Shri Subrahmanya Bhujangam
by Shri Adi Shankardacharya.
While meditating on Shri Karttikeya at a sea-side temple in Tamil Nadu, Adi
Shankardcharya became aware of the self-luminous shining in his heart and the poem

spontaneously came in Bhujanga metre (four quarters of 12 syllables).

Invocation to Shri Ganesha:

Sada balarupa-’pi vighn’adri hantri

Mahadanti-vaktra-'pi pafichasya-manya,

Vidh’'indr’adi-mrigya Ganesh’abhidha me

Vidhattam shriyam ka-’pi kalyana murtih. (1)
Though always appearing as a child, You destroy mountains of obstacles.
Though elephant-faced, You are honored even by Your five-faced father.

Praised by Lord Brahma, Indra and the other Devas, known as Lord of the Ganas,
You are endowed with boundless glory. May You bless me with auspiciousness!

Acharya's humility:

Na janami shabdam na janami ch’artharn

Na janami padyar na janami gadyam,

Chid-eka shadasya hridi dyotate me

Mukh’annih-sarante girash-ch’api chitram. (2)
| know not the science of sound, nor the meanings thereof, | know not the forms
of poems or prose! But in my heart shines the one light with six faces, and so,
from my mouth, these phrases with tone and meaning pour out.

Salutation to Shri Subrahmanya:
Mayur’adhi-radharm mahavakya gudham
Manohari-deham mahat-chitta-geham,
Mahideva-devarh mahaveda-bhavarm
Mahadeva-balam bhaje loka-palam. (3)
Mounted on a peacock, the hidden import of the great sayings,
The embodiment of beauty, dwelling in the meditation of great sages,
Lord of the Mother Earth, the Essence of Sacred Knowledge,
I worship the Son of Shri Shiva, the Protector of the Universe.



Yada sannidhanarm gata manava me

Bhav’ambhodhi-param gataste tadaiva,

Iti vyanjayan sindhu tire ya aste

Tam’ide pavitrar Parashakti-putram. (4)
O Son of the Supreme Mother, You have taken Your abode by the sea shore

to indicate that by taking refuge in You, devotees can cross this ocean of
appearances and find the purity of Heaven!

Yath’abdh’esta ranga layam yanti tungas

Tath’aiv’apadah sannidhau sevatam me,

It'1v’'ormi-panktir nrinam darshayantarn

Sada bhavaye hrit-saroje Guharnh Tam. (5)
The waves of worries in the mind dissolve like ocean waves reaching the shore,
thus You stand by the sea-side exemplifying the cessation of mental undulations

when we come in Your presence. O Hidden Lord residing in the cave of the heart,
may | always meditate on You!

Girau man nivase nara ye-'dhiradha

Stada parvate rajate te-’dhirudhabh,

It'tva bruvan gandha shail’adhiradhah

Sa devo mude me sada Shanmukho-’stu. (6)
Standing on the Sugandha mount (behind the temple), the climbing of which is

equivalent to reaching Mount Kailas, the King of Mountains, O Six-faced Lord!
May You ever remain there to give me joy!

Mah’ambhodhi-tire mahapapa-chore

Mun’indr’anukile sugandh’akhya-shaile,

Guhayar vasantam swabhasa lasantam

Janartinm harantarh Shrayamo Guham Tam. (7)
On the shores of the great ocean which removes even the greatest of sins,
on the mountain called ‘fragrant’, where the sages and Lord Indra worship,
You reside, destroying the people’s suffering. O self-luminous Lord, present in
the innermost chamber of the heart, | seek refuge in You!



Lasat swarna gehe nrinam kama dohe

Suma-stoma safichhanna manikya maiiche,

Samudyat sahasr’arka tulya prakasham

Sada bhavaye Kartikeyar suresham. (8)
In a shining golden house, on a throne of rubies covered with fragrant flowers,

granting all desires, You are seated with the radiance of a thousand rising
suns. O Kartikeya, Greatest of the Gods, may | contemplate You always!

Ranad-dhamsake maiijule-'tyanta Shone

Manohari lavanya piyusha purne,

Manah shat-pado me bhava klesha taptah

Sada modatam Skanda Te pada-padme. (9)
Let my mind, burdened with the six forms of trouble, ever rejoice, hovering
like a bee around Your Lotus Feet adorned with jingling anklets, red-coloured
with unending grace, of enchanting beauty and an ocean of nectar.

Suvarn’abha divy’ambar’airbhasa manam

Kvanat Kkinkini mekhala Shobha manam,

Lasad dhema pattena vidyota manam

Katim bhavaye Skanda Te dipya manam (10)
O Skanda, shining with glory, | meditate on Your Divine waist adorned with a
yellow dhoti, strings of tinkling bells and a self-resplendent gold belt.

