THE HONORABLE JOHN WANAMAKER
A Tribute

The world is immeasurably poorer through the death of John Wanamaker. Business has lost a
great prince. The Church has lost a mighty pillar. The Salvation Army has lost an understanding
and loyal friend. The United States has lost a most distinguished and honored citizen. The poor
and needy have lost a benefactor whose help was as wisely applied as it was widely bestowed.
Mankind has lost a brother beloved universally. We all have been unspeakably enriched by the
glorious and long life of this great man among men. He has bequeathed to us an imperishable
character — a character ripened with intimate and long contact with its Author.
I have been thinking upon the qualities of this great character those things which have
distinguished John Wanamaker and which served to place him head and shoulders above his
fellows. Without question he was the possessor of native talents that were above the ordinary,
but at the start his station in life was of sufficient handicap to offset any natural advantage.
Looked at from this distance, there does not appear to have been, either in his nature or his
circumstances, such that would warrant any exceptional expectation in regard to his future. If his
capacity was above the ordinary his lot was less favorable. His fine talents were deprived of the
schools in youth, and I've often heard him, when in a reminiscent mood, recount the days when
he “was a poor boy.” But this "poor boy" forged ahead until his loved nation offered him the
choicest of her gifts, and world potentates were pleased to do him honor, while now at his death
tributes flow as a mighty tide expressing universal appreciation.
The Impartation of the Divine
The explanation of it all is — God. John Wanamaker placed his talents, gifts and graces at the
Master's feet and the Master wrought in him His will. He it was who lifted the “poor boy” to the
place of princely esteem among the people, and the process was by a gracious impartation of
the Divine character to the surrendered soul.
God's presence, God's guidance, God's Kingship was no dim theory to John Wanamaker. It was
a gloriously realized fact — the most pronounced thing in all his experience.
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This accounts for those distinguishing traits that caused him to stand out as a great mountain
towering above the surrounding foot-hills or lowlands of humanity. To analyze his character
would be a charming exercise, but I can only glance at a few salient features at this season. His
disinterested love — so like his Master's matched splendidly his buoyant faith; his superb
patience equaled his unfailing steadfastness and fortitude, and the expression of all these and
kindred qualities was more practical. The enormous mercantile enterprises vibrated with their
beneficent touch equally as and the more voluntary and more enduring interests of his great
religious service as seen in church and Sebbath-school.
One of his outstanding qualities was his sense of humor. It was always bubbling forth in the merry
twinkle of the eye. The lightsome allusion and the ready wit served many times in ray own
experience to relieve the sombre and lift the weighty trouble out of a situation that was
somewhat ominous and black.
In response to my letter telling him of some rather large plans for The Army’s future he came
unexpectedly to see me. Mine was the honor to engage him then in his last visit — the last visit
he made to anyone, for he went straight home and he did not survive the sickness which
followed.
He found me much burdened with exceptional cares and promptly repeated his oft-expressed
thought: "Remember, my dear child, that smiles are so much more profitable than tears." This
was one of his unforgettable truisms.
No matter how storm-threatening the season, the day, the hour, Mr. Wanamaker always found
some glad cause for a little merriment, a smile or a humorous allusion. He had the remarkable
faculty of not only finding the silver lining, but in its absence he would adroitly manufacture one
on the spot. I have always thought that this gladsomeness sprang from his innate spirit of praise.
Every day to him was a new day. And while this great and good man never failed to appreciate
the serious, yet many times his cheerful optimism and pleasant humor dissipated clouds and
caused me to see the shining sun.
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It was a thoroughly typical message given on his eightieth birthday:
"I watch the sun rise, and as it comes up in a burst of glory I find myself saying aloud to it:
" ‘Don't you ever get tired shining?!’
" ‘No, sir, I don't get tired shining! Why, it's my part in creation.'
"Tell the people what the sun says to me. Tell them to be like the sun — to do their part in the
creation without faltering, or complaining, or even questioning — to do it because it is their part.
That's my message — at eighty."
There is peculiar fitness in this figure used, for surely his shining was as the sun's and the setting
was aglow with the light at even tide, and the aurora will long bless the world.
He was so strong — I mean strong of mind and heart and will. Yet it was all so free from anything
akin to self-assertiveness.
His equal was hard to find for the revelation of the spirit of patience in painstaking investigation.
