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12 The Root of Evil

And men who seek to serve the people must grease
tueir itchmg palms or make way for those who will'" he
muttered, fighting his way across. "A tough town ~
y"'"'

^f'^ yf^^S l^y^yer with ideals. I wonder how
long I'll hold out?"

Stuart found the doctor standing at the door of his
factory, shakmg hands and chatting with his employees
as they emerged from the building at the close of a day's
work^ A plam old-fashioned brick structure just off
the Bowery was this factory, and across the front ran
a weatherbeaten sign which had not been changed formore than fifty year«;

:

^"«tngea lor

"HENRY WOODMAN, MANUFACTURING
CHEMIST"

The doctor's father had estabHshed the business
fifty-two years ago, and the son, who bore the father'sname had succeeded to its management on his deathwhich occurred just after the return of the younger manwith his victorious regiment from their last campaign
with Grant before Petersburg and Appomattox.

^^
He had given up the practise of medicine after thewar, and devoted himself to the business of which hisfather had been Justly proud. The house of HenryWoodman had been a pioneer in the establishing ofa trade m pure drugs. In the time of the elder Wood-man, adulteration and humbug were the rule, not the

exception, in the business.

Woodman's stalwart figure towered in the doorwayabove his employees as they passed into the streetFor every man, boy, and girl he had a nod, a smile ora pleasant word. It was plain to see that the empbyerm this case had made his business the way to the he^ts
of the people who served him.


