












May Lord Ganesha who, though in the form of a child, is capable of destroying mountains of obstacles, who though elephant faced, is worshipped by a lion (pancya also means the five faced Siva, hence it also means ‘adored by Siva’) who is ever sought after by Brahma, Indra and others and whose very nature is auspiciousness, bless me with prosperity.








I do not know poetry or prose, wither do I have the knowledge of words or their meaning. But an effulgent form with six faces, shines clearly in my heart and there after poetry is flowing out of my mouth. This is indeed marvelous.









I worship the son of Mahadeva, mounted on the peacock, whose nature is hidden in the declarations like ‘That Thou Art’ etc, who has a captivating form, who resides in the mind of the great people, who is ever worshipped by the Brahmins and who protects the entire Universe.









I worship the son of Parasakthi who is pure and who has made his abode on the shore of the eastern ocean as though to suggest “devotes who have entered my sannidhi (sanctum) have already crossed the ocean of bondage”.









I always meditate in the lotus of my heart, Guha who seems to suggest to his devotees “just as the waves in the ocean recede and become nothing, the calamities of those who come to worship me here also will disappear”.








May the six faced Lord who resides in the top of Gandhashaila hill and who thus seems to suggest, “whomsoever who has climed up this hill which is my abode has already attained the most cherished heights” – bestow happiness on me.








I take refuge in Guha who resides on the shore of the great ocean, in the cave of Gandhasaila hill which is most suited for the great sages for their dwelling, who is self resplendent (splendid, dazzling) and who removes the sins and sorrows of humanity.








I ever meditate on Karthikeya, the Lord of devas, who is always engrossed in fulfilling the desires of the people, seated on a ruby studded couch filled with fragrant flowers and kept in the middle of a golden sanctum and who shines like a thousand suns rising at once.








O’ Skanda, may the bee of my mind, ever suffering owing to the afflictions (suffering, burden, hardship) of the worldly life always find succor (help, support) and happiness at your lotus feet of reddish hue (color, shade, tinge, tint).








O’ Skanda, I meditate on your most lustrous waist covered by golden colured garments and shining with the golden waist band resonant with tinkling bells.








O’ Slayer of Taraka, I worship your chest which has taken a red hue due to the desire of embracing the heavy breasts of Sri Valli, daughter of the hunter chief and which is ever eager to protect your devotees.








O’ Kumara, I take refuge in your mighty staff like arms, which punished Brahma, which destroyed all the demons, which sportingly supports the universe, which is long and round putting the elephant trunk to shame, is Yama to all the enemies and is adept in protecting the world.








O’ Skanda, if six autumnal full moons together can be visualized without their natural blemishes, then may be I can compare them with your six faces.









O’ Shanmukha, Son of Parameswara, I perceive the six lotuses that are your faces beaming with smiles, possessed with rows of side long glances resembling the bees and with lips resembling the bimba fruit flowing with nectar.








O’ Compassionate Lord, what will you loose if a small glance from your twelve eyes extending up to the ears and flowering with compassion, fall on me at least once?








I bow before the six heads which bear the entire weight of the world, shining with bejeweled crowns and which were caressed with six times by his father Parameswara, blessing joyfully, every time uttering “may this dear child of mine live long”.








O’ Son of Siva, may your beautiful form wearing lustrous gem studded bracelets and necklaces, your attractive cheeks reflecting the dangling eardrops, dressed in yellow robes around the waist and holding the beautiful weapon sakti, appear before me.








I worship the most beautiful form of Balasubramanya as a small boy who, when beckoned by his father with extended arms, saying “come hither my son” jumped from his mother’s lap rushing to his father’s embrace.








O’ Kumara, Son of Parameswara, O’ Guha, O’ Skanda, Commander of the army of Gods, armed with the weapon called sakthi, mounted on the peacock, beloved of Sri Valli, O’ Remover of the sorrows of devotees, O’ enemy of Tharaka, please protect me always.








O’ Lord Guha, when my body trembles with fear, at the prospect of impending death, my memory failing, all the senses losing their power and when the phlegm starts to flow out of my mouth and my body lies motionless, O’ Compassionate Lord, kindly come at once and appear before me.








O’ Lord Velayudha, please hasten to my presence, riding on the peacock, and console me, saying “don’t be afraid” when the fearful messengers of Yama scare and torture me saying “burn him, hit him, chop hi etc”.








O’ Most Compassionate Lord, offering obeisance at your feet, prostrating always, pleasing you again and again, I request you “please do not show indifference to me at the final moment of death, since I may not be able to utter anything then.”








O’ Master. The demons namely Tharaka, Simhavaktra and Soorapadma who were impossible to vanquish and capable of destroying thousands of worlds were crushed by you effortlessly. But you are not destroying the mere single affliction torturing my heart. Alas! Then, what shall I do? Where shall I go? Whom shall I turn to?








I am always depressed by the intensity of sorrow present in my heart and you are well known as the kin and refuge of the oppressed and helpless. I do not seek anything from anyone other than you. O’ Son of Parvati, kindly remove my mental agony quickly, which is torturing me always and which therefore is hindrance to my devotion to you.







O’ Slayer of Tharaka, frightful diseases like epilepsy, leprosy, tuberculosis, diabetes, high fever due to different ailments, all physical and mental disorders, evil spirits and black magic disappear at the very sight of your leaf and holy ash (vibhti). (This leaf is special to Thiruchendur temple.)








May the beautiful form of Subrahmanya be ever in my vision. May my ears be ever blessed listening to your glory. O’ Skanda, may my lips always praise your divine stories, may my hands ever be engaged in the service of your lotus feet, may my entire body be serving you ever and thus let my entire bhve merge in Guha.









There are Gods in all worlds who bestow blessings on their devotees (only) who are in the path of bhakti and fulfill their desires. Indeed I do not know at all of my God other than Guha who fulfills the desires of all, including one who is the lowest birth.








O’ Kumara, let my wife, children, relatives, cattle, why whomsoever who is connected with me in my house remain ever in service to you, worshiping you, saluting you, praising you, their minds ever absorbed in you.








O’ God who pulverized the Krouncha Mountain, please destroy and do away with the sharp tip of you sakti, all those animals, birds and mosquitoes as well as the ailments that approach me to afflict me body.








O’ Mahesa, Lord of Devasena, don’t the father and mother forgive the faults of their child? I am a small child and you are the father of the entire universe. Hence please pardon all my faults.








My salutations to you O’ Peacock, salutations to you O’ the weapon Sakthi, salutations to you O’ Goat, also salutations to you O’ Rooster. My salutations to you O’ Ocean, My salutations to your divine abode on the shore, My salutations to you O’ Skanda, Again and again my salutations to you.








Victory to the form which is Supreme Bliss, Victory to you O’ Skanda of blissful light, Victory to you O’ Subramanya of Supreme glory, Victory to you O’ Lord whose nature is Bliss. Victory to you O’ Guha who is an ocean of Bliss. Victory to you who is the kin of the entire Universe. Victory to you the Son of Isa, the giver or salvation.









One who recites with devotion this hymn, set in Bhujanga metre after prostrating before Guha, will be blessed with good spouse, children, wealth, longevity and finally merge in union with Skanda himself, at the end of his life.
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