Hog's MenuPRIVATE 

Note - This play could be presented just for humor. - RDd

(Sign says "Grunthouse Restaurant. Actors costumed as pigs enter - Mr. and Mrs. Oinkham sit at a table and a waiter attends them.)

Mrs.:      Oh, Darling, isn't this exciting? Trying out the new

 
Grunthouse Resataurant! Oooh! And look at the décor and layout!

Mr.:       Wall to wall straw!

Waiter:    Specially imported from Persia!

Mrs.:      Oh, really!? Oh, and look at the magnificent spun                  cobwebs on the windows!

Waiter:    Antique, madame!

Mr.:       Hey, wait a minute - did you call my sow what I think you called her? Let's step outside - I'll have it out with you! Have you ever heard of a pork chop?

Mrs.:      Darling, what on the farm are you doing!?

Mr.:       Stand aside, dear, I know what I'm doing! I'm not going to take this, dear. I heard him - he called you a "mad ham!"

Mrs.:      No, no, dear, the waiter merely called me "Madame." 


That's a polite French word for a lady.

Mr.:       You're kidding!?

Waiter:    Sir, do you have a reservation?

Mr.:       Yes, for pen #4 - Mr and Mrs Oinkham!

Waiter:    This way, please. (He seats them.)
Mr.:       I'm real hungry!

Waiter:    Well, here's your menu. 

(Waiter hands out menus - first to Mrs and then to Mr, who attempts to devour it.)


You don't eat the menu, sir. You select your dinner from it.

Mr.:       Oh, oh, oh! (apologetically) I thought so. Doesn't taste very good, anyway!

Mrs.:      Oh, listen to this, dear; how about this  (quoting from menu) "Les Crepes Sous les Vers." Oh, now if I remember my French classes, "les crepes sous les vers" means "pancakes under glass."

Waiter:    No, madame, it means "pancakes under worms."

Mr and Mrs.: (overcome by ecstasy) Bring it! Bring it! We'll take all you've got!!

Waiter:  Anything else?

Mrs.:    Oh, here's "caviar des coquerelles!"

Mr.:     Sounds delicious!

Mrs.: (to Waiter) And what is that?

Waiter:   Cockroach eggs, madame.

(Mr and Mrs Oinkham can hardly keep from falling off their chairs in their enthusiasm.)

Mr.:       We'll have two troughfulls each!

Waiter:    And anything to drink?

Mrs.:      This looks interesting -"Barnyard Crush."

Waiter:    Yes, madame - our "Barnyard Crush" is a magnificent

 
blend of flavors! Beginning with rainwater that hits the barn and washes off the tasty morsels of pigeon droppings deposited upon the roof. It then runs down the eaves trough to land on the manure pile where it then accumulates the fragrant aromas and texture. It then runs down near the toolshed and gathers oil  and grease leaking from the especially cared for 1936 John Deere tractor. Finally the mixture is mashed with extracts from an abandoned cesspool until it is just the right consistency, whereupon it is aged in a warm tub.

(Mr and Mrs Oinkham are ravenous.)

Mr.:       I can't wait any longer! Let's eat!

Waiter:    Fine, I'll place your order with the kitchen, now.

(He leaves.)

Mrs.:      Thank you. Oh Dear, what lovely music and they have a dance floor! Maybe, while we're waiting we could do the Hog Trot!

Mr.: (grumbling) I got no strength to dance! I just want to eat.

Mrs.:       Oh, don't be such a boar!

Waiter: (arriving with appetizers) While you're waiting, we have 
these choice scraps.

(Mr and Mrs Oinkham leap upon the plate and devour them. The waiter brings main courses. They eat with gusto.)

Mr.:       All done but I still got an appetite! Hmmm, maybe the

 
trough tastes good, too. (He eats trough.)
Waiter:    And here is your bill, sir.

Mr.:       Yeah, give me that! (He eats it. Mr and Mrs Oinkham search for more to eat, trying everything.)

(Lecture.)








