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Parents : G.Subrahmanyam (Father), Ammayamma (Mother)

Siblings : Anasuya,Devasena (Sisters),

Rajasekharam(Younger brother)

Wife : Mrs.Janaki Sharma

Children : Vasundhara , Revathi (Daughters),
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Seshendra: Visionary poet of the millennium

http://seshendrasharma.weebly.com

* * *

Seshendra Sharma better known as Seshendra

is a colossus of Modern Indian poetry.

His literature is a unique blend of the best of poetry and poetics.

Diversity and depth of his literary interests and his works

are perhaps hitherto unknown in Indian literature.

From poetry to poetics, from Mantra Sastra to Marxist Politics

his writings bear an unnerving print of his rare Genius.

His scholarship and command over Sanskrit, English and Telugu Lan-

guages has facilitated  his emergence as a towering personality of com-

parative literature in the 20th Century World literature.

T.S.Eliot, Archibald MacLeish and Seshendra Sharma are trinity of world

poetry and Poetics.

His sense of dedication to the genre  he chooses to express himself and

the determination to reach the depths of subject he undertakes to explore

place him in the galaxy of world poets / world intellectuals.

20th October 1927 -  30th May 2007
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dü+düàs¡D

Á|üeTTK kÕVæ≤rẙ‘·Ô >∑T+≥÷s¡T X‚ùw+Á<ä X̄s¡à (79) ẙT 30 sêÁ‹

eTs¡DÏ+#ês¡T. Äj·Tq 1927˝À HÓ\÷¢s¡T˝À ‘√≥|ü*¢ >∑÷&É÷s¡T Á>±eT+˝À

»ìà+#ês¡T. Ä+Á<ÛäÁ|ü<̊XŸ Á|üuÛÑT‘·«+˝À &ç|üP´{° eTTìdæ|ü̋ Ÿ ø£MTwüqsY>±

|üì#̊XÊs¡T. ªHê <̊X̄+ ` Hê Á|ü»\Tμ  ªX‚wüCÀ´‘·‡ïμ, ªs¡ø£ÔπsKμ, ª>=]˝≤¢μ,

ªÄ<ÛäTìø£ eTVü‰uÛ≤s¡‘·+μ, ª»qe+X¯+μ, ªs¡T‘·T|òüTÀwüμ,  ªeT+&˚dü÷s¡T´&ÉTμ,

ªdü«s¡íVü≤+düμ, ªsêe÷j·TD s¡Vü≤kÕ´\Tμ e+{Ï s¡#·q\T #̊XÊs¡T. ªø£$ùdq

ẙTìô|òk º̨μ Äj·Tq düTÁ|üdæ<ä∆ s¡#·q. Äj·Tq kÕVæ≤‘·́ ø£èwæøÏ πø+Á<ä kÕVæ≤‘·́

nø±&ÉMT nyês¡T¶ \_Û+∫+~. 1994˝À ‘Ó\T>∑T $X̄«$<ë´\j·T+ Äj·Tq≈£î

&Üø£ºπs{Ÿ Á|ü<ëq+ #̊dæ+~. ø£$‘·«+, kÕVæ≤‘·́  $eTs¡Ù Ç‘·s¡ e#·q s¡#·q\˙ï

ø£*|æ 40øÏ ô|’>± |ü⁄düÔø±\T e#êÃsTT.

<ÛäHésêCŸ–] kÕVü≤#·s¡́ +‘√ sêDÏyêkÕìøÏ yÓ[fl kÕVæ≤‘·́  kÕÁe÷{Ÿ>±

e÷]q≥T¢ ø£ì|æ+∫Hê, Äj·Tq ∫e] <ëø± mkÕº_¢wtyÓT+{Ÿ≈£î <ä÷s¡+>±H̊

ñHêïs¡T. ñ<√´>∑+ ‘=*s√E˝À¢ Áoø±≈£îfī+ õ˝≤¢ ñ<√´>∑ dü+|òü÷ìï ◊.$.

