
RICHARD MEANLEY ANSON (1892-1916) 
A Victim of World War One who had Stonnall Connections 

 

 
Richard Meanley Anson, wearing the uniform of the 2nd Canadian Mounted Rifles, British 

Columbia Regiment, in 1915 or 1916. 

 

 

This part of our family story is about the short life of Richard Meanley Anson (1892-1916), a 

Rushall boy who became one of the millions to lose his life all too prematurely in World War 

One; but it begins in the Walsall suburb of Pleck, just a few yards from where the M6 runs 

today, and across the road from where the old Walsall football stadium Fellows Park once 

stood.  Here, at 1 Hough Place, was the tiny house of Dorothy Nellie James (1889-1985), 

who was the oldest living relative that we knew on our father’s side when I was a youngster 

in the 1950s and 60s.  She was the youngest of the nine children of Charles and Sarah James; 

Sarah Asenath Anson (née James), Richard Meanley Anson’s mother, was the oldest of the 

nine. 

 



 
 

Charles and Sarah James with their family in Vicarage Road, Walsall, early 1894.  I believe 

Richard Meanley Anson is the baby on the right: his mother Sarah Asenath Anson (née 

James) is holding him, with his father Richard Anson standing behind.  It was quite normal at 

this time to dress baby boys in girls’ clothes.  At Charles James’s feet is Dorothy James, his 

youngest child, aged 5. 

 

We knew Dorothy James as ‘Big Aunt Doll’, to distinguish her from ‘Little Aunt Doll’, our 

mother’s diminutive elder sister.  Dorothy was a retired teacher, a stern upright spinster, and a 

devout Christian like her father Charles – he worked as a colliery carpenter and was 

originally from Minsterley in Shropshire, moving to Walsall for work in the mid-nineteenth 

century, probably at the Park Lime Pits, with the family living in Lichfield Road, Rushall, for 

some years before moving to Vicarage Walk, Walsall.  At quite a young age Dorothy 

changed her religious affiliations from Church of England to Baptist, influenced partly by her 

sister-in-law Daisy and partly by the close proximity of the Baptist Church to the house in 

Vicarage Walk. 

 

We visited Dorothy regularly in her later years in Hough Place, mainly out of family loyalty 

rather than enjoyment, as the conversation centred largely around health problems - hers - 

with occasional sorties into religion.  We paid less attention than perhaps we should have 

done, but now I recall that three men also featured in her conversation from time to time.   

 

First, of course, there was her own father whom she always described as ‘a wonderful man’.  

Then there was my father, Richard Anson Burton, the son of Garnet and Edna Burton – Edna 

was Richard Meanley Anson’s younger sister and therefore Dorothy’s niece, though the two 

were more like sisters because of the small age difference.  In Dorothy’s eyes, and much to 

our amusement, our father could do no wrong.   We were able to use this to our advantage, to 

make sure our visits to Hough Place were never too drawn out.  We promised, or rather 

threatened, our father that if he couldn’t think of an excuse to leave after an hour or so, we 

would eventually tell Aunt Doll a grim secret:  many years earlier, before getting the bus 

home to Stonnall from Queen Mary’s School he would sometimes call to see her in Vicarage 

Walk.  She would then cook dinner for him and leave him in the room, with his dinner, his 

homework – and the dog.  She perhaps wondered, when our father eventually left for home, 



why the dog appeared so pleased with itself!  Luckily for our father, she was never to learn 

the truth. 

 

The final man in Dorothy’s conversation was Richard Meanley Anson himself, the subject of 

this piece, whom she referred to as ‘Dickie’, and who, being just 3 years younger than her, 

was more like a younger brother than a nephew.  ‘He would have made a wonderful 

minister,’ I remember her saying once.  It was only much later that I learned that Richard 

Anson had actually taken the first steps to becoming a reaper of souls in preference to crops.  

Dorothy had clearly hoped that he would replace her father as the religious figurehead in the 

family.  But that was not to be, and a few years after his death in 1916, the religious mantle, 

together with Richard’s name, was passed on to my father, whose early life in Stonnall 

centred largely around church activities; and from my father it eventually passed to me, 

particularly when I decided to study for a degree in theology. 

 

Sadly, however, Dorothy’s aspirations for me, too, were not fulfilled, theology and religion 

not being synonymous, though at least she was pleased for me to make my career in teaching, 

as she herself had done. 

 

Interestingly, I never remember Dorothy speaking about her eldest sister Sarah Asenath, 

Richard and Edna’s mother.  I wonder if this was because Sarah was much more independent 

– when she was 25 she married into the Anson family of Rushall, and for much of her 

married life she helped to run the Daw End Farm in Rushall as both a farm and – heaven 

forbid! – as the Manor Arms public house where canal travellers could stop for refreshment. 

 

 
 

Sarah Asenath Anson feeds the chickens at Daw End Farm, Rushall, c.1900. 

 

When Sarah and Richard Anson had their first child, a son, on 4th October 1892 at Daw End 

Farm, he was given his father’s name Richard followed by his grandmother’s maiden name 

Meanley.  In his early years the young Richard probably went to Daw End Primary School, 

with his brothers and sisters, Edna, Eric and Bernard, and worshipped at St Michael’s Parish 

Church, Rushall.  At home he was generally known as Dick or Dickie, not Richard. 

 



The Ansons had lived and farmed in Rushall for several generations, and life must have been 

quite comfortable for them because, according to the 1911 census, the family lived in a nine-

roomed house, together with a servant Annie Harper who was about the same age as Richard.  

