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Introduction  

 

Norman Stevens was born in 1920, and had a wonderful career as an applied physicist.  In 

this book I (Janet, his younger daughter) have collected a few memories of his career as 

we experienced it from stories we heard at home.  Our family always loved and admired 

him and his accomplishments, and loved hearing the stories.  Being a modest man, he 

wasn’t boastful, but it was inevitable that we should experience some of the joy he felt in 

exploration.   

 

Merriam Webster “helpfully” defines a physicist as “a scientist who studies or is a 

specialist in physics.”  Slightly more helpful is their definition of physics as “a science that 

deals with matter and energy and their interactions.”  To me, a physicist is someone who 

studies and wants to understand the physical world:  why planets orbit around the sun; what 

is matter and what holds matter together; what is light; and why do things act the way they 

do.  Also, to me an applied physicist is someone who uses this knowledge, combined with 

curiosity and logical methods, to address specific problems such as how to develop a better 

detector or light source.  Dad defined “a physicist as I practiced it was an engineer who 

understood the underlying theory and who also knew how to write.”* When I went to 

college, Dad told me that part of the purpose of college is to find a career that you love so 

much that you would do it for free … but they’ll pay you anyway.   

 

Dad’s career took him into some of the really leading-edge areas, including sonar during 

World War II, lasers in about 1960, the early Mars exploration, and the Voyager space 

exploration. As stated in a short article on his retirement from the Santa Barbara Research 

Center, “As an excellent physicist, holder of seven patents, and Space Programs Manager 

for some of our major programs, Norm has given much to the Company in scientific 

advancements; more than that he has quietly helped so many of those around him.  And 

more than that, while doing these wonderful things, he would quietly lay a pun on you that 

sometimes left you muttering to yourself the rest of the day.” 

 

I would like to thank my sister, Marilyn Carol (Stevens) Ailes, who has been very 

supportive of this project.  The family pictures are all chosen from pictures she has scanned 

for me in the past, and I appreciate her encouragement, and edits. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

---------------------------------- 

*From “A Father’s Legacy”, a purchased book in which Dad wrote answers to questions 

about his youth.  Dad filled in this book during 1999, at age about 79. 

 



 
 

Dad in May 1951 with me, age 1 ½, and Marilyn, age 4 ½ 



Early Years 

 

Dad was born on a farm in Collins, Iowa, near the center of the state.  His father, Bradford 

Stevens, was an excellent farmer, and interested in using the latest agricultural techniques.  

Bradford went to college, and taught school before he was married, and spent most of his 

life as a farmer.  Dad’s mother, Edith Shearer Stevens, also went to college for a while, 

before she dropped out to marry Bradford.  Thus Dad was exposed to an educated 

background from the beginning. 

 

Dad was born during the great flu epidemic of World War I, and his mother was sick while 

pregnant, resulting in Dad’s being a somewhat sickly baby.  A wet nurse was hired, but she 

was told that it would only be a short-term job, as the baby was expected to die within a 

few days!  Dad had two sisters, Helen and Anna, who were 6 and 12 years older 

respectively, and they were full of fun.   

 

The story goes that Dad didn’t speak until he was about 4 years old, and his family was 

afraid that he was mentally incompetent.  One day he was out in the barn, watching his 

father use the device that separated the milk from the cream, and he spoke his first sentence, 

which was something like “What makes the milk come out that way, and the cream come 

out the other way?”   His father just about dropped the cream separator!  They decided 

maybe he was mentally Ok, but just hadn’t needed to talk, with two older sisters. 

 

Another story Dad tells is about the time as a preschooler that he climbed all the way to the 

top of the silo in a long overcoat and overshoes.  Later, standing by his mother’s sewing 

machine, with his chin barely reaching the table, he commented that the view sure was nice 

from the top of the silo.  He said the sewing machine stopped at that point.  Later his father 

was building a block to keep him off the ladder to the top, but he says he told his father 

“You don’t have to do that, just tell me you don’t want me to climb up and I won’t.” His 

father immediately put away his tools, trusting Dad’s promise. I never heard the last part 

of the story until recently, so I don’t know if that part is true or not …but at a minimum it 

reflects his attitude as an adult. 

