DSP Web Site – Recollections By Alumni
This collection of emails from alumni, in response to a request for their memories of DSP days at Cal Poly, was received from April to July, 2008, by Chris “Yabut” Patterson, to provide input to the writing of our chapter’s history.

1950’s:

Contributed By Ted Lohr, “Chief D.A.”, W’56

Chris: I will dig deeper for info when I get a chance, but here are a few comments. 1. I think it was more like 1964. 2. A small down payment came from the house building fund and an appeal to alumni for a total of about $4K. The loan was carried by American Savings of SLO for $20K. 3. I think that they are the co-signors. 4. Twenty years. 5.Steve Hubbard (64). He was an Arch. grad in 1966. Did the initial drawings for the 344 house in 1967. I will see if I can find him. 6. Loan was like $60K.  If we can find some one in the pledge classes of 1968 we can get better info.  I will try to dig up more info, when I return.  YITBOS Ted 

Ted Lohr:
By Brother Tom “Iron Toe” Green, W’57

The address of the house was 676 Monterey Street and the date of the fire was 9/29/53. The article was dated 9/30/53.
I pledged in September of 1956.  The original house was gone and were renting 1134 Palm and the annex at Mill and Toro Streets from a Mrs. Bullock. 

Life was good and we just cruised along fat, dumb and happy. I should mention that, as a pledge, I was in awe of the active membership. Compared to my high school buddies who had gone to Cal, UCLA, Oregon, etc., and pledged fraternities where the active membership was made up of guys in their teens and early twenties, I found myself surrounded by "old men." I would guess that the average age was somewhere in the mid to late twenties. Many of the actives were married and a good number were veterans of Korea attending school on the G.I. Bill. As most of these older members realized this was their last chance to get an education there wasn't much "party time" during the week and "quiet time" during study hours was strictly enforced but look out on weekends. While my high school buddies at Cal were spending Saturday night around a keg, my (older) brothers were out on the town drinking rye whisky, smoking 10¢ cee-gars, and playing stud poker.    

As far as the (albeit, small) Greek life was concerned, we were kings. Our only problem other than getting a date (coed enrollment 1956 was only 400) was dealing with the school or, more correctly, Julian McPhee who seemed to be on a one man crusade to wipe fraternities off the face of the earth. I'm sure you know the story: No recognition from McPhee meant no recognition from the school which meant we could not become a full fledged chapter. At the national conventions it almost became a badge of honor for us. "Hey, aren't you guys from Cal Poly, the fraternities' oldest colony?"

Can't say we didn't try. Figuring if you can't get in through the front door, try the back we started doing community service. We planted trees in the little park on Santa Rosa, we held Christmas parties for under privileged children, we even repaired and painted the "P". We got our picture in the paper, the town loved us and Julian still didn't give a key-rap. No frats allowed!

My apologies. I started out intending to say I didn't know when we got the original house although I know Don Johnson who was considered to be the father of DSP-Cal Poly cut the deal, I didn't know about the fire truck because it came shortly after I graduated, and I sure don''t know who signed any of the rental agreements but you get all this instead.

Yitbos, Iron Toe, W’57

A Second Contribution by Tom “Iron Toe” Green
One of our favorites, sung to the tune of God Bless America, included the verse:

God bless of Julian,
Julian McPhee
Stands besides us, and guides us
with a light that is damn had to see.
Contributed by Jim Evans, 3.2%, S’58
1. There was no other house between Monterey and Palm Street. 

2. The average of live-ins was 19. Usually set up with 8 downstairs and 11 upstairs.  This is a figure I remember well as I was house manager for two years running. There were 3 1/2 bedrooms downstairs and 4 upstairs. Also downstairs were the living room, dinning room, kitchen, a "multi-purpose room which is were we kept the player piano and set up study tables. There was also a large bathroom, off limits to members as we saved it for the exclusive use of guests. As a little aside (obviously not for publication) was the fact that the most closely guarded secret of Palm Street was that it had a small basement used only for "crossing the Nile." 

3. The fire engine had to come in the early 60s. I graduated in August of 1960 and there was no truck. I came back to Poly Royal in '65 and there she was. That should at least narrow your time frame some.

Contributed by Jim Evans, “3.2%”, S’58

From my point of view, there were several key players in the history of the fraternity.  Don Johnson "Mother" was the original key brother who was instrumental in consolidating the initial group.  I didn't meet Don until the late 50's when he was ACB president, and I was chapter treasurer. 
Contributed by Jim Evans, “3.2% “, S’58

I think Carl was the principal guy who had assets to cover the loan.  Ted had a good job at Hunters Point Shipyard, and John was working of course.  But Carl was our patron saint.  In spite of his occasional grumpiness, he put his credit on the line when a lot of us backed away.  The present house would have never happened without Carl, and our pledges should be informed of Carl's role as they go through learning about the house.
Contributed by Jim Evans, 3.2%, S’58

Ted Lohr, in my view, was very instrumental in us buying the (California Blvd) property.  He was the contact between Mrs. Bullock and the chapter when we seriously considered buying the Palm St. property.  We looked at other sites too.  He was a little older than the rest of us, and had the business sense to move things along.  Dave Loomis' future father in law was a realtor and arranged the sale of the Calif. St. property for us.
Contributed by 3.2%, Jim Evans, S’58

The Palm St. house had a capacity of 21.  We had an annex one block east and one block north just called "the annex."   It held 14, so, we had a max of 35 bro's living in. Don't remember the cross streets or house address.

The Palm St. house had originally been a single-family Victorian.  It was converted into apartments during or before WWII.  It was said that wives lived there while their husbands were at Camp San Luis.  For that matter, the freshman dorms located where the new library is now were built as BOQ's for soldiers during WWII.  There was an urban legend that the house was once a whorehouse, but I never knew of any hard evidence.

I guess everybody knows that we built the "P" on the side of the hill at Poly.  That was done in F'56 or W'57.  Tom Green would know.  He probably worked on it.

You should capture info on the great initiation accident that occurred in the early '50's.  The neophites were on their "trip" out near Morro Bay in Los Osos.  They were walking single file along a dark road when a car came around a bend.  One of the neophites decided to step off the road.  Unfortuately, he was on a narrow bridge, and throught the ground was only a few feet below.  Wrong.  It was a long ways to the bottom, and he broke a leg.  (This is the story that I learned as a pledge. I assume that it is fairly representative of the truth.)  It served as a reminded that we had to be very careful concerning initiations, etc.

