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Introduction

In the futuristic novella The Last Breath of Lanka, author Chinmoy 

Mukherjee reimagines the epic Ramayana's climax, where the 

defeated demon king Ravana, lying on the battlefield, whispers 

twelve profound wishes to Lord Rama and Lakshmana before his 

death. These visions, drawn from Ravana's scholarly wisdom and 

regrets, aim to rewrite the laws of existence, healing divides 

between heaven and earth, fathers and sons, and the visible soul 

from hidden sins. Centuries later, in a world blending advanced 

science with ancient mysticism, these wishes begin to manifest 



through groundbreaking technologies like Einstein-Rosen bridges, 

genetic protocols, and karmic lenses, transforming humanity's 

relationship with the cosmos, morality, and the environment.

As the story unfolds across chapters set in progressive future 

eras—from 2050 to 2750—each wish materializes in spectacular, 

sensory-rich ways. Oceans turn to sweet nectar, the moon becomes

a flawless platinum mirror banishing darkness, gold emits floral 

fragrances to curb greed, and the earth stabilizes on a cosmic pillar 

relieving ancient burdens. Deeper changes include universal 

languages that reveal truth through scents and sounds, devices to 

heal historical traumas, astral projections for soul liberation, and a 

planetary symphony tuning Earth to celestial harmonies. These 

evolutions create floating cities, abundant harvests, and a society 

free from deception, scarcity, and fear, where even death is a 

celebrated transition.

Ultimately, the novella culminates in an epilogue envisioning Earth 

as a utopian mandala of light, sound, and fragrance, where 

Ravana's "demonic" dreams redeem the world into divine 

perfection. Blurring lines between myth and science fiction, the 

narrative explores themes of redemption, the power of visionary 

ideas, and the idea that true victory lies not in conquest but in t

Chapter 1: The Dyad of Breath and Bridge

The battlefield of Lanka was not merely a geography of conflict; it 

was a metaphysical rupture where the heavens had scraped against

the earth. The landscape was a tapestry of devastation woven in 

crimson and gold, a horrific masterpiece painted by the hands of 

war. The air hung heavy, a physical weight upon the chest, thick 

with the metallic tang of spilled blood mixed with the acrid, choking 

smoke of burning Pushpaka chariots. It was a scent that stuck to 



the back of the throat, coating the tongue with the undeniable taste

of iron, ash, and the musk of terrified elephants.

Above this carnage, the setting sun was a swollen orb of blood-

orange fire, casting long, distorted shadows across the broken 

earth. As the light faded, it turned the puddles of gore into 

shimmering, iridescent pools of violet oil, reflecting the end of an 

age. The cries of jackals began to rise, a mournful chorus to 

accompany the silence of the fallen Rakshasas.

Ravana, the Dashanan—the Ten-Headed One, the conqueror of the 

three worlds—lay broken upon a bed of shattered arrows. His 

golden armor, which had once shone bright enough to rival Surya, 

the sun god, was now a ruin of dented plates and severed filigree, 

dull and coated in the grey dust of defeat. His breathing had 

devolved into a ragged rhythm, a wet, rasping sound like the tide 

retreating over broken shells. Yet, even as the life force ebbed from

his veins, his eyes—all twenty of them—burned with a final, 

terrifying clarity. He was a Brahmin, a scholar of the Vedas, and a 

devotee of Shiva; his death was not an end, but a transition.

Lord Rama approached, his footsteps silent on the blood-soaked 

soil. He did not carry the aura of a conqueror, but of a student 

approaching a master. Amidst the rotting stench of the battlefield, 

Rama smelled of wild Tulsi (holy basil) and fresh rain, a sharp, clean

fragrance that cut through the scent of death like a blade of grass 

through concrete. The juxtaposition was jarring: the rot of the 

battlefield clashing violently against the freshness of the divine.

"Lakshmana," Rama’s voice was a soft vibration, appearing to hum 

like a distant temple bell, calming the chaotic energies of the war. 

"Go to him. A vast library of wisdom is burning down. Before the 

flame is extinguished, let us catch the sparks."



Lakshmana, initially hesitant, knelt at the feet of the fallen king. 

The ground was cold, but a feverish, spiritual heat radiated from 

Ravana’s fallen form. The Demon King’s lips, stained with the betel-

nut red of mortality, parted. He did not speak with the roar that had

once shaken Mount Kailash; he whispered. And in that whisper was 

the sound of shifting tectonic plates—deep, ancient, and 

fundamental.

Ravana spoke of his failures, not as a warrior, but as a visionary. He

spoke of the "Unfinished Bridge to Heaven"—Svarga Sopana—a 

dream to make divinity accessible to the common man without the 

need for penance. He spoke of the breakage between fathers and 

sons, a sorrow he saw in Dasharatha and Rama. He spoke of the 

visual opacity of the soul, where sin could hide behind a beautiful 

face. As the final wish left his lips, a wind picked up—not a gale, but

a scented breeze carrying the fragrance of the Parijata flowers from 

Indra’s garden, signaling that the cosmos was listening. The Demon

King died, but his dreams began to breathe.

The Aether Institute (Year 2050)

Centuries dissolved into the ether. The wheel of time, the 

Kalachakra, turned slowly until the age of steel and silicon arrived. 

The fulfillment of Ravana’s first wish arrived not with a thunderclap,

but with the quiet, electric hum of a server farm in the Swiss Alps.

The Aether Institute had been working in secret to stabilize a 

macro-scale Einstein-Rosen bridge. Their theoretical framework 

relied on a newly discovered particle, the "Atman Boson." Unlike the

Higgs, which endowed mass, the Atman Boson reacted only to 

conscious observation and high-frequency intent.

The breakthrough occurred on a Tuesday evening. Dr. Chunmun 

Singh, the lead physicist, watched the telemetry data. The equation 



for the portal stability was no longer linear; it followed a recursive 

geometric pattern similar to a mandala:

Dr. Singh watched as the containment field bathed the laboratory in

a light never before seen on the visible spectrum—a shimmering 

iridescent violet that seemed to possess depth and texture, like 

liquid amethyst suspended in the air. The sound that accompanied 

this light was not mechanical; it was a resonant, multi-tonal chord, 

a Low G# that vibrated in the marrow of everyone present, 

reminiscent of the ancient Om chanted in cathedral acoustics.

By 2060, the Aether Links (Project Svarga) were fully operational, 

fusing organic nanotechnology with celestial blueprints. In Mumbai, 

the link rose from the Arabian Sea, resembling a blooming lotus 

made of spun gold and hard-light filaments. In Manhattan, a vertical

column of pure white light pierced the clouds, smelling faintly of 

ozone and crushed diamonds. Near Mount Kailash, the Himalayan 

Gate was a swirling vortex of emerald and sapphire energies, 

humming with the sound of wind instruments.

When mortals stepped through these bridges, the sensory 

experience was overwhelming. They reported a sensation of 

weightlessness, followed by a rush of warm air scented with Parijata

flowers—a fragrance at once spicy like saffron and sweet like 

jasmine. The visual transition was a kaleidoscope; the grey and blue

of Earth dissolved into the rose-gold skies of the stratosphere and 

beyond. This connection healed the biosphere. The portals acted as 

entropic vacuums; they drew in smog and carbon, leaving the air 

near them smelling distinctly of petrichor and lightning—the scent 

of a storm that cleanses but never strikes. The waters of the 

Ganges ran clear, reflecting the indigos and teals of the firmament, 

while forests glowed with bioluminescent veins at night.


