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"It ain't the heat - it's the humility." - Yogi Berra

I really like your shoes. Just sayin'.

Knight's Atari would like to welcome and congratulate our Summer Interns; Aidan, Conor, Delia and John. Throwing 
them in at the deep end, we have begun work on our most ambitious project yet - an audio issue of Knight's Atari. That's 
right, folks - you'll be able to blast out an issue of Knight's Atari at 3 a.m. for all the neighbours to hear. I don't want to 
spoil any surprises, but I'm looking forward to it already. There will be an awful lot of work involved though, so anyone 
who wants to offer ideas or submissions, or would be willing to help with the recording or sleeve design or copying the 
cds, we'd really appreciate it. Any questions or dibs can be sent to knightsatari@gmail.co  m  .

Thanks to our contributors; Maria for her cheap and cheerful cooking tips, Martin for his steadfast film reviewing, and 
Evelyn for taking on the role of toilet reviewer this month. We no longer have to thank Aidan for his submission as he is 
now an intern. Fuck you, Aidan :P Hidden within this Knight's Atari are some beautiful portraits of all the Knight's Atari 
staff - see if you can find them all! Incidentally, Kevin would like to here issue an official apology to Conor and Delia for 
having to facebook-stalk them for obvious reasons.

For the summer we have moved to the Cottage of a Thursday evening for our meetings, in case you want to come along 
and join us for a game of chess, go, or Scrabble. There were over two dozen people there last Thursday. Ridiculous.

No one sent in a doodle for our "design a doodle for the Knight's Atari t-shirts" competition, so now Kevin and I have to 
wander around Knight's Atari HQ in the nip. Thanks a bunch, folks.

When you're finished reading/ fanning yourself with/masturbating over this issue of Knight's Atari, feel free to follow the 
simple instructions within to transform your Knight's Atari into a megaphone and proclaim its awesomeness to the 
world.
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                 Rumours

What is in a rumour? What gives it that vicious ability to cling to whoever it 
touches, regardless of the real story behind it? Where does a good rumour get 
its power from? Why are rumours so much fun?

Rumours are a strange beast. Good rumours  have an entirely unique life of 
their own, which once spawned can go to ground for days, months, years at a 
time, until something happens to make you the focal point of idle chatter and 
gossip again. Then they re-appear, reaching out to you from the cold hard 
ground they were buried in to grasp you to their breast as if to say ‘I’ve missed 
you so much. Where have you been all this time?’ 

Good rumours are also hard to make. It takes a lot of things to come together 
to make a rumour last, to give it that extra oomph to go from passing the time 
of day chit-chat to bar-room monologue to dinner table staple. It is not a simple 
case of throw enough muck and it will stick. That’s a waste of good muck.  
They have to have what I will call the X-files factor i.e. I want to believe (Note – 
if you don’t get any of the pop culture references in this little old article of 
mine, it’s because your frames of reference are not as good as mine. Young 
people nowadays!  They couldn’t check themselves before they wrecked 
themselves without Googling it first). Everyone likes to believe Hitler was a 
vegetarian, because it sounds class. ‘He exterminated millions of Jews and 
Untermenschen in the name of racial purity, destroyed countless countries in 
the name of Lebensraum, AND he was a vegetarian.’ I’ll tell you why people 
really believe that. It’s because vegetarians are a pain in the arse to cook for at 
dinner, and if you have to use separate cooking equipment just for them so as 
to not ‘contaminate’ their food, they better not complain when they get 
vegetarian salad and roast carrot.

The power of the rumour is hugely influenced by how involving it is to the 
average Joe Schmoe. Think of it like a pantomime version of a story, where 
everyone is encouraged to get actively involved and shout ‘He’s behind you!!’. 
The better the rumour, the more of a chance it gives the listener to express 
shock or surprise, judgement and I-told-you-so righteousness, conspiratorial 
giggles or knowing nods of the head.  For the small and petty, it’s a way to feel 
powerful, to take little revenge, to be part of something bigger than the daily 
round of their own uneventful life. You are someone important, because you 
know what really happened, you were privy to the real life story, and when you 
hear other people talk about the same event without that knowledge, you feel 
a thrill. You may not be the gatekeeper, but you have the keys.

