


On €agles” Wings

In Remembrance
of
all victims of the
Lockerbie Air Disaster
who died on
December 21, 1988



And I will raise you up...

On December 21, 1988,

259 passengers and crew members
left Heathrow Airport on Pan Am Flight 103
bound for New York City.

on eagles’ wings...

It was the shortest day,
the darkest day of the year.
Flight 103 entered the airspace
over Scotland...

bear vou on the breath of dawn...

and received clearance for the trip
west over the ocean.
Minutes later Pan Am Flight 103
disappeared from the air traffic controller’s screen.







Special thanks to Peggy Hunt, Doris Cory, Shirley Scott, and
Joanne Hartunian who helped contact family members,
to Aphrodite Tsairis, who proofread the manuscript and to
Linda Matties, who came to my aid at the end and helped write
when | ran out of adjectives and energy.

—Georgia Nucci

Copyright © 1990

Produced through
The Victims of Pan Am 103
Bert Ammerman, President
135 Algonquin Parkway
Whippany, New Jersey 07981

Materials contained in this publication have been obtained
mainly through information from family members. Where this
was not available, information was taken from various
forms of print and film media.

Funding for the printing of the second edition provided by
the Office for Victims of Crime,
U.S. Department of Justice
2000






A Note From the Editor

From the time when | naively took on this task, envisioning a sort of memorial issue done on
a copier machine with bios and photos all pouring in within a week or a month, until today,
my vision of this task and my involvement in the lives of all the victims has evolved into a
mission. At first it was to be a simple quick word sketch of each person. But then, as material
came in, and | read all the letters, and came to know each victim, remember their birth dates
and relatives’ names, recognize their photos and marvel at their accomplishments, I realized a
thumbnail sketch would not do. | realized that a copier-produced pamphlet was beneath
them all. The task expanded.

The first difficulty of course was to contact the family members of all the victims. I believe that
was done with a contact rate of 100 percent. Information flowed in in various languages—
something | really had not anticipated. And the information came slowly. In June, | traveled
to England and met with families there to explain my task. | met, too, with Gordon Smith,
who administers the Lockerbie Trust Fund, and explained that this task, which was to provide
a benefit to every victim'’s family, deserved a higher quality production. The Trust has, as a
consequence, given financial assistance to this project. Volunteers in the United States helped
track down relatives from whom we had not heard. And then | sat down to write...

It is a painful task to reduce so many sterling lives to words. Some families provided their
own words, others sent a great deal of material for me to choose my own, for some there was
scant information gleaned from newspapers. So, the product is uneven and the point of view
varies. Still, now if I see a photo of one of these victims, I know their name and profession,
and something of their personalities. Mouming has changed from focusing on the death of
my own son, Chris Jones, to moumning the loss of hundreds of sons and daughters. A lady in
England asked why | was carrying out this particular task. | explained that these people were
very special and their stories deserved telling. She responded that all people were special to
their families. Yes, perhaps. But when there is a mass murder, the victims are reduced to
numbers: 270 dead, 270 anonymous dead. As the Spanish say, “se dice rapido,” you say it
fast. But when you look at each one of that number, give that number a name and face and
a story, you begin to say the number more slowly. As the letters and eulogies and news
articles and photos came in, | knew them all. Reading a eulogy for someone whom I had
never met—never would meet now—tears streamed down my face and | resolved that these
innocents would not be reduced to a statistic.

And then, as time went by, | realized that there were other things | wanted to know or
acknowledge: poetry written to these victims, their seat numbers, the village of Lockerbie’s
loving embrace, businesses and individuals who offered their time and materials to this
project. This task could expand indefinitely and never be completed. The story certainly goes
on,

So, the time came to say, “This is it. Here it is. It is finished for now.” | offer it in the memory
of all those who perished and pray | have done them justice.

To all the families I extend my wish to you all that you someday recapture the love and joy
we knew in these people and | wish you peace. To the victims: Godspeed.

Georgia Nucci




































































































































































































































John Binning Cummock
May 31, 1950 — December 21, 1988
United States of America
Marketing Executive
Seat Number 3A

John was a bright, gregarious, loving, kind, and gentle man of Scottish descent. He died and
was laid to rest in Tundergarth, Scotland, only miles away from where his forefathers originated.

Born in Utah, raised in California, and educated at Brigham Young University with an MBA from
the University of Utah, he resided in Coral Gables, Florida with his wife and three children.
Beloved husband of M. Victoria Diaz Bolton and devoted father to Christopher, 6 years old;
Matthew, 4 years old; and Ashley, 3 years old. He was survived by his parents, John Cummock
and Beverly Simons, his sisters Debbie and Dana, and his half-brother Robert.

In London on business for Bacardi USA, John tried to surprise his family by coming home a day
earlier than planned to help with Christmas festivities and Ashley’s third birthday celebration.

John was very loving, committed, and loyal to his young family and very mindful of how lucky he
was. He had a great sense of duty to serve those less fortunate through community service by
taking active leadership roles in church, his children’s schools, and his neighborhood
association, and by supporting numerous charities in the Miami community.

He was a man of great intellect and an avid reader, and he simply hungered to learn. John
loved to travel and explore the world, having endless curiosity about people and a fascination
with other cultures and religious beliefs.

John had a great passion for music and enjoyed singing and playing the piano. He also shared
with his young family his great love for nature and his garden. He loved to laugh and shared
with us his passion for cooking, scuba diving, skiing, golfing, running, hiking, and camping in
America’s West. He also was an American football enthusiast.

Inscribed on John’s tombstone in Tundergarth cemetery, across the road from where he died in
the nosecone of Pan Am 103 “Clipper Maid of the Seas”, are the words of his favorite poem —
a poem he personified:

‘Success’

To laugh often and much; to win the respect of intelligent people and the affection of
children; to earn the appreciation of honest critics and endure the betrayal of false
friends; to appreciate beauty; to find the best in others; to leave the world a bit better...
whether by a healthy child, a garden patch, or a redeemed social condition; to know even
one life has breathed easier because you have lived. This is to have succeeded!

— Ralph Waldo Emerson

A role model and inspiration, John was taken much too young and is missed terribly. Alive
forever in our hearts, we will continue to do the things he left undone.

Bio and headshot as submitted for publication in On Eagles” Wings by John Cummock’s wife, Victoria.



























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































HIDEKAZU TANAKA
May 13, 1962 - December 21, 1988
Japan
Seat Number 24G

250 — —— —
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