kÕ+ã•esêe⁄‘√ ø£*dæ ìsêàD+ #̊dæ ø£eT÷´ìdüTº>± eTTÁ<ä|ü&ç Äj·TqqT

ìs¡“+<Ûä |ü<äM $s¡eTD≈£î >∑T]#˚dæ+~. 1955 Ä+Á<Ûë ñ|ü mìïø£̋ À¢

ø£eT÷´ìdüTº bÕØº yÓ’|ü⁄ ì\ã&çq ÁoÁo <ë<ë|ü⁄ eT‹dæú$T‘·+ ø√˝ÀŒsTTq|ü�&ÉT

Äj·Tq≈£î n+&É>± ø£$‘· sêdæ z≥$T ‘ê‘êÿ*ø£ẙT nì Áb˛‘·‡Væ≤+∫q ø£$

X‚ùw+Á<ä. Ç+ø£ 1991 qT+∫ >∑˝ ŸŒ¤ j·TT<ë∆ìï K+& çdü÷ Ô ny ÓT]ø±

kÕÁe÷»´yê<ëìï dæús¡+>± e´‹πsøÏ+∫q X‚ùw+Á<ä ª˙‘·T\T #Óù|Œ nyÓT]ø± ̀

ÇB ˙ #·]Á‘·μ nì yê´dü dü+|ü⁄{Ï e\Te]+#ês¡T. Äj·Tq eTs¡D≤ìøÏ

ªMø£åD+μ ‘·q Á|ü>±&ÛÉ dü+‘êbÕìï e´ø£Ô+ #̊k Ǫ̂+~.

Mø£åD+
sê»ø°j·÷]∆ø£, kÕe÷õø£ e÷dü|üÁ‹ø£

p …̋’ 2007



X‚ùw+Á<ä s¡#·q\T

******
ø£$‘· :

1. Ä<ÛäTìø£ eTVü‰uÛ≤s¡‘·+ (Hê <̊X̄+ ` Hê Á|ü»\T, eT+&̊ dü÷s¡T´&ÉT,

>=Á]˝≤¢, ns¡TdüTÔqï ÄBà, düeTTÁ<ä+ Hê ù|s¡T, ¬̇s’bÕ]b˛sTT+~,

X‚wüCÀ´‘·‡ï)

2. »qe+X̄yéT (ãTT‘·T|òüTÀwü, |ü≈£åî\T, #·+|üP $H√~ì, ‘·<äq+‘·s¡

e#·q π>j·T |ü<ä́ ø£$‘·\T)

3. kısêãT (|ü<ä́ ø±e´+)

4. e∫Ã+~ z≥¢ ãTT‘·Te⁄ (ø£$‘·)

düè»Hê‘·àø£ e#·q ø£è‘·T\T :

1. eTãT“˝À¢ <äsê“sY (Vü‰dǘ Hê{Ïø£)

2. $Vü≤«\ (ø£<∏ä\T)

$eTs¡Ù :

1. s¡ø£Ô πsK (&Ó’Ø)

2. ø±\πsK (‘·T\Hê‘·àø£ kÕVæ≤‘·́  yê´kÕ\T)

3. ø£$ùdq ẙTìô|òk º̨

4. c˛&É• ` sêe÷j·TD s¡Vü≤dǘ eTT\T

5. dü«s¡íVü≤+dü (Vü≤s¡̧HÓ’wü<Ûä ø±e´ |ü]o\q)

6. kÕVæ≤‘·́  øöeTT~ (|üPsê«+Á<Ûä ø£e⁄\ô|’ $eTs¡Ù)

7. qs¡T&ÉT qø£åÁ‘ê\T (yê´kÕ\T)

8. $X̄«$ẙ#·q (ôd’qT‡ yê´kÕ\T)

9. }Vü≤˝À..... (yê´kÕ\T)

10. m+‘·ø±\+ á m+&Ée÷e⁄\T? (|üÁ‹ø± yê´kÕ\T 1995)

11. kÕVæ≤‘·́ <ä]Ùì ( Ò̋K\T, Ç+≥s¡÷«´\T, yê´kÕ\T 1995)
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s¡ø £Ô πsK

I dream of living in a house where almost the forest comes 
into our premises and the birds keep carrying the messages of trees 
and Winds.

In this sanctified moment of meditation I am stringing together

all those eternal voices that punctuate the history of mankind singing

the glories of love.

