





HONORING BRUCE HART
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Did I every imagine as a substandard pledge
that I would ever be called upon to step up, along

with other brothers, to preserve the memory of a
fallen soldier? A fallen brother?

lashback to December, 1985. I spent Christ-

mas in Coral Gables and was preparing to cel-
ebrate New Year’s in Barcelona. I was already in
Miami when I learned of the crash of a military
transport plane being broadcast across national
media outlets.

At first, it seemed incomprehensible: Bruce
could not be on that particular plane. He was
scheduled to take a later flight. At the last minute, a
seat became available and he was booked to take it.

When I drove to his parents’ home, there
were cars in the driveway and in front of the
street. I knocked on the door. A neighbor visit-
ing answered the door. When I entered the living
room, I was surprised to see two Roman Catholic
nuns sitting there, which surprised me as the fam-
ily was not Catholic. Dr. Hart was in the kitchen;
Annabel was in the study.

There was, as whenever tragedy strikes, a
sweeping sense of disbelief.

eeks later, I sat down with Dr. Hart in his

living room. “He called,” Dr. Hart said.
“And I was so mad at him. ‘Do you know what
time it is?’ I said. “You woke your mother and me
up, Bruce!” Then he laughed, ‘I don’t care, but I
just wanted to tell youI love you.” I could hear the
ruckus of his buddies singing in the background,
but I was still annoyed. ‘Call us back when you
get back to the base. Your mother sends her love,
but we’re going back to sleep.’”

Less than an hour later, the telephone rang
again. This time, it wasn’t his son calling. It was
a reporter asking for a comment. That is how
Dr. Hart learned that Arrow Air Flight 1285, a
McDonnell Douglas DC-8 plane, crashed shortly
after takeoff from Gander, Newfoundland. All
248 passengers and 8 crew members on board
died. Canadian aviation authorities indicated the
plane had not reached an altitude of 1,000 feet
when, as a result of icing conditions on the wings,
and an error in weight and reference speeds, the
jetliner fell from the sky.

Flash forward to this past summer, and I am
returning to Cornell for my 40th Reunion. I had
been in Ithaca in late spring, March 2024, and I
hesitated returning so soon. That visit was quick
and relegated only to the Arts Quad. Brother
Timothy Brown ’84, however, had reached out
the previous summer asking who planned to
attend. “Lindsey Liotta Forness asked if I would
be willing to help recruit Alpha Delts for attend-
ing next June’s Reunion and I said I was happy
to do so,” he wrote in an email on July 23, 2023.

When I received Brother Brown’s message,
I reached out to several friends from the class of
1984. Six, in the summer of 2023, said they planned

to attend. As the months went by, alas, only two
were certain to attend when I contacted them dur-
ing Easter 2024. A month later, as June loomed
near, these two said they would not be attending.

I hesitated, considering that the brothers
attending were ones with which I was in frequent
contact; Geoff Potter *84, for instance, and I saw
each other frequently in New York. To justify
another trip so soon, I made a few calls, made
plans to meet former professors with whom I
remained in touch and, in one case, to have lunch
with a professor’s widow. I also reached out to
Cornell Cinema. Molly Ryan, the current direc-
tor, confirmed they were hosting an “informal
open house.” (“Reconnect with fellow alums
over coffee and pastries, share your favorite Cor-
nell Cinema movie memories, and enjoy a selec-
tion of vintage movie trailers from our 35mm
collection.”) I had worked for Cornell Cinema
and had long supported the program.

It was settled: I would travel once more to the
hill far above Cayuga’s waters. I was now, ironi-
cally, too busy to participate in the formal events
organized for the class of 1984, which seemed
filled more with regret than nostalgia. Happily,
I would there for the events at Alpha Delta Phi.

Once on campus, early one morning, in the
hope of avoiding regret and enjoying nostalgia,
I walked the campus, intent on testing my own
memory of where things were and making new
discoveries of what was there now that once
wasn’t. In the course of this adventure, I walked
to Barton Hall. I wanted to visit the R. Bruce
Hart Memorial Library. My arrival at Barton
Hall, was, to my disappointment, disorienting: to
be in a familiar hall—staff was setting up for a
dinner for the ROTC alumni—but not to find the
memorial library.

Did I forget its exact location? Was it in a dif-
ferent part of the ROTC offices? Might it have
been moved?

I went online. I was standing where the Vet-
erans Memorial site said I should be: “Army
ROTC also has the Hart Memorial Library,
which was dedicated to the memory of 1st Lt.
Robert Bruce Hart of the U.S. Army. 1st Lt. Hart
was born May 16, 1963. He was the Cadet Tri-
Services Commander in 1983-84 and gave his life
in the preservation of peace. On December 12,
1985, when returning home from a peacekeep-
ing mission in the Sinai, Egypt, the chartered
DC-8 plane carrying the 248 members of the
101st Airborne Division of Fort Campbell, Ken-
tucky, and eight crew members, crashed during
takeoff in Gander, Newfoundland. The follow-
ing Monday, December 16, 1985, President and
Mrs. Reagan visited Fort Campbell for a memo-
rial service honoring the fallen soldiers.” (See:
https://tinyurl.com/ADPhiHart)

Puzzled, I sent a text to Brother Brown. He
told me that he and his wife, Nancy, had also
tried to visit the memorial library but didn’t find
it. It was odd, but the weekend continued, com-
ing to a close with a lingering doubt.
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hen I returned to New York, on

July 10, 2024, I sent Lt. Col.
Derek R. Fitzpatrick an email inquir-
ing about the missing memorial library.
Six days later, he replied. The R. Bruce
Hart Memorial Library was now the
Trevor Jahn Library. “The Trevor Jahn
library initiative was spearheaded by
my predecessor, who was classmates
with Trevor, prior to our transition last
July. To be candid, we’ve experienced
100% staff turnover (military and civil-
ian) in the Army ROTC office in the
last three years and our ‘institutional
knowledge’ isn’t where it should be.”

It was incredulous to me that online
Hart’s library existed but not Jahn’s.

I then contacted several broth-
ers: Arthur John Golder III ’83, Geoff
Potter, and David Crowell ’83. It was
agreed that brother Golder would
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