No person and no situation was too lowly for him from which to gather information and light and
help, and he listened most carefully to the counsels of those whom his wisdom had called to
positions of great responsibility, but he would make his own decisions and from these there was
no turning. He was as impervious to criticism as he was unmoved by applause.
This inflexibility came with him from his boyhood. At thirteen he gave himself to God. As a poor
farmer lad he lifted his standard, he marked his goal, he decided his course, and it was during
his last visit here that he told me that through more than the long seventy years there had not
been one hour in which he had deviated from that objective. He fought the fight, he finished the
course, he kept the faith.
When in his youth he was trying to show the advantages of truth and honor to a prosperous
business man, with a sneer he was told, "Business will never thrive on that. Merchandise can't
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prosper on the Bible. You'll die a pauper." But John Wanamaker was not to be turned from his
rock-like purpose, and to a world he has proved that all that is worth while can thrive when life
and business are controlled by Bible standards.
The Bible to him was a living, pulsating, abiding companion. His mind was saturated with its lore
and he was an adept in its use. He did not read the Bible merely for instruction, or alone for
spiritual enlightenment, but it was his "friend" — his unfailing counselor — his directing star —
his close and most constant friend. This greatly impressed me, for no matter what the
circumstances, he would turn with quiet assurance to the sacred pages of his Testament or Bible
and find the very word that was exactly appropriate to the occasion. In his splendidly equipped
armory this, the Sword of the Spirit was his chief weapon, and intimate knowledge and constant
practise had made him a master in its wise wielding and resultant execution.
His use of the Bible was exceptional. Upon his very last visit his quick perception detected that I
was somewhat troubled, and turning to his Bible he gave me this text for my help:
“Thou art near, O Lord, and all Thy commandments are truth. Concerning my testimonies I have
known of old that thou hast founded them," to which I responded:
"There hath not failed one word of all His good promise."
He replied:
“Hold Thou me up and I shall be safe,"
and once more I answered back, showing him a telegram I had just received:
"And the Lord He it is that doth go before thee; He will be with thee, He will not fail thee, neither
forsake thee."
I shall ever cherish the memory of that final interview.
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His letters abound with good cheer, even when his way was clouded with the deepest of human
sorrows. A short time ago his precious wife and life-time companion was called to her reward,
and Mr. Wanamaker wrote me:
"No words that I can write or utter can half tell you the sense of loss I am feeling these long days
in the home she made for me.
"She went away with a bridal smile upon her face that said, 'I shall be with Christ. Do not mourn
for me!”
And because I wrote sympathetically there came back:
"Into our silent home — the stillest ever – came quickly your comforting message of
remembrance which helped us to bear the unutterable sorrow of our hearts."
Later he wrote of his daily visits to her room for prayer, and knowing I had been very ill he cheerily
said:
"I see you twice every day in the lovely photograph you gave to my Mary, which she placed in
her sitting room where she could see it constantly from her favorite chair. I go there as of old to
pray the first thing every morning and the last thing every evening. People ask for you, and I tell
them you are getting well and coming over to the City of Brotherly Love soon to spend a few
days. Mrs. Warburton will mother you when you come.
"You are very dear to me because of my love for your great father, and then for your own sake.
"I do hope you will be very watchful of your health, and earnestly beg you to promise not to
overload your self beyond your strength."
A Lover of the Bible
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His great love of the Bible wrought truth in the man. He was not true only because it paid in his
business, or not true only because it was good politics, or not only because of his desire that all
men should see and feel that he was to be trusted in his dealings and that his word was to be
relied upon, but he was true because He who is the Truth was revealed in him to the creation of
an utter hatred of all that was un true and deceptive.
Entwined with that upstanding quality of truth was a most humane disposition. His kindliness
excelled. He was fully as tender as he was strong.
I hold that there are few hearts that are not conscious of some sense of kindliness. The process
of adverse circumstances may make men hard, and yet I have always found that the human heart
is by nature kindly inclined.
But Mr. Wanamaker went beyond the ordinary human kindliness. He was affectionately kind. To
little children, to old age, to men, to women, in any station of life, he would meet them with
some expression that would tell beyond all possibility of doubt that his heart's kindliness of
thought and feeling flowed out particularly for them.
