
 

The NIGHTLY STAMPEDE for SLICES 

 
As soon as evening prayers are over at 6 pm, the boys shuffle from the Elliott Hall 

into their adjoining classroooms to endure the ordeal that is the “Study” period. It 

lasts until 7.30 pm but it seems a lot longer. I don't recall the girls ever being present 

at 'Study', (if they were then they must have left early, because they were never there 

for the nightly stampede for 'slices').  Around twenty past seven, the prefects in 

charge of each of the classrooms mysteriously disappeared, it was as if they had been 

vapourised, or “beamed'up” by an alien identity. As soon as they had performed this 

disappearing act, the boys in each classroom relaxed from their studious scrutiny, and 

were able to clear their desks and put away their pens and papers. At a few minutes 

before half past seven, each boy was ready with his legs out-stretched beside the desk 

and fingers gripping the edge of their desks  for a propelled get-away. At the first peel 

of the hand-bell's ring at 7.30 the whole population of the boy's school began their 

nightly stampede. The classroom doors, which were hinged so that they opened both 

inward and outwards, like swinging gates, were burst open outwards as the furious 

evacuation began. The human tide of boys headed for the narrow exit from the Hall, 

bursting through the doors, past the cloakroom and the notice board in the porch, 

leaping down the half dozen steps onto the yard, then like a swarm of lemmings, 

surging into a right-hand turn, hurtling past the tree and up the wooden ramp into the 

main buildings. The only time that boys were ever permitted to run inside the school 

buildings. Straight ahead then a sharp right turn in front of the Boot Store and along 

the corridor with the Locker Room on the right and the Washing Lavs on the left. No 

good trying to take a short cut through the Locker Room, once out of the flow the 

pack was too tight to be rejoined. And no danger of falling and being trampled, the 

human tide was so dense in the narrow corridor that if your feet left the ground, you 

would be carried along in the crush. Then a sharp left turn at the foot of the main 

staircase and then a sharper right turn and into the end door of the Dining Room. And 

there, forming a barricade, the object of the stampede; a dining-room table holding tin 

trays of  “slices”. The vanguard of the horde grab as many slices as they can squeeze 

into one hand, and with the other hand they grab a small bottle of milk from a stack 

of crates. They then fall to one side to make way for the boys that follow in their 

wake, and in less than five minutes the struggle is over and by that time as the last 

boys arrive at the table, there are only crumbs and bits of crust left in the tin trays. 

And the object of this unseemly stampede? The 'slices'? - sandwiches, cut into small 

quarters, and spread with a smear of Marmite, or fish paste, or mouse cheese, or 

Sandwich Spread, affectionately referred to as 'Dog Vomit'. 