3.2
Contributed by Jim Evans, “3.2%” S’58

We bought the present California Street property in early 1961.  There was a four bedroom house on the property that we used as a second annex until the present house was built.  John Kerr may remember the amount we paid; I think it was around $25,000.  We had seriously considered buying the 1134 Palm St. property, and had also looked at the Judge's House on Santa Rosa, but it was too much money, and not very large for our needs.

I was house treasurer at the time, so this sticks in my mind. What a great investment in terms of location, location, location.  

Be sure to include some of the other locations that were used by brothers during that time period:  "The Riveria," which was a rental at Avila Beach;  Sewers I and II, which were dumps located down town SLO.

Yitbos, Jim Evans, 3.2%
1960’s:
Contributed by Michael “Reggin” Goldsworthy, W’61

The winter Class of 1961 was 47 years ago, a long time, but here it goes:
 

1. DSP bought 344 California around 1962. It was not in my first year in DSP. I do remember doing a lot of clean up there because we rented it out. Usually a pledge work day. I also think we had co-signers but ???  Cost???
 

2. The 1923 American La France  Fire Engine #49, get with Scratch, he worked on it all the time and he and others got it running for the first time. I know it sat around for a long time before it ran. It always had a bad water leak. Cost; a sealed bid of $100.00 (DSP was the only bidder). From where; Baywood Park FD in 1961. Who bought it; "Mouse", Ken Fisher. 
I will scan and e-mail you a copy of  "The Spirit of 1134" from December of 1964. Not sure why I have it , it was in my year book from 1964. A write up on the fire engine and a photo is on the first page and a poem called "ODE TO ENGINE 49" is on the third page.  Lots of other news about the house, members and many nicknames. 
 

3. I only remember 1 house on the property, but 47 years??? There may have been a garage building. I know we kept the Fire Truck there.
 

4. I lived in the official DSP annex around the corner from the 1134 Palm St. house at the corner of Toro and Mill for a year. I don't think we had a name for it, we just called it the "Annex". I lived in the Architects Room with "Skin", Morris Skindarian. I think class of 60? The room was all black including the windows. Good room to sleep in during the day. Not the light of day shined in that room. All that for $15.00 per month.
One of the sewer's was on Foothill and friends of Scratch, from Oakland, lived there. I only remember one person who lived there, Winslow. Great party place since 1134 Palm and the Mill St. Annex were dry houses. The second sewer may have been at Avila Beach, I remember having parties there also. When Skin graduated, I live in Baywood Park with Scratch and then we both moved into the 1134 Palm St. house for the remainder of our collage lives. 
 

5. I don't know who died in the service. The only one in our class who went into the service was Gary Grayson. The Navy I think. His Girl friend at the time was Lynda and she was one of our Dream Girls, 1962 or 1963. I see you are looking for his nickname. The Vietnam War was going on then and most people of my age that were in the service went there.
 

6. As to when we became a chapter, I do not know, perhaps our charter has the date. DSP and other fraternities were not recognized on campus in those days and were forbidden.  For a time we wore our pins under our collars not at the pocket. Some of the girls we dated were always worried they would be kicked out of school if they went to a DSP party and got caught.
 

A good place to explore is all the scrap books for those years. For 2 or 3 years I was the keeper of them. Are they are still around?
The last time we looked at them is on one of my visits with my middle son who also attended Cal Poly as a Architect Major, about 10 years ago. There are years and dates of many of the activities, including the fire truck repairs, Greek Week, the toga parties, bath tub races, beach parties, the Carination Balls and many other fun things. More things and dates may fit from those books.
 

I am sure you will get many versions of things during those years, after all, we do have our senior moments from time to time and things seem grow and change with age.
 

YITBOS
Reggin, W’61
Contributed by Dick “Skeg” Ryan, W’62
I was a member of the Dirty Dozen pledge class.  I left Poly and SLO in June of 63.  I do 
know that 1134 Palm was occupied and operating in the late 50's.  I 
lived in an unofficial "annex" at the Surf Motel (since condemned and 
torn down) in Avila Beach with several other Epsilon Rho brothers. The 
residents there called our enclave Fugawee Village.
Yitbos, Dick 'Skeg' Ryan

Contributed by Bud Ross, “Beany”, F’64

YabuI, I can help you narrow it down a bit but my memory does not serve me too well either. I was a pledge in the fall of 63 and was initiated in the Spring of 64. The fire engine was already a proud possession and as I recall we used it during times such as Greek Week Poly Royal and various parades. The history was one of those countless details we were required to memorize. 

 

The old 1134 Frat House was on Palm Street. There was only one annex . It was one block away at the Intersection of Mill and Toro (right corner on Toro)

 

By 1964 we were paying the interest and principal on the property and I believe there was one rental on the property. None of us ever thought we'd see the new house while we were in school---and we were right. Don't remember when the purchase was made bujt that is in the county records.

 

As far as dates, most Delta Sigs had no problem getting dates, but the ratio of women to men on campus was like 4 to 1 (1 being the women). Engineers really had their noses to the grind stone, so those of us who were not in engineering(Journalism, Bus Ad , Education etc) benefited. While the Archies were drafting at midnight we were making out.

 

I remember a lot of beer busts at Avila Beach and Questa Park. Sneaks in the vast countryside. Friday nights at the dinner table were terrible. Rules were disbanded. Raunchy dinner songs were the norm. I often opted out of these to keep my hearing and sanity. Betty, our cook was sent home early so she didn't have to hear the vulgarities.  When a girl was brought to the house the escort yelled RED ALERT so that no one would utter fowl language. No one---and I mean no one during the academic year every drank at the house and we were prepared to expell any who did. That said, we had the roaring twenties bath tup gin parties where at dance halls. We would all go to the Salavation Army Store and get these Al Capone clothes. It was a gas and we got gased!

 

The Hell week hazing actually prepared me for the same at Office Training School ! The Air Force couldn't yell at me any more than the upper classman! Hope some of this helps.

 

Can you send me the dues sheet via email?

 

Y.I.T.B.O.S.

Beany, F’64

Bud Ross

Contributed by Lee “Squirt” McVey, S’65

Major David R. Kingsbury, USA.  Major Kingsbury was the Assistant Professor of Military Science (Army ROTC) from the early '60s until about January 1966.  He returned to Vietnam, where he was killed in action.  He was known to me as Captain Dave Kingsbury, a Delta Sig brother and also advisor to the Army ROTC drill team, which I and brother Rabak were members of.  I don't know when he was initiated.  Perhaps national could tell you.  Sure was fun for Rick Rabak and I when we were off on drill team outings with Captain Kingsbury driving the Army bus and singing Delta Sig songs (safe versions as the ladies team, the Kaydettes, were also on the bus).
 

