
 

 

 

 

 

 

  

Family Ties 

Annie Janie Beavers Harvey 



Born and raised in the Beavers house 1861-@1871, Annie 

wrote the following autobiography Nov. 4, 1937, as 

published by Daughters of the Confederacy records. 

Annie Janie Beavers Harvey 

 

The subject of this sketch was born on the 26th day of 

November 1861 in Campbellton, Ga. seventy-six years ago. 

The old colonial home of Reuben Crawford Beavers in 

which I as born is still standing prey well preserved, 

guarding like a sentinel the past.  

This home was beautifully situated on the intersection of two roads, one going down to 

the river and across into Douglas County and the other leading up the Chattahoochee into 

Fulton County, and on to Atlanta the Capital of Georgia, and I hear it was rumored that 

sometime in the future we will have boats traversing this river on down to the gulf. Our great 

President, Franklin D. Roosevelt, has done many wonderful things for the South, and he will 

have congress appropriate funds for this perhaps in the near future.  



My father John F. Beavers having joined Dr. Thomas Glover’s Company and gone to the 

defense of his country, my mother made her home here with her uncle and aunt Reuben C. 

and Jane McClure Beavers. I do not know how old I was when my father first saw me, but I 

suppose several months old, as soldiers did not get to come home very often. I do remember 

hearing my mother say that when my father would get leave of absence to come home she 

would not let him see any of the family until he had changed clothes and had a bath for 

sometimes he had been in prison with smallpox and other contagious diseases. My father 

stayed in the War four years, but was fortunate to get only one wound in this right hand.  

My mother taught me to spell and read some at home and when I was five years old I 

started to school at Campbellton to Miss Mary Latham. My next teacher was Edward S. Sims 

and I won a prize for good scholarship, a nice book with my name printed on the flyleaf in 

Old English letters and telling that it as for good scholarship.  

My next teachers were Mr. and Mrs. Hogan of Hoganville and I took music lessons from 

Mrs. Hogan. By this time I must have been ten years old for the Court House was moved to 

Fairburn in 1871 and my uncle, Judge Beavers, being the Ordinary of the County had to come 

with it. He bought a lot from Henry Strickland on which to build the new Court House. 

Bought himself a lot on which to build his home from the Atlanta and West Point Railroad. 

This uncle and aunt having no children of their own, had helped to educate several nieces 

and nephews in Campbellton, so when they came to Fairburn brought me with them, as my 



mother and father had several children by this time. I started to school here to Capt. Lister 

and Mr. Chap Mobley who taught in the old Methodist Church which stood on the lot now 

owned by Mrs. Nancy Swanson. 

I had many teachers – one came from Texas, a Mr. Landnun, one came from Toccoa, 

Mrs. Alexander, Mr. Jack Speir, Mrs. Mary (McBride) Smith who gave Fairburn its name for a 

town in Scotland. The last teacher I had was Mr. Bill Andrews and his wife who was a sister of 

our Mrs. W.T. Roberts. I was about seventeen by this time and we girls used to carry our 

tatting and crocheting to school and raise our desk lids and work during school hours. Mr. 

Andrews was cross-eyed and nearsighted and we could hardly tell when he was looking at us 

but when we saw him coming our way we hid our work quickly and went to studying. They 

taught in the brick school house which is still standing and is the home of Mr. and Mrs. Noah 

Smith. 

In 1882, Jan. 15th, I was happily married to M.P. Harvey who was a prosperous merchant 

of Fairburn for thirty or more years. Five children – four boys and a daughter blessed this 

union. In 1907 Jan. 15th, my husband and I celebrated our Silver Wedding anniversary, our 

children being our attendants. The same preacher who married us in 1882, Thomas N. 

Rhodes, was present to go over the ceremony again. Many friends came from different 

places to help us celebrate the occasion. I remember one thing about it, the weather was so 



warm and pleasant we did not have to have fires all over the house, which was very 

remarkable for the time of the year.  

It was well that we took advantage of celebrating the twenty-five years of our married 

life for in 1908 on the 31st day of October my husband passed on suddenly and unexpectedly 

of a heart attack. I found him sitting on the porch unconscious and the doctors could not 

revive him. That was 29 years ago and I am only two children left of my once happy family.  

I had my share of troubles, of course. I also had much pleasure, more perhaps than I 

deserved. I joined the Baptist Church when Bro. G.W. Collquit of sainted memory was pastor 

in 1883 – have been a member for 54 years. (Fairburn, Ga. Nov. 4, 1937). 

 


