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68%  

of sorority girls have  
experienced hazing. 

source: NatioNal study  
of studeNt HaziNg, 2007

‘‘my sorority 
sisters almost 
killed me!’’When you’re in a new place, you’d do 

anything to fit in. But when her pledging 

went too far, Asya, 19, saw a sinister  

side to sisterhood.  as told to ashley mateo

Asya’s alleged attackers, 
including the two girls pictured 
here, are accused of using rush as 
an excuse to get violent.

fake 
friends:



I had a lot of friends growing up  
but none who felt like family. 
So when I started my freshman 
year at Penn State, pledging a 
sorority was a no-brainer—I’d 

have a sisterhood full of girls I could 
look up to, who would always have my 
back! I wanted to join one of the African-
American sororities on campus, which 
meant I couldn’t rush until sophomore 
year. I was so jealous of the girls on 
campus wearing Greek letters. I wanted 
my own!

While I waited for my turn to pledge, 
I made friends in my dorm, including a 
grad student who happened to be in the 
Omega Psi Phi fraternity. Through him, I’d 
met a ton of his frat brothers, the kind of 
boys next door you’d want to party with. 
He told me about their little sister group, 
Omega Essence, a mini-sorority of about 
15 members that was not affiliated with 
the university but helped the frat with 
charity events and parties. The girls I 
met seemed cool, and I figured if my guy 
friends liked them, I’d fit right in! 

hell week
I’d heard of hazing, like being forced to 
eat gross foods or do chores for older 
members of the sorority, but I wasn’t 
worried about silly prank stuff. When I 
showed up to rush Omega Essence, I 
was mostly just excited. I didn’t think the 
people who would call me a sister would 
really hurt me.

The first night of rush started with 
interviews on campus, where the sorority 
and fraternity heads quizzed me and the 
other three pledges on the organization’s 
history. But they hadn’t taught us 
anything yet! It was a little frustrating, 
but not so bad to get through. I thought 
the rest of rush would be just as easy.

The next night, we met them in 
the cramped living room of an off-
campus apartment. They lined us up, 
then forced us to eat spoonfuls of a 
weird mix of foods—I tasted Jell-O and 
ketchup. I thought, I can handle this, 
although my stomach ached. Then out 

of nowhere, one of the 
older girls smacked me 
across the face with a wet 

washcloth. It stung like crazy, and I  
was worried about how violent she got 
for no reason. Still, I let her do it. I felt 
like I had to.

When it was all over, I told the other 
pledges, “I don’t know if I can do this.” 
But my new friends laid on the guilt, 
saying, “How can you leave on day one?” 
I felt like I had to follow through—for them 
and for me. I believed I could tough it out.

So the third night, I went along with 
the other pledges when the sisters told 
us to go to an empty house off campus. 
When we got there, they guided us to a 
dirty basement, and then they started 
quizzing us and pushing us around. 

When I couldn’t remember how to 
properly greet the older sisters, one of them 
slapped me—hard! Shocked, I thought, 

This can’t be real. In an instant, she was 
punching, kicking, and stomping on me. 
She smashed my nose into my face and 
I started bleeding. “You are effing gross!” 
she screamed, wiping her bloody hands on 
my shirt. She kept shouting, “Do you still 
want to be here?” I was so scared, I kept 
repeating, “Yes, yes.” The other pledges 
were being beaten, too, but I got the worst 
of it because I refused to cry—I didn’t want 
them to think they had won. I kept thinking, 
If I survive this, I am never coming back.

After three hours—it felt like forever—
we were allowed to go back to our dorms. I 
looked in the mirror and cried. My face was 
covered in blood and my shirt was ripped. I 
barely recognized myself.

breaking point
The next day, I met with the head of the 
frat and the sisters who had attacked me 
and told them I wanted out. They said, 
“You’re not giving it a chance!” and told 
me everyone gets hazed to prove she 
belongs. Even the other pledges said, 
“How can you leave us?” 

I actually started to think, One more 
night might not be so bad. But the head 
of the frat warned, “You will be beat 
again.” And it clicked—why do I want to 
be a part of a group that wants to hurt 
me? So I quit, and the last I ever heard 
from the brothers and sisters was, 
“You’re going to walk around with a black 
eye and nothing to show for it.”

fighting back
I holed up in my dorm, angry and 
embarrassed that I let someone do 
this to me. Two days later, I was still 
so bruised and sore that I took a bus 
home, where I got blood tests and 
scans in the ER. The doctor told me 
I had blunt force trauma and internal 
bleeding, and I realized I could have 
died. My mom wanted to press charges, 
but I was torn. How could I charge my 
classmates with a crime? I decided 
not to return to school—I wouldn’t feel 
safe—and eventually reported the 
hazing to the school and the police. 

In August, my attackers were charged 
with simple assault and conspiracy, and 
if convicted, could go to jail for up to two 
years. They pleaded not guilty, but they’ll 
have to live with what they did, just like I 
do—what happened ruined my confidence 
and my college experience. Now I have to 
rebuild both. As badly as I wanted to be a 
part of the sorority, sisterhood should not 
come with a black eye!
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        i looked in 
the mirror and 
cried. My face 
was covered  
in blood.

Share your real story at 
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leading the 
way Asya shared 
her story on TV, 
inspiring the other 
pledges to come 
forward, too.