 

Dad’s proclivities for science were exposed early, when one of his parents’ friends drove 

a Model T (or perhaps it was a Model A) car and parked it in the yard.  By the time the 

friend finished his visit, Dad, who was still a preschooler, had partially taken apart the car 

headlight to see how it was made.  As an adult, Dad also remembered his early love of 

trains, and playing with blocks that became trains in his imagination.  Outdoors, he had a 

little wagon in which he placed an engine head which he pretended was an engine. 

 

Asked about his favorite Christmas presents, he writes that he remembers “… a mechanical 

toy that automatically transferred marbles from a chute down into another receptacle.  I 

had previously begged for this at a “dime store” in Marshalltown, and was pleased to get 

it.  Contrary to expectations, I played with it by the hour.  Another favorite was an airplane 

building kit.  These presents were somewhere in grade-school time.  Another that I played 

with a long time was a chemistry set.” 

 



By the time he was in high school, his mother said it was very difficult to clean his room, 

due to all the wires.  He writes “my room was a maze of wires and antennas … this was 

the early days of radio in the 1930’s, an interest I never lost.  I devoured my sister Helen’s 

physics book.”  His favorite books were his sister’s and his father’s physics books.  I still 

have the latter, which was published in 1897. 

 

Clarinet was always a favorite hobby.  About hobbies he writes, “Music [was] chosen 

because it was available; started in grade school on a C alto horn (borrowed), switched to 

a broken down Albert system clarinet, eventually loaned a Pan American metal clarinet by 

another favorite teacher.  (This clarinet, too, I had to re-pad, by now in High School.)”  His 

early interest in history was perhaps due to sharing a room with his Grandpa Elias Shearer, 

who would tell him the stories of his civil war experiences.   

 

His early years on the farm were vital in teaching him skills used during his career.  

Regarding his chores, he writes “I helped with the field work and with the morning and 

evening chores like milking and feeding the horses and hogs, also helped with vaccinations.  

Repaired machinery with help of father and brother-in-law (Anna’s Ralph, who taught me 

how to rebuild engines).  Stacked straw under the thresher blower at threshing time, or 

carried water.  Later raised show cattle and that helped with my college expenses.  

Sometimes the kerosene lamps needed to be cleaned and filled (electricity didn’t come 

until about 1937 or 38).” 

 

High school further helped prepare him for his career.  Asked whether he learned 

mechanics or woodworking, he wrote “Yes, in high school woodworking shop was taught.  

There I became adept at using and maintaining tools, and was part of a tool-maintaining 

team that was sent to a 4-H fair (and placed pretty well too).  Re machine shop, that was 

one of the most important courses (as it turned out) that I took as required of all physics 

majors in college.  Also, my brother-in-law Ralph (Anna’s husband) taught me the hands- 

on repairing of tractor and auto engines, and my father showed me the how-to of other 

machinery repair.  All this was great preparation for my eventual, final work in electro- 

optical design as an adult.  No, I guess my final work is turning out to be instrument repair, 

in which mechanical fluency is relevant.” 

 

*All of these quotations are from the legacy book mentioned in the introduction.   



 
 

About age 4.  His mother was upset that his father had gotten this picture taken in his 

everyday coveralls. 



 
 

Bradford and Edith Stevens, his parents, in about 1956 



 
 

The farm where Dad spent most of his childhood (they lost a bigger farm in the 

depression) 

 

 
 

The farm is where Dad learned to repair things and to work hard.  



 

 

 

 
 

Driving the horse team. 

 

 
 

Harvesting the Hay 



 

 

 
 

Dad, age 20 



College and the War Years 

 

Dad graduated from High School at the Collins Consolidated School in 1937.  He went to 

college in Iowa City, at the University of Iowa.  Although in high school he had taken all 

the agricultural courses offered, he did not plan to be a farmer, perhaps due to his limited 

health at that time.  He also notes “I did not wish to be a farmer because of the uncertainty 

of results due to whims of weather.”  He had always assumed he would be a doctor, because 

in Collins the doctor was the primary college-educated role model available to him.  As a 

result, he started as a pre-med student.  His undergraduate work was in pre-medicine, and 

he earned a BA degree in General Science in December 1942.  He spent a few months in 

graduate school, and then realized that medicine was not for him.   

