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| ALLITERATIONS are ana-
| thema to me¢. Even as a
seven-year- old “Sing a stng
of six pence” ‘soundeq some-
what silly.. But in college, the
pug-nosed, pretentious pzofes-
sor of English popular for his
purple - patched perorations,
pleqcrlbed alliterations 2s a
device to delude the dunder-
heads who examine the. papers
and as a recourse to reliéve
the dull drabness of dreary
essays; “Nothing | like it,” he
used to say. ‘

- Walking my weary way back
home one day, from my college, I
stopped to listen to & wayside
warbler of well-worn polibical
cliches haranguing to a harassed,
half-awake humanity, waiting to
he hustled to the = hustings.
sote? the said, ‘‘to the veftury
gl wiastenot L cetRlect Siate mhe
said, - it you want - electricitv.’
1 promise, he added with
| flamboyant flourish and reelic «ff
‘a string of head rhvming = pro-
mises. The lethargic listeners i a

state of languor left: the hall,
Cesinge  choice “epitnats about ued-
weal panjandrums.
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“Why,” 1 asked wpysell,

. simply suceumbed.

By MINI

‘warder mmto a wonJd of werds
arpd iu the painful process  get
TRt :
The nem day,. the professor
(en e, palpitating uvigeous!y. He
ned hardly slumped into the
chat'ot-like chair, when I rose,

and fearlessly flave:l the fashion-
e frivolity of allitsrative warcs

The professor was mdusitany
irritated by the irrepressiole inun-
dation of words. “Take your
seat,” he said, without tryving to
allfierate. I was in no mood Lo
be brushed aside by brasnness.

f began ggain to belabour and
belittle the resort to alliterations
wiuch, 1 artfully arausd was 2
meve artifice to arrest attention.

*Wil, you walk sut with yvour
wherewithal or shall I have yvou
heavee out?” holler=d thes pro-
vokea professor. I was suddem_v
rpwessed that in 2 miment of
¢trzin he could allitarate s well.
Tiyp “scales fell from nwv eves. I
I vcecanie an

e cwledged addiet of allitera-
and the pet pund of  the
pracelytising professor.

When the selection examina-
tions came T went for allitera-
tions l'ke nobodv's business giv-
ing the goby to good language
and T sot throueh!

In spite of my prior personal
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persuaded myself

predilictions 1
like allite-

that there is. nothing
rations. .

My allergy for —alliterations
allayed, I put this potent pana-
cea to purposeful use when ap-
pearing for an interview. From
the dress and manner of speech
of the selection board I . could

divine that they were UsS. re-
turned -blokes.

I answered curious queries
about qualifications without
gualms about king’s  English

“Bachelor of Botany of Bombay
University with zany zoology and
phantom physics” is enough to
drive anyone mad. Fretting and
fuming, the four members -of the
selection fraternity tared up.
“Don’t show off” said one.
But I did not give
answered the rest of the
tions in my own way. If
words had import it ,was inci-
dental. Adjectives were added
to adorn the alliterations, Where
matter-of-fact replies would have
been enough I larded them
iavishly with lyrical language.
There was a magic moment
mysterious silence.
“Seram” they said
ing unison.

T now owe my alleglance to
American slang. It ig so succinb!
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