As a small child I knew my father was a teacher, but I knew little about his literary career. I remember in our travels his typewriter came with us everywhere because he was always writing and his handwriting was terrible. It came with us on the many summer vacations in the Alps where the mornings were filled with the sound of its "tap tap" as he worked on articles or translations. But then - on the afternoon hikes - he became our teacher. He knew all the trees, plants, and rock formations. At night he named for us the stars and constellations. I never remember asking him anything that he could not give me an answer to and sometimes in more detail than I wanted. 
I just assumed all fathers were like that. 

This typewriter travelled with us in 1939 when, with the help of his French literary friends, we made our escape to Paris and then on to Brittany. From there it was part of the luggage jammed into the crowded train heading for the unoccupied part of France. Eventually in 1941, through the help of the Quakers who paid half of our ship's fare, my parents oversaw their transport of 54 Jewish children being taken to the United States. I still see my father sitting at a small table on the ship's deck typing each child's biography for the families who would adopt them. Eventually after years of struggle and uncertainty in this new country, taking whatever work he and my mother could find, when the WW!! soldiers returned from the war and there was great need for teachers, he became a university professor of French and German, retiring in 1952.  They bought their first house and in his study the sound of that typewriter continued - German articles for a Swiss newspaper, translations, letters to editors and more.
I think he would be delighted by this foot bridge named in his honour, especially since walking was his favourite pastime.
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