He was a great guy.  A great teacher and a great leader.  May he RIP.
 

If in my lifetime I ever get the opportunity to visit the wall in DC, I will go to his name and pay my respects.
 

He gave me some great advice, Chris.  I was asked to leave Poly, due to too much goofing off and poor grades.  When I came back over the Christmas break to turn in my ROTC gear, I sat down with him and asked him if I should sign up or go to JC to bring up my grades.  He told me to stay in college.  Great advice for someone like me who was too immature at the time to handle all my responsibilities.
 

Anyway, he's a guy I'll always respect.
 

As to the living quarters, from 1964 through 1966, we had a house one block east and north of 1134.  It was on a corner, and called the Annex.  I lived there for a quarter.  Probably, part of my problem.  Ha.
 

I'd like to make a small donation, in honor of Major Kingsbury.  Send me the info.
 

YITBOS,
Lee "Squirt" McVey, S’65
Contributed by Eugene Blazick, Spanky, W’68
My recollection is that as graduation approached the house started taking down everything that people felt were of historical value in anticipation of the move to California. I think commencement exercises that year were on a Thursday June 10, 1971. The day after graduation, I went by the house and it was already a pile of wood. So my guess it was bull dozed on Wed or Thurs (June 9 or 10, 1971) and the next time I went by the house (maybe a couple of years later) there was a small - 4 or 6 unit - apartment in its place.
Contributed by Ross Stevenson, “Dizzy”, S’68: 

· Was there one or two houses on the 344 California property? The “new prop” had one, three bedroom house in the front of the property and one or two (1969 – 2008 = 39 years ago!), one bedroom unit[s] located behind the house.  The one bedroom unit[s] was rented to married brothers.  The three bedroom house was generally reserved for upperclassmen.  We used to have great TGIF parties at the new prop with live bands, seven or eight kegs of beer and the friendly presence of the local PD.  Penny, Poncho, Jim Burror and me lived in the house from Su 68 through Su 69. 
· In the '60's did we have official or unofficial annexes …?  In the late 60’s, we had an official annex in a rented house approximately two blocks from the house.  That annex was located on the street that paralleled Palm and was behind the Palm street house furnishing access to the parking lot and the backyard.  I never remember hearing the “new prop” referred to as an annex. 
YITBOS

Dizzy S68

1970’s:

Contributed by Chucker, Greg VanHouten, W’70:
(slightly modified after receipt at the request of the sender)
Yabut: 

I do not believe Cowan was a co-signor.  John Kerr may better remember, and may have copies of the loan documents.  I have a set somewhere, and will look for them.  [Didn’t we include copies of the bank documents in the ‘time capsule’ we dedicated?  Didn’t we bury it under the flagpole?  I have a vague recollection that we did.]   As current President, the bank required me to sign, and I had to further guarantee the rent payments on behalf of the fraternity for the take-out loan.  This caused me concern, and I drove home to talk with my father about it before signing the papers.  Todd Morgan may also have been a signatory, as the immediate past president.  I recall that Kerr was the only alumnus involved in the closing, and the actual meetings with the bank.  We were a bit hostile toward Kerr, because he was not connected with the current active membership at the time, and we resented having alums making decisions which we felt were best directed to us – the brothers footing the bill.  Nonetheless, we needed alumni support at the bank, so we struck a balance.  No other alumni were at the two final bank sessions that I still vividly recall – where we came to understand the high cost of the loan, and where we pressed for better terms.  We had shopped the loan between two banks, and I recall that the local lender (Great Western Savings Bank?) was more interested in the history of the house, and its community involvement.  I think we took a second loan for furnishings, bedding and kitchen equipment.

Construction work commenced in 1971.  We wrote the move-in date in the new cement:  look for the  “Chucker and the Transition Exec” inscription in the cement by the rear patio entrance to the main room, and you’ll find the actual date, as the concrete was re-poured the week we took occupancy.   Early spring of ’72 sounds right.   The house was finished in 4-1/2 months.  Scott Morlan can fill you in on room assignments, first occupants, how the rooms were adapted to connect via the closets, etc., since he was very active in such matters at that time, and held sway upstairs in “Deadwood.”  I lived in and was elected at the Palm House, lived at the “New Prop,” and then shifted the fraternity to Mustang Village (we almost chose Tropicana) between the time Palm was bulldozed and the new house was completed.  [We had our interim weekly fraternity meetings in the Ag. Building, on campus, complete with President’s Chair and other accoutrements!]  I lived in the new house too, and remember our adapting the ceremonies to the new facility.  I still recall the first pledges rushed there: they were excited to be the first class.  We had dropped to low numbers of pledges during the transition.  It was a difficult time, and we had to take extraordinary measures (extra kegs each weekend, TGIF fundraisers, greater emphasis on Greek Week, a bigger bonfire, risqué parties!) to keep spirit up.  Tom Hannum, Ed Denn and Bob Ferguson may be able to fill in the time-line gaps for you, as they managed aspects of the transition.

Paying for Mustang Village was tough.  We all got nailed with top rents.  To this date, I believe I am still the only President not to have received free room during the year of service.  (That’s a question for future pledges….)   It was all (we) could do to pay dues, room & board, and tuition.  (Some) took out student loans.  We were broke and worked hard to make ends meet.  

Sometimes I think how pleasant college life might have been if only we had stayed in the Palm house!  At Palm we had 110 active members, living in the house, the annex and the new prop, with each brother paying $30/month in beer dues alone….  
The design of the California house came about primarily due to the elongated and deep lot; we all wanted to make the house larger, with aspirations to have 100 actives live in, but we had to settle on less.  We were governed by a height restriction, maximum coverage/density on the lot itself, and the need for some on-site parking and the shed for the fire engine.  I don’t remember the architects who worked on the design drawings.  Perhaps Kerr, Larry Fritz, Loren Sutherland, Alan Tom or Steve Wright will remember if we had alumni-architects involved, since I recall having discussions with them about what we needed, in meetings at the Palm house.   I know we had dozens of conversations at actives’ meetings about what features and attributes were needed, with specific thought to meals, meetings and ceremonies.  (The TV room dimensions were to be copied from the Palm house, etc.)   We ended up with too few bedrooms, and the initial reaction by the actives was that we got a hotel-like structure that lacked the traditional charm of Palm.   I think the criticism was grounded, although it didn’t take long for the brothers to make the house their own.  The initiation ritual and feel was very grand at the old Palm house, and much less so at the new one, however.  The musky smell of the old, vast, wet basement could not be replicated!

