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BETA GAMMA PI TRADITIONS, CUSTOMS, & RITES

Founding Data

Beta Gamma Pi was founded in 1919 on the campus of Western Smith College by five extraordinary women of character and virtue.

 


Sorority Colors

Sunrise lavender and sunset turquoise are the official colors of Beta Gamma Pi. The colors symbolize the beginning and the end of the swiftly passing day and remind each member to make the most of every moment.

 


Sorority Pin

Designed in 1919, the pin is made of the Greek letters Beta, Gamma, and Pi. This sterling silver pin is to be worn over the heart on the outermost garment. There are five stones in the Gamma: a ruby representing courageous leadership, a pink tourmaline representing genuine sisterhood, an emerald representing a profound education, a purple amethyst representing deep spirituality, and a blue sapphire representing unending service.

Anytime the pin is worn, members should conduct themselves with dignity and honor.

 


The B Pin

The B Pin was designed in 1920 by the founders. This basic silver pin in the shape of the letter B symbolizes the beginning step in the membership process. The straight side signifies character. The two curves mean yielding to God and yielding to others. It is given at the Pi Induction Ceremony.

 


Sorority Flower

The lily is the sorority flower and it denotes the endurance and strength the member will need to be a part of Beta Gamma Pi for a lifetime.

 


Sorority Stone

The diamond is the sorority stone, which embodies the precious and pure heart needed to be a productive member of Beta Gamma Pi.

 


Sorority Call

Bee-goh-p

 


Sorority Symbol

The eagle is the symbol of Beta Gamma Pi. It reflects the soaring greatness each member is destined to reach.

 


Sorority Motto

A sisterhood committed to making the world greater.

 


The Pi Symbol

The Bee insect is the symbol of the Pi pledges. This symbolizes the soaring tenacity one must possess to become a full member of Beta Gamma Pi.
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1

BENEVOLENT

Yeah, I know I got it going on, and even with all the eyes rolling my way, I’m not gonna feel bad about that. My dark, almond-toned skin is glazed to perfection. My 5’7” body is slim in all the right places. My sassy short do moves the men. I know how to work it. Every guy at this Student Government Association back-to-school party is checking me out, including the fine, commanding SGA president, Al Dutch.

Al Dutch—yes, he wants everyone to use his whole name all the time, saying he plans to run for political office one day and we need to remember him. Al is a lady’s man; he looks, walks, and talks like money! You know the type. The one who’s confident and cocky and always has a sure smile plastered on his or her face, with a no-worry, got-much-loot look in his or her eyes. Al’s that type. His skin glows like he has slept on the best satin sheets and used the finest body oils all his life. All the men wanna be him. All the girls wanna be with him—including me. It was game time, and I was flirting hard.

Western Smith is your typical historically black college with even more bells and whistles. We are rich in history in our great state of Arkansas. We have everything at our disposal—a good football team, excellent academics, amazing Greek life, and great cultural campus events. Western Smith even has a first-rate band—which is the place where I fit most.

I was a drum major my sophomore year. Now that I’m a junior, I’ve switched gears and decided to try something different. Now I’m captain of the dance team. One would think my life is perfect, but my reputation isn’t the best. Though I don’t care what people think or say about me, I know I want to make the line of Beta Gamma Pi. Three years ago when I first came to college, I was at a probate show where the sisters were stepping, and I remember all the excited oohs and ahhs they received from the crowd. It was then that I knew I really wanted to be a Beta. Plus, their sorors in my hometown of Natchez, Mississippi, helped get me through my high school years and because of their scholarship, I was able to attend Western Smith.

After meeting some Betas in middle school, I had researched the sorority. I found newspaper clippings about the five founders, and I’d even taken a tour of the National Headquarters about thirty miles from campus. The more I looked into what the Betas were all about—leadership, sisterhood, education, Christianity, and public service—I knew they were the sorority for me. The whole God thing wasn’t really my thing, but I knew to be a Beta, I had to either clean up my act and hope they would vote me in or cancel that dream altogether.

“Oooo, girl, you working it. Making a brothah lose his mind. Let’s get outta here,” Al Dutch said as he grabbed my waist after I sashayed my body all around his in a seductive manner.

