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"Life is a sexually transmitted disease..." - R.D. Laing

Hey there, beautiful. Can you smell those pheromones? Knight's Atari HQ is dripping with them. The 
ceiling's about to fall in and the walls are covered in some funky mushrooms, despite the college's best 
efforts to combat them with a new coat of paint. It's all thanks to you wonderful people. There have been so 
many months where we've had to chase and hound people for even the littlest contribution, but simply 
mention that the theme for this month is "sex" or "VD" or "love" or "SHAG week" or somesuch and we're 
flooded with a veritable bukkake of submission. 

Many thanks to Grace and Síofra for their doodlings, and to Sinéad for her entertaining reflections on 
Valentine's Day. Thanks to Patrick who has provided us with directions on how to make a chess board out of 
Lego. Thanks, also, to Aidan for a rather surprising sociological treatise. Richie, determined to educate you, 
has outlined a convincing mathematical argument as to why you should practise safe sex. Jorge has provided 
us with a rather lazy recipe for a sexy dessert, but it sounds so delicious that we will forgive him. Present that 
to the object of your affections on Valentine's Day and (s)he may well contract diabetes. Or, of course, if you 
feel that sounds too much like hard work, you and your intended could simply ply each other with alcohol. 
This is Ireland, after all. To ensure you stay classy though, Aaron has shared instructions on how to brew 
your own cider.

Thanks also to those of you who sent in poems, even those who were too shy to give your names. Apologies 
to the lass whose poem we could not publish because it was deemed too offensive. That was quite the 
accomplishment. Don't get me wrong - we laughed, but after some careful consultation decided that others 
might not.

There were other contributions, too, which we simply could not fit into this month's issue. Rest assured that 
they will feature in an issue soon. If any of you, dear readers, find yourselves particularly stimulated this 
month and would like to contribute something for next month's issue, get in touch with us at 
knightsatari@gmail.com.

We also have plenty of puzzles, as ever, to keep you distracted if you find yourself bored and alone and 
physically exhausted some Thursday evening this month. We have a review of a toilet which the President 
himself may frequent, and an enlightening account of a trip to the STI clinic. You may laugh, you may cry, 
you may masturbate furiously, but one thing is for sure - you will be left emotionally stained.

Given the Knight's Atari's reputation as an ambassador of culture, and the fact that March is the month of the 
country's patron saint, this month's competition is to write a piece of no more than a thousand words entitled 
"Ireland" and send it to knightsatari@gmail.com by the end of February. The content of the piece is entirely 
up to you, but should reflect somehow some aspect of life in Ireland; be this sheep-shagging, the Recession, 
the cúpla focail, spuds or whatever the feck you want. If you want to write as Gaeilge, that's fine too. Entries 
can be funny or erotic or depressing or hard-hitting or even a picture if you're up to it. After the fiasco last 
time, Kevin and I aren't judging this competition, so you can all be as wonderful as you want. By entering, 
you agree to let us publish your entry in the Knight's Atari. We'll buy the writer of the winning entry a pint 
and slip them a brown envelope, as is traditional.

Ever-practical, this month's Knight's Atari can be recycled into a very pretty origami heart, or a not-so-pretty 
origami condom. Both are equally functional. See within for details.

mailto:knightsatari@gmail.com


Knight's Atari goes to Hospital

If a college woman has at least one different partner per year 
for four years, the probability that she will leave college with 
an HPV infection is greater than 85%. - Laura Egendorf [1]

Statistically speaking, since 74% of people love statistics*, 
about 1 in 4 of you will contract an STI while you are in 
college. 80% of those will show no symptoms, yet untreated 
these infections could lead to infertility, death and pucks of 
other unpleasantnesses such as malodourousness or 
floppiness.
The wearing of a condom, such as that provided in this issue of Knight's Atari,** or those 
distributed for free by the Students' Union etc. can help prevent the transmission of certain STIs, 
but some, such as the human papillomavirus are more difficult to avoid than a college degree. 
Therefore it's important to get yourself checked on a somewhat regular basis. Fortunately, there's a 
free "walk-in" clinic over in the corner of UCHG every Wednesday and Friday morning at 8:50am.
It can be a daunting experience to have a complete stranger asking personal questions and 
fondling your genitals while you are sober, so your ever-informative Knight's Atari correspondent 
undertook to visit the clinic and report back for your enlightenment and erudition.

