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Introduction

The novella "The Son of the Wind and Sea" by Chinmoy Mukherjee 

is a fictional retelling of the lesser-known myth of Makaradhwaja 

from the Ramayana, presented through 20 distinct chapters, each 

narrated from the perspective of a different spiritual or philosophical

archetype, such as a mystic, teacher, guardian, or modern sage. 



The core narrative revolves around Hanuman, the devoted monkey-

god, who sets Lanka ablaze during his mission for Rama. To 

extinguish his burning tail, he dives into the ocean, where a single 

drop of his sweat—symbolizing his vital energy and devotion—falls 

and is swallowed by a makara (a mythical sea creature). This 

accidental union gives birth to Makaradhwaja, a hybrid being with 

Hanuman's strength and a fish-like form, who grows up in the 

underworld of Patala and becomes its gate guardian under 

Ahiravan, Ravana's brother.

In the story's climax, Ahiravan kidnaps Rama and Lakshmana for 

sacrifice in Patala, prompting Hanuman to descend into the depths. 

There, he confronts and battles Makaradhwaja, unaware of their 

familial bond. Through intense combat, Hanuman subdues him and 

learns of Makaradhwaja's origin. The revelation leads to a heartfelt 

embrace, transforming conflict into kinship, as Hanuman blesses his

son and appoints him king of Patala. Each chapter enriches this tale 

with vivid sensory details—describing the heat of flames, the cool 

embrace of the ocean, the damp echoes of the underworld, and the 

scents of smoke, salt, and earth—while drawing unique lessons on 

themes like awareness, release, vitality, compassion, peace, and 

non-duality.

Ultimately, the novella weaves mythology with spiritual teachings, 

emphasizing how life's unexpected "accidents," like a drop of sweat,

can forge legacies of strength and unity. It encourages readers to 

see battles as illusions of separation, urging practices like yoga, 

breathwork, and meditation to reveal hidden connections and turn 

turmoil into blessings. Through its repetitive yet varied retelling, the

work celebrates devotion, legacy, and the oneness underlying all 

existence.



Chapter 1: The Mystic’s Perspective – Wisdom Through Wit 

and Awareness

Ah, my dear seekers, let us dive into this ancient tale of 

Makaradhwaja, not as a dusty myth from the Ramayana, but as a 

living mirror reflecting the fire of life itself. Do not look at this as 

history; history is dead. Look at it as a happening, right here, right 

now.

You see, life is like Hanuman’s tail—set ablaze by ignorance, it 

burns through illusions until it plunges into the ocean of awareness. 

We must set the scene properly, not just with words, but with the 

very temperature of the moment.

Close your eyes and picture the chaos. We are in Lanka. But do not 

just see a city; feel the heat. It is oppressive, a physical weight on 

the skin. The air is not merely hot; it is thick, choking with the scent

of burning sandalwood and melting gold. It smells of opulence 

turning to ash. Can you smell it? That unique, acrid tang of ozone 

mixed with the sickly-sweet aroma of roasting flowers from the 

demon king’s gardens.

Hanuman, that embodiment of devotion and strength, is there. He 

is no ordinary monkey-god; he is the wind itself, carrying the 

message of Rama’s love and justice. But look at what he has done. 

He has turned his tail into a torch. The flames are not just orange; 

they are a violent, bruised crimson, licking against the night sky, 

turning the darkness into a chaotic strobe of light and shadow. The 

sound is deafening—the crack-snap of ancient timber giving way, 

the roar of the inferno that sounds like a living beast, and beneath 

it all, the frantic screams of the rakshasas. Lanka, oh, that is the 

mind entangled in ego—Ravana’s fortress of ten heads, each one a 



distraction. And Hanuman sets it ablaze with his tail, a symbol of 

how true awareness incinerates falsehood.

The heat is unbearable now. The colors are too bright, blinding 

whites and searing yellows. Hanuman, feeling the scorch of his own 

doing, leaps. Watch the arc of that leap—a golden streak against 

the smoke-filled clouds. He dives into the sea to quench the flames.

Hiss.

Can you hear that? The massive, steam-engine sound of divine fire 

meeting the cold, indifferent ocean. The water boils around him, 

turning frothy and white, a stark contrast to the deep, midnight 

blue of the surrounding waves. The scent changes instantly—from 

burning wood to the sharp, saline punch of salt spray and boiled 

kelp.

Now, here is the wit of existence: in that moment of cooling, a 

single drop of his sweat falls into the waters. Just one drop. It 

glimmers like a diamond in the moonlight before it hits the surface 

with a tiny plip that is lost in the roaring waves. Sweat, you ask? 

Yes, the essence of his vital energy, his prana, his unyielding focus. 

It is salty, potent, vibrating with the sheer intensity of his devotion.

And who is there to receive it? A makara. Swallowed by a makara, 

that mythical creature—half-fish, half-beast, much like our own 

divided selves—this drop germinates into Makaradhwaja. Imagine 

this creature, lurking in the cold, silent depths where the light of the

sun never reaches. Its scales are iridescent, shimmering with 

greens and teals in the bioluminescence of the deep ocean. It 

swallows the drop, not knowing it has just consumed a galaxy of 

energy.



From this accident, from this cosmic sneeze, life happens. 

Makaradhwaja is born in the depths of Patala, the underworld. He is

a hybrid: monkey strength in a fish-like form, tail and all. Picture 

him. He is magnificent and terrifying. His skin has the rough texture

of a reptile, cool and damp, smelling of deep-sea moss and wet 

stone. Yet, he stands with the posture of a warrior, his eyes burning

with an inherited, golden intelligence.

What does this teach us? Life emerges from the unexpected. We 

burn with desires, plunge into cooling detachment, and from that 

alchemy, legacy is born.

Makaradhwaja grows mighty, the guardian of Patala’s gates, 

appointed by Ahiravan, Ravana’s brother—the shadows of ego that 

lurk in our subconscious. The underworld is not like our world. It is 

lit by a strange, subterranean phosphorescence—eerie purples and 

toxic greens casting long, dancing shadows against damp cavern 

walls. The sound here is different, too. It is the sound of dripping 

water, drip, drip, drip, echoing in the silence, and the distant, low-

frequency hum of the earth’s core.

Now, fast-forward to the lesser-known sequel of the Ramayana. 

Ahiravan kidnaps Rama and Lakshmana for sacrifice, plunging them

into this netherworld. The smell of danger is thick here—metallic, 

like dried blood and rusted iron.

Hanuman, ever the devoted one, descends to rescue them. He 

drops into this alien landscape, his golden aura clashing with the 

gloom. At the gates, he faces Makaradhwaja—a fierce battle 

ensues.

Listen to the rhythm of this fight. It is not clumsy; it is a dance of 

thunder. Thud. Crack. Whoosh. The sound of fist meeting palm 

creates shockwaves that rattle the stalactites above. Dust rises, 


