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Rabbi Michael S. Beals January 29, 2010

Anne (Glass) Bertman
Channa bat Yaakov v’Rivka

October 31, 1919 – January 26, 2010

Anne Bertman passed away on the week when Jews throughout the world

are reading the Torah portion, B’shelach, from the Book of Exodus. The Torah

portion is primarily known for its dramatic narrative of the parting of the Red Sea,

the Israelites walking through dry shod, and the pursuing Egyptian host being

swept up as the waters suddenly returned to their original state. This Shabbat is

known as Shabbat Shira, the Sabbath of Song, because of the stirring Song of the

Sea, co-authored by Moses and his sister, Miriam, which is a grateful response to

this miracle of salvation. Thinking as a rabbi, I asked myself what in this narrative

could I connect to the life of Anne. Had she grown up in Russia, like her parents

Rose and Jacob Glass, and then crossed the turbulent seas of the Baltic and

Atlantic Ocean to create her new life in Philadelphia, then the reference to

crossing the Red Sea would have been appropriate.

But on October 31, 1919, Anne Glass Bertman was born right here in the

United States, the second of four beautiful girls. And I really cannot compare the

narrative of Anne’s move, when she was eight, from Philadelphia to 4th and
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Rodney Streets in Wilmington, where Anne’s father, Jacob, set up a tailor shop,

with the Israelites leaving Egypt. I mean, true, there was no I-95 back then, but

Philadelphia, even in 1927, was no Egypt. So I decided to snoop around the Torah

portion for something more fitting (no put intended to the family Tailor Shop) but

perhaps less dramatic. So the Torah portion opens with these words: “ Vee-y’hee

b’shelach Paro et ha am … Now when Pharaoh sent the people out, God did not

lead them by way of the land of the Philistines, KI karov hu, ALTHOUGH it was

nearer. “

That one word, ki, “although” in English, has captured the attention of

many medieval rabbinic commentators. The teaching I like the best comes from

the Baylonian Talmud, Tractate Eruvin. The rabbis write: “There is a long way

which is short and a short way which is long.” What the rabbis mean by this is

that sometimes we need to take the long way to learn the lessons which life has

in store for us. Had the Israelites been led on the most direct path from Egypt to

the Holy Land, hugging the Mediterranean Coast, not only would the Philistines

decimated them when they reached what is today the Gaza Strip (proving that

this particular piece of land was always a hornet’s nest for our people), but the

Israelites would have never traveled deep into the wilderness to receive the
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Torah atop Mount Sinai. And without the Torah we would not be here today, and

even if we were here today, it would not be as Jews and we would not know our

own story.

Anne was born in 1919. She lived to be 90. If that is not the long way from

Philadelphia to Wilmington, then I do not the meaning of a long way. Ninety

years. Think of it! Think of everything Anne experienced in those ninety years.

Think of all the people she touched. We honor her as a life member of

Congregation Beth Shalom, a member for more than 50 years, which explains my

presence here today, not to mention my affection for her extended family. She

educated both her children, Barbara and David, in our Hebrew School, where we

just laid to rest one of the children’s Hebrew school teachers, Mr. Joe Byer, at the

age of 95. David had his bar mitzvah on our bima. Barbara not only celebrated

her Confirmation on our bima, but also her wedding. Anne’s roots are deep in our

community and it is my privilege to honor her memory with the story Barbara has

shared with me.

Anne’s older sister Esther, passed away in 1966, then there was Anne, then

Bea, and finally baby Ruth – a whole 12 years younger than Anne, and who has

been a special friend to me at the JCC Senior Center these past five years.
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Happily, Bea and Ruth are still living. The four Glass girls lived with their parents

both behind and above the 4th and Rodney tailor shop. Esther and Anne were

close as sisters, and both learned the family business quickly. They had to. Their

parents, having emigrated from Russia as teenagers, never learned to read and

write in English. As a result, all the tailoring and cleaning tags were in Yiddish.

Anne was very bright and did the bookkeeping.

