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A few days before Christmas in 1964, Kingman 
Brewster made good his threat to cancel the contract 
for training Air Force students at Yale. However, the 
circumstances were unusual, to say the least. For him, 
perhaps, it was a well-chosen moment, but for every-
one at IFEL it brought about a very bleak Christmas. 

During the previous year the Defense Department, 
to coordinate more effectively its overall language 
training requirements, had established a new agency, 
the Defense Language Institute (DLI). It was original-
ly staffed by a commandant, a full colonel in the 
Army. Under him were a small number of military 
officers who represented the different branches of the 
military services, as well as a handful of civilians. 

The Navy Language School at the Anacostia Naval 
Annex in Washington housed DLI Headquarters and 
the East Coast branch and the Army Language School 
in Monterey was named the West Coast branch. In 
addition, there was an English-language school in San 
Antonio for officers from allied nations, as well as  

numerous small language schools overseas. The 
whole thing came about as a bit of a surprise, but for 
us at Yale, the only real change was that we now had 
to deal primarily with people in Washington and the 
Army, as DLI's executive agent, instead of Air Force 
officials. As a matter of fact, the Air Force and the 
other services from that point on had little say in the 
matter of how or where their students were to be 
trained. 

Our Christmas break had started, and I was alone 
in the office one day catching up on some work when 
I got a telephone call from the commandant of DLI in 
Washington asking me if I could come down the next 
day for a conference. In strictest confidence he told 
me that in an attempt to save money, they were seri-
ously considering pulling all language training for Air 
Force students out of the various universities and 
moving them to the DLI facilities in Monterey. He 
wanted me to give serious thought to accompanying 
the program to Monterey, should it move. 
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Army, as DLI's executive agent, instead of Air Force
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In the back of my mind I still remembered Mr. 
Brewster's statement two years previously about the 
inevitable termination of the program at IFEL, and it 
had become increasingly obvious that it would come 
about sooner or later. So, even though the news from 
DLI was unexpected, I was not surprised, given the 
overall controls that were already being exercised 
from Washington. One side or the other was going to 
have to give. 

I wasn't happy about the thought of the program 
being moved to Monterey; nonetheless, I left for 
Washington the next day with mixed feelings, aware 
that our days at IFEL were numbered. As I thought 
over the probability of the return to Monterey, my 
experiences 15 years earlier at the Army's Monterey 
school made me seriously doubt that, should the 
course be moved there, it would prove to be success-
ful. I thought it highly unlikely we could ever be 
afforded the same freedom in Monterey that we expe-
rienced at Yale, but I intended to make that freedom 
of action a strong point in any negotiations I might 
have with DLI in Washington. 

When I reached Washington and was invited in for 
a private talk with the commandant, I found myself 
having an increasingly difficult time following his 
line of thought. He appeared to be talking about 
something entirely different from what he had said to 
me on the telephone the previous day. I finally asked 
him, "Do you know something that I don't? What you 
are talking about seems to bear no relationship to 
what the DLI intends doing." 

For a moment the colonel was taken aback, then he 
blurted out, "Of course! They said you weren't to be 
told, so you obviously know nothing about it. They 
were afraid that if you were informed, it would get 
back to the Chinese staff at Yale and then there might 
be serious problems." 

He went on to tell me that, since talking with me 
on the phone the previous day, he had received a 
phone call from Mr. Brewster telling him that the 
contract with the Air Force would not be renewed, 
and DLI had been told that it should make plans for 
withdrawing the program as soon as possible. He, in 
turn, had not let on to Mr. Brewster that he already 
intended to do just exactly that. 

It was now a whole new ball game. Now it was not 
the Army's decision to move the program, but Yale's. 
From Yale's point of view DLI's hand had been  

forced, and so, to a certain extent, had mine. Little as 
I wanted to return to Monterey I decided then and 
there that for the sake of the program, and in order to 
try and retain its integrity, I would do so. After briefly 
discussing it with the commandant, I told him I would 
go, but under certain conditions. 

