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EARLY RIPE, EARLY RUIN 
Why is it that when we want to derogate an individual or a 
class of people, we invent analogies that compare the human 
being to either animals or vegetables. Mad dogs, beasts—the 
term animal itself—have all been used to label people as 
something less than people. Although not as common, and in 
fact not always used in a derogatory way, vegetables also have 
been applied to the person. "He's nuts," means something to 
us, and it ain't good. Of course, "sweetie-pie" and "sugar
plum," and "the apple of my eye" mean something else. 
Suffice it to say that when we want to make certain points, 
animals and vegetables are humanized to dehumanize. 

Joseph Bascomb had a hard time getting along during the 
three years of his first university position. There were lots of 
reasons for his difficulty, and most of these were not caused 
by him unless you could blame him for looking younger than 
he actually was, for having too much baby fat and not enough 
hair showing, and for being a wise guy, of which he was a lot. 
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To get to the heart of the matter, Joe Bascomb was not only 
too young-looking to be with the grownups, but he was too 
smart to be left out of their councils. Here was a young man 
who already had his PhD at the age of 24 and had jointly 
published four papers with his major professor and was 
awaiting page proofs of his first book, which was his brilliant 
doctoral dissertation made into something readable. Who 
could blame the older professors for being irritated with this 
insistent child? 

Of course, you've already guessed the outcome: Joe 
Bascomb didn't have his contract extended by the university, 
and after a pat on the back and a cheery good-bye, he was told 
to prosper elsewhere, which he did. 

The years passed and Joe Bascomb moved through the 
ranks, which of course everyone predicted. But what no one 
predicted was that he didn't seem to set the world on fire, or 
even cause a flame in the hearts of scholars in his own field. 
As the years passed, Joe Bascomb took on the responsibilities 
of husbandhood, fatherhood, and seniorhood. And in time, 
the cheeks turned white like everyone else's, the hair grew on 
his face, the skin around the eyes darkened, the voice deep
ened, the waist thickened, there was less bounce and less 
pounce. Joe Bascomb was now a distinguished professor. 

THEY GOT HIM! • 
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