Firstly, you will be relieved to hear that the clinic is hidden away from prying eyes. There is a small 
gate across the road from The Scholar's Rest. Through this, on your left, is the clinic. The first thing 
that struck me when I entered was that the clinic must be very good, judging by the large number 
of people there. Shortly after 9 we were ushered inside, given forms to fill out and sent to sit in the 
waiting room where everyone sat as far away from everyone else as possible. These forms were 
accompanied by a plastic a4 sheet with a number in it. Mine was 11. Having nothing else to lean 
on when filling in their forms, people would lean on these plastic sheets. This leaves an impression 
on the plastic sheet and I could, had I been so inclined, have copied the phone number and 
address of a lass from Salthill. Of course, whether an STI clinic is a wise place to search for 
potential mates is a matter of personal preference. I will not list the obvious pros and cons - I am 
convinced that you are perverted enough to deduce those for yourselves. Number 9 did have nice 
legs though, and one of the girls who had her ID code*** called out, rather than simply a number, 
was quite fair of face.

In any case, these forms were none too personal - the inquisition would come later. Much later. 
While I waited I debated whether or not I should refrain from responding initially to my number 
being called out, and then apologise and claim I had been holding the number upside-down. In the 
end, I decided against it, as the numbers were being called out in threes and I did not want to 
appear an eejit if people did not get the Father Ted reference. There was a pair of young teenage 
girls there who would not even have been born by the time the first run of Father Ted was 
completed.

This pair seemed to be having a great time, laughing and joking, though I suppose that could have 
just been nerves. One saying "God no, I wouldn't tell him. He'd kill me! I'd wait until it was up and 
walking around before saying anything to him" led me to suspect that she was concerned about 
being pregnant. Either that or anticipating her vagina not merely crawling with a serious riddling of 
venereal diseases, but actually having taken its first steps.



The other clients all seemed to be of a studenty age apart from one middle-aged couple, but I 
recognised none of them. I did, however, know the lady eventually tasked with asking the more 
personal details about one's sex life, unusual discharges or lumps etc. - she was the mother of the 
lad who was my best friend all through primary school. Mildly embarrassing, I suppose, but as I 
chatted to her afterwards about her kids and my plans for after college, I can only imagine how 
much of a stud the lasses behind me in the queue must have thought me.

After the partially unexpected inquisition, I was advised to go for a wander for half an hour as it 
would take that long for the queue to clear. I wandered off but returned well within twenty minutes, 
as I didn't want to risk missing my turn. In total, the process took about two and a half hours as it 
was. Of course, I had to wait again when I returned. After another half hour or so though, it was 
finally my turn and I was led down a corridor to a doctor's**** room. She asked me a few more 
questions, then ushered me onto a chair akin to a dentist's. She gave me a sheet of paper to cover 
myself with and went out to get the nurse. The sheet of paper puzzled me, I must confess, for it 
seemed to me that there was not going to be much left to the imagination in any case. The only 
conclusion I could come to was that I was being provided the opportunity to cover my face so that 
the operating nurse would not know who I was. Fortunately, this lunacy was only temporary, so I 
covered my crotch.

The two ladies arrived in anyway, possibly asked a couple of questions and then stuck a swab 
briefly up my urethra. Just like that. It wasn't a particularly large swab, and it wasn't very far up the 
urethra at all, but it felt terribly, terribly invasive nonetheless. I think it was that, moreso than any 
pain, which irked me. The penetrator became the penetratee, and did not at all enjoy the 
experience. Then they did it again, which was worse as it lacked the subtle shock element. 
Thereafter, the first doctor asked if I would like her to examine my testicles. I examine my own 
testicles on a regular basis, but in order that I might provide you, dear reader, with the most 
information possible, I acquiesced. She felt around for a bit, I remained flaccid, and everything was 
fine. Then the nurse took a blood sample - from my arm, thank Christ, and after deciding that I 
wasn't going to faint, I was free to go.

They take urine samples if desired, but I was in no mood to be passing urine, so I took a little bottle 
to drop in to them at a more convenient time. Results from the tests should be back within a 
fortnight, which, sadly, will be after the publication of this newsletter. If any of you desperately want 
to sleep with me and feel it is therefore imperative that you know that I'm clean, let me know some 
time after the 8th.

Had medication been required, they would have provided some free of charge. 'tis a great little 
service, and I would encourage you all to check it and yourselves out.

On the whole, though, I think it's easier to just wear a condom and not sleep around too much.

*Hi Jerome!

** Useful Tip: Do not have sex with anyone who is willing to have sex using a Knight's Atari 
condom.

*** For regulars, I suppose.

**** I'm not actually sure if she was a doctor, but calling her a "nurse" seems inherently sexist.

[1] Laura Egendorf, "Sexually Transmitted Diseases" (At Issue Series), New York; Greenhaven Press (2007)



Cooking with Jorge
"Sex by Chocolate"

Ingredients:

1 (19.8 ounce) package brownie mix

1 (16 ounce) package frozen whipped topping, thawed

3 (1.4 ounce) bars chocolate covered English toffee

2 (3.9 ounce) packages instant chocolate pudding mix

2 tablespoons of love

1 teaspoon of lust (recommended amount)

1 pinch of infatuation

Directions:

1. Prepare brownies according to package directions. Add the lust and

let cool (lust and chocolate go great together).