I insisted that in order to maintain the current high 
degree of success our program enjoyed, it should be 
treated as an entirely separate department from the 
existing Chinese department there. I also insisted that 
as far as it was possible to do so, I would be permit-
ted to take my own staff with me, depending, of 
course, on their individual desires, and in the event 
that none of my Chinese staff wanted to go to 
Monterey, I would have the authority to choose my 
own Chinese staff once we reached Monterey. 

I further told him that, knowing well the inner 
workings of the Monterey school and the civil service 
system, I would go only if I were given the rank of a 
GS-13, which was one grade higher than all the other 
department heads. That demand was not for financial 
considerations, but because I wanted to be able to 
have direct access to the commandant of the 
Monterey branch without having to go through some-
one higher in rank than myself. Without that, I felt 
sure the program would have no chance of success. 

To my surprise, and without the slightest hesita-
tion, he agreed to all my demands (not that it did me 
much good in the end), and we began discussing the 
logistics of the move. I wanted the facilities for the 
program to remain as similar as possible to what we 
had at Yale, including at least two large language lab-
oratories and an auditorium, preferably in a building 
remote from the existing Chinese department, since 
ours was a totally different sort of program. He told 
me they already had a building picked out for our use, 
and it would be converted in any way that I wished. 
What more could I ask? 

Because remodeling the building and equipping the 
language laboratories would take some time, we real-
ized it would obviously take the better part of a year 
to make the move. In addition, to preserve the conti-
nuity of the program and meet the needs of the Air 
Force, we would have to gradually phase out the three 
classes then in session at IFEL. We would have to 
take aboard the class already selected for January, and 
possibly another one in April. Then at some point we 
would have to start a new class in Monterey to avoid 
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having any break in the scheduled input, otherwise it 
would create havoc all the way down the line. For 
those reasons, for a good part of the year, we would, 
in effect, be running two separate programs on oppo-
site sides of the continent. 

The logistics of all that were staggering. After we 
agreed that the class scheduled for April 1965 at 
IFEL would be the last, since it would graduate in 
November, and that we would shoot for the first class 
in Monterey to begin in June 1965, I felt we had done 
all we could at that point. I left the commandant and 
his staff to work out the details and I returned to New 
Haven with a heavy heart. 

Immediately on my return I went to see our direc-
tor, Mr. Fenn, to break the news to him. He, too, had 
been kept completely in the dark and was greatly per-
turbed to hear the unexpected development. For him, 
it was the end of the road; his services would not be 
required by DLI in Monterey, and since Yale was cut-
ting out all but a small civilian program in Chinese, it 
was unlikely that Mr. Fenn's help would be needed 
there. And so it proved. I felt deeply disturbed for 
him. 

After talking it over, we decided that it was only 
fair to let the entire Chinese staff know as soon as 
possible about the decision by Yale, since it would 
affect their lives and futures. I felt that it was impor-
tant to give them a chance to think it over during the 
Christmas holidays and make whatever plans they 
could. Consequently, I called every Chinese teacher 
and all the Caucasian staff members with the saddest 
Christmas present anyone could bring them. I told 
them I had the authority to pick my own staff for 
Monterey, but we all knew that despite that, it was 
highly doubtful that all would be required in the new 
arrangement; moreover, I doubted that many of them 
would want to make the long trek to California. All of 
us faced the new year with a tremendous sense of 
foreboding. 

Early in January 1965 I flew to Monterey, where I 
spent several days inspecting the building we were to 
use and consulting with the engineers over the 
changes that would have to be made. It was one of the 
old barracks buildings put up during World War II, 
and although in fair condition, it needed numerous 
changes. It had many small rooms that lent them-
selves to use as classrooms, but we needed at least 
two large rooms for the language laboratories and 

another for the auditorium. But it appeared possible, 
and the engineers set to work drawing up their plans. 