 

He writes about his career choice, and this period, “When little, I was nuts about trains, so 

wanted to be an engineer.  As a physicist, I became an engineer without an engine.  A most 

respected profession was medicine, and after three years pre-med and one year of medicine, 

I knew I was a misfit.  In spite of the Navy’s wanting to pay my way on through medical 

school, I stayed in physics from then on.”  He always told us that medicine required a lot 

of memorization, which he was not good at, whereas physics required a lot of logic, which 

he preferred.  As he wrote, “I thought I was supposed to be a doctor but my given brain 

was destined for another application of a different kind of thinking.”   

 

His switch to physics must have been very quick, because he left medical school in January 

1943, and in the same month was hired to work as a physicist at the Naval Research Labs 

(NRL) in Washington D.C.  (See Education and Career Timeline in the Appendix)  He told 

us that on his arrival, he was given a large box of resistors to sort out.  Resistors have 4 to 

6 stripes with color codes to indicate their resistance and precision.  He said that by the 

time he had that whole box sorted out, he had that code memorized cold!  Soon work got 

much more interesting, as he was assigned to work on development of sonar systems.  Of 

course this was important work in WWII, as the German U-boats were a real threat.  He 

worked on active sonar, meaning that the sonar sends out an acoustic signal “ping”, and 

listens for return echoes from submarines and other reflecting bodies. 

 

One of his stories from this era is about the time they were out in the Chesapeake Bay 

testing their sonar, and they detected (they believed) a foreign submarine.  They let the 

higher-up folks know, and were basically told that they were crazy and should go back to 

the drawing board.  However, Dad always said, mines were found in the bay soon after (I 

believe the next day).  So apparently they were right after all.  During this time there were 

also a variety of spy stories.  For example, one of the guards at NRL challenged someone 

outside on the pier.  When the person did not respond, the guard at some point said “stop 

or I’ll shoot”, at which time the guard was shot in the back from inside the lab.  At least 

that’s the story as I remember hearing it on a winter night in front of the fire in our living 

room. 

 

In about 1944, the Navy was concerned because the Army had started drafting their 

researchers at NRL, so the decision was made to put everyone in the lab in uniform.  As a 

result, Dad became an Ensign in the Navy in October 1944.  He said it really didn’t change 



their research much, except that they had to spend part of Friday with military activities.  

Although he never had to fight overseas, he strongly believed in the war cause, and the 

Navy felt he was making his best contribution right at NRL.  He received his honorary 

discharge September 30, 1945 (see Appendix). 

 

I should note that these were also very important years for Dad personally, as this was the 

period when he met my Mom, Velma Ruth Roberts, and got married on August 10, 1941.  

However, I decided to limit this story primarily to his professional life, and leave out details 

of his life as a husband, a father, and later in life as a partner to his companion of the recent 

years.  However, this is perhaps a reasonable place to note that he was married to my mom 

for 50 years, he helped raise my sister and me, born in 1946 and 1949, and he was the 

loving companion – essentially husband – of Dorothy Marking from about 2001 until his 

death.  He was a wonderful father and family man. 

 

 
 

Dad in his Band uniform at about the time of college graduation in 1942 



 
 

Dad found his strength lay in understanding physics 

 

 

 

 
His first task at NRL – sorting resistors!  



 
Sonar: Sound Navigation and Ranging, for detecting enemy submarines 

 

 

 
 

A WWII Submarine – perhaps similar to the ones he was on for testing Sonar 

 

 



 
 

In his Navy uniform, 1944 



 
 

In Navy Uniform, approximately 2010  



The Young Researcher 

 

One of the great things about Dad’s career was the variety of physics-related areas that he 

got to work in.  The Sonar work in WWII gave him excellent experience with acoustics – 

the physics of sound.  Following the war, the next 15 years gave him much broader 

experience.  In October 1945, he went back to school, funded by the GI bill, initially at the 

University of Colorado, and then at the University of Iowa in Iowa City, earning his 

Master’s degree in physics in August of 1947.  He was inducted into the honorary scientific 

research society Sigma Xi in April 1947 (see Appendix). 