“Boy, please. I don’t even know you like that,” I said.

With the stare of a tiger hungry to eat, Al Dutch said, “Oh, you know exactly who I am. And I know you, Ms. Cassidy Cross. And you want everything I got to give. Don’t play. I chose you tonight, baby. Now, you see all the ladies’ eyes are focused on me, and if I made the wrong choice you need to let me know now, and I’ll be on my way.”

I looked around me, and he was right. There were girls just waiting for the chance to talk to Al Dutch. But even though I wasn’t ready to groove with him between the sheets, I could move my body on the dance floor.

“Come here. You can’t make up your mind?” he said. Then he pointed in the direction of a girl who was on the dance team with me, Miss Ginger. I didn’t know her well, but I knew she didn’t like the fact that I was chosen to head up the dance team. She’d thought she would have the honor because of seniority—she had been on the team the last two years. However, I’d had the moves in my favor, and I’d ultimately won out. I could see the anger in her face from across the room. She was cute, but Al Dutch was jocking me and obviously thought I was cuter.

“Come on, let’s go,” I said, tugging him back to me and wrapping his arm around my waist to piss her off more.

“That’s what I’m talking about,” he said to me as he laid a sloppy kiss on my lips in front of the crowd.

I was taken aback by his bold move, but with so many girls after him, I guess he was used to getting what he wanted. I hadn’t seen any Betas in the house to use this against me. They didn’t like to see prospective members being too sassy in public. So before they came to this jumping party, Al Dutch and I left.

I’d come to the party with my roommate, and she knew the drill—if I didn’t meet up with her once the party was over, she knew I’d catch up with her at home. So I didn’t sweat looking for her—though, once I got in his car and he lit a joint and handed it to me, I wondered if I should have told my girl where I was. I wanted to have a good time, but I wasn’t into smoking pot.

Although it was a ten-minute ride to his crib, he barely said two words to me. Al Dutch was what most girls at Western Smith dreamed of, but right now, smoking a joint, he wasn’t being dreamy, just careless.

When we arrived at his apartment, it was confirmed that the boy was loaded. His crib was huge. The living room area was decked out with a fifty-inch plasma TV. His kitchen had all the finest appliances, from the stainless-steel microwave to the automatic dishwasher. The wall-to-wall carpet was thick and plush and clean. I strolled down the hallway and entered the master bedroom. The green-and-brown color scheme went along with his tasteful style. I was in awe as I enjoyed the view and made my way back to the fine brother I was ready to spend the rest of the evening talking to.

“Don’t get me wrong, this is my parents’ place, but I’m a business major, and when I learn enough to take over the family business I will own all this,” he said. “My parents own Dutch Cosmetics, one of the most successful African American beauty lines. But as pretty as your beautiful skin is, I don’t think we have anything that could make you more gorgeous.”

Dutch then came over to the couch, put his arms around me, and went in for a kiss. Again, we hadn’t said much to each other. I needed him to back the heck off, but he was so aggressive. His hands were all over me, and before I knew it, my shirt was off, and he was trying to take off my pants. This wasn’t what I wanted, so I shoved him away from me.

With my hands in front of me, I said, “Stop! I’m not ready for this yet; I want to get to know you. Please stop.”

“Girl, please. I hope you didn’t think I brought you over here so we could talk,” he said as I tried to cover myself. “Oh, no, ain’t no need to hide all that. Tonight you’re mine. Look around—you best believe I get what I want.”

With that, he picked me up and took me to his bedroom, where he threw me down on his king-size bed. He wouldn’t take no for an answer, no matter how much I tried to stop him. So I just laid there feeling practically dead inside.
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“Ugh, what are you looking at?” Al Dutch questioned me twenty minutes later.

Instantly, I hung my head low. He was a jerk, and I was both angry and saddened. Did I ask for this? I wondered, unable to move.

“We’re done,” he said in a disgusted voice.

I felt like my insides were ripped apart. He had a satisfied grin on his face, but I felt devastated. Though I was angry, I didn’t act on it. I just lay there.

“Cassidy, can you not hear? You ain’t getting round two. Put your clothes on,” he said as he threw them in my face. “I got someone else coming through in a few, so I need you to get up outta my space.”

