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ZOOMING RIGHT ALONG 
 

By now, you’re all well versed in the language of Zoom. Here in the office, less people call right as classes begin 

which tells me there aren’t many problems getting into class. I also see that many of you enjoy sharing your videos 

in class so we can see your reactions. This is especially helpful for faculty and staff who enjoy seeing your reactions 

- laughing to our stale jokes and waving your arms frantically if there are problems. I would like to share three 

pointers to help things go smoothly in classes. 

 

Sharing Your Video 

We love that many of you wish to share your videos with all of us – however, sharing videos takes more internet 

bandwidth and sometimes we forget that we are sharing our videos and do something distracting to other 

viewers. In these instances, Fromm staff may stop your videos. However, when we can, we will enable your ability 

to restart your video, so please do. None of this is done to offend you, merely to increase internet bandwidth and 

to minimize distractions. 

 

Gallery View / Speaker View 

Many of you have mentioned that you prefer to see only the Professor, and not all the other students in the class. 

That is a setting on your computer or device that allows you to select either Gallery View (allowing you to see all 

participants in the meeting showing their videos) or Speaker View (allowing you to only see the person speaking). 

All of our class recordings record the Speaker View only. 

 

Leave and Come Back 

Sometimes we can’t figure out why we can’t see a video or hear the sound. We try clicking all the buttons, and 

nothing happens. When all else fails, leave the meeting and return when you can – often that is the only thing 

that works.  

 

Hopefully these simple pointers will help smooth out the issues we have been experiencing in our Zoom 

classrooms. As always, our staff is happy to help you when we can – call us at the office (4154226805) and we 

will do our best to assist you over the phone. 

°

°
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UPCOMING FREE EVENTS  
SPONSORED BY THE STUDENT ASSOCIATION 

 
COLLABORATING WITH PINTER & STOPPARD  

IN THE REHEARSAL ROOM WITH CAREY PERLOFF 
Carey Perloff, who ran San Francisco's acclaimed American Conservatory Theater for twentyfive years (1992

2018), will explore the discoveries she has made over two decades of directing the remarkable work of Harold 

Pinter and Tom Stoppard. These two giants of English playwriting pose special challenges to American actors 

and American audiences; Perloff had the benefit of working closely with both writers in the rehearsal room and 

has a wealth of knowledge about how to unlock their work.  Join the Zoom event on Tuesday, February 22 at 3:30 

p.m. CLICK HERE TO REGISTER. 

  

CORRELATION OF MUSIC AND DANCE PART II WITH JONAH KIM AND JULIA ROWE 

Grammy-Award winning cellist Jonah Kim and San Francisco Ballet dance soloist Julia Rowe are a wonderful 

artistic team, and during the pandemic, they have developed their interactions on Zoom interweaving solo 

performances plus duets combining music and dance. Most or all of their numbers are outside! Visit with the 

couple on Monday, February 28 at 3:30 p.m. on Zoom.  CLICK HERE TO REGISTER 

  

DROP IN BOOK CLUB - MY NAME IS LUCY BARTON BY ELIZABETH STROUT 

Many of us fell in love with Olive Kitteridge, the novel and the woman. Now we can revisit Olive's creator, 

Elizabeth Strout, who has written "a sublimely merciful contemporary novel about love, yearning and resilience." 

(Boston Alone)   We think you will love this short novel (191 pages) and we suspect you will love Lucy! So join the 

Drop In Book Club on Zoom  Friday, March 4 at 3:00 p.m.  CLICK HERE TO REGISTER 

 

 

SAVE THE DATE 

DROP IN BOOK CLUB - OH WILLIAM! BY ELIZABETH STROUT another short novel to be read and discussed 

on Friday, April 1 at 3:00 p.m. CLICK HERE TO REGISTER 

 

Conversatory on Rights Around the World:  Gender & Democracy in Brazil & Beyond.  A conversation between 

Prof. Mara Kolesas and Flávia Biroli on Thursday, April 14 10 a.m.  CLICK HERE TO REGISTER 

 

https://www.frommfisa.org
https://fromm.gatherlearning.com/events/collaborating-with-pinter-stoppard-in-the-rehearsal-room-with-carey-perloff
https://fromm.gatherlearning.com/events/correlation-of-music-and-dance-part-ii-with-jonah-kim-and-julia-rowe
https://fromm.gatherlearning.com/events/drop-in-book-club---my-name-is-lucy-barton
https://fromm.gatherlearning.com/events/drop-in-book-club---oh-william
https://fromm.gatherlearning.com/events/gender-democracy-in-brazil-beyond
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This week Fromm Institute student Irene Minabe writes about an 
ominous anniversary. Eighty years ago, President Franklin Roosevelt’s 
Executive Order 9066 authorized the military to bar persons of Japanese 
ancestry (regardless of nationality or citizenship) from entering certain 
regions, to impose curfews upon them and ultimately to relocate them 
to internment camps. Irene shares the history of this difficult time in 
American History. 