I had a number of meetings with the commandant 
and his immediate staff, and I spent a lot of time with 
personnel discussing my teaching staff. But after I 
returned to Yale, as I had suspected from the begin-
ning, none of our Chinese teachers wanted to move to 
Monterey. Because of the civil service system they, 
despite their long experience at Yale, would be treat-
ed as beginners with no seniority whatsoever, and the 
pay would be less than they were getting at Yale. 
Also, many of them had previously worked at the 
school in Monterey and had no desire to return, and 
almost all felt that the future there would be much too 
uncertain. At the same time, most of the teachers had 
houses and property in New Haven that they didn't 
want to sell in a hurry. At the end, only one of my 
Chinese staff eventually elected to go, and when he 
got there he only lasted a few weeks. 

As for my own staff, who were mostly Caucasian, 
it was a little better. A number of former students had 
worked for me who had had at least one or two over-
seas tours and had taken advanced courses in 
Chinese. They were extremely knowledgeable regard-
ing the needs of the Air Force and worked with me 
daily on the highly specialized military aspects of the 
course. Some of them, including Rick Richardson, 
Burt Hutchings, and Dick Williams were taking uni-
versity courses and would help out during the sum-
mers or whenever they were free. David McCord had 
been with me since 1962 but had left in 1964 to go to 
San Francisco State to get his degree. After his gradu-
ation in 1965, at my request, he went to Monterey to 
help set up the program there. Abraham Yang, who 
had helped with class material as well as recordings, 
left to go to one of the agencies of the federal govern-
ment. 

Although good jobs had been offered them, the 
remainder of my staff decided to go to Monterey. 
They consisted of Carl Povilaitis and his wife, the 
former Joan Rebman of the grading and evaluation 
team, and Bill Harris. Doris Seely also decided to go 
to Monterey. But Jim Lance elected to go to work for 
the federal government. I was very sorry to lose that 
young man because of his extreme competency and 
ability as a teacher. In fact, he was quite unique. He 
had taught himself Chinese by listening to gramo-
phone records and had acquired an extraordinary 
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and my team of lab assistants of conspiring against 
him to make him look a fool, said that my test results 
proved nothing, that he would see to it that I taught 
the entire class just as I would any class, and that he 
personally guaranteed they would all graduate. 

From then on he rarely left the building, watching 
our every move and trying to find some aspect of the 
course that would prove that we were deliberately 
sabotaging his beloved class. Each day he harangued 
the men, urging them to greater effort, but it did no 
good, and as each scheduled test period came along, 
more and more men failed. The major even went so 
far as to accuse Eva of being in league with me and 
deliberately tampering with the test results so that he 
would look bad. He insisted on taking all the test 
papers to his room, where he pored over them, trying 
to find some place where Eva had deliberately tried to 
fail his men. 

Eventually, he had to concede that some of the men 
were "slow learners" and insisted that I divide the 
class into three groups and teach them separately. 
Those who had failed the tests would start over from 
the beginning; the next group would repeat some of 
the work at a slower pace, and the few remaining 
ones who were better qualified would proceed with 
the normal schedule. However, the weaker ones, with 
no competition whatsoever, became weaker by the 
day, and knowing why they were made to repeat the 
material, became ever more discouraged. At times, 
the major even sat in class alongside the students, try-
ing to coax them to greater effort, and with his own 
brand of Chinese tried to coach them in the tests. The 
men did their best. All of them wanted to succeed, but 
they simply did not have the aptitude, and all but 
about one-third of them were eventually dropped as 
being unsalvageable. 

The relatively few survivors had a good sense of 
humor, though. The major, whom I will call "Louis," 
found himself being immortalized by the class. They 
called themselves "Louie's Losers." To this day when 
I hear from one of them, they remind me of the old 
name and identify themselves with that ill-chosen 
class. Finally he had to admit defeat and he never 
referred to the subject again. 

