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“An indispensable publication for all truly dedicated beer drinkers and party animals.”


—The Villanovan, Villanova University


“Absolutely fantastic!”


—34th Street Newspaper, Univ. of Penn.


“Good-natured madness.”


—New Orleans Times-Picayune


“Destined to become the college student’s bible.”


—The Vermilion, Univ. of S. W. Louisiana
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“You can only drink 30 or 40 glasses of beer a day. no matter how rich you are.”


—Col. Adolphus Busch
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Dedicated to our parents, for funding four years of research
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Publisher’s Note


Excessive alcohol consumption is extremely dangerous and can lead to sickness and even death. Neither the publishers nor the authors advocate excessive alcohol consumption, and we accept no liability for the consequences of your behavior if you do overindulge. If you drink, drink responsibly; don’t be an idiot; and don’t blame us if you crash your car or puke your guts out.
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DON’T BE STUPID


Alcohol is a dangerous drug. And, like it or not, it’s an illegal drug in America if you’re under 21.


Alcohol will severely impair your reflexes, and if you try to drive when you’re drunk, you stand a good chance of killing yourself or murdering someone else. Here’s a sickening statistic: Among people age 16-24, alcohol-related car wrecks are the leading cause of death.


Don’t be stupid. Don’t abuse alcohol. Don’t drink and drive, and don’t let your friends drink and drive, either. Use the designated driver system, or call a cab, or just crash on a convenient sofa.


Look, if you want to kill yourself, do everyone a favor and play with a toaster in the bathtub. Just don’t drive drunk.
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A SPECIAL INTRODUCTION TO THE REVISED EDITION


 


THE FUNNY THING IS, we don’t remember ever deciding to write this book. We assume the decision came during a beery New Haven evening, but it’s a memory forever lost, along with a few million brain cells. And while we were vaguely aware at the time that a book on drinking games was an amusing idea, we certainly had no idea what was to come. Hundreds of thousands of books sold. Two dozen printings and counting. A wildly successful sequel. Angry letters from college administrators and prudish Neo-Prohibitionists. Million-dollar movie offers. Tawdry affairs with Victoria’s Secret models. The cover of People magazine—well, OK, we’re getting a little carried away.


But one thing is certain. Nearly everyone who has attended college since 1984 has read, or at least heard of, The Complete Book of Beer Drinking Games. Can Homer (the Greek poet, not Simpson) make the same statement? Can Faulkner? Can Proust? Hmmmmm? This is an awesome realization, when we bother to think about it.


And now here’s the improved, thoroughly updated, Revised Edition. To be frank, the whole thing seems like it happened a long time ago. Yet, certain events remain vivid: The first time we saw the book in a bookstore—and moved it to a better shelf position, while complaining to the manager that he had not ordered enough copies. (We might have been jerks, but we were prophetic jerks.) Our publicity tour in Florida during Spring Break. (We’ll spare you the debauched details, but you can imagine what happened when we played Beer Hunter at 7:00 a.m. with the way-too-perky hostess of “Good Morning, Orlando.”) The press conference at Rudy’s, our favorite bar in New Haven, where we learned that reporters will cover any story if you promise free booze. Those were great times.


Now it’s years later, and it’s hard not to feel a little removed from our youthful phenomenon. You have to realize, we have actual lives now. Respectable lives, if you can believe it. Ben, a well-paid consultant, is married, owns a house near Boston, and has two children. Yes, he frets about how to tell them about the book when they grow up. (Once, we worried about what our mothers would think; now we worry about our daughters.) Andy is a doctor in Rhode Island, where he slinks around the halls of his hospital, hiding from the liver specialists. His professional advice does not include the virtues of chugging pitchers or swallowing quarters. Scott works in New York managing other people’s money—a lot of other people’s money. To his clients, he’s a paragon of fiscal acumen—even though he eagerly quaffed half-full pitchers to win $3.75 during Slush Fund bouts just a few years ago.


Despite our adult status, we can’t escape our past. Once, in a bar in Hong Kong, Scott happened to meet some Americans fresh out of business school. Someone mentioned the book and Scott’s connection to it. “You guys are my heroes!” one of the students yelled. (Where have you gone, Joe DiMaggio?)


When Ben enrolled in Wharton, he thought he could sweep this beer games business under the rug. I’m an adult now. Can’t be associated with stuff like that, he thought, hollowly. There was only one problem. He had included the book on his application, thinking it made him look “entrepreneurial.” Early in the semester, the Dean gave a speech to the student body, praising the diverse accomplishments of the class. Wharton had students who had spliced genes, he said, students who had counseled the President, students who had started soup kitchens, etc. “One student,” he added, “even wrote a hit book on beer drinking games!” Ben slumped in his chair as a wave of curiosity swept through the assembly. Then, one student—clearly an avid gamester—stood and pointed. “It’s him! The beer games guy!” So much for adulthood.


We’ve concluded that we’ll have to make peace with the fact that this literary achievement will always be out there, for good and bad. We will always be one of “those guys” who wrote that sick—but funny!—book on beer games. But that’s OK, because we’ve gotten more out of the book than the book’s gotten out of us.


