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Nieces & Friends of the family  

 

 

Jermaine Williams 

James Dean 

Rodney Ferguson 

Wayne Johnson 

Caleb Chalmers 

Alfred Sneed 

 

Words cannot express our most sincere and heart felt 

gratitude for your calls, texts, visits, and prayers.  We 

thank The Lord for your out pouring of love during this 

trying time.  Please continue to keep us in your prayers 

going forward as we learn to live without our Big Rich.  

 

The family would like to extend a special thank you to 

Tabitha Harris, Lisa Yates, and Pastor Wayne Johnson. 

 

The Richardson Family 

 
 
My Grandad is a Man I’d Strive to be Like. 
He’s a man of integrity, a man of respect, a man of God.  I used to look up at him both 
figuratively and literally.  Him being the father of my father, I always knew he was a fun 
and loving grandad, but I didn’t get to fully understand how amazing of a person he was 
until I hit my teenage years and with him being 6’3” – 6’4”, it took me just about to the 
end of high school to be able to look him in his eyes.  He was the type of man who’s            
family never had to question whether or not he loved them.  They knew.  I never had to 
question if he had my back or not.  I knew.  He used to assign a “person in charge”       
whenever me and my sisters would leave from staying with him and Grandma when we 
were younger.  Of course, I could’ve been that person each and every time but with him 
being that loving and caring person he is, he’d let my sisters get it every now and then 
just to make em happy…and not cry.  And last but not least, I’ll never not miss hearing 
“What’s up Sport?” whenever he saw me.  That was his in person ringtone.  He won’t be 
forgotten by anyone he’s interacted with and I say that with all my confidence.  I love 
you big guy.  I’ll see you soon 
~Taqqee 
 

Granddaddy, 
I will miss you more than words can express. I have never known life without you, so I 
don’t really know what to do next.  You are the best granddaddy we could have asked for.   
Since you are gone, I can only hold on to things you have taught me: I promise I will stay 
calm & listen to reason…. I won’t be so quick to react…. I promise to be patient…I prom-
ise to stay in church…I will budget my money…I will respect my parents…. I will try to 
remain the amiable person you always told me I am…I will work hard for everything that 
I want & I will continue to accomplish my goals, knowing my granddaddy would have 
been so proud of his Yahnie. I will always be there for our Delois…she knows who to lean 
and depend on. she will be okay.  
I can’t help but be upset that i couldn’t say goodbye. but life doesn’t always work that 
way. you knew i loved you, and I have no regrets. we’ve logged so many miles. shared so 
many smiles…. everywhere I go there is some kind of reminder of you. that part hurts so 
bad. but I’ll have to find peace in my heart, knowing that we made memories that are 
going to always last.  
I love you Big A. “to the moon and back”  
-By the way…I’m in charge ;)  
-Yahnie 
 

Grandad, 
I will always wish to have more, but my grandad gave me enough memories to last a 
lifetime.  I will miss guessing which cologne he was wearing after church, I will miss  
calling him my “old man” and I will miss riding around town with him.  I will never forget 
how he would carry my sister and I into the other room when we would fall asleep in his 
spot beside Grandma, and the way he would let us sit on his lap no matter how old we 
got.  I will miss looking up toward the corner he always sat in during church to make eye 
contact with him and carrying his Bible back to the car after service.  I will miss his   
encouraging words throughout the difficult semesters, and his random texts late at 
night telling me to get some rest.  I will miss the way he always pinched my cheeks,   
fixing his cups of black coffee, and the way he called my name.  His love for us was             
always shown and he will forever be in my heart.  As I move forward I will remember to 
be grateful as I could not have asked for a better grandad. 
 ~ Breezae 
 

Dear Little Boy, 
I’m going to miss you so much! I remember we would pick strawberries together. I’m 
glad we got to do that one last time. I still feel like this is a nightmare that I can’t wake 
up from. I wish that it wasn’t you to go, but I know you’re in a better place. Remember, I 
love you to the sun, all around the milky way, over past China, to Jupiter and back to sun 
again. Love you forever - Fluff 
From Brayla 
 
 
 
 



 

Anthony “Big Rich” Foster Richardson was born May 16, 1947 in Sanford, NC to Jasper 
and Christine Richardson.  He departed this life on Wednesday, July 7, 2021.  Anthony 
was preceded in death by his parents, Jasper and Christine Richardson, brother Rufus 
Grey Richardson, and eldest son, Willie Tyryan Richardson. 
 