I still couldn’t move. He walked over toward me and tried to grab me. I jerked away from him. I didn’t want him touching me again, not after what he’d just done to me. The instant he tried to touch me, it was like I unthawed and was on fire. I quickly got up, grabbed my stuff, and headed to the nearest door, not caring where it led to.

Entering the bathroom, I looked in the mirror and said softly, “How did you let this happen, Cass?”

All I wanted was a man to love me. I deeply wanted a family someday. I knew the altercation with Al Dutch was a real indication that I wasn’t doing things the proper way. The hours leading up to this quickly zoomed through my memory. The girl he’d left with at the party had seemed up for anything. I had totally sent out the wrong signals.

I so wanted to be a Beta. I was thinking back to the conversation I had had last school year with Alyx Cruz, the new transfer Beta who had it going on and was rumored to be the head of the line. She had told me I shouldn’t give people a reason to think I was fast. And with Al Dutch I’d only done what I’d always done—been carefree and not taken things so seriously. But as I looked in the mirror, I realized no sorority was gonna want me if I had let a guy like Al Dutch do what he’d done to me. Replaying the scene over and over, I hated myself.

“For real, you gotta go. You need to leave!” Al Dutch said, interrupting my thoughts. “Your teammate, Meagan, is headed over here. I gotta do her. This ain’t nothing like love, and it wasn’t even that good, so get out!”

Wow, what was he planning on doing? Getting with all the girls on the dance team? Ginger had been eyeing him down at the party. Now he was talking about getting with Meagan. This guy was nasty.

Dang! I threw water on my face and stared at myself one last time in his bathroom mirror. I knew this was the moment I needed to change. I opened the door, fully dressed, and walked out.

“Are you crying? What, you thought I wanted a relationship? You mean nothing to me. I gave you the night you wanted.”

Finally, I went for the attack—took my hand and grabbed his neck. “You raped me.”

“What? You’re dreaming,” he said. “You asked for it in every way.” He took my arm and twisted it behind my back. “And don’t you even think about going to the cops.”

“Stop!” I shouted in agony. “You’re hurting me! Let go!”

“Not until you understand that you don’t need to be making no remarks like that. Everybody at the party saw you coming on to me and eyeing me down. Don’t try to cry rape now. I gave you everything you asked for. You’re sorry now, and you just need to deal with it. Now for the last time, get out and leave me out of it.”

I didn’t know if I could do that, but I knew I had to leave. I jetted to the front door, hating all that had happened.

 



When I reached my apartment, I felt worthless. My hands were trembling so badly I could barely open the front door, and eventually my roommate, Samantha Kelly, came to help. She was a cool girl from Alabama who had grandparents in Arkansas. She was really laid back and relaxed, so she was always able to calm me down.

“Cass, what are you doing? Girl, I didn’t know who was out here messing with the doorknob,” she said while holding on to the steel bat we kept at the door for protection.

She played softball at our school and, like me, she wanted to pledge Beta Gamma Pi. Without noticing something was wrong with me, she blabbed about an upcoming Beta event.

“I was hoping you’d get here soon. A lot of us who are trying to pledge Beta are getting together to discuss if they’ve heard word of the Betas having a line. A fall line, that is. Because they didn’t have a line last year, this is supposed to be the biggest line to be brought over. Are you listening to me?” she asked when I stared at the bare wall instead of at her face. She finally realized I was in a daze. She reached out to hug me, and I jerked back. “What’s wrong? Talk to me, Cass.”

I wanted so badly to blurt out, “I’ve been raped! Just help me!” but my body helplessly fell to the floor.

She was reluctant to hug me again. “Please talk to me, Cassidy, please.” Her phone rang. “It’s some of the girls. They wanna talk about the Beta Gamma Pi thing, but I don’t wanna leave you alone. Something’s not right. Was it Al Dutch? I saw you with him at the party, and you guys were hot and heavy. Then I saw you leave with him. Did he hurt you?”

In a whisper, I uttered, “I wish he’d left me alone and looked in another direction, talked to another girl or something.”

“Did things not go well? Did he reject you?” she asked, now seriously concerned.