TTHHEE  FFRROOMMMM  IINNSSTTIITTUUTTEE    
SSTTUUDDEENNTT  AASSSSOOCCIIAATTIIOONN    

DDIIVVEERRSSIITTYY  TTAASSKK  FFOORRCCEE

REMEMBERING EXECUTIVE ORDER 9066 - EIGHTY YEARS AGO 
By Irene Minabe 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

On February 19, 1942, President Franklin D. Roosevelt signed Executive Order 9066, which called for the forced 

removal of 120,000 persons of Japanese Ancestry from the West Coast during WWII. 

 

While the US army was constructing internment camps inland, Japanese Americans were imprisoned in temporary 

Assembly Centers, such as the Tanforan Racetrack stables in San Bruno. The makeshift shelters were converted 

from horse stalls. 

 

I often think about how my parents, their families and friends must have felt when Executive Order 9066 was 

issued. They were lawabiding citizens but had no choice but to leave their homes, pets, possessions, schools and 

businesses. Some had less than 10 days to prepare and could only take what they could carry. Most importantly, 

Japanese American citizens lost their freedom and all of their rights afforded under our Constitution. 

https://www.frommfisa.org


4

FISA NEWS • Fromm Institute Student Association • frommfisa.org

FOR NEWS FROM YOUR STUDENT ASSOCIATION PLEASE VISIT https://www.frommfisa.org/

There was no choice of which internment camp they 

could be incarcerated, so families were often 

separated from other relatives. These camps were in 

desolate locations surrounded by barbed wire fences 

and shocking conditions. On top of the cramped 

quarters, the bathrooms lacked partitions for privacy 

and everyone had to line up for their meals in a 

central location. The family dynamics were greatly 

impacted by the trauma of being torn away from 

what they knew and valued. 

 

The documentary “Alternative Facts:  The Lies of Executive Order 9066” directed by Jon Osaki and Megumi 

Nishikura is now available on Kanopy. It is eye opening and reveals how our US government’s actions, which 

included destroying documents, creating false information as the result of political influences and fabricating 

evidence of espionage led to the mass incarceration of Japanese Americans. 

 

I read that one of the most stunning ironies of denied civil liberties was articulated by an internee who, when told 

that Japanese Americans were put in those camps for their own protection, countered “If we were put there for 

our protection, why were the guns at the guard towers pointed inward, instead of outward?” 

 

There were never any charges of disloyalty to the United States against the internees, of whom twothirds were 

American citizens. Congress passed, the Civil Liberties Act of 1988 that acknowledged the injustice of “internment,” 

and finally apologized for it. 

 

Let’s hope that this ugly chapter in our history is remembered and never allowed to be repeated.

Converted horse stalls for Japanese Americans at 
Tanforan Race Track.

PLEASE NOTE: PROF. SUNNIE EVERS WILL NOT MEET WITH HER CLASS 

ON TUESDAY, FEBRUARY 22.  PROF. EVERS WILL HOLD  

A MAKE-UP CLASS WHICH WILL MEET ON  

TUESDAY, MARCH 8 AT 10 A.M. 

https://www.frommfisa.org
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EXPRESS YOURSELF

THE PHOTOGRAPH 
by Peter W. Jacobs 

  
 
 

I had about an hour before I had to leave to catch my flight. I was visiting my mother in the small New 

England city of Bristol, Connecticut, the place where she had lived all of her life and where I grew up. Before I left, 

my mother, 87, asked me to go to the store and get a few things.  

The woman in front of me at the supermarket check-out, picked up her groceries and left. I slid my things 

forward. The place wasn’t busy. I waited idly while the clerk tallied the bill. I was staring at the market’s wall and a 

huge, historic photograph of the city’s bustling downtown. That’s when it happened. I realized that a central 

figure crossing the street was my mother! 

As I handed the clerk the money, I said, “That’s my mother in that picture. The  one in the long, black coat.”  
 
The clerk put her hand on her chest and said, “Oh, my god. People ask, who is that woman?  

 
She’s the mystery woman around here!” 
  

 The blown-up, black and white photo was 20-feet-long and 10-feet-high. Judging by the newest car in the 

picture, my mother was about 28, tall and slender with a bearing of natural elegance, even in the long, black 

winter coat that I now remembered from my childhood. 