2. Mix pudding according to package directions. Make sure to add the

love at this stage; love is better handled when HOT!

3. In a glass punch bowl, layer in the following order: 1/2 of the

brownie, crumbled; 1/2 of the pudding; 1 toffee bar, crushed; 1/2 of the

whipped topping.

4. Repeat layers in the same order. Save the last toffee bar and

infatuation to crumble and sprinkle on top before serving. Word of warning:

heavy hands and this ingredient don't mix well. Infatuation can be an awful

thing!!!

5. Refrigerate, seriously, refrigerate! By no means serve hot or... well

do as you please!

Love,

J  orge  

Mary, Tom, Julia and Sasha are in a love quadrangle. That is: Mary lusts after
Tom, Tom likes Julia, Julia loves Sasha and Sasha is infatuated with Mary.
Each subject, after being fed a decent amount of Jorge's "Sex by Chocolate"
fantastic dessert, is placed on an edge of a square of length L so that the
boys stand on two opposing edges of this square. Once all parties are in
place we allow them to chase whomever they wish to be with. If they all
begin moving at the very same time and all subjects move at the same speed
how long will it take Mary to get a piece of Tom?



         Events
Wed 6th 8pm Chess & Go in Smokey's

Thu 7th  1pm Wizards Chess, with PotterSoc, outside the library

Fri 8th 6pm Undergraduate blitz talks, with MathSoc, in ADB 1020

Wed 13th 8pm Chess & Go in Smokey's

Wed 20th 8pm Chess & Go in Smokey's

Thu 21st 8pm Chess & Go Beginner's Workshop in AC 215

Wed 27th 8pm Chess & Go in Smokey's

Thu 28th 8pm Chess & Go Competition in AC 215

John impresses us all using his Knight's Atari chopsticks (free with January's issue) at our recent 
meeting in the Asian Lounge.

“I'll never use a fork again”
-John



Chess & Go

Black to play in each life 

and death situation:

Easy:

Medium:

Hard:



Take a stab at the following puzzles. If you manage to complete them we will think slightly 
more of you than we do now (which is very little).

Hoshi: The number of an 'island' indicates the number of 'bridges' to which it is connected. A bridge is a 
horizontal or vertical line joining two islands. Bridges are not permitted to cross islands or other bridges. Two 
islands may share at most two bridges. Fill in all the necessary bridges.

Skyscraper: Fill in the grid so that the numbers 1 to 6 appear only once in each row and column. In addition, the 
numbers at the side indicate the number of "skyscrapers" you can see from that direction, i.e. The numbers inside 
the grid indicate the height of the "skyscrapers", and you can only see a skyscraper behind another if it is taller 
than the one in front.



Brew your own Apple Cider  –   Aaron Hastings

(pronounced “soy-der”, i.e. “Poynt of soyder, me lover?”)

How to brew your own dry apple cider using cheap, basic and 
easy-to-source materials. Final alcohol-by-volume is about 5-6%.

Ingredients/Materials

• 4L of clear apple juice. I recommend Lidl Apfelsaft.
• One sachet of champagne/cider yeast. You can pick this up at your local home brew shop, or 

online. If you're stuck/lazy, you can use regular dry baker's yeast, but don't blame me if your 
cider ends up smelling like something that came out of a cat.

• 5L water bottle/demijohn. Those ones with the handle that you have to buy in countries 
where the water is too shite to drink.

• Sanitiser/steriliser. Something like VWP (available in a home brew shop) or Milton.
• Air lock. You will need one of these. They are available very cheaply at a home brew shop, 

or you can make your own using crude materials. Google it.
• Bottles (glass or plastic). 500ml ones will do.

Instructions

1. Empty out your 5L bottle. Make a solution from your sanitiser/steriliser of choice and fill up 
the bottle with it. Leave for about ten minutes, regularly sloshing it around to cover every 
part of the inside.

2. After ten minutes, empty out the steriliser and rinse well several times with cold tap water. 
Make sure there's no bleachy smell left in the bottle.

3. Fill bottle with 3L of apple juice. This is now your fermenter.

4. Open yeast sachet and add about one level teaspoon to the fermenter.

5. Add a small amount of water to your air lock and place it on your fermenter. Let me just 
reiterate at this point that you will need one of these. If you don't use one, your fermenter 
will explode, covering your mother's upholstery in sticky, half-fermented cider. She'll hate 
that. She told me she would.