Pulindesha kany’agha nabhoga tunga

Stana lingan’asakta kashmira ragam,

Namasyamy’aham Tarakare Tav'orah

Swa-bhakt’avane sarvada sanuragam. (11)
By embracing the well-endowed breast of Valli, the daughter of the tribal
chief, adorned with saffron, Your chest became colored red, thereby
symbolising Your eternal grace to devotees. | prostrate before that chest of
the Enemy of Tarakasura!

Vidhau Klripta dandan swa-lila dhritandan

Niraste bhashundan dvishat kala dandan,

Hat'endr’ari shandan jagat-trana shaundan

Sada Te prachandan Shraye bahu-dandan. (12)



O Shanmukha! | eternally seek refuge in Your twelve arms which give justice
to Brahma, directing Your dramas, killing the foes of Indra, protecting the
Universe, and terrifying Your enemies.

Sada sharadah shan mriganka yadi syuh

Samudyanta eva sthitash-chet-samantat,

Sada purna bimbah kalank’aish cha hinas

Tada Tvan mukhanam bruve Skanda samyam. (13)
To what can | compare Your six faces! If there were six autumn full moons
free from blemishes and if those moons were ever shining on all sides, even
then they would be no match to your effulgent faces.

Sphuran manda hasaih saham sani chanchat

Kat’aksh’avali bhringa sangh’ojjvalani,

Sudh’asyandi bimb’adharan’isha-siino

Tava lokaye Shan-mukh’ambhoruhani. (14)
O Son of Parameshwara, | see Your six smiling lotus faces shining like a flock
of swans, with gleaming side glance ever moving like a row of bees and
whose red lips are overflowing with nectar.

Vishal’eshu karn’anta-dirgh’eshva-jasram

Dayasyan dishu dvadashas vikshaneshu,

May’ishat-kat’akshah sakrit patitash-ched

Bhavet Te daya shilakan amahanih. (15)
O Compassionate Lord! With twelve large eyes extending to the ears, what
will You lose by casting a momentary side glance on me?

Sut’ang’odbhavo me-’si jiveti shaddha

Japan mantram ISho muda jighrate yan,

Jagad bhara bhrid-bhyo jagan-natha tebhyah

Kirit'ojjvalebhyo namo mastakebhyah. (16)
O Lord of the Universe! | pay obeisance to Your six heads wearing crowns of
brilliant rubies, supporting the welfare of the world, whose fragrance was
imbibed by the Supreme Lord with joy uttering six times the mantra "O Child
born of me, may You live long.'



Sphurad ratna keyura har’abhiramash

Chalat kundala Shri lasad ganda bhagah,

Katau pita-vasah kare charu shaktih

Puras tan mamastam pur’ares-tantjah. (17)
With garlands of brilliant rubies on Your chest, Your bright cheeks shining,
with dangling ear-rings, a yellow silk dhoti around Your waist and a spear in
Your hand, appear before me, O Son of the Enemy of Tripura.

IThayahi vatseti hastan prasarya

Hvayat yadarat Shankare maturankat,

Samut patya tatarm Shrayantar Kumaram

Harash lishta gatram bhaje bala-murtim. (18)
When Shri Shankara called You with open arms, You quickly rose from Mother's
lap and Lord Shiva embraced You affectionately. | worship that child-formed Lord.

The Nine Names which confer protection:

Kumar’esha-suno Guha Skanda Sena-

pate Shakti-pane Mayiir’adhiriidha,

Pulind’atmaja-kanta Bhakt’arti-harin

Prabho Tarakare sada raksha mam Tvam. (19)
O Ever-youthful Son of Lord Shiva, Hidden inside the heart-cave, Lord of the
Devas’ army, Wielding the Divine spear, Mounted on a peacock, Beloved of
the tribal maiden, Remover of devotees’ suffering, the Mighty Lord, the
Enemy of Tarakasura! O Lord protect me!

Prashant’endriye nashta sarmgiye vicheshte

Kaph’odgari vaktre bhay’otkampi gatre,

Prayan’onmukhe mayya nathe tadanirm

Drutarh me dayalo bhavagre Guha Tvam. (20)
Hail, Compassionate Guha! At the final moments of my life, having lost my
senses and my consciousness, unable to move my limbs, drooling saliva, with
my body trembling with the fear of death, You must hasten to be with me.

Krit’antasya duteshu chandeshu kopad

Dahat Shinddhi bhinddhiti mam tarjayatsu,

Mayiiram samaruhya ma bhairiti Tvar

Purah shakti-panir mama yahi shighram. (21)



O Lord, when the ferocious messengers of Death come to torture me angrily
shouting: ‘Burn him, kill him'. O Lord You must hasten to appear before me,
riding on a peacock, carrying Your spear, to encourage me not to be afraid.

Pranamya sakrit paday’oste patitva

Prasadya prabho prarthaye-'neka varam,

Na vakturh kshamo-’ham tadanim krip’abdhe

Na kary’antakale man’agapy’upeksha. (22)
O Merciful Lord! | prostrate at Your Feet to secure Your blessings. O
Treasure-house of Mercy! | offer prayers to please You. Do not forget me in
my last moments, as | may not then have the power to invoke You!