The clerk said, “It’s history, so everyone looks at it. You know, It’s the way the city looked back then. Must 

be fifty, sixty years ago, before they tore everything down to build that shopping center on the edge of town. Old 

timers remember. You know, they’ll stand over there and study it. They say, ‘Who’s that woman in black?’ Or 

Peter W. Jacobs penned this piece in Prof. Lily MacKenzie’s Memoir writing class and shares it here for your 
enjoyment.  Express Yourself, is a column created to share your thoughts, missives or other creative writing for the 
rest of the Fromm Institute community.   If you would like to share your work, please submit articles to Scott Moules 
either at moules@usfca.edu or fromm@usfca.edu.  

mailto:moules@usfca.edu
mailto:fromm@usfca.edu
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sometimes they’ll say, ‘I wonder who she is,’ as though there’s something about her.’’ 

The photo was taken at Christmas time and focused on the main intersection of the city. Store fronts were 

dotted with strings of lights with cars parked along the streets. While everything was a little blurred from being 

blown up, my mother’s face was unmistakable, the high cheekbones, deep eyes, her fine nose and lips were all 

captured so clearly. She was central in the photo, which caught her with her face slightly and unknowingly 

available to the camera. She was in mid-stride as she approached a curb. To her right, a half step behind, was my 

stepfather and a trail of shoppers carrying bags. Something in me struck like a clock, seeing them together. It was 

how young they looked, in their twenties and likely shopping for my presents.    

Shortly after the picture was taken, the heart of the city was scraped from the earth in a plan that was 

never executed to build a modern shopping and business district. Gone were the ancient cobblestone streets I 

walked and bumped over on my bike as a boy, along with shops and landmarks with histories and owners to the 

1700’s.  

With the photo tucked in my memory, I took the groceries back to my mother.  She no longer lived in the  
 
old house, where there was always a yellow lamp in the window when I came home at night.  As I walked 
 
down the hallway to her apartment, I realized how without her the city would be empty.  
 
 

I opened the door and walked in. The TV was on. 

“I’m home, Mom.” 

She was sitting in a reclining chair. I wasn’t sure she heard me, so I put down the groceries on the kitchen 

counter. I walked over to the couch where she could see me. She was twirling her hair with her finger and nodded 

in my direction. I was smiling.  

“Mom, I’ve something special to tell you. Listen, a moment.” 

“Okay”, she said, turning. 

EXPRESS YOURSELF
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“Mom, you’re not going to believe this. You are in a giant picture of the old Bristol. It’s in the supermarket, 

a giant picture of you and Dad crossing Main Street at Christmas time, somewhere in the late fifties. You couldn’t 

have been more than about 28. ” 

Slowly, she leaned and looked up at me. 

I said, “You were shopping and wearing a long, black coat.” 

“Oh, that coat,” she said, dismissively.  

I was disappointed. Where was the surprise, the sentiment, the nostalgia, that even I had felt? 

Slowly, she got up from the chair and walked into her bedroom, appearing tired. I sat on the couch. I didn’t like 

how my stay was ending. I rested against the back of the couch. It was about time to leave. A few minutes went 

by. My mother came out of her bedroom. 

“Do you mean this coat,” she asked?  

She held up the coat as though she’d plucked it from time. I got up and hugged her while she was holding 

it.  I was ready to go. I kissed her on the cheek. She put her hand on my face, smiling.  

             I said, “I’ll be back soon.” I gave her another hug. 

From San Francisco, I called the Bristol Library and got a contact for the town historian. After all those 

years, it turned out that he was also the man who took the picture.  

We talked about the past. It really hit me now, at the age of 65, how my mother and the city were 
 
fused together in the word “home.”  He told me the photo had been used widely in history displays over 
 
the years.  When I told him my mother was in it and that I wanted to know if I could get a copy for her, 

 
 he said, “Sure. You know, whenever I put that picture on display, sooner or later someone asks,  
 
‘Who’s that woman in the long black coat?’”

EXPRESS YOURSELF
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Happy Valentine’s Day

Professor Alan Goldberg showed this video in his Winter Class “Jewish (and Compatriot) Bards 

and Troubadours: Poetics, Politics, and Beats from the Era of Dylan, Cohen, Simon & Co.”  The 

great Leonard Cohen performs his song “Dance Me To the End of Love,” and after receiving 

praise from his students for sharing the video, he thought the greater Fromm Institute 

community would enjoy viewing this love song.  Click on the image (or the link below)  

and you’ll be taken to YouTube where you can view the video.    

Dance Me To the End of Love

mailto:fromm@usfca.edu
https://fromminstitute.org/
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=NGorjBVag0I
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=NGorjBVag0I
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