For several months we attempted to buy adjacent land, behind the property, for future expansion.  To no avail.  Looking back, the fraternity down-sized in the 70’s to fit the size of the new house.   We probably should have bought or rented another nearby Annex property, to accommodate another 20 actives.  But at least we quit renting, and became owners.  That was a controversial proposal at the time:  the vote to build a new house was not unanimous, with a large part of the membership wanting to stay at Palm, despite the dramatically increasing rents.  However, the younger members felt that the post-war founders and subsequent brothers of Epsilon Rho had given us a gift, in the ownership of the new property, and that we had to fulfill its promise.  Those were interesting days!

I’ll try to find documents and photos from 1969-72.  

YITBOS,  Chucker
Contributed by Chris “Yabut” Patterson, W’73:

I was an active from W’73 to graduation in June ’76.  Being in the third class at the new house, we pledged under the old guys who had carried the fraternity across from Palm. 
By 1973-74 the chapter was in trouble.  It had to pay for a 1st and 2nd mortgage with greatly reduced membership.  This was due to transition, a huge graduating class in June 1973, and inadequate rush practices.  We had a beloved new house, and dog (Ralph), but few pledges, little money, and a very concerned Chapter Supervisor in John Kerr, S’58 (whom we respected and appreciated).  The vote to break with tradition and allow special-occasion alcohol on property eventually led to our needing a new Chapter Supervisor in 1974-75.  In an extraordinary measure to survive, the chapter required every non-deadwood active member to move in.  Some broke leases to do so.  A house designed for 35 adapted to live-in 42 to meet the financial emergency.  From this dedicated core of high-bond Brothers, group synergy excelled and we worked our way back to reasonable stability.
I lived and worked in SLO until 1982.  During 1978-82 I served on ACB with Sumo.  We regularly had 30-40 alumni from the early ‘70’s return at Poly Royal for ACB.  Our son started Cal Poly in Sept. 1996.  At the beginning of his sophomore year, at Homecoming 1997, we went down to visit him.  I had hoped he would think about joining DSP.  He’d already checked it out, twice, and said it had changed from his visits there with me as a boy.  My wife and I stopped by the house the day before ACB.  

Many parts of the house, including the guest bathroom, were in disrepair.  The TV room was used to store furniture and bedrooms had refrigerators, microwaves, TV’s, one bed, and padlocks on their doors.  The shed was set up as a beer bar; and no one introduced themselves to us or asked who we were.  Empty beer cans littered the back lawn and the floors of the dining room were sticky and smelling of beer.  The kitchen looked like WWIII.  Dream Girl portraits and the EL Speaker’s Board could not be located on the walls.  It was like a bad dream and I wasn’t sure if I was in an apartment house or a fraternity house.
I was so disturbed I attended every ACB meeting after that and got ACB to OK a 50th Anniversary Carnation Ball if I would organize it.  The biggest problem was that the last directory had been printed in 1989, but the event turned out great and I’m very thankful to the alumni who came.  Later, in 2000, I pitched ACB and got their OK to restart an Alumni Association.  After 8-9 years as an Assn. officer it’s time to let someone else take it.  My parting gift to the Brotherhood will be an alumni web site to help preserve what’s been built and provide a basis for future growth.
1980’s:

Contributed by Jeff “Putter” Clark, F’84:
1) Being a brother was an awesome experience.  It started with being a pledge and that was a serious time requirement but it was a great start in building the brotherhood.  Most of my college life revolved around Delta Sigma Phi.
2) Important Events
 Winning Greek Week in 1984
All Sports Trophy 3 years in a row 1985-1987 (pretty much any fraternity knew they had to be Delta Sigma Phi during that period if they were going to win a sports championship. We were remarkably consistent in all of the sports during that time frame
    Restarting the Sailors Ball at the end of the year.  Heck Fraternities are known for their parties and I think that was the best one going for a few years.
3)  All the big national fraternities started coming to campus during the mid to late 80's  (Sigma Alpha Epsilon,Sigma Nu, Sigma Kappa, Beta Theta Pi) are the ones that stick out
4) The sorority I remember is Alpha Omicron Pi starting mainly because I married a girl from that sorority.
5)  Biggest change in pledging was trying to modify some our program to make it more PC (I think for the most part this was a good thing) We always joked that Lambda Chi was a boys program and we took pride that it took some work to get in our house.  The other thing was rush went to becoming a dry rush, I think it was a combination of National and local rules.  I think it took DSP a while to adapt to the dry rush and hurt our membership for a while
6)  I think the biggest challenge was dry rush and competition from the big national fraternities.  I honestly felt for most of the time I was an active Delta Sig that we were as good as any other fraternity on campus but by the last year or so I was there we had been passed by some of the big national fraternities like Lambda Chi.  I think not having a big national name hurt us in this regard
 

Putter
I was ACB president from 1991-1997, Mark Terrio "Buck" was before me, I don't even remember who took over after me.  As far as the house having financial problems the biggest thing I remember is we had a hard time getting guys to live in the house.  When I was there we usually had two to a room so other than the president everybody shared a room.  It changed during the 90's, I remember the brothers complaining that it wasn't that great of a deal and that there were a lot of negatives.  I don't know what the current policy is with rent.  I do think we had a few years where the actives were quite a bit behind on rent.
Putter
1990’s

Contributed by Jeff “Audie” Anderson, S’90

1. What was it like to be a Brother during your time in the house?
We were a relatively small house...I remember Beta and SAE having double or even triple the active membership that we had at the time.  The brotherhood was incredibly strong however and we pretty much kept to ourselves.  I don't remember too many intra-greek events other than sporting events.  Maybe some sorority charity stuff but we did our own thing for the most part.
Spring 1990 was the year of the infamous riots and the reason Poly Royal was canceled until 1994 and renamed "open house".  An interesting story: Our pledge class was heading back to the house from the alumni picnic in two trucks loaded with supplies.  We were coming down the hill in front of the beta house and Moby wasn't paying attention and had to hit his breaks only to rear-end Einie directly in front of him.  Needless to say it was a very long downhill "screeeeech" followed by a loud CRASH with pots and pans and coolers flying out of the trucks spilling into the street.  A very large party happened to be going on at the Beta house and when they heard and saw this commotion, they erupted in cheer and then proceeded to absolutely go wild....yes..the start of the 1990 Poly Royal Riot...
 

More info about the 1990 Riots...

