
The Day I Decided to Find Other Work.  
 
My first technical job was as research technician for FabriTec, starting in March 1965.  
FabriTec produced the highest speed ferrite core memories for computers. 
I worked for a senior scientist doing thin film research. 
Jobs were scarce at that time. 
They hired me because I was an engineering student at the U of M, because I knew electronics, but 
mostly because I had a First-Class FCC License. 
The First-Class license was required for roles like chief engineer at a radio or TV broadcast station. 
I had dropped out of day classes, but I took night classes at the U of M, and then Saint Thomas 
University for the next thirty years. 
I knew electronics because I had talked my Mom signing me up in an 18-month correspondence 
course in 1962.  
I had an electronics laboratory in the basement during high school. 
The course was comprehensive and cost $360, in twelve monthly payments. 
It was literally advertised on match book covers. 
I took a second correspondence for the FCC license. 
There was a four-hour exam in the federal building in downtown Saint Paul. 
I was by far the youngest guy there. 
I do not think they thought I would pass. 
I did, with a “ship radar endorsement” that I tested for as an afterthought. 
The FCC license clinched the research job with FabriTec.  
They needed me to build, test, and operate a high-power Radio Frequency generator for RF thin film 
research. 
 
One weekend while helping Pa make hay, a high 
school friend delivered bulk fuel. 
Jerry Rienhart was three years older than me.  
He was just out of the Air Force with electronic 
technician training. 
He was looking for a job in that field. 
I told him FabriTec had an opening and that I would 
recommend him for that position. 
He got the job. 
This is important later in this story. 
 
The FabriTec was interesting, they treated me well, I 
made life-long friends, and I learned a lot. 
But I had a family now and needed higher pay. 
In late 1966 I found a higher paying at Honeywell 
Ordinance with lot of overtime to boot. 
I had terrific supervisors that tutored and unlimited 
opportunities to learn.  
I worked the electronic guidance and control systems 
for torpedoes, rockets, and smart bombs.  
Honeywell helped me transfer to Seattle in 1969 for a year of sonar research and then helped 
transfer back. 
Both moves were at my request. 

   Tom at his Honeywell desk. 



 
At the beginning of 1970, I was a senior technician and back at Honeywell Ordinance in Hopkins. 
I always asked for the most 
interesting and challenging 
work. 
One day, without any 
warning, my supervisor told 
to report immediately to the 
Aero Division in Columbia 
Heights. 
I did the routine work at Aero 
for me for several weeks 
while wondering why I was 
there.  
Then I got a mid-morning 
telephone call from my 
Hopkins supervizor.  
He told there was a major RIF (layoff), but I still had job, he would bring me to Hopkins in month. 
 
When I got back to Hopkins I was assigned to assist design engineers with a new project.   
The new project used the latest technology, was challenging, gave me a lot of autonamy. 
Fully a third of the time I could oudoors at Honeywell’s Ordnance Proving Grouds near Nowthen. 
Everything has an acronym so this was part of the WAAPM Program.  
WAAPM stood for “Wide Angle Anti Personel Munition”. 
We were in the ordance businsess, and I did give much thought at the time. 
I did good work on the project and even developed patentable target detection circuitry. 
But working a torpedo, or even a rocket felt fundamently different than an anti-personel divice. 
I could not feel good about designing a device that when it worked correctly would pop up six feet 
and blow a man’s  head off. 
 
This was happening during the Vietnam War and this was ordnance factory. 
We occasionally had protesters outside. 
Our office space had waist to ceiling windows. 
One lunchtime when the protesters were walking 
on the sidewalk, carrying signs, and singing songs, I 
took time to observe them. 
They were an ordinary group of people with several 
nuns and priests mixed in. 
Some of my co-workers, certainly the less 
introspective ones, were joking about which of our 
munitions would work best to disburse the crowd.  
I could not avoid the thought that “I was on the 
wrong side of this window.”   
I had recently learned that old friend Jerry Reinhart 
had gotten a job with a new medical company 
named Medtronic. 
I called Jerry that afternoon. 
It took most of a year to find a suitable opening.  
Jerry helped me the whole time.      Tom. 

  Tom working at Aero Division Honeywell. 