In that census return Richard, at the age of 18, is described as a farmer, working for his 

father; and (according to his later military registration papers) he was 5ft 8½in. tall, with 

brown hair and blue eyes. 

 

As a youngster he had a passion for religion and poetry, and judging by the books he received 

from his mother as birthday presents he was certainly encouraged in these pursuits.  

Tellingly, perhaps, most of the poetry books which have been handed down to us are 

inscribed ‘from Mother’, seldom including his father. 

 

In early 1914, at the age of 21, Richard decided to emigrate to Canada; we can only speculate 

on the reasons for this, and whether it was a long-held aspiration or a spur-of-the-moment 

decision. There is a suggestion, though, handed down through the generations, that against 

the family’s wishes Richard wished to enter the Christian ministry. No doubt he was 

expected, as the eldest son, to one day take over control of the farm in Rushall from his 

father; so he might well have gone to Canada ostensibly to gain farming experience there, but 

with the real intention of training as a minister away from family pressures. Whatever his 

reasons for going to Canada, however, he could never have foreseen that this decision was to 

cost him his life within 3 years. 

 

Richard left Avonmouth, Bristol, aboard the SS Royal George on 17th June 1914, bound for 

Quebec & Montreal.  Probably before he reached his destination the assassination of 

Archduke Ferdinand of Austria, one of the main events leading up to the outbreak of World 

War One less than 2 months later, had taken place. 

 

 
 

The SS Royal George’s Embarkation List for Canada, 17th June 1914, with Richard Anson’s 

profession listed as a farmer. 



. 

 
 

The SS Royal George at Avonmouth. 

 

 

I have not yet been able to discover anything about Richard’s early days in Canada, but less 

than a year after his arrival we know that he was in Victoria, the capital of British Columbia 

on Vancouver Island.  Here, after one month’s service with the RVF (Royal Volunteer 

Force), he voluntarily enlisted with the 2nd Canadian Mounted Rifles, British Columbia 

Regiment, on 9th April 1915, and agreed to be sent to the European battlefront with the 

Canadian Overseas Expeditionary Forces. 

 

Luckily his enlistment papers have survived in the Canadian records and provide us with 

samples of his handwriting as well as other information.  Interestingly, he now described 

himself as a theological student not a farmer, so it is possible that he was already studying at 

a college of theology in British Columbia. 

Richard returned to Europe at some stage in 1915 or early 1916, but presumably he travelled 

aboard a troopship, and there seems to be no individual record of his voyage.  He was posted 

to the battle front and sadly lost his life at the Battle of the Somme on 18th September 1916, 

one of more than 24,000 Canadian casualties at the battle.  The exact circumstances 

surrounding his death are not known. Some of  the Canadian forces had been given the task 

of securing the town of Courcelette: the offensive began on 15th September, and was 

completed by 11th November, whereupon the 4th Canadian Division rejoined the Canadian 

Corps at Vimy Ridge. From their heroics during this period of fighting the Canadian units 

earned themselves a reputation as a formidable assault force, invaluable to the war efforts. 

 



 



 



Richard Meanley Anson was buried at Puchevillers British Cemetery, a few miles from 

Amiens in Northern France.  The records held by the Commonweath War Graves 

Commission state that he was 24, although in fact he died one month short of his 24th 

birthday.  My wife and I visited the cemetery to pay our respects on 24th June 2015, perhaps 

the first visitors that Richard had had in the 99 years since he died. 

 

 
 

 
24th June 2015: Desmond Burton visits his great-uncle 

 at Puchevillers British Cemetery in northern France. 

 



 
 

Richard’s gravestone is in the left centre of this picture, with other Canadian soldiers; a 

photograph of him can just be made out, affixed to the top of the stone. 

 

 

 
 

I have also now located the Canadian World War I Book of Remembrance, and obtained a 

copy of the page where Richard’s name is listed, unfortunately with a small spelling mistake 

in his middle name.  The accompanying letter states the date on which the page can be 



viewed in Canada’s Parliament building.  It is pleasing to know that Richard’s sacrifice will 

never be forgotten in the land which he had hoped to call his home. 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 



 
 



 
 

 

Although Richard himself had no personal connection with Stonnall, his name and his 

memory certainly lived on in the village after his death.  All of his three younger siblings 

later came to live in or very near Stonnall.  In 1919 his sister Edna married Garnet Burton, 

and they lived at Lower Farm until Edna’s death in 1945 (Garnet’s brother Arthur was a 

friend and neighbour of Richard in Rushall, and also fought at the Battle of the Somme, 

before being wounded and safely evacuated back to England – this happened in the same 

week in September 1916 that Richard was killed).  Richard’s brother Eric was a tenant at 

Wordsley House with his wife and two young daughters for several years before and during 

World War Two.  Bernard, the youngest of the four, lived for many years at Whitacre Farm 

with his wife and two sons, the elder of whom was christened Richard Meanley.  Finally, of 



course, Edna and Garnet Burton gave their only son the forenames Richard and Anson as a 

tribute to the brother Edna had lost. 

 

***** 

Postscript: 

 

While searching for information about Richard Meanley Anson, who was my great-uncle, I 

came across a website posting, printed below, from a Paul Heath, who was also interested in 

Richard’s life.  Unfortunately the posting was made way back in 2002, and the email address 

is no longer operative.  If Paul Heath, or anyone else who has information about Richard, 

happens to read this, I would be very keen to hear from them through the Stonnall History 

website or Facebook page. 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 

©Desmond Burton 

November 2015 

 

 

 