Sahasr’anda-bhokta Tvaya shuran’ama

Hatas tarakah simmhavaktrash cha daityah,

Mam’antar hridi stharh manah kleSham ekam

Na hamsi Prabho ki karomi kva yami. (23)
O Possessor of a thousand universes! Your fiery and heroic nature destroyed
the demons Tarakasura and Simhavaktra. But why, O Lord residing within
my heart, have You not killed the demons which afflict my mind? Who else
can | turn to for help but You, O Mighty Lord?

Aham sarvada duhkha-bhar’avasanno

Bhav’andina bandhus tvadanyam na yache,

Bhavad bhakti rodham sada Klripta badham

Mam’adhin drutarh nashay’oma-suta Tvam. (24)
Oh Son of Uma! | am always troubled by sorrows. You are the friend of the
helpless! | approach none but You to save me. Quickly destroy the
distractions interfering with my devotion to You!

Apasmara kushtha kshay’arshah prameha

Jvar’'onmada gulm’adi roga mahantah,

Pishachash-cha sarve bhavat patra bhutirn

Vilokya Kshanat-tarakare dravante. (25)
O Conqueror of Taraka! Epilepsy, leprosy, consumption, lung diseases,

fevers, mental diseases of all types, they run away the moment they see Your
sacred ash.



Drishi Skanda murtih shrutau Skanda Kirtir

Mukhe me pavitram sada tat-charitram,

Kare tasya krityam vapus tasya bhrityam

Guhe santulina mama Shesha bhavah. (26)
May | see always the form of Lord Skanda; my ears hear only the praises of
Lord Skanda; in my mouth ever the glory of Lord Skanda. May my hands do
Your work and my body be Your servant. May my emotions be ever in
balance with You, O Secret Lord in my Heart!

Munin’amutaho nrinam bhakti bhajarm

Abhishta pradah santi sarvatra devah,

Nrinam antya janam api sw’artha dane

Guhad devam anyam na jane na jane. (27)
In all the worlds there are Gods to grant the boons of sages and great
bhaktas. But for lowly and ordinary devotees like me, | know no other Deity
to protect them except Guha!

Kalatram suta bandhu vargah pashurva

Naro vatha nari grihe ye madiyabh,

Yajanto namantah stuvanto bhavantam

Smarantash cha Te santu sarve Kumara. (28)

O Lord Kumara! Let my wife, children, relatives, friends, all men and women in
our household, venerate and praise You and be always remembered by You!

Mrigah pakshino darmmshaka ye cha dushta

Statha vyadhayo badhaka ye madange,

Bhavat shakti tikshn’agra bhinnah sudiire

Vinashyantu Te churnita krauficha shaila. (29)
O Destroyer of the Krauncha Mountain! Let anything troubling my body;
birds, beasts, insects, diseases, be pierced by Your powerful spear, removed
and destroyed.

Janitri pita cha swa-putr’aparadham

Sahete na Kirh deva sen’adhi-natha,

Aham chati balo bhavan loka-tatah

Kshamasv'aparadharh samastam Mahesha. (30)



Do not the parents overlook the faults of their children? O Chief of the army
of the Devas! | am a small child, You are the Father of the Universe. Oh Great

God, forgive all my faults.

Namah kekine Shaktaye chapi tubhyarn

Namash chhaga tubhyarh namah kukkutaya,

Namah sindhave sindhu deshaya tubhyar

Punah Skanda miurte namaste namo-’stu.
I bow to You, O Rider of the peacock and Bearer of the Shakti spear,
I bow to You, with the sign of Aries and a cockerel on Your flag,

I bow to You, O Ocean of compassion for humanity,
Again and again | bow to You, O Lord Skanda!

Jay’ananda bhumaii jay’apara dhaman
Jay’amogha Kirte jay’ananda murte,
Jay’ananda sindho jay’ashesha bandho
Jaya Tvarih sada mukti dan’esha-siino.
Victory to the Source of Joy, Victory to the Highest Abode!
Victory to the Unfailing Greatness, Victory to the Embodiment of Bliss!
Victory to the Ocean of Bliss, Victory to the Friend of all!
Victory to You eternally, O Son of the Bestower of Liberation!

Bhujang’akhya-vrittena Klriptam stavam yah
Pathed bhakti yukto guham sampranamya,
Suputran-kalatrarmm dhanam dirgham ayur
Labhet Skanda sayujyam-ante narah sah.

That devotee, who prostrates to Lord Guha, reciting the Bhujanga stotra
daily with devotion, is blessed with good sons, good wife, wealth and long

life, and at the end of life attains eternal bliss with Lord Skanda.

Iti Shrimat Shankara-bhagavatah Kritau

Shri Subrahmanya Bhujangam sampiirnam.
Thus is the Bhujangam prayer to Shri Karttikeya by the revered
Shri Shankaracharya fufilled.
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