The way he had of assuring you that your interests were a part of his concern was nothing short
of wonderful, if only by a word or a shake of the hand, or by that almost unique smile that shone
as a silver light upon the face. These all told unchangingly the story of kindliness — a heart akin
to his Master's.
He was a man of prayer. He loved to talk with God. He loved to help other men to talk with God.
In connection with the unveiling of the bust of my father, the Founder, which now stands in the
Training College of New York, I was quite a little surprised when asking Mr. Wanamaker to remain
and take a cup of tea, which I knew he would much enjoy. He said, "Commander, you know this
is my prayer-meeting night and I couldn't miss that. I must get the 4 o'clock train home to
Philadelphia." This was after being at his business from 8 in the morning and giving quite an
address in the afternoon.
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Through the realm of religious activities what an enduring monument he lifted! When decay
marks that of material good gathered through his toil his work in the spiritual sphere is
imperishable and will go on and on forever.
Let us look at the picture. A little Bible class of five boys, which John Wanamaker organized while
so young himself, grows into a Sunday-school of six thousand scholars, and into the Bethany
Collegiate Presbyterian Church of five thousand communicants, including a Neb's Brotherhood
of twelve hundred members. The whole secret is in the fact that Mr. Wanamaker became rich in
character before he became rich in business. He had the most wonderful way of catching the
heart-beat of men.
For more than forty years Mr. Wanamaker had been superintendent of the Bethany Sundayschool and president of the Brotherhood of St. Andrew and Philip. I have often seen him reading
a little book which he carried, and which contains, alphabetically arranged, the names of all the
members of the church, the Sunday-school and the Brotherhood, and Mr. Wanamaker found
time, out of his business hours, to read their names over nearly every day, recalling to his mental
vision each face and memorizing each name. Once, when speaking to the Brotherhood, after
returning from abroad, he said:
*While I was abroad I prayed for each and all of you in turn. I see friend Francis over there on the
left. Francis, I prayed for you across the water. I see my friend Rutherford in front of me. Robert
Rutherford, I prayed for you yonder over the sea. Brothers, for all of you I offered up many prayers
during my travels in Europe."
"Thank you, thank you!" came in unison from several hundred of the men.
His comprehension of The Salvation Anny was very full. He knew its aims and purposes. He
approved its methods and plans. He blessed and encouraged its spirit.
He was my father's friend a dear, faithful, loyal, understanding friend. when nature was about to
dissolve and our Founder, my father, was dying, Mr. Wanamaker cabled him:
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"Farewell! Peace be with thee, thou who hast never thought but for others."
And since ray father's wisdom and directing counsel was removed I have instinctively and freely,
and with the utmost confidence, availed myself of the remarkable prescience and wise counsel
of this peer among men and this devoted servant and soldier of Jesus Christ.
It was but a few days ago that I received a most appreciative and wonderfully cheering message
from him on his death-bed, which his daughter, Mrs. Warburton, tells me was the last message
he ever dictated, and which shows his great love for and confidence in The Salvation Army, and
that he carried that love and confidence for this cause up to the very last: This message appears
on page 9 in a box.
And having delivered the heartening message in a brief, lucid period, he again lapsed into
unconsciousness.
His soul broke its bond of clay and winged its flight to the Upper Land. Through the wide-flung
gates he caught some thing of the glory, for he smiled, and I knew that the face of death was
truly toward the sun of life.
MR. WANAMAKER'S LAST MESSAGE

Which was sent to Commander Booth
"Please say to the Commander that I am very thankful to have her dear message. She is
constantly in my thoughts. I am too weak to get out, with my cough, but I am making progress,
though I have had a serious attack from a hard cold as a result of overwork and anxiety.
"Conditions continue that seem to tangle up the world and business, but God lives and loves
His people, and better days are coming. I feel confident that The Salvation Army is not to be
halted in its way by any storm-winds that may sweep our sky. My first visit will be to the
Commander to go over the situation again.
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"The star of hope is still shining and courage is unabated that General Booth's (the Founder)
plan shall not be defeated by any opposing elements.
“Say to the Commander that I am near to her all these days and confident that the way will be
found by God rather than man for reaching more rapidly the ambitions of her heart for the
people's good, I will come the first day I am able to travel to New York,”
(N.Y.W.C.) (January 6, 1923)
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