6. Leave the fermenter in a warm part of your house. The hot press usually works well.

7. Science! The millions and millions of tiny yeast cells in your juice are now munching away 
at the sugars present in their appley bath, converting these into alcohol (ethanol) and carbon 
dioxide. This will cause the juice to “foam up” and your airlock to bubble regularly, 
releasing pressure caused by CO2.

8. After about four days, when the rate of bubbling has decreased, open your fermenter and 
add the fourth litre of apple juice. If you add all four in the beginning, it may overflow, 
ruining your mother's cashmere towels.

9. Leave for about five days, until bubbling has effectively stopped. Open fermenter and pour 
liquid into (sanitised!) 500ml bottles. Add one level teaspoon of white sugar and cap. The 
sugar carbonates the cider and makes it fizzy.

10. Leave in bottles for two weeks. Open, and enjoy!



Ramblings of a 
Redhead
‘So what are we doing for Valentine’s Day?’

The risk of hearing this question is one of my 
least favourite things about February [along 
with how people born on the 29th don’t get 
enough birthdays and that is unfortunate]. I mean, don’t get me wrong, I love having a girlfriend, 
it’s pretty ace, and naturally spending time with her is pretty great too- but what do you do about 
Valentine’s day? 

Maybe I could shave a love heart onto my head- I do have a natural colouring advantage there, but 
unfortunately it turns out that if you shave a novelty shape onto your scalp on Valentine’s day, you 
do it in real life. That love heart looks pretty dumb on February 15th. And I know what you’re 
thinking; why not just do some rosemantic landscaping a little more south, but let me tell you guys, 
that is harder than it looks. I have seen my fair share of novelty grooming, and the end results have 
ranged from ‘Jesus, how did you do the shading?’ to ‘Jesus, do you have mange?’ Also, it’d be a lot 
more uncomfortable to grow out, unless you really want to commit to your new look. I bet that’d be 
awkward after a break up.

Perhaps a trip to see the man himself, on his special day? St. Valentine currently resides in 
Whitefriar Street Church, and surely nothing says ‘I Love You’ than staring at a box containing 
various pieces of saint. St. Valentine may be dead, but romance isn’t. But he’s all the way in Dublin, 
and the three hour train ride is a bit risky- either extended time in a small space with your loved one 
will be intimate and wonderful, or you will be seated across from two drunken men having a fight 
about a GAA match that happened in 1958. Which may also get you off, I don’t know your life. 
Bring a condom I guess.

Possibly my least favourite thing about Valentine’s Day is the idea that you can trade buying 
flowers and pretty things for having wonderful sex. It’s not that I have a problem with the flowers 
and pretty things; it’s just a lot of pressure on the sex. You better bring your A game on Valentine’s 
Day. This is not the time to drink too much wine and end up getting motion sickness halfway 
through. Or to mistake your hair gel for lube [though if this happens and I decide to do the special 
haircut, I reckon I could make it look like a non- accident. Maybe.] Or to, as I actually did do one 
Valentine’s Day, misjudge the situation and end up with a broken nose. No, this is a day for 
breaking out scented candles and flowing white sheets, and hiring a pianist to accompany you. 
Which is all very well, but this is a recession and I don’t know any pianists who I could trust not to 
just play ‘The Entertainer’.

Of course, whatever happens on Valentine’s Day doesn’t really matter. It’s only one day, after all. 
It’s not like I’m gonna mess up Christmas, or Pancake Tuesday. And besides, if everything goes 
terribly wrong, I bet it’s pretty easy to turn a <3 into a </3, right? Right?? 



    Toilet Review
- Your Man on the Can

How does one make a toilet review romantic? There is, of course, the crude and obvious solution, but I strive 
to steer clear of such base, unwholesome and hack material. Even the knob-polishing lady's appearance later 
in this review is suitable for workplace reading. What to do, then? Well, I consulted my shit social circle and 
took the advice of the second-most amazing redhead I know. A text informing me of a toilet so wondrous that 
she could not wait to recommend it, with its fancy curtains and a seat, she said, other than the one she was 
sitting on. Curiosity aroused (as opposed to 'piqued', because this is a romantic toilet review) and bowels 
prepped, I ventured over to the Quad to review yet another set of facilities therein. Following my advisor's 
incredibly vague directions carefully, I found nothing. Concluding that she might not actually have been in a 
bathroom after all, for she seems that type; cf. [1], I abandoned my search and promptly did my venturing 
elsewhere. 

