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A Man and a Town... 
And a Legend in the Making

The State-. Atev.mVer Ifc.

A LEGEND Is In the making. 

It surrounds a Greek Re- 
. vival mansion on Highway 78 

Rome seventy miles south of Co- 
1 lumbia. For years tourists have 
been recording the place on film 
ns an ante-bellum house to piove 
to their friends back home that 
they got a real glimpse of the 
"Old South." They envision slave 
quarters, carriages, magnolia 

i trees, and delicate well-bred la- 
*,: dies in a grand ballroom,

All of this is nonsense to the
! residents of the area and to
those for miles around. They call

"the house "the Badham house"
and their opinions of it depends
upon their past connections with
its builder. They know the
facts, and they find the facts

: much more interesting than
dreamed up fancies.

The house, less than forty 
years old, is all that is left of 
a private empire. It was the 
kind of empire that was destined 
to end sooner or later in the face 
of South Carolina's growth and 
prosperity. Everything was 
acainst it, because its founda 
tions were weak.

Vernon Cosby Badham didn't 
look very much like a man who
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lore the day of child laboi regu 
lations and the forty hour week. 

The life of the town was a line 
of steady growth, regular and 
even, and on Saturday night the 

for them. He built respectable) white collar workers borrowed a 
ones for his office staff who kept, Piano and threw a party, 
the books and row after row of Mr. Badham's life was about 
shacks for the ones who came '> to be divided. The first era. later 
home at night smelling of fresh t known as "the first Mrs. Bad-

People came and more people 
to work in the mills. They had 
no place to live in the open 
countryside among the farm 
ers. Mr. Badham built houses

ham" gave way 
era called "the 
Badham.**

to the second 
second Mrs.

sawdust.
The times were very bad, and 

the mill was better than nothing. 
Mr. Badham couldn't lose. As 
a companion piece to the houses, 
he built a commissary of super 
market size that had everything 
but a cracker barrel and a pot 
bellied stove. Mr. Badham didn't. . . 
cotton to people just sitting! «du**l <ormal r s* Garden
around passing the time of day. I outside thc ri«ht wine of «« 

_ . , ! house. Once in a while she sati 
The store was a busy place, i L -j .L. _. ui j . i j ,_ t _ ^^ «terrJ> **DCS1^e tnc marble-pedestaled sun- 

Jusfcgreer coun- dja] flnd worripd about tnc pco_

Mr, Badham's first wife was 
a woman who cared about the 
town. She could see most of it
from the mansion her husband 
had built for her. She loved the

What was
tryside now held hungry people 
who depended on the store for 
groceries. They had no choice. 
Mr. Badham paid his wages in 
babbitt, a brass money substi 
tute good only for purchases in 
the store. Farmers in the area 
soon learned that the going rate

for babbitt was a dollar cash for 
a dollar and a half babbit. Even 
the mill workers needed cash oc 
casionally for doctors and medi 
cine and a half a pint of whis-

I could build a town. He was thin ' key on Saturday.
and wiry and not very toll. But Mr ^toam decided to give
underneath a celluloid collar he[ n -
wore unbending reserve and a ^n-,
backbone of steel.

He came from North Carolina, 
they say, and picked out a few 
fertile acres and bought It for
tew dollars from a farmer who 
was glad to get the money. The 
land was close ry the railroad 
tracks. There wasn't much els* 
to recommend it unless you 
< rxait the flowing well. Mr. Bad- 
ham drained the endless stream 
of ice cold water through a six 
inch iron pipe and sent it cas 
cading over a wooden wheel.

He was in business. He com 
bined his knowledge of machin- 
rry, transportation, and location, 
bought some logs and a saw and 
after that every thing he touch- 
rd turned to gold. The number 
of logs increased slowly at first

|0 ^ town> and 
Carolin3i into

its own with a post office and a 
railroad station where the train 
made a stop without having to
be flagged down. The train pick* 
cd passengers, and freight cars 
shifted with the monotonous reg 
ularity into sidings and out again 
piled high with lumber.

The mill whistle blew three 
times a day. a bone-chilling 
sound that sliced through the 
countryside and made the dogs 
howl. The first sound came at 
six in the morning, and before
Its echoes yielded to stillness the 
wheels began to turn and th« 
saws bit wood. They turned un- 
,ttl twelve noon and stopped for 
thirty minutes, or at least twen- 
five-. The final whistle at six

nnd then multiplied cell-like and (o'clock In the afternoon ended
spread over the long thin acre* j a twelve hour day and weary
between the highway and the legs emptied onto the roads

pic at the mill. She wondered 
how it would all end.

Just outside the acres of cir 
cular lawn fronting the house, 
a community hall with tall wide 
steps and a curtained stage went 
up at her urging. She watched 
over nights of cake walks, sim 
ple folk games, and home grown 
burlesque. A fat lady in black 
face sat in the middle of a table 
and heard a painted comic say, 
"I'm not the doctor nor the doc 

tor's son, but I'll be the doctor 
till the doctor comes." The fat 
lady leaned across the table and 
got whacked on the bottom 
with a split paddle. Thc curtains 
swished shut, and the audience 
howled. Then a more serious 
scene and some more comedy, 
Not really very funny, but what 
can you do with a pocket full 
of babbitt.

Once in a while the community 
hall was used for church ser 
vices. It all depended on wheth 
er a preacher showed up or not. 
Nobody cared very much.

