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T H E  G R E A T  D E B A T E

by  C H R I S T I A N  B J O N E

For this evening’s entertainment at the “Order of Orderly and Important Philosophical 
Reminders,” we present the “33rd Annual Body Politic Cleanliness and Absolution Debate.” 
We are honored to have two names that need no introduction: Santa Claus (aka: Saint Nicholas, 
Father Christmas and Kris Kringle) and Mr. Karl Marx (aka: Commie Pinko and Bad Hygiene 
Stinko).

The topic for tonight’s debate, chosen by the Committee for Deep Thoughts and Righteous 
Views, concerns the eternal question (A large banner falls from the stage proscenium arch.):

— Is Man Good? —

Santa Claus: Ho, Ho, Ho.  In the spirit of the season I defer to my honored colleague to start 
the proceedings. Just to show you that this “man” is good!

Karl Marx: This debate is absurd. You do not exist. You are merely a mash up of exploitive 
marketing concepts tied to a repressive religious bribery scheme.

Santa Claus: Ho, Ho, Ho.  Someone has been very haughty.

Karl Marx: Get off the stage you geriatric flunky!

Santa Claus: No, No, No. I will admit that my name and face are out in the public realm and 
there is little I can do to prevent their misuse. Copyright expired and all of that. 
But how much control does Che Guevara have on all those t-shirts with his face?
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Karl Marx: You and your myth are the opium for all the Lumpenproletariat under the age of ten.

Santa Claus: Now, Now, Now let’s get back to the topic, I don’t know if “Man” is good by 
nature, but I do know that most “kids” are a rotten bunch.

Karl Marx: What you have observed is the bourgeoisie in all its hypocrisy. Where all things 
as friendship, knowledge and love are understood in terms of their monetary 
value only. Commodification!

Santa Claus: Boy oh Boy oh Boy, that sure is true.“It is better to give than receive,” no one 
believes that line anymore. There is this one kid, Donald. Why is he so mean? He 
lies, He cheats and then blames the Press. What am I to do?

Karl Marx: Give this child a lump of coal, isn’t that your trump card.

Santa Claus: Shucks, he would just use the coal as a means to cut back on the programs in the EPA.

Karl Marx: You exhaust me with your pity, you must see the root of the problem or nothing will 
be changed. Man is neither good nor bad, but a puppet operated by the ruling class.

Santa Claus: You exhaust me with your cynical depression. If you had a real job that payed 
real money you could give your family something for the holidays instead of a 
polemic. Try eating a polemic!

Both men grab each other’s white beards and pull down, causing them to rotate around the stage 
center and end up in each other’s previous corner. Saint Nicholas is entangled in the bright red flag 
of the Soviet Union and Marx is struggling with an oversized bright red Christmas stocking cap.

Karl Marx: Fraud!

Santa Claus: Deceiver!

Karl Marx: Betrug!!

Santa Claus: Humbug!!

Karl Marx: Capitalist Crony!!!

Santa Claus: Party Pooper!!!

Karl Marx: Use-Value!!!!!

Santa Claus: Exchange-Value!!!!!

The Punch and Judy show is done, both Marx and Santa drop to the floor exhausted. Their 
allotted time is over and they stagger up on to their feet and simultaneous take a curt bow. The 
audience is a little perturbed but still gives a polite round of applause. The curtain falls, the exit 
doors open and all go out into the cold, cold night.