Needless to say, when the next time came to screen 
a new class, the major was pointedly left out of the 
picture, and again I was asked to go. However, even 
then he interfered. When I boarded the plane I found  

myself accompanied by a young Army lieutenant 
whom I had never met and who knew not a word of 
Chinese. I was puzzled as to why he had been sent 
along. I soon found out. 

For the first hour or so we chatted together. 
Suddenly he fell silent, and after a few minutes he 
turned to me and said he had a confession to make. 
He told me he had been sent by the major specifically 
to spy on my every action at Lackland, and he was to 
report back the names of every one of the Air Force 
officers or civilians with whom I talked. The young 
man was obviously a man of principle and said that 
he found the job he had been assigned to do extreme-
ly distasteful, and he had decided not to go through 
with it. A decent young fellow, he told me that it 
galled him to be asked to do that kind of a job, and 
after meeting me and getting to know me, he had 
decided that he would risk a reprimand and possible 
demotion by disobeying the major's orders. He fur-
ther assured me that he had not the slightest intention 
of spying on me or reporting on anything I did, and 
he told me to feel perfectly free to do exactly as I had 
always done; he would stay out of my way. I was dis-
turbed to think that the major would stoop so low. But 
the young man was a man of his word, and I saw 
nothing further of him until it was time to return to 
Monterey. Just what he told the major on his return I 
never learned, but each time I met him after that he 
always gave me a big wink. 

The situation continued to worsen as the months 
went by. In November 1965, I flew back to New 
Haven for the last time to graduate the final class, and 
that was the end of the IFEL program as such. After 
that, Yale maintained a small Chinese department, but 
it never amounted to much. The two or three Chinese 
teachers who had remained behind confessed to me 
that their students were low in morale and not really 
interested in learning the language. One teacher told 
me that she had seven students in her class, but she 
had never seen all seven in class together. Discipline 
was so lax they came and went as they pleased, and 
testing was a thing of the past. 

It was only a few years later that Mr. Brewster pub-
licly acknowledged in an interview with a nationally 
read weekly magazine that he very much regretted 
having abolished the hugely successful Chinese pro-
gram, and that he had now changed his mind and 
realized that foreign language training definitely had 
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officers or civilians with whom I talked. The young
man was obviously a man of principle and said that
he found the job he had been assigned to do extreme-
ly distasteful, and he had decided not to go through
with it. A decent young fellow, he told me that it
galled him to be asked to do that kind of a job, and
after meeting me and getting to know me, he had
decided that he would risk a reprimand and possible
demotion by disobeying the major's orders. He fur-
ther assured me that he had not the slightest intention
of spying on me or reporting on anything I did, and
he told me to feel perfectly free to do exactly as I had
always done; he would stay out of my way. I was dis-
turbed to think that the major would stoop so low. But
the young man was a man of his word, and I saw
nothing further of him until it was time to return to
Monterey. Just what he told the major on his return I
never learned, but each time I met him after that he
always gave me a big wink.

The situation continued to worsen as the months
went by. In November 1965, I f lew back to New
Haven for the last time to graduate the final class, and
that was the end of the IFEL program as such. After
that, Yale maintained a small Chinese department, but
it never amounted to much. The two or three Chinese
teachers who had remained behind confessed to me
that their students were low in morale and not really
interested in learning the language. One teacher told
me that she had seven students in her class, but she
had never seen all seven in class together. Discipline
was so lax they came and went as they pleased, and
testing was a thing of the past.

It was only a few years later that Mr. Brewster pub-
licly acknowledged in an interview with a nationally
read weekly magazine that he very much regretted
having abolished the hugely successful Chinese pro-
gram, and that he had now changed his mind and
realized that foreign language training definitely had
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a place in the university setting. Of course, it was 
then too late to remedy the matter. 