Why spread a rumour? Why do it? Why not? You don’t have to be a very 
convincing story teller if the material is right, because people will look past the 
delivery to the package. It may start off as an anecdote misheard or an opinion 
which is then recast as possible fact in later telling by flapping mouths, which, 
as it winds its way along through the prejudices and perversions of the people 
who hear it, gains traction and then sustenance from the age old adage ‘ No 
smoke without fire’.  Innocent enough origins and easily dismissed, but when 
people of substance or trustworthiness are involved in the Chinese whispers, it 
can lend that air of authority that makes an ephemeral ghost of a story a 



lumbering undead beast with meaty, lustful urges for brains. At this point, 
denials of the rumour can add to the potency. Don’t believe me? Right now, 
imagine yourself talking to your mother face-to -face and say the following 
words - ‘I’m not an alcoholic.’  

The more you add to the denial, the worse it looks. ‘Seriously, I’m not an 
alcoholic. Everyone drinks on the weekends, and I always make sure when I 
have alcohol during the week it’s with dinner. I don’t have a problem.’  Now the 
death spiral begins as you begin to fluster and get frustrated and angry, 
leading you into the inevitable final crash landing where you lose control and 
shout ‘I’m not an alcoholic!’. Game over. I’ll see you in AA.  

Be careful out there kids. Because rumours are always about other people 
when you are around, but it’s only if your friends have the balls to ask you face 
to face do you find out what rumours are swirling in the ether about you.



    Chess & Go
   Black to play and win

Black to play and kill





          Toilet Review

A recent evening walk took me, as my post-prandial perambulations often do, 
to the most Westerly section of Tiergarten park. Those who have been to Berlin 
will be familiar with the quaint little paths that surround der Neuer See, as well 
as the canal path running along the perimeter Zoologischer Garten  from which 
one can admire a small herd of the most unentertaining llamas I have ever 
encountered. 

This particular evening, as I walked along the path by Hendrik’s (where the 
chocolate tartlet with almond ice-cream comes highly recommended by this 
reporter) towards the Tiergarten S-Bahn station, I smelled and subsequently 
saw a green metal portacabin serving as a public toilet. The scent was such 
that even my sense of smell – compromised by a botched attempt at a 
cauterisation procedure by a locum doctor at the Midlands Regional Hospital 6 
years ago – was offended. Mercifully, I did not need to use the toilet that 
particular evening and proceeded to the S-Bahn station without entering that 
stinking chamber. Unfortunately, today I found myself in that same area of 
Tiergarten in the unfortunate position of having a bladder too full to last the 
three S-Bahn connections that are required to reach my apartment. I 
tentatively ascended the four steps which serve to elevate this 
portaloo-on-steroids from the ground. The pong is such that I recommend one 
holds the makeshift banister on the way up, lest one is overcome by the 
stench. 

The inside of the women’s toilets contain six cubicles, each containing a toilet 
and a coat hook. I selected one of the two cubicles providing toilet paper. The 
door was fiddly to close, having a tiny wheel contraption on the bottom that did 
not want to move. There was no lock provided, but since my mind was focused 
singularly on getting out of that facility as quickly as possible, I did not fret too 
much about it. At any rate, the pong emanating in a 10 metre radius from the 
portacabin makes it very unlikely that one’s visit will be disturbed by any other 
patrons. I used the aforementioned coat hook to hang my rain jacket and 
handbag, relieved that they would not be contaminated by the filthy floor but 
concerned by the unidentifiable white growths that cover the corrugated metal 
walls.
 

