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First of all, thank you for being here at the beautiful Cincinnati Observatory. I
would like to extend an especially heartfelt thank you to the organizers here in
Cincinnati, The Antique Telescope Society, and the Vintage Baseball Association, and to
my mother, Trudy Bell, who has worked so tirelessly to honor the memory of my Dad,
Craig B. Waff.
This speech is quite difficult for me because in so many ways I feel I did not
know my father in the way that an adult child comes to learn about their parents after
making one’s independent life away from them. I was 21 years old when I unexpectedly
lost my father in Craig B. Waff. It is still a shock that I don’t think I’ve been fully able to
put into words. In the past two years since then, I’ve completed my Bachelor’s degree
and began the task of trying to figure out how I will emerge in the world as a scholar and
as an artist. In this way, I believe I am coming to know the many colors of the person that
my Dad was in his life.
What many of you here may not know is that Craig was an involved and loving
parent. As a young child, my Dad taught me that men could be gentle and loving towards
the world. He always had a kind word for anyone who crossed his path and a special
place in his heart for children. He truly embodied the idea of loving one’s neighbor as
oneself. I will always look up to this as a legacy that he left to me to continue in the
world. It was only in his death and through talking to his colleagues that I came to realize
the depth of his love for me. Children really don’t know how much they mean to their
parents. I was lucky to be able to share even this little time with him. On the fun side, we
shared as father and daughter a love of cinema, of folk music, and T.V. crime dramas.
While my parents and I have differing interests, they firmly in the sciences and I
in the Humanities, it was because of them that I learned to work across disciplines. It is
only because of my untraditional college education that I’ve come to appreciate and
understand what it was that drove the passion of my Dad’s scholarship. I admire deeply
his passion for math and science and his dedication to making that accessible to all
people regardless of their abilities in these subjects. Many a night growing up, Daddy sat
with me and patiently and gently coaxed me through my math homework. As a writing
instructor in college, it is just this gentle and open listening ear that I hope I’ve offered to
other student writers in their journey with words. It has only been since finding my own
passions within academia and beginning some independent and original research that I’ve
begun to really understand the importance of my Dad’s contributions to his field and the
reverberations felt because of his inquiries. It is such an honor to have all of you here to
present and talk about some of his work this weekend.
And then there was my Dad’s travels around the world, in his life, he traveled to
many different countries as diverse as South Africa and Indonesia to Denmark and

France. I remember how fondly he recollected his trips and it wasn’t until sorting through
some of his pictures that I got to see for myself the depth of his passion for traveling and
expanding one’s world through international travel. I remember on my first return from
traveling abroad, I said, “Dad, I don’t want to come home” and he gently and
sympathetically gave me a big hug and said, “I know that feeling well”.
Finally, there is really too much for me to say at an event like this. But perhaps
this just mirrors the fact that there is and was so much that I left unsaid to my wonderful
Dad. I’m so blessed to have had a powerful and gentle role model in my life and I hope to
share a bit of his memory with you this weekend. So, welcome and thank you for being
here. It means so much. Have a lovely time.