Anne had fond memories of her father, known as Jake. She told stories of

him taking her to the Jewish stores on 2nd Street to buy Shabbos and other

holiday delicacies. Her father always gave her a taste of his purchases – so this

was really a culinary walking tour of Jewish downtown Wilmington – a wonderful

memory which belongs to bygone days and which we, alas, will never be able to

recreate. The family lived a meager lifestyle and each of the children worked to

contribute to the family’s needs. Anne was a fine scholar. She was elected to the

Honor Society of Wilmington High School, where she graduated in 1938. Anne

was really college material. But because the family was so in need of her income,

remember these were Depression Years, Anne gave up the chance to go to

college. Instead she entered the work force and continued to help in the family-

run tailor shop.



5 | P a g e

But, of course, it wasn’t all about work. One evening, without advanced

notice, big sister Esther brought a young man named Hy, home to dinner. Hy –

that would be Herman BERTMAN. Esther was just providing a friendly gesture to

someone new to town – the mitzvah of hahnasat orhim, welcoming of guests.

Well it turns out that Esther did more than one mitzvah that night. Hy was

smitten with Anne. They began dating. One thing led to another, and they were

married on June 8, 1941. Hy was a shoe salesman and store manager for A.S.

Beck and Co. Hy and Anne decided to remain in Wilmington so they could

continue to help Jake in the tailor ship.

Anne’s daughter, Barbara, was born on March 15, 1944. She would later

bless Anne with two beautiful grandchildren, Larry and Holly. David was born five

years later, on March 9, 1949. Together with his wife Marjorie, also a

Wilmingtonian, they would also bless Anne with two grandchildren, Arielle and

Joshua.

Barbara recounts that when she and her brother David were children, their

mother would bring them to their grandparents. There they were given a box of

buttons to play with. As they grew older, they graduated, and were also given a

needle and thread. Oooh. Now not only could they count the buttons, but now
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they could actually sew the buttons onto discarded pieces of material. Anne

continued the family tradition begun at 4th and Rodney Streets, by teaching

Barbara how to sew properly. This led to mom eventually buying Barbara her first

sewing machine after she graduated from college – graduating from college, a

dream which Barbara was able to fulfill for her mother. And speaking of sewing

machines, Anne still had the same sewing machine she received after she got

married in 1941 – and she held on to it all the way until 2005, when she had to

give it up when she moved in order to receive more advanced care at her assisted

living facility in Florida.

While Barbara and David were growing up, Anne took in sewing to make a

little extra money. She used her expert sewing skills to make mother/daughter

outfits when Barbara was a youngster. Anne often made new slip covers for the

sofa and drapes to match to change the look in the living room of their home in

Wilmington. That was Anne’s answer to redecorating on a budget.

In the early sixties, with Barbara just off to college, Anne’s husband, Hy,

took advantage of a new business opportunity providing pharmaceuticals to

country doctors mostly in the Jersey area. Daughter Barbara taught Anne how to
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set up the accounting system which she kept for the business – perhaps reliving

her glory days of keeping books for the 4th and Rodney Street tailor shop.

Shortly after their first grandchild, Larry, was born, Anne flew to Chicago to

help. She was always there when family needed her. Elated with Larry’s birth,

and blessed with news that another was on the way, tragedy befell them as Hy

was diagnosed with pancreatic cancer. He died in December 1970, only a week

before the birth of the baby. It was a comfort that the new baby girl was named

Holly, in loving memory of the grandfather she would never know, but whose

name and memory she would carry for the rest of her life, in keeping with one of

our people’s most comforting traditions of naming a child after a beloved

deceased relative.

To help her through the grieving process, Anne flew to Chicago often to

spend time with her two young grandchildren, Larry and Holly. It was thirteen

years later, enough time for a bar mitzvah, that twins Arielle and Josh were born

to David and Marjorie, who live in Northern Virginia. Marjorie shared with me

that Anne was the best mother-in-law and the best grandmother one could ever

have. Because of Marjorie’s parents passing and Hy’s passing, Anne was the only

grandparent her children would ever know. And Marjorie told me that Anne took
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her grandmother duties very seriously, making frequent trips to Northern Virginia

and filling her children with wonderful childhood memories. I will be asking

Arielle and Josh, and all of you for that matter, to share your memories with us in

just a moment.