Thc "first Mrs. Badham" had 
had enough. The second era 
was about to begin.

The complexion of thc town 
began to change. Things began 
to tighten up. "Thc second Mrs. 
Bar ham" made a difference. 
Very few people ever saw her, 
and nobody knew her. She rare 
ly left the house, and when she) .*-6- c.i.KMc*i umu UK roaos jy icn uir nouse, ana wnen sne

leading home. And this was bo- did. she slipped Garbo-likc intoi i*. 1 .- -- »  -,«,.    -^,.1- . ' r . .

j the deep recesses of a Black
[chauffered limousine. "There 
(goes Mrs. Badham," somebody ji 
| would say, but if they saw any 
thing it was the merest shadow.

' Still, there are those who say 
jthat the "second Mrs. Badham" 
I was the driving force behind the 
i growing mill. If she never left 
the house, it didn't keep her 
from knowing everything that 
happened. She sat in the shad 
ows of her bedroom window on 

i the second floor and watched the 
world her husband had started. 
She wanted to perpetuate it. The 
servants did not mingle, and no 

[{word came as gossip out of the 
big house.

And then without warning in 
the middle of a cold winter night 
the town was on its feet at once, 
to the man. The mill was on 
fire. Great clouds of smoke 
mushroomed skyward and at 
their base the treacherous red 
swords of fire. It licked and 
crackled and spread. The whis 
tle Mew a steady mournful death 
watch, and the swell of men's 
excited voices giving high-pitch 
ed orders filled the empty night 
for miles around. On and on H 
'.\(~n! v. !h mounting fury- Tho

men fought it. Then everything 
was quiet in the middle of a 
great crescendo as if the or 
chestra conductor had quickjy 
lowered his baton. The word 
had come down. "Let it burn." 

If the second Mrs. Badham 
was still sitting In her window, 
she saw many troubled looks on 
the faces of people who had be 
come a part of the little town. 
Once their jobs had meant 
everything to them. They had 
depended on the lood and 
clothes they made from it But 
times were changing. Jobs 
weren't quite so hard to come 
by. But many of these strang 
ers waited to see what would 
happen. Nothing did. Then they 
packed their belongings and 
caught tie train, one or two at 
the time. A few stayed on, and 
finally they were gone too.

But before the final ones had 
left there was one more surge 
of excitement in the town that 
was ending. It came In the early 
morning while the dew was still 
heavy. The "second Mrs. Bad- 
had" had died quickly and quiet- 

in the

The doors of the big white 
house opened up and everybody 
who had ever heard of the Bad- 
hams filed up the broad cement 
steps and touched the tall fluted 
columns of Oregon pine that 
seemed to reach up endlessly. 
They moved in muffled silence 
through the carpeted room where 
the casket lay at the feet of a 
life-sized statue of a man cast 
in bronze. They looked down at 
the pale drenched face and the 
red-gold hair and the royal pur 
ple dress of velvet. And some-i 
how they felt sad, because they 
were saying goodbye to a whole 
era that had touched their lives.

tory, the first move of farm 
people to salaried jobs, the o^y 
of transients in search of a liv 
ing, the time when a dollar was 
hard to come by.

There are others who feel 
that the town was built on foun 
dations too flimsy to last, too 
weak to grow on. For they hold 
that the town and the man were 
one that the man drained it and 
when he was through he had no 
more use for it.

Now there are only two things 
left besides the memories. The 
house stands as it once did, and 
it is still in good repair and in

The long heavy platforms and 
the big waiting rooms at the 
train station came down in a 
thundering pile of rubble,

other hands. Then there's the 
flowing well, nourishing the! 

inearth with its cool clean water 
icath the undergrowth just as

cause it Wouldn't earn its keep.}" Mr* **&**** 
Thc train didn't stop any more.\rcvrr hr'rr 
The skinny bags of mail were!' 
snatched from an iron pole by 
the tracks as the train sped by 
The skinnier bags of incominc 
mall were thrown from thc train 
and skidded Into the tall, fast- 
growing weeds.

The community hall, long dr
sorted, sagged on its foundf
tions and collapsed with the load
of years and neglect. The post '
office closed. Thc doors of bi£
commissary closed forever after
it was stripped of the rubbish
of ledgers and credit slips, a
spool of rotting thread, and a
shiny new pedometer still pack 
ed in its watch-like case. 

Mr. Badham lived on after the j
weeds and undergrowth had wip-1
ed out the last traces of the mil!
Time mellowed him and made, 

jlhtm lonely. He stood beneath 1 
Jthe columns and looked out at I

the phlox dotting the lawn in 
I the early spring. He passed the
sun dial in the rose garden, and : 

j|it no longer mattered that the! 
 'sun never played across it to 
; tell the hour. He waited for

company to come, and the occa-
' sion was far too seldom. He was 
; surrounded by the house and its 
gold bedroom, its library stuffed 
with unread books bound in red 

',  leather about the French Revolu- 
 jtion, the empty servants' quart 
ers.

' Time caught up with the man 
|jwho built a town and lost it in 
Jihis lifetime.

jj People often slop to wonder 
now what might have happenrd 
to this South Carolina town if H 
had continued to grow and thrtv* 
in better years than those o( 
the depression. There are that* 
who say that it served a purpow 
and was destined to end. They 
say thnt it wns n part ot his-
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