 

For the next year and a half, he taught as an Assistant Professor at Colorado A & M (now 

Colorado State University) in Fort Collins. In my opinion, Dad had a real understanding of 

the teaching of physics.  Some teachers require the students to memorize all the equations, 

and then during tests give them simple problems from the textbooks.  Dad realized that 

anyone can look up an equation; it’s understanding how to figure out a complicated 

problem that’s needed for a career in physics. As a result, for tests, he would put on the 

boards all the equations that the students would need … plus a few more, and then ask them 

to explain or derive something complicated.  One time he took in one of Marilyn’s push 

toys, which had a clear cylinder with wooden balls inside.  He spun it, and pointed out that 

the balls stuck to the outside edge of the cylinder.  As the rate of spin decreased, eventually 

the balls started falling to the center.  He asked his students to describe the physics of what 

was happening, and give the equations.  The story goes that the students rated him so highly 

it became awkward for him, because his ratings were superior to those of the department 

head. 

 

In January of 1949 the family moved to Pittsburgh, Penn, where he worked as an 

electronics engineer for Westinghouse Electric Research Lab.  He also attended graduate 

school at the University of Pittsburgh for a year, but decided that being home with his 

family was more important to him than earning a PhD – a decision that I think showed 

great wisdom.  I don’t know what he did at this job at Westinghouse, but he told us that 

during this time he invented the concept of an electric frying pan.  He discussed it with his 

boss, but the boss said it wasn’t worth patenting.  However, we were told that shortly after 

Dad left the job, the boss patented it under his own name. 

 

In March of 1951, he was hired as a scientist at the National Bureau of Standards, initially 

in Rockville Maryland, and transferring to the Corona California branch in August of 1951.  

Being only 2 at the time, I was not keen on physics at that point, and I don’t remember 

what his work involved.  I do know this is where he made one of his best lifetime friends, 

Harvey Lance.  Harvey and his wife Evelyn were important figures in our lives, as they 

agreed to become our parents if Mom and Dad and our grandparents died.   

 

In September 1953, Dad transferred to the Naval Ordinance Lab in Corona, working in 

electronics.  His work there was classified, but I believe this is where he started working 

in missile guidance, i.e. helping with methods for the early missiles to be able to track a 

moving target.  In his Legacy book, in answer to the question about whether he watched 

television as he was growing up, he wrote “No, it wasn’t invented yet.  Later as an adult I 



was, however, granted a patent on a TV scanning system that would track a moving target.  

This was used during the Gulf War.” This patent was issued in 1961, while he was at 

Motorola (see below), and is shown in the Appendix. 

 

While at the Naval Ordinance Labs, he and a couple friends decided to open a new branch 

of Motorola together in the nearby town of Riverside (within commuting distance of 

Corona).  Initially, my understanding is that he was one of the top 3 managers at that facility 

for Motorola. However, after a little while, Dad realized that he really wasn’t enjoying 

being a top manager.  He felt he wanted to continue with hands-on research, so he asked if 

he could get a demotion, and work on projects again—a decision I respect.  This was 

probably sacrificing some salary for a job he could love, but as a result he got to continue 

doing hands-on research in very interesting areas.  He lists his job title then as Project 

Manager (I think after the change), which means he was getting to both do research and 

direct the research of a group.   

 

In addition to the 1961 patent related to tracking mentioned above, he was awarded a patent 

in 1960 for a device related to light sources that provide very bright and short light pulses 

(see Appendix).  One of the most interesting things he did at Motorola was work on lasers.  

Lasers were very new at that time.  The concept was developed by two groups about 1957, 

and the first working laser, a ruby laser, was built in 1960.  Dad’s group made a working 

laser just a few months after.  He said they were by no means the inventors, but they were 

following in the same footsteps just a few months later.  I remember him bringing home 

the ruby from the ruby laser to show us girls (I was about 11 at the time). 

 

Although Dad was happy at Motorola, the LA smog tended to collect in the Corona-

Riverside basin, and it was beginning to affect our mom’s health.  Consequently he began 

looking for a job in an area with less pollution.  He was offered many positions, and after 

much research, we all as a family chose Santa Barbara!  It was a good move for all of us. 

