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MYLIFEMEMOIR / FICTIONAL SAMPLE

The Things
We Carried Home
A lifetime of memories, family, and belonging

Thomas Bennett

Your heritage. Your life story. Your family’s memories.

A legacy for generations.

Two fictional chapters. Illustrated sample cover. US Letter, 8.5 × 11 inches.
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A NOTE TO MY FAMILY

Start anywhere. Come back often.
I used to think a family history needed to begin with a date and end with a lesson. The older

I get, the more I think it begins with someone saying, “Do you remember?”

These are some of the things I remember: my mother keeping the last slice of pie for

whoever came home late, my father checking the back door twice, and Uncle Raymond

making room at his workbench even when he had plenty to finish.

I am writing them down because you may someday wonder what our days were like, what

mattered to us, and who helped us become the people you knew. I wish I had asked my own

grandparents more questions.

This book is not the last word. There will be things I have forgotten, things I remember

differently from you, and stories I have not found the words for yet. I hope to keep adding

to it.

With love, Thomas

IN THIS SAMPLE

Chapter 1 · All About Me

My name, our kitchen table, and the work that shaped my days.

Chapter 7 · People and Community

Uncle Raymond, a teacher who noticed, and a memory from my daughter.

Design concept: selected chapters from a larger memoir. Chapter numbering follows the twelve-chapter

application. The family contribution demonstrates a proposed future feature, not a claim about the current

PDF export.
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CHAPTER ONE

All About Me

The name I answered to

My name is Thomas Edward Bennett, but almost everyone who knew me as a boy called

me Tommy. My mother used the full name when she wanted me to come inside

immediately. My father could put the same message into one raised eyebrow.

I was born in 1949 in a small Pennsylvania town where the river seemed to be part of every

conversation. People talked about whether it was rising, whether the fishing was any good,

and whether the bridge would be busy when the afternoon shift let out.

Edward was my grandfather’s name. I never knew him. My mother said he could mend a

chair so well that you could not find the break afterward. That is nearly all I know about

him, and it bothers me sometimes that a whole person can become just one sentence in the

family.

I would like you to have more than one sentence about me. Not because I did anything

extraordinary, but because the ordinary things are the ones that explain a life.

The kitchen table

Our kitchen table stood under the window, close enough to the wall that the person at the

back had to ask everyone else to move. Nobody called it inconvenient. That was simply

where the table fit.

My mother, Helen, kept a blue mixing bowl on the counter. On Saturdays she made bread,

and by lunchtime every coat in the room seemed to carry a little of that warm smell. My

sister Ruth and I argued about whose turn it was to butter the heels.

That is nearly all I know about him, and it bothers me
sometimes that a whole person can become just one
sentence in the family.
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ALL ABOUT ME / CONTINUED

What my parents left me

Dad repaired pumps at the paper mill. He came home with a lunch pail that clicked when he

set it on the counter. He would wash his hands, ask my mother how the day had gone, and

listen to her answer before he said much about his own.

I did not recognize that as a habit worth noticing until I had a home of my own. There are

ways of caring for people that do not make much noise. Listening before speaking was one

of his.

My mother was more direct. If a neighbor was ill, she cooked. If someone needed a ride,

she found one. She could be impatient with us, especially when she was tired, but she never

suggested that helping was somebody else’s job.

Work, and the things beyond it

I became an electrician. For most of my working life I left the house early enough to see the

bakery lights come on before the rest of the street woke up. I liked finding a fault that

nobody could quite explain and working backward until the problem made sense.

But work was never the whole of me. I liked growing tomatoes, listening to baseball on the

radio, and taking the long way home if the weather was fine. When the children were small,

I built a crooked little shelf for their books. It stayed crooked for twenty years because they

would not let me replace it.

If you are trying to picture me, that may help more than my job title: a man who wanted

things to work properly, and who could be persuaded to leave them imperfect when the

people he loved preferred them that way.

FAMILY NOTE

The blue bowl later belonged to Ruth. She remembered the Saturday bread too, although

she insisted I always took the bigger heel. Some disagreements are worth keeping.
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CHAPTER SEVEN

People and Community

People who made a difference

Uncle Raymond’s workbench

My mother’s brother Raymond was a cabinetmaker. The family called him Ray, except my

grandmother, who never shortened anyone’s name. His shop was behind his house, and he

kept a pencil tucked above his ear even on Sundays.

When I was fourteen, I broke the handle off a small drawer I was supposed to be fixing. I

thought he would be angry. He took the pieces, turned them over in his hands, and asked me

to show him what I had tried.

We spent the afternoon making a new handle. He let me do the measuring twice and the

cutting once. When I got impatient, he did not give a speech. He handed the ruler back to

me.

What stayed with me was not the handle. It was the fact that he treated my mistake as

something we could understand. Years later, when an apprentice made an expensive error, I

remembered that afternoon before I opened my mouth.

A teacher who noticed

Mrs. Alvarez taught English at our high school. I was comfortable fixing a switch and much

less comfortable reading an essay aloud. She once wrote a note on my paper saying that I

had explained something clearly and should trust myself enough to say it.

I kept that paper longer than any report card. She probably wrote hundreds of encouraging

notes in her career. I doubt she knew that one of them followed a boy into nearly every

difficult conversation he had as a grown man.
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PEOPLE AND COMMUNITY / CONTINUED

The people who kept showing up

Our neighbor Mrs. Ellis had a spare key to our house for years. She brought it back when

we moved, tied to a piece of yellow string. I had forgotten she still had it. She said she had

always liked knowing she could help if we needed her.

When I think about community, I do not first think of an organization or a building. I think

of people who knew enough about one another to notice when something was different: an

unopened curtain, an empty seat, a child who needed a lift home.

I hope you make room in your own stories for those people. Not everyone who changes a

life does it in a way that gets written on a certificate.

IN THE WORDS OF FAMILY AND FRIENDS

The crooked bookshelf

A memory from Emily Bennett, Thomas’s daughter

Dad says we would not let him replace the bookshelf because we liked it crooked. That is

only part of the story. He had written our names underneath it in pencil, with the year he

made it. When we found that, the shelf stopped being furniture. It became something Dad

had made especially for us.

When I moved into my first apartment, he asked if I wanted a better one. I took the old

shelf. It is in my daughter’s room now, still leaning a little to the left.

A LIVING STORY

There are more people to remember and more stories to tell. This is a place to begin, not a

place to stop.

Sample contribution shown with author attribution. All content is fictional.