I looked over at her, held my stomach, and said, “I wish he’d done anything but what he did.”

“You guys looked really into each other. So many of the girls from Beta Gamma Pi came up to me and asked if you knew what you were doing because you’re not supposed to come off as promiscuous.”

I looked up with tears in my eyes and said, “So because I was a little flirty, that meant I wanted to give it up to him, that it was okay for him take it? My consent out on the dance floor gave him a reason to rape me?”

“What?” she said, reaching for me again.

“I—” I couldn’t even finish, and I just started bawling.

She held me in her arms. “Cass, I’m so sorry, baby. I didn’t know. We gotta call the police. You have to report this. You gotta get to the hospital. Even though he’s our SGA president, you can’t let him get away with this.”

“Ugh! Just leave. I don’t want you to get involved, and I don’t wanna talk about this anymore. Just go.”

“I’m not gonna leave you like this. We’re going to the hospital,” Sam insisted as she tugged me toward the door.

Removing her hand from my shirt, I shouted, “I’m not going anywhere! You said it yourself that no one’s gonna believe me, and I practically asked for it. Go!”

I guess I yelled and screamed enough because she finally left me by myself. Before I could even get to the bathroom and soak in the shower to get his stench off me, I went into the kitchen and just collapsed in a heaping, crying ball.




2

GARBAGE

Sam must have heard my cries because she came running back into the kitchen. “Oh, my gosh! Cassie, what’s going on, girl? Something told me to come back here. I shouldn’t have left you alone.”

I was just trembling, unable to comprehend what was happening. I was so weak I couldn’t hold myself up. Emotionally exhausted, I cried, “I don’t wanna be here. I don’t wanna feel like this. I just let a man rape me. What’s wrong with me?”

All of a sudden I heard Sam praying behind me. “Lord, you gotta help my roommate. She experienced something awful tonight and doesn’t know how to cope. Help her to see it through, Lord. Please, help her know You’re here. Help her know You care. I love her so much, and I can’t lose her. If You’re listening, Lord, and I know You’re listening, help her.”

I have never been someone to sit and talk with the Lord and let Him know how I feel. Maybe if I did, I wouldn’t have felt so empty right now. I admired that Sam believed He was real. Though I wasn’t ready to make that leap of faith and commit, I was intrigued that she had gone to her God on my behalf. It did something to me that I couldn’t explain. It was like I found Cassidy Cross again. Though I was so shaken, so vulnerable, and so scared, I was stable.

“Thank you,” I said, wiping the tears from my eyes.

“Are you sure you’re okay?” Sam questioned.

“Yes,” I insisted, realizing now that after receiving her help, I did feel better.

Sam began to make some soup for me. As she cooked, we chatted over warm tea, but throughout our conversation, Sam’s cell phone kept ringing.

“Somebody’s trying to get you. Don’t you think you need to answer?” I asked her.

“It’s all right. I’d rather be here for you right now.”

“Thank you. But I feel different now. It’s time for me to take responsibility for my actions. It’s obvious that you can’t judge a book by its cover. I was being so naive, and I thought Al Dutch was this great guy. I don’t know. I do know that this was an eye-opening experience for me, though.”

As we sat in the living room, we continued talking. Sam didn’t want me out of her sight, so we talked until we could talk no more and fell asleep on the couch.

Sam’s phone rang, awakening us at three in the afternoon the next day, and she was irritated when she checked the number. “Ugh! They’re just going to have to go on without me.”

“What—who’s going to have to go on without you?” I asked.

“The Betas are having their Party Till Dawn back-to-school jam tonight, and they expect all of us prospects to be there if we want to be on the line. How can I go now? You being okay is more important to me than going to some party,” Sam said, though I could tell she was disappointed about not being able to go to the Beta party.

“Wow. Girl, you are a better roommate to me than I am to you,” I said to her, digging her loyalty.

“What are you talking about, Cass?”

“I don’t know. You’re saying you’re not going to the Beta party, which is something you passionately wanna be a part of. Instead you would rather make sure I’m all right. I mean, we’ve always been cool, but we hang in different circles. I didn’t know you had my back like that.”