I regret to relay that the toilet seat had enough urine sprinkled on it to be 
visible in the unlit cubicle. Not wishing to prolong my visit anymore than 
absolutely necessary, I decided not to construct a seat shield with the 

extremely poor quality paper that had been so generously provided by 
Angela’s Bundesrepublik. Instead, I performed the “hovering squat” 
technique that will be familiar to those readers who have used toilet 
facilities in rural Japan or to those who grew up under the eagle eye of 

germ-conscious American mothers. Anything other than urination should only 
be attempted by those possessing strong leg muscles and no sense of smell. 



I would describe the efficient German flushing system to you, dear reader, 
except that this toilet possessed no flushing system, efficient or otherwise. 
Upon peering into the bowl, I discovered – to my horror – that all of the 
contributions to the toilet bowl merely fall (flow?) into a container beneath the 
floor, explaining the need for the steps which elevate the portacabin off the 
ground. 

I was further disturbed by the lack of sink, soap and hand dryer. Luckily, my 
sister gave me a small bottle of hand disinfectant when I was moving to Berlin, 
which I now finally fully appreciate. The passion fruit fragrance of the gel 
masked the hideous odour of the toilet for a few beautiful but short-lived 
seconds. 

Please do not be disappointed in me, readers, for neglecting my duties as an 
investigative reporter and failing to test the facilities provided for men in the 
other half of that wretched cuboid. It took all I could muster  to conquer the 
mini wheel contraption, open the door and flee out of the ‘pong zone’ to the 
superiorly scented and oxygenated air of Tiergarten.

Capacity: 6 
Privacy: Middling (no other toilet users, but the metal mesh masquerading as a 
window may confess one’s activities to passing walkers)
Ambiance: none, save the occasional bird singing in a nearby tree
Toilet paper:  the single-ply provided was more akin to sandpaper 
than toilet paper
Flush quality: N/A
Lighting: N/A
Graffiti: one plump owl on the wall below the coat hook, a welcome 
element of cuddliness in an otherwise traumatising visit 

Verdict: A toilet experience on a par with those facilities in Tarbes which I 
vowed never to speak of again. I advise that Berliners use the comparatively 
fragrant toilet facilities at the nearby Burger King on Straβe des 17. Juni 



    Toilet   Test  

The following are all toilets on campus. See if you can guess which ones.

Unfortunately we only took pictures of male toilets. It's not that we're sexist. It's just that we're too 
scared to venture into the ladies. Anyway, it's hard to argue your way out of being caught taking 
photos in a womens bathroom.

If you'd like to find out which toilets these are, please email knightsatari@gmail.com or 
facebook us with your guesses and we'll let you know the answers.



Movies Which Have Chess in Them #4: Sleuth (1972)

The wise narrator in Shin-Chan once said “I don’t know why I’m telling you this: 
It’s 5 am and I’ve been drinking!” Well it’s half 6 and I’ve been drinking coffee. 
Strangely this is the time I yearn to write.

I can’t think of a good remake. I’m going to play the annoying D.J. and ask you 
to send me your thoughts on the matter (monkey.blah@gmail.com – and ladies…) I 
think Scarface was a remake. I’ve been told I will look like Al Pacino when I’m 
old. I think I’ll probably look like my dad.

The reason why I brought up remakes was because there is a remake of this 
film, and it also stars Michael Caine. Jude Law at one point utters the classic 
line “Yiw gayve ‘im … a pat on d’bum?!” (the trick with cockney accents is to 
not pronounce the H.) And it is cold comfort for the change.