Most of the riot activity happened directly in front of the house on California. We literally had a front row seat and it was a pretty intense time as the riot was happening around us.  There were definitely some bad folks looking to cause damage to cars, houses, people, etc  The brothers rallied to protect the house with look-outs and guards posted throughout the house & property.  There were several non-brothers who were quickly "escorted" off property.  In the end, nobody was hurt and the property was safe.  We had to lay low for awhile as the school and the police really came down hard on any fraternity activities.
 

2. If you lived in at 244, about how many total live-ins were there and in what year or years?
I lived in the house from 90-92. It was relatively small number. I think less then 20 lived in.  There were always space available in the suites and some guys had their own rooms. Summer was even less. I remember rent for your own room for the entire summer was about $200 bucks. What a deal...
 

3. Did we have a house dog at the time?
Barney was put down circa 1990.  He was still game for a trip to the bottle shoppe or hanging out with the brothers. But, his quality of life had clearly deteriorated and the big guy was a shell of his former self.  There were some gut-wrenching, emotional active meetings where we debated our decision. But in the end, we all decided it was time for him to enter the Bond Eternal.  The vet came by one afternoon and the brothers all gathered to say goodbye.  There were many tears that day as we laid him to rest. He's buried on the property but don't know how much publicity we want regarding his final place of rest...re: land use/zoning deceased animal laws...
Butch was purchased shortly thereafter and was still there when I left in late 1992.
 

4. How did we rush?  
We built the sand volleyball court about 1990-91 and I remember having some great beach volleyball themed rush parties. 

 

5. What do you think were the major challenges for the chapter at the time?
The deterioration of the house and the acrimonious relationship between the actives and alumni.  The house was literally falling apart and there had been no significant investment in any repairs for quite some time.  Brothers started not wanting to hang out at the house, live-in numbers were low (even though rent was way below market rate for the area). Pledge numbers were low (it was hard to sell the house to potential new brothers).  Alumni thought the actives weren't treating the house with respect, actives felt the alumni had abandoned them...it was a vicious cycle.  The actives at the time in the early 90's felt that the alumni showed up to bitch and complain and then disappeared until the next acb meeting.
 

6. Were any fraternities added, if so what were they, and do you recall how many fraternities there were in total (and when)? I don't really remember any new fraternities. AOP on California maybe?
 

7. Did we still:
    a) Do a Christmas party for kids? No
    b) Do a pumpkin carve for kids? Yes, off property with a sorority.
    c) Give out a Don Johnson sports award? Yes
    d) Give out any other awards? Yes, but you probably don't want to mention these (jail-bait award comes to mind)
    e) Have a Carnation Ball? Definitely yes.
    f) Have a Dream Girl? Yes
    g) Have Dream Girl pics on the dining room wall (ahhhhh, they "went missing" in the '90's)? I remember these pics still there when I left in 1992.
    h) Drive the fire engine - was the old lady running? Absolutely the fire engine was still running. Spags and Schick were magicians when it came to keeping her running.
    i) Have a Brother on call for a ride home from the bars?  (what was that called?) It was called pledges  :-)
YITBOS
Audie, S'90
Contributed by Doug Meyer, S’93, Beetle:

Yabut, see my responses below.   Good luck and thanks for your hard work.  

Doug 'Beetle' Meyer  S'93

--- On Thu, 7/10/08, C. Patterson <golddust@cwnet.com> wrote:

From: C. Patterson <golddust@cwnet.com>
Subject: YITBOS 1991-95 SLO Delta Sigs From W'73 Yabut
To: Chuck13MI@aol.com, kslee5@yahoo.com, srosetta@aol.com, jwhite@calpoly.edu, wcary@earthlink.net, "Derrick Jacobs" <derrickjacobs@yahoo.com>, "Doug Meyer" <dmeyeremail@yahoo.com>, loxluger@yahoo.com, DellwynM@aol.com, pigeon@thegrid.net, travrodriguez@sbcglobal.net, cobestr@aol.com, jtgilkeson@hotmail.com, "J.T. Gilkeson" <jtgilkeson@alumni.calpoly.edu>, "Columbo" <MOberlin@agloan.com>, eric.lam@cox.net
Date: Thursday, July 10, 2008, 12:12 PM

Hi guys, it's Chris "Yabut" Patterson, W'73, a SLO DSP Alumni Assn. officer.
 

The alumni web site is just a few weeks away from being launched, and I'm researching and writing the history of our colony and chapter for inclusion on the site........and I could use your input to get the history of your era right.  I'm willing to weave together all the input from different Brothers and sources.
 

Could you please send me your views on:
 

1. What was it like to be a Brother during your time in the house?  Good comraderie, especially around big events like Rush, Sailors Ball and Al Capone.  Everybody came together and worked hard to prepare.  The Smooch bottling event during Al Capone was always a blast. 
2. If you lived in at 244, about how many total live-ins were there and in what year or years? I lived in the house during '94 & '95.  Est 24-25 guys.
3. Did we have a house dog at the time?   St. Bernard named Butch.
4. How did we rush?  
5. What do you think were the major challenges for the chapter at the time?   Getting bros to pay their dues and house bills!  The same bros that couldn't pay up were the first to buy a round of beers at Bulls!
6. Were any fraternities added, if so what were they, and do you recall how many fraternities there were in total (and when)?   Can't recall
7. Did we still:
    a) Do a Christmas party for kids?  No
    b) Do a pumpkin carve for kids? No
    c) Give out a Don Johnson sports award?  Can't recall
    d) Give out any other awards?  Can't recall
    e) Have a Carnation Ball? Yes
    f) Have a Dream Girl?   Can't recall
    g) Have Dream Girl pics on the dining room wall (ahhhhh, they "went missing" in the '90's)? No
    h) Drive the fire engine - was the old lady running?   Yes, it made it out on the town from time to time.
    i) Have a Brother on call for a ride home from the bars?  (what was that called?)  Not officially on call, but you could always call and somebody would pick you up.  Often we'd walk home and as long as we made it to the train tracks we'd know we were getting close!
 
I value all our history, your Brotherhood and era, and want to get it right.  I've got a deadline with the web site developer so if you want to share your thoughts on any or all of these topics, or others related to your era, sooner is better than later!
 

Thanks guys!
 