Anthony graduated from W. B. Wicker in 1965 and went on to attend North Carolina 
Central University.  On January 1st, 1971 he married Delois McKoy and from that union 
three sons were born.  With a twinkle in his eye and a smile on his lips, he’d will tell    
everyone “Lois has just what I need”; they were two peas in a pod.  They spent the first 
few years of their marriage in Philadelphia, PA but eventually made Sanford their home.  
Anthony loved the beach and visited a few times a year to spend quality time with his 
sons fishing and celebrating the 4th of July with his family and his special uncle William 
Newton.  In 1977 Anthony dedicated his life to Christ and never looked back.  He was a 
faithful, and humble servant at The Church of God in Christ Jesus in Johnsonville, NC 
where he served as a Deacon for many years. 
 

Anthony worked several years for Carolina Power and Light Company and Siemens         
before later gaining employment with Lee County and retiring from Lee County Public 
Works in 2012.   Through his work he made several friends and made a positive                
influence for many of the inmates that he supervised. 
 

Anthony was a big man with an even bigger heart. He had a way of making everyone feel 
comfortable and right at home. Just when you were set at ease, he would make you 
laugh because he had jokes for days.  There were two surefire ways to win “Big A” over, 
give him something good to eat or make him laugh.  There are few, if any, that did not 
love him from the first time you met him and he became “Uncle Anthony”, “Pop”, or 
“Granddad” to so many of his children’s friends, community youth and church family.  He 
worked very hard to ensure that his family knew he loved them, in words and service.  
Often times when the boys were home, he would stay up into the wee hours of the 
morning watching tv and shooting the gift until Lois would yell “AntNeeee! Come to 
bed!”  He had three things for us to do: love God, work hard, treat people right. 
 When you heard the words “Now listen Sport” you know that there was a story coming 
or some words of wisdom that would be beneficial.  It could be anything from life in  
Sanford in the old days, to family history, or even a lesson on how to treat others.             
Anthony was a font of knowledge and a great orator that shared such great wisdom.  He 
loved telling stories and having passionate discussions and debates about Tarheel            
basketball and the Pittsburgh Steelers but most of all he loved the Lord.  Many of the 
stories were a perfect mix of history, humor and life lessons. 
 

He leaves to cherish his memory: wife Delois; sons Brian (Marcia) of Fuquay-Varina and 
Kelly (Ayesha) of Greensboro; grandchildren Taqqee, MarYahna, Nasya, and Brayla                
Richardson; one aunt, Patricia Newton of Myrtle Beach, SC; sisters in law Willie Mae 
(Robert) Harrington, Reatha McCrimmon; Wentsel (Waymon); Janice (Lester); god-
daughters Michelle and Teara Page; and a host of nieces, nephews, relatives, and friends. 
 
The legacy of Anthony can be summed up with a few verses from the Bible 
 
Romans 12:1-2 
1I beseech you therefore, brethren, by the mercies of God, that ye present your bodies a 
living sacrifice, holy, acceptable unto God, which is your reasonable service.  
 
2And be not conformed to this world: but be ye transformed by the renewing of your 
mind, that ye may prove what is that good, and acceptable, and perfect, will of God. 
 
Proverbs 17:22 (KJV) 
A merry heart doeth good like a medicine: But a broken spirit drieth the bones. 
 
1 Corinthians 13:13 (KJV) 
And now abideth faith, hope, love, these three; but the greatest of these is love. 

 

Apostle James A. Prince ~ Officiating 

 

 
 
Prelude……………………………………………………………………………….…………...Musician 

Processional…………………………………..……………………………………..Clergy & Family 

Solo………………………………………………….……………………………Brittany Yarborough 

“Spirit Fall Down” 

Scripture 

          Old Testament……………………………………………………….Bishop Roy McKoy 

          New Testament………………………………………………………..Elder Tony Lucas 

Prayer of Comfort…………………………………………………Bishop James McKinnon 

Acknowledgements & Obituary……………………………………………Katrina Barnes 

Remarks…………………………………………………………………………….2 Minutes Please  

Elder Billy Ray Lanier 

Elder Daniel Staten 

Bishop James McKinnon 

Solo………………………………………………………………………..Bishop James McKinnon 

Eulogy…………………………………………………………………….Elder Christopher Brown 

Selection………………………………………………………………………………………………...Choir 

Parting View…………………………………………………………………………………………..Choir 

Recession 

 
 
 
 
 
 

Lee Memory Gardens 
2600 Hawkins Avenue 

Sanford, North Carolina 27330 