Reading ancient poetry is like enjoying the light of stars, that

died millions of light years ago.

The bird is the voice of the tree and the flowers its dreams.

J$‘·+˝À eTìwæøÏ düTU≤\ø£+fÒ <äT:U≤ Ò̋ <=s¡T≈£î‘êsTT. Ä <=]øÏq düTU≤\T

sêÁ‹ qø£åÁ‘ê˝≤¢ |ü>∑\T b˛‘êsTT. düTU≤\ e\˝À ∫øÏÿqyê&ÉT $~Û ‹H̊ #̊|ü—

ø£̇ ï{Ï _+<äTe⁄\T Á<ëø£å |üfīófl>± ‘√#̊ yê&çøÏ, $~Û #·+{ÏbÕ|ü. ∫es¡≈£î düTU≤\T

ø±<äT $T– Ò̋~— Ä $T– Ò̋<̊<√ n<̊ ˙≈£î Jeqdü‘ê´ìï #·÷|ædüTÔ+~.

n+<äTø£H̊ eTìwæì ø£̇ ïfīfl‘√ #̊XÊ&ÉT <̊e⁄&ÉT.

q&Ée&ÜìøÏ <ë] Ò̋<äT. ø±fīfls¡ø£Ô+ ‘ê>∑T‘√+~, <ë]. ø±˙ q&ÉTdüTÔHêï.

Nø£≥T¢ N\TÃ≈£î+≥÷ b˛‘·THêï ñwüdüT‡qT ø£\T<ë›eTH̊ ÄX̄‘√.

H̊qT s¡ø£ÔHêfi≤˝À¢ ø£$‘·ì Á|üeVæ≤+|ü CÒ<ë›eTì Ä•düTÔ+fÒ, uÛÑ>∑e+‘·T&ÉT

$cÕìï Á|üeVæ≤+|üCÒdüTÔHêï&ÉT.

∫Á‘·̋ ÒKq+ düT\Te⁄. yê&ÉT ≈£î+#Ó s¡+>∑T˝À¢ eTT+#·T‘ê&ÉT. ø£$ >∑T+&Ó

u≤<Ûä̋ À¢ eTT+#ê*` uÀ<Ó̋ Òj·TsY eT<ÛäTesTT Hê>=+‘·T˝Àì+∫ <=]¢ s¡ø£ÔHêfi≤˝À¢

Á|üeVæ≤düTÔHêï&ÉT qK•K |üs¡́ +‘·eT÷. n+<äs¡T eTVü‰ø£e⁄\÷ Á<ëø£å  >∑T‘·TÔ\T,

yêfīflqT |æ+&ç rdæq eT<ÛäTkÕs¡+, ‘ê–, J$+#̊ ø£åD≤\T ø=ìï ø£*|æ‘̊` n$

H̊qT. ø£qTø£H̊ yêfīófl J$+∫q ø£åD≤*ï #Óù|Œyêø£́ + eTqdüT ø=düTÔ+~, @ |ü⁄e⁄«H√,

@ ôd\H√, @ ø£̇ ï{Ï n\H√ #·÷∫q|ü⁄Œ&ÉT. n|ü⁄Œ&ÉT H̊HÓø£ÿ&É ñHêï @ Äq+<ä

(January 1952 - August 1974)
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•Ksê\ qKsê+≈£îsê\T k˛≈£î‘·THêï, Hê˝À yêfīó¢ J$+∫q ø£åD+ J$düTÔ+~.

ÄÁø√•düTÔ+~, m\T¬>‹Ô |æ\TdüTÔ+~. ªªs¡e÷´DÏ Mø£ǻ  eT<ÛäTsê+X̄Ã ìX̄eT´ X̄u≤›Hé,

|üs¡T´‘·T‡ø√ uÛÑe‹ j·T‘·T‡œ‘√|æ »+‘·T:μμ

Ä bÕ≥ $qã&ÉT‘·÷ ñ+≥T+~. Vü≤è<äj·÷ìï ‹j·T´{Ï u≤<Ûä\‘√ ø£\‘·

ô|&ÉT‘·÷ ñ+≥T+~. ø±˙ Ä |üøÏå mø£ÿ&É ñ+<√ m+‘· yÓ‹øÏHê ø£ì|æ+#·<äT—

‘√≥+‘ê >±*+#êqT.:

On the stone of life I was sitting and brooding, silence was

weaving feelings of a pathetic mind into poems unborn..... I heard

murmurring foot-steps of the song on the dead foliage of my past

while the shadows of coming night crawled towards me.