Cheers & YITBOS,
Yabut
Contributed by Xavier Lanier, Spade, S’99
How did we rush?  
“There were quite a  few WWF fans in the house at the time...so naturally female mud wrestling was a rush event. Boxing night was another popular one, but I think that one died out. We didn't always rush that well - Odie was a class of one in 99.” 
Were any fraternities added, if so what were they, and do you recall how many fraternities there were in total (and when)? 
“There were 17 fraternities, Theta Chi came back to campus in 1999 and that made it 18.” 
Did we do a Christmas party for kids? 
“No”
Did we do a pumpkin carve for kids? 
“Yes. Remember one year '99 I think, when one of the kids went a little crazy and just stabbed his pumpkin over and over again.” 
Did we have a Carnation Ball? 
“Yes”
Did we drive the fire engine - was the old lady running?
“Claven, Smithers and a few of the other guys rebuilt the fire engine and got it running again. We used it to pick up guys from Bulls.”
Did we have a Brother on call for a ride home from the bars?  (what was that called?) “Yes....normally a pledge, but everyone pitched in from time to time.”
 

Contributed by John Quinn, Bogart, F’96
What was it like to be a Brother during your time in the house? I loved it. 
If you lived in at 244, about how many total live-ins were there and in what year or years? 

I think there were only about 20 most of those years.
Did we have a house dog at the time? 

We had Butch until Spring 1997, and then no dog until they got Jake in 2002 or so.

How did we rush?  

Mud Wrestling was great!! We also had BBQ's and a smoker.
What do you think were the major challenges for the chapter at the time?

We were a smallish house (maybe 40 actives) and we always seemed to have debt issues. 
Did we still:
    c) Give out a Don Johnson sports award? The sports award was called 'Knuckels', and the Don Johnson award was for the brother of the year.

Give out any other awards? The 2 above were the 2 serious ones, and there were a bunch of funny ones (kickstand, Hoser/International Hoser, PW/Theta of the Year, Perpetual Pig (I still laugh at the story Tatu told the year Plummer won it), Jailbait, probably more I can't think of.) 
    f) Have a Dream Girl? Yes
    g) Have Dream Girl pics on the dining room wall (ahhhhh, they "went missing" in the '90's)? Those were gone before fall of 1996.
    h) Drive the fire engine?  I think one year Smithers arranged for us to drive it in the homecoming parade. 
    i) Have a Brother on call for a ride home from the bars?  (what was that called?) It was called LIP DRIP. I think it was Julian Zaragoza 'Plummer's' idea, and god bless him for it.
Contributed by Christopher Zito, F’98, “Claven” 
If you lived in at 244, about how many total live-ins were there and in what year or years?

 20-30, we were small but tight back then
How did we rush?  

I like to think we chose quality over quantity. We certainly left the house stronger than when we joined
What do you think were the major challenges for the chapter at the time? 

Our problems were all financial. Only thing that ever caused tension was money.
7. Did we still:
    a) Do a Christmas party for kids? No
    b) Do a pumpkin carve for kids? Yes, with mixed results 
    c) Give out a Don Johnson sports award? Didn't we have a different name for the sports award?  
    d) Give out any other awards? Yes, lots of them. Kickstand, P-Pig, Theta of the year... etc.
Have a Carnation Ball? Yup. 

Have a Dream Girl? Yup.

Drive the fire engine - was the old lady running? 

Any time that old girl spent running was due solely to Smithers and Vino.  I just had the privilege of driving her.
Have a Brother on call for a ride home from the bars?  (what was that called?) Lip Drip. A damn fine Idea, unless you were the driver.
2000’s
Contributed by David “Trips” Crowell, S’01

1) I was an active member of DSP from Spring 2001 to June 2005 when I graduated from Cal Poly. That time era was rooted in 9/11 and the fear, uncertainty, and changes that followed. As a very young adult with just one year of college under my belt and living away from the security blanket of my family, Delta Sigma Phi and the people in it were a haven for us all. San Luis Obispo itself has a reputation for being a “bubble community” in that it’s so isolated that a lot of the outside world hardly penetrates the small coastal town, and being mired in the roles and chaos of a fraternity in that college town allowed us to enjoy the times of being in college and not have to worry too much about this new thing called terrorism. That’s not to say that we weren’t concerned or turned a blind eye to our country’s affairs, but DSP and all that it had to offer was comforting and took our minds off the new harsh reality our world faced. They say laughter is the best medicine, and we overdosed on it daily because we all knew each other to a fault and no imperfection in each other’s character was safe, and whether we were in the dugout of a softball charity event or downing a carne-asada burrito at Cabo San Luis, we seemed to always be laughing. Eventually the panic and uncertainty would subside as the years went by, but those months immediately following 9/11 were rough, and 244 California was a safe haven from this new evil world that was out there. And that’s when I decided to move into the house – I broke my lease with Mustang Village and moved into back right Come In (formerly known as Ice Box).

The house and fraternity itself saw some significant changes from 2001 to 2005. When I was initiated we had a small house of under 30 brothers and there was a great effort to increase our numbers to be more competitive and improve our stature. Controversially, we accepted more rushees and pledges than we probably should have, and the quality of the brotherhood suffered. We had good numbers, nearing 80 at one point, but our fraternity had a major identity crisis and a number of cliques resulted from this and unity and cooperation became an issue.  The leaders of the house tried to tackle this problem in various ways, and around 2005 a more unified chapter started to take shape. By 2006 and 2007, DSP was again the prominent fraternity on campus and was still growing in size and respectability. However, in between these few sentences here, there was a lot of hardship and heartache that was handed to many brothers during that time as interest in fraternity events and the pledge program waned. 

All in all, however, being a brother in the Epsilon Rho chapter was a blessing. Although there were a few bad apples, they never spoiled the whole bunch and by 2002 DSP became what it was sought to be in 2001 – bigger, more competitive, and relative. With large pledge classes in Fall 2001 (Debacle) and again in Fall 2002 (Short Bus), we became competitive is sports like Greek Week, soccer, and basketball and had more events with sororities which is bigger psychologically than it would seem. The fire engine was repaired, traditions were strengthened, new faces emerged into leadership roles, and the future looked bright.

Physically, the house itself underwent its first major renovation since its original construction in 1972. In the summer of 2002 I found an abundant amount of mold living in the walls of back right Come In and this triggered an evaluation of the rest of the building. ACB and the actives decided to renovate the bathrooms to each suite two at a time which was much welcomed as the older ones had years of use. Shortly thereafter, the suites all got new carpet, drywall, light fixtures, and paint. The chapter room also saw similar improvements and the kitchen got a major overhaul with a new layout and appliances. The side yard facing Cal Park got a new drainage system after flooding the back suites of Come In and Zone multiple times and an electrical overhaul was done on the house as well. Most of this was completed by 2004.