Sadly, we must confess that we no longer spend our evenings playing Thumper and Beer 99. It’s not that, in the abstract, we don’t want to play or that we feel too mature to play. Rather, we’ve discovered certain physical constraints as we’ve gotten older—not to mention social and professional concerns. We still feel like the same guys who wrote the book, however. And there are moments when we happily regress. Sometimes it’s a wedding, or an alumni function, or even a dinner party that brings us together from our far-flung homes. Oh, things start out respectably enough. But then one of us gets a wicked gleam in his eye as we gather ’round a table, and a voice, echoing a fondly remembered, simpler time, yells,


“What’s the name of the game?!”
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Introduction:
A Few Words about Life, Love, and Beer


 


Once upon a time, drinking beer was uncool, or, worse, “square.” Smoking pot was “in” on college campuses in the 1960’s and early 70’s, along with Army fatigues, long hair, and minimal hygiene. The popularity of marijuana was really a matter of convenience for yesterday’s youth (a.k.a. your parents): you could get high and make a political statement at the same time. Like Woodstock and rock music, smoking pot was part celebration and part protest.


But that’s all passed. Our generation was oblivious to the problems of those years, being preoccupied with Little League and long division. Today, Vietnam is hungry for McDonald’s and Diet Coke, and the flower children have grown up to become stockbrokers, advertising executives, and, in certain cases, President of the United States.


And, praise be, beer is back!


As we see it, the turning point was the presidency of Gerald R. Ford. Unlike his predecessors, Ford was a man you could imagine sharing a six-pack with. Lyndon Johnson invited defiance, from the burning of draft cards to the burning of joints. And Richard Nixon incited paranoia—it took a belt of hard liquor to get him off your mind.


But Jerry resembled your favorite uncle—perhaps not so bright, but a certifiably good guy—and you just knew he could drink a beer. America’s basic values, questioned by events here and half a world away, were beginning to reassert themselves. We began to feel proud to be Americans again, and we were happy to hoist a beer to Our Pal the President.


[image: Billy Carter: the only brother of a President to have a beer named for him.]


The true watershed, however, was the Carter Administration. Although Jimmy reminded many of milk of magnesia, what world leader has ever had a beer named after his brother? When the late Billy Carter created Billy Beer, he joined the pantheon of all-time great beer swillers, and it was clear that the golden nectar had re-entered the American mainstream. And Ronald Reagan, even though he was too old for a fierce round of Thumper, continued to show that beer was integral to the American Way (see photo on page 17).


Although George Bush never won any chugging contests, he was still a beer drinker’s President, especially when he led the charge to kick Iraq’s butt. For one thing, he had an appropriate last name. For another, he was in our fraternity, DKE. We know what he had to do in initiation. Trust us.


[image: Our Pal the President: Gerald R. Ford, 1976.]


While the verdict is still out on Bill Clinton—would you want him on your Blow Pong team?—there are photos of him downing a brew, so perhaps there’s reason for hope.


No regrets here: the resurgence of beer is a positive sign. Beer binds father to son, worker to worker, and student to student. Beer is American, not foreign, like drugs. Beer is the drink America comes home to, the drink of quittin’ time, backyard barbecues, and nights out with the gang. Beer is for before, during, and after the game—any game. Beer removes the agony from defeat and adds a thrill to victory.


[image: Ronald Reagan hoists a cold one in a Boston bar.]


And there’s another great thing about beer: bars. In almost every town, from Portland, Maine to Portland, Oregon, places exist for only one reason: to create a pleasant environment for socking down a few frosties. Other things at bars—like peanuts, Monday Night Football, and jukeboxes—exist only to enhance the taste of that cold beverage in your hand.


But the absolute best thing about beer, as we will go to great lengths to prove, is that it can be used to play a lot of incredibly fun drinking games. These games have become the rage of young adult America, practically wiping out the existence of 8:00 a.m. college classes. In fact, we hoped this book would be distributed to all college students at orientation with other essentials like course listings, school regulations, and meal contracts. Much to our surprise, every registrar we contacted flatly refused. (A few, however, did express interest in adding the book to their personal libraries.)


[image: After he finished this beer, George Bush decided to kick Iraq’s butt.]


Of course, we do not advocate drinking beer to solve problems or escape from reality. We only argue that drinking beer can be fun and is, well, an honored American activity. After all, George Washington spent his spare time at Mount Vernon brewing his own brand of ale.


[image: Bill Clinton hoists brewage with Czech President Vaclav Havel.]


In short, when America feels good about itself, it drinks beer, and drinking beer helps America feel good about itself. Enjoying the amber nectar by playing rowdy games is our generation’s way of following that great American trait of going for the gusto in all areas of life. It is our hope that we have captured this spirit in the pages that follow.


“We’ll teach you to drink deep ’ere you depart.”


William Shakespeare, Hamlet
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Beer Game Etiquette


To tell you the truth, beer game etiquette is a contradiction in terms. Beer games are often rude, and players even ruder. In an attempt to curb gross incivility, an altogether arbitrary set of rules has evolved among veteran gamesters.


Well, that’s not really honest. The truth is, the more rules players must remember, the more infractions they make, and the more beer they drink. And this, after all, is the whole idea.


Beer game etiquette varies from one geopolitical region to another—indeed, from one game to another. There are, however, ten common rules players may invoke:






[image: Gamesters may use only their elbows to point.]
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No Pointing. Since pointing is one of the most frequent acts, especially when identifying players who blunder, there naturally must be a rule against it. Anyone who points with his finger must take a swig from his beer. The only acceptable way to point is with a bent elbow.*
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