Once things settled down after Hy’s death in late 1970, Anne went to work

as Administrative Assistant for the director of the Jewish Federation of Delaware,

in Wilmingon. She then worked with Park Pharmacal, a division of Wholsesale

distributors. This was the same company that she sold that Hy had started many

years earlier.

When she retired, she continued to enjoy trips to New York City to see

theatre, activities at the Jewish Community Center, as well as travel across the

United States and Europe. Living alone, Anne and her younger sister, Ruth, grew

closer as they cared for their mother, Rose, at the Kutz Home here in Wilmington.

Anne enjoyed all activities with Ruth’s daughters, Iris and Sharon, and their

children. We are indebted to Iris and her husband, Allan, for opening their home

to us today, for shiva and this memorial service. Anne also enjoyed spending a

month for many winters with her sister Bea and her brother-in-law, Al, in Venice,
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Florida, where Anne played bingo at the local JCC, shopped, and met all of Bea’s

friends.

After years of managing her Parkinson’s Disease on her own, Anne found

she needed more help. In January of 2000, Barbara moved her mother to Naples,

Florida, into a brand new assisting living facility managed by the Hyatt hotel chain,

called Bentley Village. Anne thrived there and began making new friends and

participating in all the activities. Anne became known as the “movie lady,”

selecting a movie each week for movie night. After Anne’s selection, she would

tell all the residents a little about the movie and who starred in it – kind of like a

night watching the AMC movie channel. This was one of Anne’s special gifts as

had a precise memory of movies and who starred in them. With her expert

knowledge derived from experiences over the decades and being an avid reader,

Anne was also known as the Trivial Pursuits champ of Bentley. The staff at

Bentley, and later at her more advanced assisted living facility, Juniper, loved her

and she loved them. Anne would engage the staff in conversation and always

asked about their families. She knew who everyone was and a little about each of

their personal lives.
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Anne’s appearance was always immaculate and her hair precisely coiffed

and honey colored. Anne never thought she was as old as her actual years, and

presented herself accordingly, always enjoying each day to its fullest, with an

ageless beauty. Six years ago, on her 84th birthday, Barbara took her to Friday

evening Shabbat services at the Naples Jewish Congregation, where they were

members. When Barbara told the Rabbi it was her mother’s birthday, he made an

announcement before starting the service, and of course a blessing for her,

including her age. While grateful for the rabbi’s recognition, she was NOT at all

pleased that he mentioned her age – I am sure I would never have made such a

mistake.

One of the greatest tributes to Anne was made by Dr. Atlas of the Naples

Hospice program. She called Barbara to review her assessment of her

examination of Anne. Having just met her, Dr. Atlas found Anne to be highly

intelligent based, in part, on the vocabulary Anne used in their conversation.

Anne always cared about her Judaism. As I already mentioned, she was a

life member of Congregation Beth Shalom, where her children received their

Jewish education and celebrated many of their most significant life cycle events

before moving out of the area. Anne was a member of the JCC, participating in
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many of the senior activities, and she was a member of the Women’s Auxilary of

the Kutz Home, helping to provide for this vital agencies economic health. She

was a regular at the library as reading was one of her life-long passions. And

while she lived in Naples, Florida, she was a member of the Naples Jewish

Congregation.

“There is a long way which is short and a short way which is long.” In

celebrating Anne’s 90 years on earth, Anne’s life represents the long way in this

Talmudic dictum. And along the way she blessed so many people in every stage

of her life, both here in Wilmington, with family in Chicago and Northern Virginia,

and finally in Florida. Anne’s Hebrew name, Channa, means graciousness and

kindness. Her parents must have been, like Moses and Miriam in this week’s

Torah portion , prophets. How could they have known, 90 years ago, that her

daughter would live her life so appropriately for the name they chose for her.

Zichrona l’vracha – may her memory be for a blessing and let us say, amen.