 

  



 
 

This push toy is similar to the one Dad used once in his teaching.  He used one with a 

clear plastic cylinder filled with balls. 

 

 

 
An electric fry pan – a concept that Dad invented … but his boss patented 



 

 
 

An example of the guided missile targeting task.  This is from a modern system. 

 

 
 

Diagram of the first Ruby Laser 



Santa Barbara Research Center 

 

Dad started at Santa Barbara Research Center (SBRC) in April 1961, and we all moved up 

there that summer.  I was going into 7th grade, and turned 12 that summer; Marilyn turned 

15, and was going into 10th grade.  Dad was so lucky in his choice of job, as SBRC was 

involved in a lot of interesting programs.  His start was slightly rocky, because about the 

time he arrived, the project he’d been hired to work on was cancelled!  However, he decided 

to spend some time understanding thermopiles, which sense changes in heat.  In the 

process, he developed a thermopile that was a factor of 10 more sensitive than the existing 

ones.  I remember he told us that in preparing for a talk he was to give, he knew he was 

going to be asked about the “blacking” process that was the secret to this sensitivity … but 

the process was proprietary.  So he prepared a slide showing an alchemist stirring a large 

bubbling cauldron with an oar, and when he was asked about the blacking, he showed that 

slide.  I gather it got quite a laugh. 

 

Dad received an additional four patents related to infrared detectors (see appendix).  He 

was told in about 2005 that the company was still bringing in about two million dollars a 

year as a result of this work. 

 

During the next 16 years, he was Space Programs Manager for SBRC.  SBRC became part 

of Hughes Aircraft (and later Raytheon) during this era. In this position he got to be in 

charge of the SBRC part of many interesting projects, which were usually done in 

collaboration with other Hughes Aircraft facilities and with JPL.  One of the interesting 

projects he was involved with was the Mars probe.  He showed us pictures of the Martian 

surface, and told us his instruments had acquired those images.  This image is from the 

Viking 1 Mars probe, which was launched in 1975.   

 

He was especially proud of his role in the Voyager probes.  These satellites were both 

launched in 1977.  They probed the outer solar system, and are presently operating in 

interstellar space.  Some of the images from these probes are shown in this text.  Dad 

always said he probably has a fingerprint in outer space now, although he later said that 

given the clean-room procedures they used, it was actually unlikely any fingerprints were 

left on the equipment.  Still, a part of something he helped create is in outer space, and 

that’s pretty amazing. 

 

He was also involved with the Thematic Mapper, a high resolution imager used on Landsat 

4 and 5, and first launched in 1982.  I believe his role was in helping build (and perhaps 

design) the sensors.  I’m sure there were more projects that I don’t remember, but this 

sampling perhaps gives a flavor of the interesting work and fun he had.  Dad retired in 

April or May of 1978, at the age of 58.  He retired early in order to take better care of Mom, 

whose health issues required a lot of care. 

 

During all of these years, Dad continued playing clarinet, and also became more intensely 

involved in clarinet repair.  And this brings us to the post retirement years, and the Precision 

Woodwind Repair. 

 



 
 

Viking 1 image of the surface of Mars. Viking 1 was launched in 1975. 

 

 
 

Jupiter Red Spot, image from voyager.jpl.nasa.gov 



 

 
 

Voyager 1 Jupiter Montage, Jupiter and its moons 

 

 
 

Saturn, image from Voyager 



 

 
 

Voyager 1 Saturn Montage, Saturn and its moons 



 
Voyager 1 Spacecraft Testing at JPL 

 



 
 

Thematic Mapper, image of Wallops Island, Virginia, where Marilyn worked 

 



 
 

Thematic Imager image of the CA coast north of Santa Barbara.  The inset rectangle 

indicates the location of the next image of Refugio State Beach. 

