This is the Trading Game, and my understanding of how it goes: 

As usual nobody can really be certain of what today’s surprise will be, other than the fact that it’s something few have seen before and even fewer recognize. Now more than ever we are reminded that surprises can be…well, surprising—that’s the only way to put it. An unexpected present on your birthday is a surprise. But by the same token a nasty prank at your expense also fits the definition. That is the thing about surprises: they are two faced. Not all of them are pleasant. Some of them have teeth. 
We know this; those of us who make the appointment religiously to occupy the benches around a certain school cafeteria table. All of us know that there is a good chance that today’s offering will be yucky—even inedible, depending on individual standards of taste. And yet it is a risk all of us here are willing to take, for the opportunity to see what’s lurking in that mysterious container. Will it be enticing? Disgusting? Confusing? Nobody knows for sure, and that is where the excitement really lies. Good or bad, pretty or ugly, the only thing we know for sure is that it is going to be a surprise. And if you’ve known or ever been a cub yourself, you’ll already know that’s the only reason we need.
The atmosphere around that little wooden table is electrifying as we take our seats and await the guest of honour. By unspoken agreement, it was long decided that only those serious about playing the game will be permitted seats. The rest of us; the ones too sensible or squeamish to participate in such matters restricted to the sidelines where they will stand like banner-carriers of the generals sitting down at this table, or unofficial referees making sure nobody interferes with the proceedings. 
In today’s participants are some of the usual faces: Mitch Savours, dumpster diver and daredevil extraordinaire; who in his words ‘has never encountered a smell he hasn’t liked.’ Big Marie of the cast iron stomach; made legendary in her homeroom that one end-of-term party where she’d devoured three pizza pies then asked for more. Heather O’Hare; who by her admission is case-hardened after exposure to everything her siblings have thrown at her, and fully capable of giving as good as she gets. Then there is Travis Small; who really lives up to his name when compared beside some of these heavy hitters. There are some others too, but these are the main contenders—the ones commanding the crowd’s attention. Everyone else is of minor consequence.

Travis is the one to watch. He’s barely able to see over the top of the wooden table without a dictionary propping up the seat. Next to Marie especially, the golden jackal is a skinny twig that will float away on a stiff breeze. Yet many eyes are upon him when he takes out the brightly coloured lunchbox with Pokemon stickers on the cover and sets it upon the table, where it is immediately dwarfed by Marie’s cast iron lunch pail. It’s easy to see who the newbies are; they’re the ones who snicker at the comparison, the ones rushing to place bets on Marie as the eventual winner of the contest. The rest of us continue to watch without so much as a smile. They’ll learn. They all do. 
We wait, shuffle our feet and cough. Then by some pre-arranged signal it begins. Paws flip the catches of lunchboxes, dip into lunch sacks and twist the lids from lunch pails. We all lean forward at the same time eagerly: guessing; watching—waiting to see what sort of terrors lurk within. 

There is cheese, of course—relatively cheap and easy-to-obtain fallback when everything else fails. We wrinkle our noses at the sour stench of it. A kid named Miles has filled his lunch sack with chunks of overripe Limburger and Gorgonzola, their aroma easily putting the gym lockers to shame. But the true pride of his collection is the maggoty wedge of Casu Marzu; famous for containing live larva. Some of the girls excuse themselves when Miles parades it before our eyes, others retch and are led away. Bit stereotypical for a rat, perhaps…but what matter? Nods are traded all around; Miles will be tough to beat.
What else is there? Let’s see…there is stinky tofu sushi, courtesy of tiny Ryo Omura from Japan. A twist on the traditional PB and J sandwich that is Heather’s offering; with the ‘P’ and ‘B’ referring not to Peanut-Butter but Pickles and Brussel-sprouts respectively and ‘J’ here standing not for ‘jam’ but for spicy jalapenos. An entire head of raw salmon from Marie; its unseeing eye staring at everyone accusingly. A perfectly good (at least according to Mitch) mouldy submarine sandwich liberated from a nearby dumpster served with tea brewed from pre-used leaves in the toe of an old sock. Together they stink to high heaven, the combined odour enough to send even teachers away. 
Yet these are only the appetizers. Most of us here have come not for these, but for the contents of that innocent looking Pokemon lunchbox looking so out-of-place next to the others. We are seeking something more adventurous; more exciting than run-of-the-mill cheese or garbage or fish—something forbidden or prohibited to challenge the boundaries of good taste. And as usual Travis delivers.  
There is no telling what sorts of things lie within that deceptive interior. It might be something as simple as kebabs in sourplum sauce…though even that comes paired with a sinister exotic twist. It might be shellfish packed tight like sardines to be slurped or eaten in their shells. Ropey sections of guts cooked haggis style is another possibility, as are fermented eggs and herbal soup made with strange roots and stray bones. Mason jars with strange things floating inside; things that for some reason make us think of the ‘Missing’ notices on the backs of milk cartons and unsolved cases—runaway cubs who left home but were never found, stillborn babies and all the bodies yet unaccounted for. 

Now the game begins in earnest, with each taking one bite of the lunch they’ve brought with them—a ritual mostly marking it as fit for consumption—before passing it on. Their positions at the table form an unbroken chain that each lunch has to pass through, us watchers looking on with awe as jaws open, bite and swallow in well timed synchronicity. It is a competition of willpower, to see how many different lunches a contestant can stomach without barfing. They eye each other when doing so, trying to determine who will wash out early and who will last up to the finals. Trash talking is permitted, but frowned upon—a manoeuvre most of us recognize not as a indication of strength but a last resort. 

Poor Ryoken tags out early, brought low by a stray whiff of Miles ripe cheeses. One sniff has him tossing his cookies; clearly a stranger to the delicacies of western cuisine. Marie is next to follow, her legendary cast-iron stomach bested by quality rather than quantity. A valiant last stand is made by Heather O’Hare, who finally succumbs to sock-brewed tea as the clincher, yielding her seat in bad grace to the finalists remaining. 

They are flagging, this much is clear to see: Miles for certain, and Travis whose appetite has never been large to begin with. Even Mitch is slowing down between bites, no longer looking as confident as he had previously. We wait with baited breath. Who will the winner be? 
Then the raccoon makes his move; reckless light in Mitch’s eyes as something possesses him to drag a jalapeno sandwich through the puddled contents of Ryo’s stomach before bringing it to his snout. This is too much for Miles, who doubles over and adds to said puddle. Our eyes are on Travis, who hesitates a moment before peer pressure demands he do the same, dipping Marie’s half-eaten fish head in the pool of sick before…

--a hand clamps down upon our shoulders and the crowd parts as lunchroom monitors and teachers finally take a stand. Cubs scatter like leaves in autumn. The contest is over.