It was not long, however, before my curiosity and my irregular yet insistent defequirement cycle drew me 
back. This time I stalked hallways and tried all sorts of closed doors* before finally finding the toilet of 
which she had spoken. It was in a shamefully obvious place, but it was a ladies toilet - which was not terribly 
surprising, given the admirable anatomy of my Tonto (Lone Ranger's buddy, not dog from 'Wizard of Oz'. 
Him almost equal.) There are many places on campus where ladies' facilities are easily found and gents'** 
are not, but my scathing remarks about the reversed alleged gender inequality rarely seem as witty aloud. 
This common facet of my remarks in general contributes significantly to their being confined to little-read 
articles targeting an elite few who are only interested in toilet humour and care little for so-called humanity. 
In any case, I was left with a dilemma. Durst I brave the ladies' facilities, risking embarrassment, exposure, 
disillusion and cooties, while at the same time possibly increasing the chances of injecting some romance 
into, for example, this toilet review? Durst I me arse.

I wandered down the hall instead and found, next to a door declaring the offices of the Vice-President and 
Registrar, facilities which must complement my original destination. Fit, one suspects, for the higher 
echelons of Galway's academe, the walls are beautifully tiled in a rich, dark red and the lighting is as 
romantic as that in even the Frenchest of restaurants. The urinal is quite private, with three walls surrounding 
it cosily, but it's all downhill from there. The door of the sole cubicle is held shut by the most poorly 
fashioned of sliding bolts and the toilet seat is skewed slightly to the right - though this might be because the 
toilet seat is slightly larger than usual. Fortunately, I was there during daylight hours***, for the light within 
the cubicle appears to be broken - not that there is much worth seeing there, but it can help with the general 
operation. The window is narrow and boasts no plush curtains, merely a yellowing net curtain veiling one's 
privacy from whomsoever might happen to wander around the back of the Quad - one of the few green areas 
left in the college, and great for a (romantic!?) picnic - to view the lovely "Deo favente" statue. There is no 
hook upon the door for one's jacket, but there is plenty of floorspace. My inner ranting activist was a little 
disappointed to note that the toilet paper provided here was no fancier than that used anywhere else in the 
college.

Business concluded, I returned, relieved, to the fitting opulence of the [area containing the sinks and 
urinal]**** . Terrible feng shui for a westerly Water room, of course. There were two different kinds of soap 
- one white and one green. It was put to me afterwards that one may have been some sort of hand 
moisturiser, but I did not check. The taps were nice and my reflection in the beautiful tilted mirror looked 
fabulous, save for a small piece of snot it enabled me to espy lurking in the dark recesses of my nostril. The 
hand-drier was a little pathetic though - I would have had more success drying my hands by farting 
derisively on them. I settled for wiping them on my jeans though. As I exited, there was a lady polishing the 
door-knob outside with a cloth. I do not know why. Perhaps a murder had been committed. I fled.

On the whole, I was disappointed with the experience. I think I may have been expecting too much.



Capacity: Hmm... 2?
Ergonomics: Decent.
Privacy: Decent.
Flush quality: Good.
Graffiti entertainment value: N/A
Lighting: Poor.
Aesthetics: Lovely.
Cleanliness: Very good.
Smartphone signal: Knight's Atari should really buy me a smartphone so we could accurately fill this section 
in sometime.

Overall Rating: 6.5/10

*Incidentally - whoever chose the new podium etc. in the Aula Maxima is sorely lacking in taste.

**I believe, possibly incorrectly, that "ladies toilet" is fine given its nominative nature, and that "ladies' 
facilities" is acceptable since this is the genitive case, but I am not sure. I dearly want to say " gent's' ", but 
apparently using an apostrophe to indicate an abbreviation of a plural noun is frowned upon, and I can only 
imagine that a second apostrophe indicating possession would compound the issue. By the by, I must 
apologise for recent " typo's ". I think we must distribute a number of copies of Knight's Atari in the English 
department, in the hopes that some perverse lecturer might email us at knightsatari@gmail.com to legitimise 
my argument for a double apostrophe. A doctorate of Mathematics does not mean one's opinion on English 
grammar counts for much - though I can derive a certain pleasure from the occasional opportunity for an 
authoritative "Hang on, that doesn't add up..."

*** Diligent as ever, I wandered over again yesterday evening to double-check some facts, and found the 
Quadrangle almost entirely locked up. There was one accessible bathroom, but the light did not work. I 
wandered back to the I.T. Building to find some nice toilets, but the staff toilets were occupied and the ones 
downstairs, which seem only to be frequented by feral animals anyway, were out of order. I then found a nice 
toilet in the Physics department, where I finally managed to relieve myself, and then found that the water on 
the Concourse was off. Wishing to clean my hands, I headed in the direction of the Bank of Ireland, recalling 
having seen a hand sanitiser dispenser there. However, it was either out of order (for it claims automaticity) 
or empty, so I left the concourse and headed to Aras Ui Chathail. Finding only a disabled toilet, and finding 
the soap dispenser empty, I then went to Aras na MacLeinn where I finally managed to wash my hands. 
There are far too many NUIG students and staff who feel there is no need to wash their hands after using the 
toilets as it is - they certainly don't need this kind of encouragement.

