






















































































A Historic Cemetery 
Yields its Tales 

Kennett psychologist Lee Anderson 

understands loss, and not just because 

she's devoted 27 years of private practice 

to people suffering from it. 

When Anderson's father died from 

a brainstem stroke in 1998, the family 

faced more than the sudden death of its 

patriarch. They were struck by the appall­

ingly poor conditions of Riverview Ceme­

tery in Wilmington, with its cracked roads, 

damaged mausoleums and weed-covered 

gravestones. "We started volunteering and 

cutting grass," Anderson says. "Visiting 

graves of strangers, prominent people, 

veterans and children became sacred." 

At the time, 37,000 people were buried 

at Riverview, one of the oldest and largest 

cemeteries in Dela­

ware. There was 

space for 20,000 

more, but given 

the neglect, they 

would be remem-

bered with little 

dignity. 

Conditions 

were so sub­

standard that 

city officials held a meeting in 

2002, an event that inspired Anderson's 

book, "Reading the Stones: A Collection of 

Memories from the First State." When she 

saw the heartbreak of elderly people who 

thought their loved ones would be forgot­

ten, there was no turning back. 

"I stood up and announced that I'd 

write a book to preserve their memories 

if they'd send me their stories," Anderson 

says. "I don't know what made me do it, 

but it moved me outside my office to a 

wider community, and I learned that there 

are things in life that are therapeutic that 

don't involve therapy." 

Anderson was inundated with stories of 

people buried at Riverview, one of the first 

cemeteries to be integrated in the 1950s. 

The self-published book is a collection of 

memories passed on to future generations. 

The project proved more meaningful than 

years of formal training. "I realized that it's 

only when we tell each other stories that 

we understand the fabric of our lives," she 

says. "I wonder how people will remember 

me when I'm gone. But I know now that 

when we're gone, ongoing love remains." 
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