In the adventure of thought all men are lonely.

With each disappointment and each deep wound, death

becomes more and more familiar.

Modern age should pool together the world’s material and

intellectual resources which will in turn break the barriers that separate

mankind, help self assessment and self criticism among individual

countries and quicken the individual and the universal progress and

finally unfold the meaning and purpose of man’s story on earth.

The shadow of the vulture of time, hovers on the valleys of

life.

Since the requirements of modern poetry include in the new

context, Communication with different people of different languages,

cultures and religions, ‘mythological references may have to be

avoided in poetry as they tend to localise its appeal and restrict its

universal communication.

Idiom which is considered by the pedantic scholars as the

life—breath of a language is today the enemy of modernity because
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Play, Short Story, Novel
The spirit of the poet’s vision which dawned on the 20th century

horizons has begun to pervade all over the literature of the century.

Transcending the frontiers of poetry, it has affected the short story,

the play and the novel. in the wake of this new impact these three

forms of literature have acquired a new technique and a new meaning.

The direct result is the emergence of one-act-plays, and stories with

crisp little forms pressed in a technique and directed to one point of

focus, though novel with its unwieldy caricature and its characteristic

wider canvas of operation is still smarting under the new forces.

In the past when Guy de Maupassaut and Gustav Flaubert

wielded their pen, the behaviour of a short story was pointless though

the great minds scattered lightenings of truth in. their pages. But

when it reached that Russian giant Leo Tolstoy the story had

undergone a drastic metamorphosis. Instead of the incidents it was

the spirit that received the focus under Tolstoy’s pen; and the story in

his influence has acquired -a new vigour and technique. The purpose

of art rose like a sun tearing the horizons of human intellect. One

finds this new turn more pronounced in the unique mind of 0' Henry.

Under 0' Henry each truth of life had a poignant tale to tell and every

story was a gem of everlasting value. ‘His Gift of magi’ The Cop

and Anthem’, ‘The Green Leaf’ are a few of the hundreds of his

stories which boom like a pageantry in the grand reverie of an

intellectual mind. The remarkable point here is that the short story in

the new era has become short in the real sense of the term and

acquired a specific technique and a specific purpose.

Similarly plays which were hitherto merely a conglomeration

of incidents tied together by the three unities of Aristotle moving on
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the stage like a loose gathering of players aimlessly, appealing only to

the gross instincts of human mind rather than to its supra-sensory

level, have all disappeared giving birth to the one-act play.

The costume, the fanfare of human passions and emotions

and the violence of life had to molest the attention of the straying

human mind in the past. With  the mind in the new century shifting its

base from the biological to the logical, all the devices of the old drama

which worked well on the stage in the past have lost their power

now. Today’s mind wants the subtle voice of the stage; it wants to

know what is it? The question is echoed back and the art does not

suggest a solution. Modern mind sandwiched between two questions

is crushed to the essence of realisation and this is how art functions

today. One should only read to realise what I say, ‘Hello Out There’

of William Saro Yan, ‘A Wagon Full of Cotton’ of Tennesse William

‘Doll’s House’ of Ibsen.

In these plays and stories one finds all their characteristics in

common with each other, The short story when broken up into

dialogues will become a one-act-play, and a one-act-play, when the

dialogues transmuted into narration, becomes short story. The result

is that in the west, the line between the short story and one—act—

play has virtually vanished. In these two spheres of literary work in

the past it was many incidents but now it is only one incident which is

strictly relevent in the context. In the past it was gross incident but

today it is the essence of the incident. So they moved from the plot to

the point. Consequently whereas in the past the story and the play

projected character or characters other than the author, today the

story and the play project only the vision of the author. The literature

today has reached a stage in its intellectual journey when it ceases to
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ˇø£ X̄ã›+ #Ó$˝À |ü&ç+~. Ä>∑T, #Ó|ü⁄‘êqT`ø£̇ ïfīófl Ä|ü⁄ø√˙..............