The few Caucasian members of my staff who had 
remained at Yale now joined me in Monterey and we 
plugged away despite the numerous obstacles that 
were placed in our path. The main problem arose 
when our first class graduated; the men were so supe-
rior to the graduates of the regular Army course, and 
their grades so uniformly higher, that the Army was 
deeply embarrassed. However, instead of trying to 
improve their own program, they tried to bring us 
down to their level, and I was ordered to change our 
grading system. I protested vigorously, but eventually 
was forced to concede. Meanwhile, the various inno-
vations I had instituted to motivate the students were 
withdrawn one by one. 

For example, we had long used Friday afternoons 
as a "catch-up" period for the weaker students to 
review the week's work. All students with a passing 
grade were exempted. At Yale, they had been given a 
half day off to do as they wished. The Army stopped 
that, telling me the men would have to remain at 
school simply because none of the other language 
departments permitted such a procedure and it would 
create a bad precedent. I countered by setting up a 
reading room, which I stocked with magazines and 
books from my own library, and the qualified stu-
dents were allowed to go there to spend the afternoon. 
But even that was frowned upon and eventually abol-
ished. 

Whether all that was done with the knowledge and 
approval of the commandant, I never learned. From 
the beginning his attitude toward me had been 
ambivalent. He was always courteous but never 
friendly, and from our initial meeting it had been 
obvious that he resented being saddled with the pro-
gram. He also made clear at the start that my demand-
ing a higher civil service grade than other department 
heads had been an embarrassment to him and had cre-
ated a precedent that could only cause trouble. 
Nonetheless, a few months after the course began and 
he saw the results, he called me into his office and 
bluntly told me that as a senior officer at the school it 
was my responsibility to have some sort of superviso-
ry control over the various department heads who 
were one grade below me. Then, without in any way 
conceding that the course was a good one, he said I 
could fulfill that part of my duties by going around to  

the various departments — there were some 30 differ-
ent language departments — and giving them a lec-
ture on just what my course consisted of and what 
techniques and methodology we used. 

For a number of weeks I had to take time out from 
my busy schedule to give those lectures, usually two 
hours in length; however, the results were quite 
rewarding. Several of the department heads adopted 
some of our methodology, while others copied our 
specialized materials, albeit in a rather limited man-
ner. The course from the beginning had been general-
ly known around the base as the Yale Course. 
However, that wasn't good enough for the Army. 
Loving acronyms as they do, we became the MAFAC 
program, Mandarin Air Force Aural Comprehension, 
and that name stuck until they changed it to some-
thing else a few years later. 

The major, meanwhile, after his fiasco in selecting 
a class at Lackland, began to interfere more and more 
in our program. He made an analysis of what we did 
and wanted detailed explanations as to why we did it 
and then made arbitrary decisions as to how it ought 
to be changed. He even eliminated certain aspects of 
the course that he felt were superfluous but that I 
knew to be essential to the training that the men need-
ed for work in the field, where they would be moni-
toring radio transmissions from the Chinese main-
land. Daily, he wasted hours of my time with his petty 
interference, but when things got too bad I went over 
his head to complain to the commandant, stating that 
what the major wanted to change or eliminate was 
either essential or mandatory. The commandant 
always replied, "that's debatable," and that was the 
end of that. He would not support my decisions 
against those of the major. 

The situation became increasingly intolerable, and 
heated arguments with the major became almost a 
daily occurrence, not only with me, but with the 
Caucasian members of my lab team, and before long 
it began to take its toll. Carl Povilaitis, one of my 
most trusted helpers, was the first to resign in frustra-
tion, after only a few months there, and he was quick-
ly followed by Dave McCord, who had taken the 
brunt of the major's wrath. I feared that he was devel-
oping ulcers and finally urged him to go back to col-
lege. After those two left, it wasn't long before others 
began to follow as they saw the program beginning to 
fall apart. Eventually, less than three years after we 
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