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I have often found myself wondering if my mom acted like I do at my current age. Was she doing her own version of 
a 1970’s T-Shirt at her own Dark Horse? Was she screaming at the guy she was hooking up with - now my father - at 
two in the morning because she didn’t get her way? From the subtle hints I get when my parents speak about the 
past, I really think the apple doesn’t fall far from the crazy-ass tree. The crazy girls you find dancing on pool tables 
and playing mind-games with their boyfriends are not a new invention. Decades ago, our mothers told their Chris, 
who was waiting on the phone, that they were “washing their hair”. This is just like us getting a text message and 
replying later the next day, implying we had something better to be doing than talking to our own 21st Century 
“Chris”. There is no manual I can give the men of Cortland to understand the ways of the crazy girl. The only thing 
I can think of is to talk to your parents. Understand how your dad ever dealt with your mom when she was younger. 
Take it or leave it, this is just who we are. I completely understand and accept that I am crazy.  Shit, even the most 
relaxed girl I know here is crazy. We may drink too much or get mad at you because you don’t pay us enough 
attention, but all we are really trying to do is figure our lives out.
I can genuinely say that I personally have tried to tone down the “crazy” over the past few years. But it takes a lot 
of experience to not let our relationships get the best of our emotions, sober or drunk. This being said, I apologize 
in advance the next time you see me downtown and I leave the bar huffing and puffing about to blow the whole 
damn bar down cause my guy has pissed me off again. I’m still working on it.


