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What makes us human?



“Talk to him. Lie to him.”

Glengarry Glen Ross, David Mamet
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“We are all guilty of not wanting to see what is right in front of us.”



La Fundación, Antonio Buero Vallejo
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“Look at me. This is how it was.”

Himmelweg, Juan Mayorga
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CHARACTERS
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Tiger: President of a multinational tech company
Sow: Vice President
She-Wolf: Head of Production
Vulture: Politician
Donkey AI: Robot
Sheep: Employees
Shadows: Middle Management
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AUTHOR’S NOTE


[image: ]


This is a play of fiction, born of the imagination. Any resemblance to real persons or actual events is purely coincidental.

Frog Pond is a contemporary tragic allegory. The characters do not represent animals in any literal sense, but structures of power: animality functions as a symbolic principle that shapes behavior, hierarchy, and the use of space. The play moves away from realism and relies instead on suggestion, physical presence, and language to reveal the gradual loss of moral responsibility within a closed system of power.
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1

The executive office of the president of a multinational tech company. A luxurious space, baroque in taste, closer to the stagecraft of a monarch than to the corporate austerity that prevails throughout the rest of the building.

A man in his forties enters, tall and lean, his hair meticulously slicked back. He is PRESIDENT TIGER. He wears a blue pinstripe suit, matching tie, immaculate white shirt, and gold cuff links. He takes up space without hurry. He moves with slow, commanding gestures until he comes to a stop in front of a gilded mirror. He holds his own gaze in the reflection: head-on, hungry, restrained, because he knows the strike must come at the right moment.

TIGER:
Come on...
Forty-six times twelve: five hundred fifty-two.
Divided by eight: sixty-nine.
Plus thirty-seven: one hundred six.
Minus sixty-five: forty-one.
Times zero... zero.
Pause.

(Out loud)
Today is a historic day.
The most important day since the company was founded.
Pause.

(With an almost messianic gesture, he opens his arms before the mirror)
And it is thanks to all of you.
To the tireless effort with which, united as one, we have achieved excellence over our competitors.

Silence.

(In a whisper)
All of you?
A flock of idiots.
Incompetents.
Three years.
Three miserable years to turn a freak-show startup into the brightest star in the sector.
Blood.
Sweat.
And kissing investors’ asses.

Silence.

(Out loud)
Today is no ordinary day.
We feel proud.
The dawn of a golden age.
The national media have placed us on the board.
The best tech company.
Fortune has anointed us.
A key player, say international analysts.
The key to the years ahead.
The investors have turned on the tap.
And now the water runs.
Europe.
America.
Asia.
No borders are closed to us anymore.
The prey is waiting.
And we have learned how to bite.

Silence.

(In a whisper)
Do you see it, Father?
I never needed your hand.
Or your bankers.
Or the whistle of your belt.
I only waited.
(He turns slightly toward the audience)
Where does your last name echo now?
Where is your lecture hall of superiority now?
I’ll tell you.
It is slowly dissolving.
Like sugar in saliva.
In a white room,
without memory,
without a kingdom,
without a name.

Silence.

(Out loud)
Sustainability.
Teamwork.
Efficiency.
Digital and energy innovation.
Making the world a better place.
Pause.

(He smiles)
They only have to believe it.

There is a knock at the office door. A voice from outside.

VOICE:
Excuse me, Mr. President.
It’s time.
TIGER:
Let them wait.
I’m not finished yet.

2

––––––––
[image: ]


The auditorium of the multinational tech company. Stage left, a raised platform atop a podium stands empty. The space is decorated for a celebration: balloons, streamers, and corporate signage. The employees, dressed in exaggeratedly formal white suits, drink, dance, and talk beneath the throb of blaring music.

At center stands out a group of three faceless SHADOWS, cloaked in black robes. Beside them is SOW, a woman in her late thirties, short and heavyset, squeezed into a tight, slightly glossy flesh-toned suit—flashy and out of place.

Stage right, SHE-WOLF, a mature woman, tall and lean, in an austere, functional charcoal-gray dress, chats with several employees. She notices SOW. After a brief hesitation, she breaks away from the group and cautiously approaches the SHADOWS to greet them.

The light gradually tightens on SOW and SHE-WOLF, facing one another. The rest of the space fades away.

SOW: (With a broad smile)
I see you enjoy mingling with the flock, dear.
SHE-WOLF:
There’s more to this company than the executive team.
The hands of the masses—as you like to call them—are what keep us moving.
SOW:
The hands of the masses...
I know them well.
I wasn’t born into aristocracy, like Tiger,
or into the middle class, like you.
I had to fight for bread up from the dirt, surviving in a pigsty.
Always aware of the place I never wanted to remain in.
There are hierarchies.
You should pay closer attention to the people who decide your well-being.
The rumors are not helping you.
I’m telling you this as a friend.
SHE-WOLF:
Rumors?
I don’t believe anyone can criticize my work.
SOW:
No one questions how you do your job.
But people gossip.
And that little painting hobby of yours in your free time...
it undermines your credibility.
SHE-WOLF: (Surprised)
From the moment I wake up to the moment I go to bed, my time belongs to this company:
in the shower,
at lunch,
even when I piss.
There’s nothing left of me.
What a wretched life.
And if I couldn’t paint on weekends,
I’d kill myself.
SOW:
Painting, painting...
Take my advice—one day it’ll bring you grief.
Remember my words.

Silence.

SHE-WOLF: (Looking her up and down)
Nice suit.
It really shows off—Pause.
your assets.

SOW: (Adjusting her jacket)
Doesn’t it?
That’s what I have them for: to show them off.
SHE-WOLF:
I admit I’ve always admired your boldness, dear. I can’t hide my shyness.
I prefer discretion.
SOW: (With a malicious smile)
Naturally, when the well’s run dry.

Silence.

SHE-WOLF: (Looking at her wristwatch)
We’re already an hour past the scheduled time.
Tiger must have run into some problem.
SOW:
I doubt it.
He likes to keep us waiting.
It’s part of his tactic—making us see the value of his time by treating ours as worthless.
SHE-WOLF:
That’s a rather... twisted way of looking at it.
SOW:
Believe it.
I’d do the same.

Fanfare sounds. TIGER enters, carried aloft on a throne by four SHADOWS. He smiles and waves as the employees cheer and shout until he reaches the platform. He steps down and blows kisses to the crowd. He wears a magnificent blue pinstripe suit.

TIGER:
Colleagues.
Friends.
We are a great family.
Not an org chart.
A family.
Pause.

We are proud
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