course, but from a photo of him holding a dollar and grinning like he hit the lottery. I commented “Proud of you, champ!” and even added three fire emojis. That’s engagement.

• March: Saw a video of him playing in his school’s spring concert. My ex tagged everyone but me. Still, I shared it to my page with the caption, “That’s my boy!” Never mind that I had no idea what instrument he was playing—it looked shiny.

• June: Apparently, he had a birthday party at some trampoline place. I didn’t get an invite, but I did like the picture of him mid-air with icing on his face. I even wrote, “Looks like a blast!” because that’s the kind of dad I am—always supportive.

• August: First day of school. I know this because she posted a full album titled “Third Grade, Here We Come!” I left a comment that said, “Wow, you’ve grown so much!” Which is impressive, because I hadn’t actually seen him since Christmas.

• October: Halloween was... something. My son dressed


































































































































































d2d_images/cover.jpg
PER DIEM
A

MAX HOLIDAY





