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MARCH FOR MACARTHUR 

My dad did poorly to fair in sales 11 months of the year 
but, come March of each year, he was up for the annual March 
for MacArthur promotion. March 7th was the birthdate of John 
D. MacArthur, the owner of Bankers Life so March was contest 
month and he really got into it. He would win so many trophies, 
huge trophies, each year, a different set of four golden coffee 
mugs, etc. And, of course, all would be thrown by my mother 
in their fights and that, of course, would set him off deeper in 
his attacks on my mother. 

I had a career in food sales for twenty years, until my third 
back surgery did me in, and I hated sales contests. To me, it's 
not about the contest, it's about your customer, and then the 
sales would come. 

 I was an incredibly quiet kid. I was scared to death of 
people and I never dated till I was 23.  My quiet and scared 
personality was due to my parents' fighting. I still remember 
hearing my dad yell at my mother, in a fight,  saying that I was 
gay since I never dated. That hurt me badly as I don’t have 
anything against gay people but what he said has stayed with 
me until this day. In 1975, my mom forced me to see a 
psychiatrist so I went to a free clinic run by Montgomery 
County. The doctor asked me what my problem was. I just sat 
there, and stared at him, saying nothing. I had no clue. He 
finally said, “Okay, leave.” That was the end of that. I finally 
broke out of my shell when I got into restaurant management 
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for Arby’s as a general manager and then I was a dining room 
manager for the Family Fish House. 

Then, one day in food sales, I met the love of my life on 
the day Ronald Reagan was shot. I knew the moment I saw 
Linda Wilce, that she was the one and I was so right. We just 
had our 43rd wedding anniversary on July 31, 2025. I think my 
problem growing up was the effect of my parents’ fighting. 
And, who would not be affected by that as a 10-year-old, and 
up to 20 years old? It took time to overcome that but I had no 
clue it was that at the time. And, my mother did not think of 
that, either. But, overall, she took a lot of abuse from my dad 
while protecting us kids. I am forever grateful to her. 

The fights continued over time and became more brutal on 
my mother. 

My dad’s career changed temporarily. He did become a 
manager but he soon lost that position and was back as an 
agent. Being a manager, I am not sure how that worked with 
income. He got a small commission from his agents. 

Mom went on from Montgomery Ward to Microbiological 
in Bethesda, in the orders department, where she helped get my 
brother a job working with the mice they breed for cancer 
research. He had to pay for his own college at the University of 
Maryland. 

Then, she went to work at Flow Labs, another cancer 
research company that made tissue cultures. She was the 
Export Manager. I got a weekend job there in the tissue culture 
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department because I had to pay for my own college, too. Even 
though my major was marketing, I was the weekend Foreman 
of the Tissue Culture Department by the time I graduated. It 
was a particularly important job because I was responsible for 
the product being made and then shipped to research centers 
all over the world. 

Then, Mom moved to Vitro Labs in Aspen Hill, MD, after 
her divorce from Dad. That’s where she met the love of her 
life, Lt. Col. William McReynolds. I am forever grateful to him 
as he took care of her before she died in 1988. 

Back to the timeline with my parents. 

Dad grew more violent. In one fight at night, he was angry 
at my brother for something. He kept threatening to kill him in 
front of my mother. My brother and I shared the same 
bedroom. We locked the door. My dad kicked at the door and 
put a hole in the outer part of the door, as indoor doors have an 
outer and inner wall and the doors are usually hollow. 

My brother thought he should leave, jumped out of a 
window, and was gone. 

My father never entered the bedroom and, in the morning, 
when that battle was over, my mother came into the bedroom 
to check on us. She saw that Harry was gone and she just lost 
it. She was crying and she could not stop. I had to console her. 
I knew Harry was probably okay somewhere. 
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Moving on, my brother was later living at college and, of 
course, the battles were getting worse. 

I am was sixteen. My brother graduated high school in 
1970. Things really got bad with my parents after that. 

I decided it was time for me to run away from all of that; 
just leave for good. An excuse, maybe on my part, was to get 
away from my father. Terrible of me. But, it was a fall night, 
and about 10:00 p.m. It was a Wednesday, and a school night. 
I took off for Georgia Avenue to walk to the Capital Beltway, 
about seven miles away from the house. 

I got to the beltway and proceeded up to the ramp. I was 
then walking on the shoulder of the Capital Beltway at age 
sixteen, on a school night, while my father was beating the crap 
out of my mother. Where was I going to go, I thought. St. 
Louis, for some reason, came to my mind. Why? I have no clue. 
I started to walk and I realized it is silly and stupid. I turned 
around and started for home. I managed to get off the beltway 
with cars whizzing past me. Wow, I could have been killed 
myself! What other kid was doing that, I thought? None. 

I was then walking in the dark, past midnight, thinking I 
would get picked up by the police since it was a school night. 
Might be a good thing, I thought, since I could tell them why. 
That might be the ticket to have them get my father some help? 
Nope. I got home probably around 3 a.m. and all was quiet. My 
parents had no clue I was gone since my bedroom door was 
closed. Another adventure in my life had come to a close. In 
four hours, it would be time to get up for school. Wow, what a 
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story! I would tell no one at school, not even a teacher and not 
even a mouse. And, to all a good night. Really? Was it? 
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