“Well, I would love for you to hang out with my friends. People do look down on us because we don’t wear the coolest clothes and we look like nerds, but we don’t mind. Though being a member of Beta Gamma Pi is what I really want, I could never live with myself if I wasn’t there for you tonight.” She came over and held my hands. “Don’t believe what anybody has to say about you. You are worth something.”

“Thanks. I guess I just felt like his trash.”

“I’m kinda upset that you’re not gonna press charges, but then I do understand the concept of it all. Are you sure you’re okay, Cassidy?” Sam asked sincerely.

“Yes, I gotta just think better, do better, be better. I know that my actions have consequences. I’m happy that I got a roommate who really cares, but I’m not going to let you stay here and miss the party because of me. Have fun, girl.”

Putting her hand on her hip, Sam said defiantly, “Oh, no. I’m not leaving you again.”

“Well, I guess I’m going then.” I got up. “I’m not going to hold you back. We’re in this pledging thing together. I’m not all right, but sitting here sulking is not gonna help me be all right either.”

 



So I felt like I’d been run over repeatedly by a Mack truck, yet there I stood at the Beta Gamma Pi bash. My self-esteem was low to the ground, and my dignity had been thrown out of the window. Being at this Beta party reminded me of the events that had taken place the previous night. I didn’t want to be there, but I was pulling for Sam, and I also didn’t want to completely ruin my own chances of pledging Beta.

“Oh, my gosh! There are more people here than at the SGA party last night. Oooo, we’re gonna have a good time!” Sam said to me.

I didn’t even respond. She was way too excited. I kept my mouth shut, and I let her continue to admire the scene. I had just been through something awful, and as I looked at the Betas checking every one of us out, I thought, This ain’t even worth it. They think I’m crap, and I feel like trash, so what’s the point of even trying to be a part of their sorority?

As soon as I turned around, Alyx Cruz, the cool Spanish Beta girl who had given me advice, smiled at me. She lifted her chin as if to say everything was gonna be all right.

I just wished I could go back in time and replay my actions. I hadn’t had anything to drink, so I hadn’t been tipsy. I knew what I was doing. I wanted Al Dutch to notice me and make me his girl. But when he’d taken it a step further and taken advantage of me like I was nothing, it was dead wrong, and he needed to pay the consequences.

“Now, you look like you’re ready to jump on somebody. See, I told you you shouldn’t have come. You should’ve rested and stayed home,” Sam said loudly.

I gave Sam a sharp look. She didn’t need to tell my business to everyone within hearing distance. It wasn’t only that—I appreciated her concern—but this was my mess, and I needed to work through this alone. I didn’t need anyone holding my hand through this outrageous ordeal. This was my own battle I had to fight.

There was absolutely no way I was going to be able to erase life’s events from my mind. I was going through a roller coaster of emotions, and I knew if I saw Al Dutch at that moment it wouldn’t be myself I was trying to take out of this world. It would be Al Dutch.

“Um, did you know the dance team was coming tonight?” Sam said, trying to quickly change the subject, pointing to the door.

I was speechless. Here I was, captain of the dance team, and there were all nine of them dressed alike, with tight shirts and miniskirts, doing a little strut. Finally, I answered her question. “No, I didn’t. I’m gonna go over and see what’s up. I’ll be back.”

“Yeah, I’m gonna get up with my crew and see if the Betas need us to get more refreshments, help out the deejay, or something. Don’t want them to say I didn’t offer to help.”

I was confused for two reasons at this point. I mean, first, why did these Betas think they were above the law? They had only recently been allowed to hold pledging activities on campus again. We weren’t supposed to be doing anything for them—even helping the deejay—until we were officially on line. Now, I could understand them making sure we supported their events—that was cool. But doing chores for them? That was hazing, and I wasn’t doing it, and they shouldn’t want me or Sam to, because if anybody found out about it, they would be in trouble. And word going around was if anything else negative got out about them, there would be no more Alpha chapter of Beta Gamma Pi. Everyone knew campus administration and Beta Gamma Pi’s national officers had just granted them permission to be back on campus after being off the yard for serious hazing violations last year. Secondly, I couldn’t believe my own dance team was here, and it was unbeknownst to me. I could see them looking at me. They had gall, and they looked stank with attitude. I needed some answers.