Ä|ü⁄ø√e<äT›, nẙ eTìwæì eTìwæ #̊ùd |ü<ësê∆\T.

          Africa has many Gandhi’s whereas India had one. All their

leaders are from the ranks of their intellectuals, martyrs, Poets and

Writers. The martyrdom of Patrice Lumumba is the shining star in

the firmament of Sacrifice. All their leaders suffered brutal treatment

and incarceration at the hands of their foreign rulers, dedicated their

lives for the emancipation of their people, identifying themselves with

the oneness of mankind. That is why there is forgiveness in them.

Here is the note from Senghor’s poem: “Lord the mirror of my eyes

clouds over and there is the serpent of hate raising his head in my

heart, the serpent whom I had believed dead... Kill it, O lord, for I

must continue on my way and I want to pray particularly for France….

Oh ! I know she is also part of Europe, that she has stolen my children

as a robber from the north takes cattle, to enrich her lands with sugar

cane and cotton, for the Negro’s sweat is manure; that she also

brought death and the cannon into my blue villages; that she set my

people one against the other like dogs fighting over a bone; that she

treated resistance as banditry, and spat on the heads that dreamt of

greatness; Yes lord, forgive France who preaches the straight path

but takes the crooked one herself;... and of my Mesopotamia, of my

Congo, they have made a great cemetry beneath the white sun.

“Jomo Kenyatta is a great name to know. He is an intellectual

with boundless ability for powerful expression in language and action:

From his own experience he says, “Politics is an arena with formidable

pitfalls for the man of ideals. Yet without the driving force of some

idealism, the politician is a sterile man.” Kenyatta is truly the son of
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his soil. He says ̀ `In a life of close association with the soil of Kenya,

I have found joy and humility in the seasonal Rhythms both of plant

and of animal life and in the crafts of careful husbandry.”

There are many common features in the two personalities of

Kenyatta and Gandhi, the father of our nation. Kenyatta says, “I go

into the farms or into the homes of the people, not as Royalty

bestowing condescension, but unaffectedly, understanding and sharing

the tempo and tribulations of their lives. I have never grown away

from the people and at massive public rallies we meet on common

ground as fellowmen. They know me best as I have always been; as

one of them.” He expressed his robust faith in democracy saying,

“No man has ever devised Any wiser criterion for national direction

of Public affairs than Government of the people, by the people, and

for the people,” A relentless worker in the service of his people, is

Kenyatta says, “I believe in the fullest utilization of each fleeting day.

Of all the deadly sins, that of sloth seems to me the most contemptible,

a flouting of all the very purpose of creation.”

           How profound is his voice and how powerful is his expression!

His statements come from the depths of his realized experience.

“The proclamations of love,  joy and generosity would have appeared

naive, were they not concrete outcomes of a very real and barrowing

experience, ‘Says Mazisi Kunene of South Africa.

         j·TTe≈£î&ÉT>± ñqï|ü⁄Œ&ÉT edüTÔe⁄*ï ‘·q$>± #̊düTø√e&É+˝À Äq+<ä+-

|æ\¢\T ø£*–q ‘·sê«‘· n$ yêfīfl≈£î n+<äCÒj·T&É+˝À Äq+<ä+. Çø£ÿ&̊ ñ+~

düèwæº©\!



149 s¡ø£ÔπsK : Hê &Ó’Ø

Africa my Africa :

Africa of Proud warriors in ancestral savannahs...

I have never known you

But your blood flows in my veins

Your beautiful black blood that irrigates the fields....

This is common to all the colonial peoples,, This process

inevitably lays emphasis on the past, because it is a search for the

distinct cultural characteristics of a people with reference to their

customs, morals, literature, aspirations, achievements, and a whole

range of dreams that floated in their minds for centuries which are in

the ultimate analysis the whole set of values for which those people

lived and died holding them to their heart. This emphasis on the past

has been more dominant in the African people than in the others.

