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I never thought I would utter the words, “My mom was right.”  Maybe I 
should have taken the hint when she asked me on my wedding day, “Are 
you sure you want to marry him?”  The warning signs were there from day 
one!  I was just too young (and dumb) to see them.  As an adult looking 
back onto my young adult self, I would warn her that these signs are a per-
fect reason to NOT marry your college fraternity boyfriend.  
 
I always imagined my life with background music.  Music has always played 
an important party of my life.  Even though I was never musically talented, 
I associate all my memories in life with a theme song.  It is amazing to hear 
a tune and it brings back memories, whether they are nostalgic or ones you 
wish could push out of your memory forever.

E Welcome To The Jungle – Guns N Roses E

At ripe old age of seventeen, I experienced my first fraternity party.  
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TOO
too good to keep bottled up

as told anonymously by many past Chico State sorority girls

Shhh. It’s a secret. Or, is it? Many people have been in the un-
fortunate situation where they have had “One Too Many” and 
most live to tell the tale (with water and aspirin of course). This 
book paints a different picture however. Take 9 former Chico 
State sorority girls from what was the number one party school 
at one point, who really dish it out and you have a funny, raun-
chy, enlightening and nostalgic book for those who have walked 
the walk. The added bonus is a learning experience for those 
just entering into the college years. You will laugh as you read 
about everything from why not to date a fraternity boy to why 
strippers in Catholic swimming pools after hours is a bad idea, 
to the infamous “Italian Wedding” fraternity – sorority social. 
Enjoy these tales, share with others and be prepared from more 
to come.
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In my mind, Chico parties were iconic.  The fact that these fraternity boys 
were able to keep the ratio of men to women at 15 to 1 was genius.  They 
didn’t sell tickets to their parties to the young freshman boys… they round-
ed up ticket sales from the floors of the girl dorms.

I had never had alcohol available to me as easily as it did at Chico.  No 
young girl on her own for the first time, 500 miles away from home should 
be introduced to Jungle Juice!  Jungle Juice was mixture of fruit punch and 
vodka.  You would never know you were consuming as much alcohol as 
you were, because it tasted like the fruit punch my kids drink.  My older 
self would warn the young seventeen year-old girl that if hot, young boys 
are serving you a bright red liquid from a trash can (that was so kindly lined 
with a trash bag)… stick to water girlfriend!  

It didn’t matter how or what they were serving.  As a young, underage girl, 
if they handed it us and it was free, we drank it!  The appeal of two-story 
beer bongs, boys that were older and shots with crazy names that made 
you want to drink them, were just too good to pass up.  I wasn’t from a 
small town, but I had not experienced the type of parties that Chico offered 
before.  They were creative (a young fraternity boy dressed as a devil serv-
ing you a shot that was on fire) and the parties were never broken up by 
the police because neighbors complained.

The problem with having a few plastic cups of Jungle Juice was it prohib-
ited you from asking the right questions.  Was I naive or just intoxicated?  
Would I have made the long walk back to the frat boy’s apartment if I 
wasn’t served drinks out of thirty-two gallon trash can?  Probably not.  I 
was “experienced” when I went away to college.  I didn’t care what I was 
doing at that point in my life.  It was all about “me” and getting a jumpstart 
into my adult life.  

Mom never advised me on the type of conversation I should have with a 
man while stumbling back to his apartment.  It really wasn’t appropriate 
for my straight-laced mom to suggest for me to ask the young man, “Do 
you have a girlfriend?” As an adult, of course, you think about those sce-
narios, but at age seventeen, those weren’t the questions you bother to 
ask when you are five cups into Jungle Juice.  
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