 

 
 

Thematic Imager Image of Refugio State Beach 

 



 
At Work at SBRC 

 

 
Retirement Party 



 
 

Having fun in German Band during the SBRC years 

 

 

 

 

  



Post-retirement: the Precision Woodwind Repair Years 

 

Dad had repaired his own clarinets in high school, and by about the mid 1960’s, he was 

doing most of our clarinet repair work.  (Both Marilyn and I played clarinet.)  In 

addition, he developed a new mouthpiece concept that was patented in 1970 (see 

Appendix).  I still use a mouthpiece with his modification, and love it.  As I understand 

it, he realized that silicone rubber is rigid at high frequencies, but flexible at low 

frequencies.  As a result, if the reed is clamped to this substrate, it should allow a free 

sound full of the rich low harmonics while minimizing the high overtones that 

characterize the less desirable bright tone. 

 

On his retirement, at Mom’s suggestion, Dad placed his workbench right in the front 

living room, where he could be part of the family activity while he worked.  He 

performed repairs on all types of woodwinds, although he always specialized in 

clarinets. I learned this type of work from him, and did instrument repair as my summer 

job to earn money for college.  Dad often showed young musicians how he was doing 

the repairs on their instruments, and talked with them about their musical experiences.  

He charged less than minimum wage because he viewed his repair activity as a public 

service.  He continued this work until age 90.  He often volunteered with the “Dream 

Band”, a group for retired people wanting to learn to play instruments.  In addition to 

coaching them, he inspected their instruments and made minor adjustments at no cost 

to them.  (He also recommended the local repairman, with whom he was a friend, if 

major repairs were needed.)  He made many cherished friends with this activity.  He 

also continued to play clarinet in many local music groups during this time. 

 

 

 

 
 

Dad’s business card for his woodwind repair business 



 
 

 
 

Working on the lathe 



 
 

At the workbench in the living room 

 

 
 

Taking measurements with a dial indicator. 



 
Additional Comments 

 

I would also like to thank my Dad, who loved us both and was a wonderful father.  Beyond 

that, as a physicist, he had a profound impact on my career in applied physics.  He answered 

my questions as a kid, making complex things like orbital physics make sense.  He brought 

home laser parts when I was 12, and explained how lasers work and what they are good 

for.  When I made mistakes, he told me “Intelligence is the ability to learn from our 

mistakes, and isn’t it wonderful that we have so many opportunities to become intelligent.”  

He helped me with a really fun science fair project, guiding me on how to acquire the data, 

but letting me figure out how to analyze the results, so I could learn to do it myself.  He 

encouraged me in college, and taught me to do clarinet repair to help pay my way through 

school.  When I started my job, he told me that the technical problems are only half the job 

… that personnel issues are the other half, and are equally important to handle.  He was 

always interested and supportive, as I went through good times and bad times with my job.   

 

My sister also went into science, majoring and working in field ecology.  In fact, unlike 

Dad and me, who only went as far as a Master’s degree, she went on and got a PhD in her 

field.  Although her field was slightly different than Dad’s, I know from her stories that he 

was also a great help to her.  We both would like to thank him for all the love, guidance, 

and fun he has given us for so many years.   

 

I put together most of this write-up in 2014, so that Dad could look at the pictures and 

remember some of his past joys.  We were grieved to lose Dad January 24, 2015.  I was 

amazed at how many people, with such kind comments and happy memories, came to his 

memorial.  He was a good man, and through both perseverance and luck, had a wonderful 

life.  I was lucky to be one of his daughters. 

  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Appendix 

 

Cover Pages for Patents and Other Documents 

  



Education and Career Timeline 

 

Sep 1925 – Jun 1937 Attended Collins Consolidated School, Collins Iowa.    

June 1937  High School graduation  

Sep 1937 – Dec 1942 University of Iowa, Iowa City IA, earned BA in general science 

Sep 1942 – Jan 1943 Graduate Assistant at U of I 

Jan 1943 – Oct 1944  Physicist at Naval Research Lab in Washington DC 

Oct 1944 – Sep 1945  US Navy, Ensign, Naval Research Lab in Washington DC 

Oct 1945 – Jun 1946  Student at Univ of Colo Boulder 

Sep 1946 – Sep 1947 Student and Grad. Asst. at Uof Iowa, earned MS in Aug 1947 in  

   physics 

Sep 1947 – Dec 1948 Asst Prof at Colorado A&M College, Ft Collins CO 

Jan 1949 – Mar 1951 Engineer at Westinghouse Electric Research Lab, Pittsburgh, Penn. 