2) Top 5 Important Moments from 2001 – 2005:

1) The Dry Spell of 2004: Under my presidency which ran from January 2004 to January 2005, we threw one of the biggest parties of the chapter’s history, Sailor’s Ball in May 2004. It was great, we went all out and decorated the house as we do every year, but this year with the numbers we had and the reputation we were creating, it was abnormally bigger. And then we got caught by SLOPD and campus. The party itself is not the important moment but the probation we were put on by Cal Poly and by our national board. As a chapter we had to face the harsh reality of being completely dry until 2005 with new alcohol rules imposed on us, quiet hours, and social events at a bare minimum and far far from the house. In short, DSP was not an attractive fraternity to join in the crucial fall rush and we had a thin class. Furthermore, many actives wanted to disregard the punishment and continue business as usual. That was a war I and the rest of the exec board had to wage, we had to keep morale up while obeying the probation. Many actives did not like this and in turn stopped coming around to rush events, pledging events, retreats, and other events. Since one could not drink at the house, not even the occasional beer while shooting pool on a quiet Saturday night, brothers sought other places to be and other parties to go to, and ultimately found other things to do.

But the ones that stuck around grew stronger and closer. They molded the new pledge class into likeminded brothers and in the end the fraternity sifted out the actives that had joined Delta Sigma Phi for all the wrong reasons and retained the brothers that had values true to a Delta Sig. This Dry Spell from May 2004 to January 2005 was very difficult, but in the end the guys obeyed the probation, stood patient and regrouped, and overcame the challenge in 2005 and were stronger. The next president and my little brother, Jeff Janvier “Boomhauer” ushered in this new fraternity and continued to make it better. Had this gone the other way and the chapter grew negative and or gave a giant middle finger to the probation, the charter may have been lost. This was a critical time in the history of DSP and it determined the direction the fraternity would go.

2) Discovery of Missing $60,000: Also under my presidency, our exec board discovered that financially, numbers just weren’t adding up and making sense. Our treasurer at the time, Mike Lambert “Fish” (Fall 2001 Debacle) and new ACB treasurer Bob Veazie “Ace” led the chapter in the discovery that roughly $60,000 had been either misallocated or stolen during the two term tenure of Alex Koper III “Casper”. Wrapping our minds around the possibility that a fellow brother could have either mismanaged our money that poorly or even worse, stolen it put our chapter in a bitter mindset that left us in debt and unable to pay for social events, rush events, fees to IFC and dues to ACB. Casper did not help his cause by disappearing off the face of the earth and refusing to work with Fish and Ace in resolving this. Only after the threat of legal action was progress eventually made. However, in the year of 2004 that coincided with probation due to the Sailor’s Ball party, the chapter found itself in an unattractive situation in which it was broke and punished. Pulling brothers close and keeping the engine of Epsilon Rho running was a great challenge that eventually saw results when ACB helped the actives recover the money and forgave some of the debt. However, during the time period, we did have to scale back greatly in the scope of our activities due to the lack of funds while we watched other fraternities flourish. 

In the end we completely reformed the treasury system and put in new checks and balances that are still in practice today. We came out better.

3) Mardi Gras 2004: Also during my presidency (dang!) but only about 2 weeks into it, Mardi Gras crashed down on San Luis Obispo as it did every year. Always a big event that brings in thousands of college kids from all over the state, Playboy magazine once ranked SLO’s Mardi Gras festivities as the second biggest in the country behind New Orleans. But SLOPD always put up a good fight trying to control and disperse the crowds, so it was anyone’s guess as to where the epicenter of the chaos would be. This particular year, it converged at the intersection of California Blvd. and Foothill, right smack in front of 244 California. Literally thousands of people gathered in the streets and overflowed onto the sidewalks and properties nearby. The brothers naturally gathered on the front lawn of DSP to watch the spectacle, but as time went by the masses grew and grew. SLOPD, drastically outnumbered, called in law enforcement from cities like Atascadero and Santa Maria and as far as Los Angeles while adding riot police and police on horse back to help contain the crowds. Helicopters flew overhead and shined their spot lights down onto the crowd creating an energy and high that put a rare buzz into the air which supplanted all Mardi Gras in years past. This one was big, and although there were only isolated incidents of vandalism or acts like climbing up light poles or on top of parked cars, the collection of police were a bit trigger happy and were armed with rubber bullets, pepper spray, and tear gas. After all, this wasn’t your typical Saturday night in SLO. As the police used these “crowd control” tools and tried to herd the crowd down California Blvd. towards Hathaway, the chaos reached its climax right in front of our fraternity house. The police unleashed an all out raid on the panicked crown  and shot rubber bullets, pepper spray, and tear gas at students and visitors alike in an attempt to encourage them to leave the streets and get indoors. When one is being shot by such things, one seeks the closest refuge, and for hundreds of people (if not over a thousand) that refuge was DSP. But safety wasn’t guaranteed once upon 244 California, for police continued their chase onto the property and went so far as to shoot pepper spray and tear gas into open windows and doors, with pellets landing in the rooms of brothers. Brothers linked arms and stood firm along the front lawn and driveway of the property to keep police and partygoers alike from entering the property, but there is only so much pepper spray we could stand up to. We retreated back into the courtyard of DSP and in came a flood of other people, and together we all wiped our faces with our shirts trying to extract the pepper spray and tear gas from our eyes. We closed all the windows and stayed there until the police got the crowd further down California Blvd. and all that was left in front of our house were police cars with their lights flashing. I went up to one with my hands up and asked if we could let all our “guests” go, and a cop in full riot gear with a helmet and shield pointed a rubber bullet gun at my chest and shouted for me to return to the property. I looked at my chest and there was a red laser on it. I did a u-turn and headed back and we coordinated that everyone leave through the property’s back fence. Eventually the crowd dispersed from DSP and in the early hours of the morning it was back to normal, but a mess was left and the smell of pepper spray lingered. The next couple days featured fall out from what was being called the “Mardi Gras Riots” and everyone from CNN to KSBY was telling the story. I was interviewed by The SLO Tribune and woke up one morning and on the front page was the headline “Mardi Gras Reverberations” with my story and mug leaning out a front window of DSP with the Greek letters of the house overhead. It turned out to be a unifying experience for us as a chapter in that we were able to help others escape an unnecessary operation by the police and the war stories that were exchanged over the next few weeks provided a good break from the norm. In what is probably the most notorious event to happen in San Luis Obispo since the Poly Royal riot in the early 1990’s, Delta Sigma Phi was at the front and the guys were poised and mature.

