MUMs—Made-Up Memories

MUMS. Made Up Memoirs. My best gitl and I first coined the
term when 1 “co-opted” some of her life story. Not major
memories. I would never, say, remember sleeping with her
boyfriend, which I never did, to set the record straight. No, a
MUM is a small mis-remembrance that is very real to the
MUM’s owner. I may “remember” my best girl’s favorite
movie, as she described it to me so often. Recently I
discovered that the ability to have MUMs is inherited.

“Member,” my three year old daughter Pascale says.
She has not mastered the entirety of the word remember.
“Member when the trains came into the houser”

In writing for a memoir class I was told [ was to record
memoties to illuminate a truth; to bear witness to history and
my accounts of events. If I do not write my memories there is
a chance that someone else will create a cartoonish version of
my reality. My toddler senses there were trains in her room.
We laugh and unimaginatively pat her petite head. This
frustrates her and she crosses her arms in front of her chest and
actually says, “hhmph.” She lacks authority, so we do not
believe her. [ too have an early memory that sy mother
maintains did not happen. I believed that my mother forgot
my birthday when I was thirteen. But, [ have a built in witness,
a twin sister who will swear that this possible MUM i1s factual.
Did we fall into a twin-mind-think, a mutual folie dex deux?

And what of my toddler that lacks this sibling observer?
She has no twin sister. Who will be witness to her memories
except us, and whose interpretation of those reminiscences will
be cortect—a thirty-something mom that has enough life
experience to filter the situation, or a three year old for whom