Sep 1949 – Jun 1950 Student at Univ of Pittsburgh  

Mar 1951 – Jul 1951 Scientist at Nat Bureau of Standards at Wash DC  

Aug 1951 – Sep 1953 Scientist at Nat Bureau of Standards in Corona, CA 

Sep 1953 – Oct 1954 Naval Ordinance Lab, Corona CA 

Aug 1954 – Apr 1961 Program Manager at Motorola Research Labs, Riverside CA 

Apr 1961 – Apr or May 1978 at Santa Barbara Research Center*, Santa Barbara, CA 

Retirement to about 2010 (age 90), woodwind repairman with his own company, 

Precision Woodwind Repair 

 

 

------------------------------------- 

* Santa Barbara Research Center became part of Hughes Aircraft Co. and then Raytheon 

 



 
 

Honorable Discharge September 1944 



 
 

Sigma Xi election April 1947 

 



 
Patent 2,922,066, January 19, 1960; illustration; 

Spark Compressor and Trigger for Spark Discharge Light 



 
Patent 2,922,066, January 19, 1960; first detail page 



 
 

Patent 3,002,125, September 26, 1961; first illustration page 

Apparatus for Producing a Scanning Sequence 

 



 
Patent 3,002,125, September 26, 1961; first detail page 



 

 

 
Patent 3,370,285, February 20, 1968; first illustration page 

Detection System (Stevens was second author) 

 



 
Patent 3,370,285, February 20, 1968; first detail page 



 
Patent 3,405,271, October 8, 1968; first illustration page 

Detector Having Radiation Collector Supported on Electrically Insulating 

Thermally Conducting Film 



 
Patent 3,405,271, October 8, 1968; first detail page 



 
Patent 3,405,272, October 8, 1968; first illustration page 

Film Supported Detector with Low Heat Transfer Impedance Path from Cold 

Junction to Thermal Sink 

 

 



 
Patent 3,405,272, October 8, 1968; first detail page 



 
Patent 3,405,273, October 8, 1968; first illustration page 

Detector Arrangement Having a Collector with Electrically Insulating Porous 

Material Thereon 



 
Patent 3,405,273, October 8, 1968; first detail page 

 



Patent 3,523,481, August 11, 1970; first illustration page 

Mounting for Musical Instrument Reed 

 



Patent 3,523,481, August 11, 1970; first detail page 

 



Article, 1964; first page 

“High Current Low Impedance Pulse Generator”, from The Review of Scientific 

Instruments, Vol. 35 No. 2 167-170, February 1964 

 



Book Chapter, 1970; first page 

“Radiation Thermopiles”, from “Semiconductors and Semimetals Volume 5”, 

Academic Press, Inc. New York 

 

 



Article on Clarinet Wood, first page 



 
Article on Clarinet Wood, second page 



 

 

 
Article on Retirement, May 1978 

 

  



From reading the sincere tributes written in Norm’s book by so many people who know 

him and have been fortunate enough to have worked with him, you know that here is no 

ordinary man.  A “Norman Stevens” comes along only once in a great while and makes 

the world a happier brighter place. 

 

As an excellent physicist, holder of seven patents, and Space Programs Manager for some 

of our major programs, Norm has given much to the Company in scientific advancements; 

more than that he has quietly helped so many of those around him.  And more than that, 

while doing these wonderful things, he would quietly lay a pun on you that sometimes left 

you muttering to yourself the rest of the day.  Norm’s puns have sparkle, good with butter 

on them too. 

 

Norman Stevens is retiring by that you mean he’s modest and shy, but in a trus sense we’d 

say that he’s sallying forth to new fields, and that’s the way we think he’d like it. 

 

Happiness is a big cake about to be cut into small pieces, and by some mighty nice 

people.  Norm is flanked by friends Joan Chia, Beverly Nusser, the old maestro with the 

knife himself – Richard Brody, and Don Skvarna.  The icing on the cake says “Working is 

for the Birds – Have Fun.” 

 

Text from Article on Retirement, May 1978 

 



 
Letter sent by one of Dad’s Co-workers, June 2006 

 