So I walked over to them, and the cocaptain, Ginger, got all in my face. I hadn’t even said anything, and she was already giving me attitude. “What’s the problem? Yeah, you’re the captain, but we’re not kids, and we don’t need your permission for gigs. We’re not in uniform, and we really don’t wanna be led by someone with a reputation like yours, all on the dance floor with our SGA president like that. That was the last straw, and we want you out. Get away from us. We’re discussing this with the band director on Monday.”

The rest of the girls didn’t say anything to collaborate with her story, but they didn’t say anything to back me up either. Meagan wasn’t there. I wondered if she was still with Al Dutch. Realizing it wasn’t my concern either way and that I wasn’t gonna let these jealous girls ruin my night, I walked away. I definitely didn’t want to be anywhere I wasn’t wanted. The bigger problem was I didn’t know if I wanted to be around me either. Now I was down again. So far I was in a hole of doom, and I wasn’t sure if there was a way out.

 



“I don’t know why she’s wearing a size eight when her butt knows she needs to be in a fourteen,” I overheard Torian say to her line sister Loni. I looked around, and I realized they were talking about me.

We’d all been in school together for a few years, but Betas Torian and Loni were seniors. Though they hadn’t had a line last year, I knew them well. The chapter President Malloy Murray, who was the National President’s daughter, was standing right in the middle of them. I couldn’t tell if she was laughing along with them, but she certainly wasn’t defending me either. Torian continued.

“Look at her. Even her own dance members don’t want her. She’s the last one I’m voting into Beta Gamma Pi, for real. Did y’all hear how scandalous her dance moves were on the dance floor last night? And where has she been? Everybody and their mama know that Al Dutch is nasty!”

“You used to like him,” Loni quickly reminded her friend.

Torian said, “Yeah, till I woke up and smelled the crap he was shooting out his tail. Ain’t no telling what his tired behind got, and he wasn’t gonna give it to me.”

I rushed to the bathroom. I couldn’t take it anymore. I hadn’t even thought about the fact that this dude could’ve gotten me pregnant, given me an infection, or, even worse, given me AIDS. I just shook my head. It felt as if three pounds of oversize bricks had been dropped on me. So much of what had happened last night was messed up. And as the Betas pointed out, so much of it was my fault.

“What have I done?” I yelled out, thankful that no one else was in there.

I held my abdomen as the images of last night’s events played over and over again in my mind. And now of course my mind was playing tricks on me because I threw up. Oh, no! Did this mean I was pregnant? Settle down, Cassidy, I told myself. It’s too early for you to be pregnant. I went over to the sink and threw freezing water on my face. When I looked up, I realized water wasn’t the only thing covering my face—it was now joined with warm tears. I felt worthless. So empty. Like nothing.

I put my head back down in the sink. I needed a hand to erase my anguish. I needed help figuring out where to go from here. Suddenly, as I rose, I was stunned to find Alyx Cruz behind me as if she’d heard my plea.

“You can’t let them intimidate you,” she said as she placed her hand on my back. I had been so jittery lately that I didn’t even know how to react. Her gesture was actually soothing, and I could tell Alyx was there for me as a friend.

“I messed up so badly,” I cried to Alyx.

“We all make mistakes. None of us are perfect. And I know you came here tonight because Beta Gamma Pi is still in your heart. I’m only one person, not the chapter, so I can’t promise anything. But I love your spirit and your vulnerability. You’re real. A lot of these girls are jealous because they wish they could have some attention. Remember what I told you last year?” I shook my head, wanting her to repeat her words of wisdom. “Tone it down a little before you attract things you don’t want.”

She couldn’t possibly know how powerful those words were for me right now. But it was too late. I had already dug myself into a hole I couldn’t get out of.

“I can tell you want some time alone, so I’m not gonna stay.” She took my hands. “But I just want you to understand that there will be times when we get to a place where we feel we have no hope. But I wanna tell you right now, whether you get to join Beta Gamma Pi or not, you are something special, so start living like it. Hold your head up high and remember that you’re special and can be anything.”
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