The reason appears to be that in the other subject countries their

histories were more apparent and liable, some how surviving the

ravages of the foreign rule. So to create a consciousness of their

identity was easier in their cases than in the case of Africans whose

history had no clear contours various reasons, They were the most

abused peoples of the World flung far and wide across the earth,

used as slaves and beasts of burden. This had broken the coherence

of their history and consequently the process of self-identification

became a lot more difficult than in the case of their colonial brothers

of Asia. Even Jews suffered dispersion over countries of the world

but their history was rather well-knit. So their consciousness as a

people, in whichever part of the world they were, was not vague and

was not in need of reconstruction. (I wish that Africa Produces a

comprehensive history of the African Peoples, as immediately as

possible which will contribute immensely to their integration).
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These are some of the causes, I think, for this special

emphasis on the past in Africa, which is a very ancient past as revealed

by the Indian Puranas. (I remember H. G. Wells mentioning that

civilisation flowed from Africa into America in the ancient past). The

African. intellectuals in this period returned to their soil from the

metropolitian towns of Europe, abandoned the European language

and dress and chose their own native tongues and costumes as their

medium of life and expression. In an outburst of feeling for the past

of his country which was molested by the whiteman’s hand — the

hand “that whipped the slaves...the dusty hands that slapped you”,

Leopold Senghor with his tremulous voice, sings,

“I must hide him in my veins, The Ancestor whose

stormy hide is shot with lightening and thunder..... He is my faithful

blood that demands fidelity Protecting my nacked pride against My

self and the scorn of luckier races.”

It is this extra emphasis of Africa on the

past that directly clashes with the nucleus of Marxism which chiefly

advocates wholesale destruction of whatever belongs to the old social

order. Perhaps Marxism can be justified in this respect to some extent

in regard to other continents. But in Africa it is difficult to find us

notification, because the existing social order of Africa is not so much

of an independent in the way of evolution of a communist society, as

it is in other parts of the world.

ñ|üìwü#êÃ¤ÁdüÔeTT\T ñqï‘ê~Ûø±s¡T\πø ñ|üjÓ÷–+#·TqyÓ’j·TT+&ç nqT´\≈£î

<äTs¡∆s¡̧eTT\T>± ñqï$. ø£qTø£ |ü⁄sêDeTT ̋ ≤$s¡“¤$+∫q$. C≤Á>∑‘·Ô>± |ü]o*+∫q#√

ñ|üìwü‘·TÔ\+<ä* ‘·‘·Ô«eTTqT düŒwüºeTT #̊j·TT≥πø ‘·+Á‘·eTT\T |ü⁄{Ïºq≥T¢ ‘√#·TqT.

‘·+Á‘·eTT\T Á|ü‹bÕ~+∫q dæ<ë›+‘·eTT\T, <˚e‘·\T, eT+Á‘·eTT\T Ç‘ê´~
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I want my wings
The greatest of the living beings is not man; but that which

has wings, the bird. Man the pretender says he has the real wings,

the imagination and flaunts his conquests of space on your face and

asks - can your bird go to the moon? Venus or Mars?’ The bird has

no answer for such a question. The bird keeps going in search after

the season and with the season, with the scent, colour and light of the

seasons; keeps following the flower and the honey, the music of

meandering streams, the dance of the peacocks and the gazelles. It

has no use for the moon and its craggy surface full of glassy modules,

It knows what it wants by the  simple process of instinct unlike man

who struts in his complex meshes of reasoning which keep on shifting

values and concepts of life from man to man, country to country, and

age to age with the result that man is eternally in the chains of untruth,

which he calls relativetruth. Man cheats himself and his fellows by

elevating his relative truths which are the products of his half

knowledge and self-concept to the pedastals of history and a host of

other high sounding levels over which he installs them as pillars of his

civilisation.

He does not know what happiness is and what pleasure is;

what honey is and what coca-cola is. Man does not search for that

which fulfills him, which gets him peace within himself. But he drowns

his misery and wretchedness in pleasure, he is a slave to a false

support wasting his time between beer and whore in life’s scorching

heat, contented with the counterfeit faces of the rapacious Akademies

and Universities, revelling in modern savagery of Governments, guilds,

and caucusses now and then holding out a Mount Everest or a space-

ship to delude you the unweary and the ignorant. He prescribes pills
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