****Is there a word for this area? The area that is the bathroom without the cubicle? I feel it should have a 
name. I quite like the sound of "Alice", but your suggestions would be welcome. You know where to send 
them to.

[1] D. Moran, G. Linehan, "The Blackout", Ep. 4 S.1 (2000)
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Smokey's, Wednesday Eve
            by Gregory Richard Purcell, 3rd Commerce

In Smokey's, Wednesday eve, I grieve,
The cold draught grants me no relief,
My friends all full of joie de vivre,
Their smiles I must endure.
My cheerful countenance upheld,
Yet deep within emotion welled,
Clandestine tears inside withheld,
I'll die alone, I'm sure.
It nears the fourteenth day, still nay!
No Valentine secure.

Yet as I, on the couch, recline,
On coke and cheese panini dine,
I spy a damsel so divine,
Oh, what my eyes secure!
My heart's gone wild, it jumps and flits,
It just won't quit, it won't remit,
I know for sure I must commit,
To make this girl my beour.
All wild desire, I chafe, perspire,
Entranced by her allure.

So happy I could prance and dance,
Oh chance! allow me rare romance,
I jolt up and to her advance,
Her love I will assure,
I'm struck by wondrous light blonde hair,
And skin so fair, I do declare,
It's soft as cotton, fresh as air,
So flawless, clear and pure.
Behold this femme, a rare fine gem,
With aspect so demure.

My heart still pounds, her charm astounds,
I catch her eye, bright glow abounds,
I try to speak but no word sounds,
No “Hey there”, no “Bonjour”.
Oh fortune, what's this cruel jape?
My jaw just hangs, my mouth agape,
As if I've devolved to an ape,
Some words I must procure.
“Ehm, hi... hi there”, I crudely blare
“I think... you... you... you... you're...”

“Ya mong, what's wrong? Go run along”
I'm pummelled, clouted, like a gong!
It's wrong, together we belong,
My true love! Oh, mon fleur!
“Your words, they cut me like a knife,
With you I vow to spend my life,
And you could even be my wife,
Just let our love mature”.
Oh, how I ache, my heart it breaks,
The ground, it quakes, I'm sure.

“Ha ha! your words are so absurd,
You know I'd never date a nerd,
I'd even rather eat a turd!
Go make yourself obscure.”
How can this be? I just don't see,
How she can say such things to me?
Refined and nice I thought she'd be,
Not such an uncouth boor.
This diamond I thought so refined,
Revealed as stone impure.

In Smokey's, Wednesday eve, I grieve,
This harsh world grants me no relief,
I'll never know that joie de vivre,
I'll die alone, I'm sure.
Oh man, I nearly throw a fit,
That's it, from henceforth love I quit,
Oh no, I swear I'll not submit,
Again to love's allure.
For women's souls are all as cold
As winds upon a moor.

But wait, what's this I spy nearby?
These sky blue eyes and skin like chai,
And breasts the best I've yet come by,
In dress so haute couture,
Oh God, my heart, so full of love,
It jumps and flits just like a dove,
Such joy I've not before dreamed of,
For true love, there's no cure.
If I express my love unchecked,
She'll not refuse, I'm sure.

I Really Do
by Romeo Valentino

Roses are red,
Violets are blue,
I want to have sex with you.



A   Male's Lament  
by Tim Hughes, 2nd Arts

Please good God almighty,
Or greek Aphrodite,
Explain to me women, 
I'm asking politely.

Oh Allah, or Yahweh,
Please help me to assay,
The complex components,
Of love's fickle ballet.

S'il vous plait Jesus,
Don't you aim to please us?
I'm trying to discern,
Why women all tease us.

Curse Cupid and Venus,
And gods of all genus,
That I should be charged with
The plague of a penis.

I Do, I Do
             by Romeo Valentino

Love me tender,
Love me true,
I want to have sex with you.

You're a Swell Gal
             by Alex Allbright

Hey, you know, you got spunk,
I like the cut of your jib,
You got moxy and guts,
Here's lookin' at you, kid.

Sonnet 18.5
             by Will.i.am Shakespur

Shall I compare thee to a summer's day... in Galway?
Thou art more lovely (that's not hard, is it?):
Rough winds do shake the buds, like, every day,
And summer's lease hath all too short a date:
I wish that hot the eye of heaven shines,
More often is his gold complexion dimm'd;
I know it's fair that fair sometime declines,
But why can't nature's course for once untrim?
But thy eternal summer shall not fade
For thou hast moved away to Australia;
Whose good economy lets thou get paid,
I'll make my way there one day soon, oh yeah:
So long as men can breath or eyes can see,
So long lives this: I'll leave soon this country.

