
HER LIGHT,
OUR HOME

Eleanor's story, told in her own words

A  V O L U M E  O F  U S  S A M P L E



A  V O L U M E  O F  U S

The voices that made us.



A  M O T H E R ' S  D A Y  K E E P S A K E

Her Light, Our Home

The story of Eleanor Mae Bennett

CREATED WITH LOVE BY CLAIRE AND DANIEL
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A B O U T  T H I S  S A M P L E

T H E  E X P E R I E N C E

01
A loved one answers a guided interview by voice or text.

02
Family photographs are added and matched to the memories.

03
The story is edited, designed, approved, printed, and delivered.

FICTIONAL NAMES, STORY, AND IMAGES - CREATED FOR PORTFOLIO DEMONSTRATION
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V
This fictional demonstration book shows how A Volume of Us
brings guided voice answers and family photographs together
in a polished, deeply personal keepsake.



F O R  M O M

For every ordinary morning you made feel safe,

every hard season you carried quietly,

and every door you left open for us.

With all our love,

Claire & Daniel
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A family is not built from grand

moments. It is built from the small

things we choose to do for one

another, again and again.

E L E A N O R
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C H A P T E R  O N E

The Yellow House
Maple Street, summer 1964
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I N  H E R  O W N  W O R D S

Where it all began

The yellow house at the end of Maple Street was small enough that you

could hear everyone moving from room to room. I remember lilacs against

the porch rail, my father's whistle at five o'clock, and my mother opening

the kitchen window when the bread came out of the oven.

We did not have much, but the house never felt empty. Neighbors came

through the back door. Supper stretched when someone needed a place at

the table. Looking back, I think that was my first lesson in love: make room.

M E M O R Y  P R O M P T

What place from your childhood can you still see clearly?
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"There was always room for one more."

ELEANOR ON THE HOUSE THAT SHAPED HER
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A  L I F E  I N  M O M E N T S

1958

Born in Ashford

1978

Married Thomas

1984

Claire arrived

1987

Daniel arrived

2016

Became Grandma

The dates tell us where we were. The

memories tell us who we became.
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S E P T E M B E R  2 3 ,  1 9 7 8
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C H A P T E R  T W O

The promise we kept

It rained before the ceremony, and I thought the garden flowers would

collapse. Then the clouds lifted just as we stepped outside. Thomas looked at

me as if we were the only two people there.

We promised to be honest, to laugh often, and never to let a disagreement

follow us into the next morning. We did not always manage the last one, but

we always found our way back to the kitchen table.

W H A T  E N D U R E D

Kindness mattered more than being right.
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C H A P T E R  T H R E E

The Life She Built

A home made from rituals, patience, and the courage to begin again.
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"Sunday began with the sound of a whisk."
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T H E  Y E A R S  T H A T  M O V E D  F A S T E S T

Making ordinary days matter

Motherhood surprised me with its repetition. Pack the lunches. Find the

missing shoe. Sit beside the fever. Start the laundry again. At the time, I

worried the important days were passing somewhere else.

Now I know those were the important days. Children remember the feeling

of a home before they remember what was in it. I wanted ours to feel steady,

even when life was not.

"You do not have to make childhood perfect. Make it safe enough to be

remembered with warmth."
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A  R E C I P E  W E  S T I L L  M A K E

Eleanor's Sunday Pancakes

T H E  B A T T E R

2 cups flour

2 teaspoons baking powder

2 eggs

1 3/4 cups milk

2 tablespoons melted butter

A pinch of salt

T H E  S E C R E T

Let the batter rest while the

coffee brews. Cook the smallest

pancake first. Give the last

pancake to whoever helped clean

the kitchen.

Some recipes feed more than hunger.
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W H A T  S H E  T A U G H T  U S

01 Make room

At the table, in the conversation, and in your plans.

02 Call people back

Pride is rarely worth the silence it creates.

03 Notice the small things

A cup of tea can be a way of saying: I see you.

04 Begin again

A difficult chapter is not the whole story.
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A  L E T T E R  F R O M  C L A I R E

Mom,

I used to think your strength was the way you never seemed afraid.

Now I understand it was the way you kept loving us while you were

afraid.

You gave Daniel and me a place we could always return to, but

more than that, you taught us how to become that place for other

people.

When our children ask where our family began, this is the story I

want them to know.

Love always,

Claire

16



T H E  F A M I L Y  S H E  M A D E
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"My proudest achievement is not something I can point

to. It is the way they still choose to come home."
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W H A T  S H O U L D  T H E  N E X T  G E N E R A T I O N  R E M E M B E R ?

That love is a practice

Love is not only what you feel when things are easy. It is the

meal you bring, the apology you make, the chair you pull

closer, and the truth you tell gently.

Do not wait for a perfect moment to say what matters. Ask the

question. Take the photograph. Write down the recipe. Tell

people what their life has meant to yours.
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F O R  T H E  Y E A R S  A H E A D

May the stories in these pages

keep finding their way back to

the table.

Happy Mother's Day, Mom.
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Her light became the way home.

E L E A N O R  M A E  B E N N E T T
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Every life holds a story

worth keeping.

Guided interviews. Thoughtful editing. A book made to last.

FICTIONAL SAMPLE CREATED FOR DEMONSTRATION

A  V O L U M E  O F  U S