The Sleuth of 1972 features a young Michael Caine as Milo, an English-Italian 
hairdresser, and an old Royt ‘Onorable Lorunce Oliv-e-ay, as Andrew, an aging 
Detective novelist. The plot is rather thick and best spread over white battard 
or tiger loaf: Milo (Caine) is giving the whole nine yards to Andrew’s (Olivier) 
wife. Not the man to be sour, Andrew wants to be rid of her anyway, and offers 
Milo a chance to rob his diamond collection so old Andrew can claim insurance 
for  their  full  value.  Milo  will  get  two-thirds  of  their  value  and  will  marry 
Andrew’s former lover, and everyone will live happily ever after. However, and I 
mean  however,  Andrew’s  intentions  aren’t  that simple,  and slowly a simple 
robbery  turns  into…A two hour movie  starring Michael  Caine and Lawrence 
Olivier, no less.

Chess Content: Okay, I took a stretch with 
this  one.  There  is  no  actual  playing  of  
chess, although a chess board is displayed 
in full  view in  the majority  of  the movie.  
There is  also a brief  mention and display  
of  a  type of  chess  game  from  
Egypt called Senet. There is also snooker,  
darts,  a  jigsaw  and  a strange  form  of  
crossword puzzle in one shot. But despite  
the  lack  of  chess,  the  movie  revolves  
around  games  and  puzzles  and  whatnot,  
so it still counts in my books.

So,  in  summary,  if  you’re  looking  for  a  
good ol’ tale of intrigue, puzzle, twist, turns 
and  a  spot  of  mhoyda’  (that’s  murder 
in Italian/Yiddish/Bronxconian/New Yorkese.  
My  accents  are  running  thin.)  Then  look  
no fhurtha’.
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Bringing Student Food Home.   Lamentably...  

Chicken Fried Rice without the Trimmings

Crush a wrapped chicken stock cube indeterminately with either the left or right hand, 
realise that the process makes it more squidged than practical and never repeat the 
process. Put a lack of faith into your lost plastic measuring jug, rinse a once-used bowl 
and pour boiled water over the stock cube packet innards. Mix with the butt-end of a 
butter knife and pray. Assume the confused expression of anyone reading a rice packet 
and add less of its contents than you think you need to a saucepan pouring the 
now-yellow water over the grains. 

Play Russian Roulette with the gas stove testing the eight lighters of your smoker 
housemate in turn in the vague hope that one of them still has fluid. Crack two eggs 
into cups to check for chicken foetuses or ‘the shtink’. Use your instincts. When the 
rice is nearly done, add the eggs to a frying pan oiled with… well, guess. Scramble 
until the eggs least resemble vomit. That comes later. 

Open two tins: one to be sweet corn, one to be marrowfat peas. The device you 
choose for this is chef-dependant. In this instance, ring pulls would have been 
preferable but foresight is neither your forte nor mine. That said, the chef in this 
instance has presumably been ordained with a baseball cap rather than a (chef’s hat) 
and so, don’t feel too ashamed before consumption. 

Strain the excess goo from the rice, but not all of the other contents. Sarcasm is only 
cute on sassy three-year-olds. Mix a quarter of the contents of each aforementioned 
tin with the rice and stem the flow of blood from your digits with a clean, brave t-shirt. 
Recognise that you have forgotten to turn off the hob and deal with the consequences. 
We make our own destinies. Add the egg to the rice et al and coat with salt to mask 
the taste of your culinary inability. Eat. 

Tuna Noodle Casserole: The Death of the American Dream

Sterilise the world. Failing that, wash your hands. Feign wrestling prowess and volition 
while snapping strings of spaghetti in half because no one has time to twirl it into the 
shape of a saucepan of water. Open one tin of sweet corn, mushroom soup and tuna. If 
the mushroom soup is concentrated, it should resemble the pallid grey tone of 
oblivion.

While the spaghetti is boiling, read something and ignore the smell. When the time is 
right, line a baking tin with tin foil or parchment or anything that will feasibly not melt 
or burn. This includes toy soldiers, lost loves and lecture notes from dropped Arts 
subjects. Add the spaghetti, corn and tuna. Mix. Add the soup. Miiiiiiiiiix. 