Oh Knight's Atari, What Will We Do With You?
               by Sir Wanksalot of Came-a-lot

There once was a fancy newsletter,
Whose editors thought could be better,
They added more porn,
But it just met with scorn,
And a whole load of very mad letters.

I   L  ove   Y  ou  
               by Jenny McLafferty

Oh how I long to
Be with you and kiss you,
And love you forever,
Oh, I'll never leave you.



To Use Your Free Knight's Atari Condom: 

1. Carefully tear out one page (A5) of your Knight's 
Atari.

2. Fold the left* hand edge over towards you about 2cm 
in. 

3. Repeat step 2.

4. Fold the right hand edge away from you about 2cm 
in. 

5. Roll the page from left to right into a cylinder, 
hooking the folded-towards-you left-lip into the 
folded-away-from-you right-lip. 

6. Carefully slide the cylinder onto the erect penis, with 
the 'hooking' line facing upwards. 

7. Pinch the front of the cylinder together (top and 
bottom, as opposed to side and side), moving back until 
one reaches the tip of the penis. 

8. Fold this pinched flap up and backwards towards 
you. 

9. Staple this flap to the 'hooking' line and shaft of the 
penis. 

I hope those instructions are clear - I tried to make a 
youtube video, but found it difficult to maintain an 
erection whilst trying to photograph myself stapling the 
condom to my penis. If in doubt, you should probably 
just use a regular condom to be on the safe side. 

*instructions are for right-handed people with 
smaller-than-average penises. 
If left-handed, try standing on your head. 
--------------------------------------------------------------- 

To Use As A Dam: 

1. Carefully tear out one page (A5) of your Knight's Atari.

2. Place over vagina or anus as desired.





                                   Sexual Networks

Valentine’s Day is loosely based on love. Venus was the Roman goddess of love, hence the word “venereal” 

in venereal disease. I’m stringing together some loose connections here, but as we shall see, even loose 

connections make all the difference when figuring out whether you’re at risk of contracting some wretched 

STI from your beloved (or some stranger you met on Valentine’s night). 

Network theory is a branch of applied mathematics whose purview is the complex webs of interconnection 

between agents (usually) inspired by real-world networks. You may have heard of the game “six degrees of 

Kevin Bacon”, where a randomly chosen actor is to be linked through the smallest number of steps, i.e. films, 

to Kevin Bacon. Most movie buffs (or the rest of us with some help from IMDB) will be able to do this in 6 

steps or less. The point being, networks in the real world tend to be surprisingly easy to traverse, connecting 

disparate individuals through efficient channels of acquaintance, the so-called “small world” property. 

It turns out sexual networks display this property too. Only in the past decade is the gravity of this insight 

dawning on epidemiologists and health care professionals. From a network theorist’s point of view, the 

spread of STIs is not so much a factor of an infected individual’s behaviour, or indeed their immediate sexual 

partner(s)' behaviour, but rather the structure of the entire network of all sexually active individuals who may, 

however many steps removed, be “connected” to the infected individual. 



Obviously, mapping the complete network of sexual relations across the entire human race is something of a 

challenge, not least because: candid surveys on this topic are notoriously difficult to verify, many infections 

go unnoticed, often for years before they come to anybody’s attention, and there is a crucial time element to 

the spread of diseases, which is tricky to incorporate into robust mathematical models. Let’s not let these 

caveats dissuade us from making some sweeping generalisations and bandying about fun statistics (which 

could, at a stretch, be used as chat-up material on the big night).

The W.H.O. (not the band) has estimated that as 

many as a million new people around the world 

are being infected every day with some sort of 

STI. About 60% of infections occur in the under 25 

cohort. According to the American centre for 

disease control, teenage girls outdo boys in the 

infection stakes by almost 2:1, although the rates 

tend to equalise by the time they hit their twenties. 

Back home, a 2006 HSE report estimated that 

270-335 individuals per 100,000 (most likely an 

underestimate) are afflicted in the Galway region, 

which puts us up there with Dublin as the two 

most STI-stricken hotbeds in the country.

It gets worse. Studies (from widely different              

populations across the world) have shown that                    This information may seem rather gloomy but

roughly half of all sexually mature individuals are                try not to let it hinder you in future encounters.

connected to what’s called the “giant component”; 

this is an enormous connected sub graph in the global network which basically opens the floodgates for STIs 

to almost everybody who’s ever had sex. How can you avoid this sordid matrix of malady? Not very easily. If 

you’ve had intercourse with one other person you might already be connected to the giant component. Had 

sex with two different people? You’re as good as guaranteed to be connected. The number 2 (well it’s 

probably somewhere between 2 and 3) is called the “percolation threshold” in the lingo. Lifetime 

monogamous partners, virgins and serial virgin-daters might be safe, but then again they’d want to avoid 

intravenous drugs to be sure (another vector for STIs), oh, and breastfeeding.

