JUST A LOT OF MEMORIES

MOYE

Moye Military School, in Castroville ,Texas, was established in 1937 by the Sisters of Divine Providence.  It would become my whole world from 1943 to 1951. Those years have turned out to be the most important formative years of my life.

After attending summer camp at Camp Cayoca, I began boarding in the 4th grade for school years at Moye.  I adjusted quickly and was never “homesick” like some of the boys.  The nuns wore black and white habits with long, large-beaded rosaries around their waists.  They were the same order as those at St Anne’s in Houston, so I was already familiar with their classroom demeanor.  I had not seen how they lived after school and it was a lot of fun being around them in a more relaxed atmosphere. We lived in the same dormitories as we had when attending Camp and the nuns were our dormitory prefects.

I was a happy little boy and a good student. It was evident that the Sisters loved us and loved teaching, so it wasn’t a big stretch for me to love them and love learning. 

Our Commandant my first two years there was Colonel Cassidy, a retired Army Cavalry officer.  He looked a lot like General Douglas MacArthur.  He saw to it that we had close order drill just like the regular army.  Our drill rifles were dummy 1903 Springfields and we learned how to handle them very well.  The Colonel conducted regular inspections both on the drill field and in the dormitories.  He was very strict.  Infractions were rewarded with demerits which had to be worked off either by marching the block or KP and/or Laundry duty. I was able to earn some demerits and march the block, too.  If he caught us talking in formation he would swat us with his riding crop.

When the block wasn’t in use for marching off demerits or formations and inspections, we used it for tag roller skating.  There was also a very active intramural sports program in volleyball, softball and tag football.  I enjoyed softball and played center field on our school team.  Our coach was Mr Ted Stecker. We really admired him and he loved us. We played against schools in San Antonio, San Marcos, and other schools like ours that would come to our campus.  (just an aside: while I became an excellent fencer with foil and epee; I wasn’t good at team sports.) We were winners and even against larger schools with big teams we held our own and were champions several times.

What with early morning mass every day, intense classroom instruction, drill after school till supper, and supervised play or study hall after supper, there was no idle time.  The sisters’ expression was: “Idleness is the Devil’s workshop”.  We saw very little of the Devil. However; boys will be boys. At any opportunity a few of us would sneak out late at night (10:00pm) and go to the movie theatre to see some girls.  We didn’t exactly know what to do with them; but it was daring and sometimes the girls were exciting.  I actually got to kiss one of the Tschirhardt girls while on an escapade into town.  Getting caught off campus without permission was like being AWOL in the Army and we could get expelled for that.  So, after the first close call, we ended our daring ventures off campus.

My allowance at school and camp was 25 cents per week.  That was a lot of money for a kid then, especially when there was nowhere to go but the coke ice box where the price for a 6 oz. Coke, or a 12 oz. Pepsi or Royal Crown Cola was only 5 cents.  There was no drug store with a soda fountain, no 5 & 10 cent store, and no movie theatre on campus. So, how does a little boy get rid of 25 cents a week under those conditions?

Some of the nuns taught two grades, so I had the Sr Gaudentia for 4th grade, Sr Liberta for 5th grade, Sr Archangela for 6th grade, and then Sr Martha for 7th and 8th grades.  They really were like mothers to us. It was especially meaningful to me and I have loved them as if they had been my real mother all my life.

We didn’t have quite the same feeling for the Commandant. I always felt that Col Cassidy didn’t enjoy his job.  Corporal punishment was expected and approved; but, not to the extent Col Cassidy performed. He was finally sent packing after he beat one of the boys with his riding crop in plain view of one of the nuns.  

Our next Commandant was Captain Canty.  We called him Captain Candy.  He enjoyed us and was proud of us when we drilled well.  He arranged for our Band to play in the Battle of Flowers parade in San Antonio each year and we appeared at Alamo Stadium performing a precision Drill Team routine where we did the “Queen Anne Salute”.

I think Captain Canty made it up; but, it sure was fancy and we made a big hit.  Under the Captain’s direction we excelled at everything and took pride in our school and our cadet officers. He was a God send after Colonel Cassidy.  Captain Canty was a quiet man – not violent like the Colonel.  Although he was strict, we responded well to him out of respect; not fear.  He must have been in the 2nd Infantry Division during the War because of the patch he wore…the Indian Head.  Capt Canty knew everything that went on in classrooms, on the drill field, on the playgrounds, and at Camp.  I only had to face him in his office one time.  I had been in a fight with another boy at Camp.  Apparently, Coach Stecker reported me and I had to face the music.  He could have busted me from my Staff Sergeant rank; but, he didn’t.  The other times I faced him were when he presented medals or promotions and he always had a kind smile.

I earned promotions quickly and by 8th grade I was Captain of the Band.  There was only one officer ranked higher than me.  That was the Cadet Commander, Billy Cartwright.

He wore four silver buttons on his epaulets and I wore three.  The next ranking was Captain of the first platoon, Allen Black.  It wasn’t coincidence that we were the high ranking academics, too.  Cartwright ended the year with a 99.8% average, mine was 99.6,

and Black had 99.4.

There were never more than 105 students each year. My graduating class in 1951 had 13.

While there, my best friend was Tommy Coyne. We have remained “best Moye Buddys”   all these years.  Our mutual friend, Arthur Jimenez, has been attending the Moye Heritage Day with us each year. Occasionally we visited our favorite teacher and school principal, Sr Martha Vrba. I was able to escort her to the annual Diocesan Convention of the Episcopal Church in the West Texas Diocese in the 70’s.  There we met and spoke with actress Olivia De Havilind (Melanie in GWTW). It was a special time for me and I will never forget it. When Sr Martha died in 2006 (?), Arthur, Tommy & I attended and gave eulogies at her funeral at Lady of the Lake College in San Antonio.

The school has been closed since 1959. The 20 years of existence has made a big impact on the lives of hundreds of young boys.  Scripture tells us “Train a child in the way he should go, and when he is old he will not turn from it” Proverbs 22:6.  It has been true for most of us. There were many boys there who were sent to boarding school because they were unloved at home, or they were so rowdy as to be uncontrollable.  Those boys didn’t always respond well to the discipline so ingrained in military training.

When we had our reunion for all classes in 1990 more than 100 Moye boys came from far and wide, including Mexico, Central and South America.  Many brought their wives and some children, as did I. The youngest remaining men would be at least 65 years old now.  Most will never get to see MMS or the nuns again on this side of The Veil. I just pray that the legacy of Moye Military School as experienced by me and others will live on in the stories told to children and grandchildren.