Pre heat the oven if you care. 180°C is fine. Leave in the oven so long as to cook the 
soup but not so long as to find yourself ensconced in smoke. You are not yet the prince 
of darkness. Remove the baking tin with a tea towel. Cheaper ones are thinner than 
the legs of male hipsters, so do be careful. If you have oven mitts you will inevitably 
and temporarily look like an idiot, but the shrieks of the mildly burned sound like those 
of calving dolphins. 

Cut the hard part of your cheddar block off with the sharpest knife you have. The 
serrated edge of a bread knife will create modern art. Grate enough of the remainder 
over the dish to create the look of 80s special effects lava after the baking tin has 
been put back in the oven for a time. Put some of the resulting ‘noms’ onto a plate. 
Eat.



Cheesecake: The Poor Man’s Real Cake

Realise that there are many types of cheese and that the gooey ones mix best. Cakes 
are usually gooey before going through a period of solid adolescence prior to suffering 
the fate of every adult: death by vibrant indigestion. Let this be your second lesson. 

Magnifying glasses only burn things in the movies. If you contradict this by forwarding 
a formal complaint with a link to an episode of the Simpsons wherein the same is true, 
I will only be mildly entertained. This level of entertainment will be exacerbated the 
older the episode. Melt a packet of white chocolate in a ban marie, xenophobe. 

Beat a half packet of digestive biscuits into crumbs in a sealed plastic bag to defy two 
things. One, government levies and two, the power of repressed memories. Melt half 
the weight of the biscuits in butter and add the biscuits. Stir until kind of pretty. Flatten 
out into a lined cake tin until you imagine tiny people would accept it as their organic 
carpet. 

In a separate bowl, mix a packet of mascarpone, a packet of cream cheese (preferably 
generic. Choosing favourites at this late stage can only lead to narrowed gazes) and 
the melted chocolate. After twenty minutes, spread this solid cloud mix on top of the 
biscuit carpet. If the biscuit accidently mixes in, that’s not normal. Leave the tin in the 
fridge over night, not the freezer. The tundra belongs in your soul, not your diet. Dress 
the cake up if ugly. Eat.

Quesadillas: It’s Like Spanish for ‘Food Frisbee’

Wraps come hermetically sealed these days, but go mouldy quickly after taken out of 
their biosphere of protection from your disgusting habits. Get a packet of these, take 
two out and, to sooth your conscience, reassure yourself that they could never be 
friends. 

Chop an onion. Crying is for the weak, unless you’re Johnny Depp. For centuries, man 
has battled tuber-induced tears. My preferred method used to involve wearing 
swimming goggles with a double purpose. Firstly, provided they’re not prescription, 
they obscure the world’s view of your blubbering. Secondly, this is the closest you will 
ever get to athleticism being a part of your life. Nowadays, I wet my hands and 
forearms before chopping. This too has double-barrel benefits: it actually works 
because placebo effects are marvellous and it facilitates my imitation of the tacky ads 
shown before Grey’s Anatomy on RTÉ. Mirror this procedure while saying something 
suitably unfunny like ‘Patient is prepped for a cutting diagnosis’. 

Grate cheese. I favour coarseness, unsurprisingly, you lactating tit. Before topping one 
wrap with both of these ingredients, spread a thin layer of tomato purée on 
the wrap. The layer should not be so thin as to, when anthropomorphised, 
have a thigh gap, but neither should it be so thick as to resemble George 
Hook. Place the second wrap on top in the style of a fancy hat. 

Place the three-storey food tower in an un-oiled pan. Just to sex things up, recount the 
phrase ‘Going bareback on the crimson stallion’ while looking into the red eye of the 
Teflon pan. Flip occasionally until the innards are melted by your beauty. Or physics. 
Remove from pan, for its time has come. Eat.



Contact us: knightsatari@gmail.com, facebook.com/knightsatari, twitter @knightsatari
       Knight's Atari is brought   to you by NUIG's Chess and Go Societies  