4) Spring 2001, Caltrans: Everyone would like to think that their pledge class is the best and some may able to justify that one way or the other, but the 8 guys who were initiated in Spring 2001 Caltrans set the tone for the next five years and helped the fraternity on its feet again in so many different aspects it is impossible to dismiss. In no particular order, Chris White “Simba” (past Secretary and Housing, ran for President and lived in 4 years), Brandon Miller “Hanger” (past Social, IFC President, and lived in 2 years), David Crowell “Trips” (past Sergeant-At-Arms, Vice President, President and lived in 4 years), Jason Godfrey “Base” (past Pledge-Ed, Knuckles winner, and lived in 3 years), Alex Koper III (past two-time Treasurer* and lived in 1 year), Eric Baggett “Statch” (our beloved sack who never lived in nor served on exec but did lead the way in non-live-in involvement and persuaded other non live-ins to be more active), Brett Strauss “Sonar” (3-time Commissary and 5 year live-in), and finally Joe Vignolo “Link” (past Vice President) were the eight members of Caltrans. It will certainly be argued, but the energy Caltrans carried going into the Fall 2001 rush was unmatched and their efforts were largely responsible for nearly doubling the size of the active chapter immediately. There were so many pledges that some actives had to take two little brothers and JA’s had to take one as well, something unprecedented. Six of the eight JA’s ran for and won exec positions making up half the exec board in 2002. Caltrans created a better relationship with the alumni base which proved useful immediately and down the road and opened new doors for the active chapter. All but two lived in the house, most for more than a year and fostered an ideal that being around the house was fun and where it was happening. Most of Caltrans participated in a sport or two and helped reshape the attitude DSP took towards IFC sports and Greek Week. Caltrans were WOW leaders and used it as a rush tool to bring in quality pledges. Overall Caltrans pumped new life into an aging chapter and revitalized the spirit of YITBOS, and that energy carried onto other pledge classes and got DSP on the upswing again.

5) The House Renovation: The renovation of the six suites and bathrooms, chapter room, and kitchen that took place from 2002-2004 turned around the attitude that people had towards the house. In 2001 the house was worn and in some instances nasty. There were many actives involved in helping key alumni see that funds needed to be put towards a renovation, and ultimately a renovation is what happened. With the newness of the house came more stringent rules and regulations that were upheld by 2004 housing manager Chris White “Simba” and Sergeant-At-Arms Ryan Eads “Rambo”. The renovation carried a contagious energy that helped most brothers care for other things more as one decided to reseed the lawn and care for it, others decided to start a recycling program, and we all held each other responsible for cleaning up after ourselves. In the end there was a fresh house that was filled with pride and it again became a place people wanted to be and was a counterpoint in the stereotype that all fraternity houses are nasty stink holes. DSP looked good and the house again was one of the biggest reasons a rushee should join Delta Sigma Phi.

3) Not too many fraternities were started in my time. I believe with AGO (the Christian fraternity) there were 18 fraternities. 

4) The only sorority that was started was Tri Delt (Delta Delta Delta). That was the seventh sorority at the time (2005).

5) I stated a lot already what the key challenges were when I was President (2004). My biggest fight was dealing with the different cliques and trying to accommodate each of them and unify the house. I’d like to think that I helped with that by keeping us on track during the probation period in 2004 and weeding out the guys who were in for the wrong reasons. But in the end you can’t please everyone and it took me a while to realize that. Between two pledge classes we had almost 45 new brothers and there wasn’t a whole lot in common. Many didn’t understand the values of a Delta Sig and many were just looking for a place to party. Trying to change their way of thinking was an uphill battle at times because 19 year olds want to drink beer and hook up with girls, not do their detail and cut the grass or do the dishes on Wednesday night.  Trying to show guys that they played a part in this whole mess and that they were the ones that would ultimately carry the torch was a huge challenge. This was probably the case with every decade, however.

Another big challenge was being dry for a good while without any money. There’s always been a huge gray area as to whether the house is dry or not, but it’s safe to say that most decades figured out a way to have booze on property and drink it. For a while there, we couldn’t due to our probation and I’d rather lose 70 friends than be the President that lost the charter. I give credit to others in the house at the time that saw the same thing and helped enforce the rules of no alcohol. It was a lot easier when someone spoke up for you when the young new initiate strolled up the driveway with his old high school buddies and a pony keg ready to drink some brews and watch the game on TV. I cringed when I had to break the bad news and some didn’t take it so well – that was hard. But like I said, having guys help you out really separated the rock stars from the groupies in the end and DSP was better in January 2005 than it was in May 2004, even if it was a bit smaller in size.

The money issue was along the same lines. We got burned by a bad treasurer and had to eat tuna for a while, but the hard core guys stuck it out. Trying to persuade other brothers to battle it out with us was a responsibility I felt I had to take on. I wanted to retain as many guys as I could, but if they were looking for a party, it wasn’t at our house for a while there. Ultimately we were able to save up enough money by cancelling some events here and there, and by May 2004 we had enough cash to put towards a great end of the year Sailor’s Ball party. Perhaps I made a bad decision to go ahead with the party, but it’s what everyone wanted and honestly we all deserved it after spending 5 months without much going on. No one knew it was going to get that big and we addressed some security details afterwards in terms of limiting the size, but we got our party and perhaps got what we deserved too. 

Finally, there were isolated incidents that had to do with individual brothers now and then that would take all my energy. I cared about the guys and sometimes they got themselves into trouble outside the fraternity here and there and it was hard to turn a shoulder on them because I wanted them well. But I felt the need to offer as much help and counsel as I could and better the situation if I could.   YITBOS, Trips

Contributed by Aria “Borat” Niazi, Chapter President 2007-2008
With 95 active members our chapter is not only one of the top Cal Poly 
Fraternities, but also one of the largest as well. Delta Sigma Phi is one 
of only two fraternities on campus to own their property and while many 
other fraternities are working hard to acquire their first house Delta 
Sigma Phi is the only fraternity with two large properties. Our fraternity 
houses 63 members with 25 at the main chapter house on California and 38 
at our Annex property on Monte Vista. Our chapter is active and successful 
in all aspects of student life. We hold positions on College councils, 
sports clubs and teams, campus clubs, the Interfraternity Council, and 
have by far the most members involved within student government.

One of our many accomplishments this past year involves receiving the 
award for the top fraternity/sorority philanthropy event. Our chapter’s 
philanthropy, “Greek Goddess”, was a sold out event that included local 
celebrities such as UFC superstar Chuck Liddell and helped raise over 
$5,000 for San Luis Obispo sexual assault programs.

Yitbos,
Borat