If it all sounds too much, try not to let it get you down. We’re all in this together, we might even be closer to 

each other than you thought. Besides, forget Kevin Bacon, you can always try playing that other game “Six 

degrees of Chlamydia”. There’s a fair chance you’ve already won.









I’m not a racist, but.......

I think it’s time we all acknowledged the growing 
problem of immigration in this country. Specifically, I 
am talking about the large influx of Oompa Loompas 
that have arrived here and are trying to integrate into 
Irish society. Whilst I am not against immigration per 
se, the cultural differences between our two societies 
are so vast that they are leading to unprecedented 
social unrest and friction, and are damaging the 
integrity of the community. I talk of the growing 
obesity epidemic and how it’s being fuelled by backstreet Oompa Loompa dealers 
selling illegal candies and chocolates for the right price. The rate of grievous bodily 
harm and aggravated assault has skyrocketed since their arrival, which can be largely 
attributed to their practice of lecturing people in song after they have done something 
wrong, even though noone asked for their opinion. This has lead to full scale rioting in 
some of the larger fast food establishments late at night in towns and cities right 
across the country. In these cash strapped times, anger has also developed over Oompa 
Loompas working for less than the minimum wage, as they accept cocoa beans as legal 
tender.

This resentment of Oompa Loompas expresses itself in many ways. Terms such as 
‘Jaffa cakes’ and ‘Cheesy wotsits’ are now common names for Oompa Loompa 
immigrants. Anecdotal reports of bars placing signs saying ‘You must be this tall to 
enter’ are becoming more widespread. Stores and pharmacies have stopped stocking 
fake tan due to a dramatic drop in demand, with an equally large drop for Fanta and 
tangerines. Accidental beatings of midget clowns has caused major concern, and has 
lead to many midget clowns being afraid to step outside their door, with children’s 
birthday parties suffering terribly as a result. 

How society intends to square this circle is not yet clear, but for now border police are 
beginning to clamp down on the illegal entry of Oompa Loompas. Recently several 
trucks carrying what at first appeared to be garden gnomes were stopped and 
searched, with just over half the gnomes turning out to be Oompa Loompas in 
disguise. The Police Commisioner in charge has appealed to all members of the public 
to be wary of garden centres and ornamental ponds as potential hideaways for Oompa 
Loompas, and to report any suspicious activity immediately. Only time will tell if this 
strategy will have any impact.



Lego Chess sets:
Another month, another Lego adventure. This time we present the best solution to a lonely  
Valentine's night – building Lego chess sets.  As outlined in last month's excellent “Knight's Atari”, 
we will use “Lego digital designer” software to generate the pictures seen below.  Our first set is 
shown below.

The above set has a good amount of detail and is relatively large, to construct more elaborate sets, 
you may want to consider base squares larger than 4x4 studs. Since you are no doubt in a hurry, 
here is your shopping list for the above set:
72 - 4x4 bricks, 48 - 2x2 bricks, 34 - 2x4 bricks, 16 - 2x1 bricks, 8 - 1x1 bricks, 4 - 1x1 eye bricks, 
20 - round bricks, 20 - 2x2 1 stud tile, 4 - 2x2x2 nose cone, 8 x cup without wreath, 8 x small nose 
cone, 4 x knight helmet, 4 x cape, 4 x mini lance, 2 x sword, 2 x battle axe, 2 x mini fig ponytail, 2 
crown.

If the above is not for you, perhaps a smaller travel set is. This set will have the advantage that the 
pieces will not “stick” as much to the squares, since we will use one stud tiles instead. It will also 
have the advantage of being simpler (and cheaper) to construct from readily available parts. 

The parts needed for white are,
32 white 2x2x1 knob tile, 8 white round brick, 10 white 1x1 brick, 2 blue transparent 1x1 plate,1 
2x2 blue transparent plate, 2 blue transparent small nose cone, 1 boy head, 1 girl head.

Lastly here is an excellent youtube video about a lego chess set http://www.youtube.com/watch?
v=BgH0ULLFE_M

Happy Valentine's day and  have fun building.



                        Which sperm will find his way to the egg?

Knight's Atari is brought to you by NUIG's Chess and Go Societies.

You can read all previous issues at theknightsatari.wordpress.com and
we're also on facebook. I'm sure you'll be able to find us. We'd love 
to hear from you.
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