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Hello Guys!

No introduction should start with an apology so I’am gonna save it for later. As for 
now, welcome to thr 3rd edition of EXTRA MILE. This edition has been delayed ever 
since it was announced. We’re facing a lot of issues regarding the content and genre 
of magazine. But it has all been sorted out(with time ofcourse).

Owing to much discussion and peer pressure, the EXTRA MILE has now transformed 
into an art magazine. It is no longer restricted to literature and similar practices. So 
that is a GOOD NEWS. Now everyone can contribute irrespective of his/her talent. 
So what are you waiting for?? Send in your entries for future editions. Hurry! Limited 
Entries.

Now, finally, let’s see what we’ve got here. In this isue we’ve included two poetries, 
a short story, an article, a photoshoot, a painting, some sketches & a book review. It 
is so wonderful to see people of every age group willing to contribute something. 
Aryan’s contribution will surely inspire you to contribute something new. We’re open 
to ideas, so don’t hesitate. Even if you do, just don’t show it.

With everything in place, I would like to request you to continue with this edition. 
This is a compact edition and won’t consume much of your time. This magazine is 
best enjoyed with marijuana, beer, coke, whiskey, LSD and some potato chips. LOL. 
Just kidding. Marijuana will do just fine.

P.S - If you’re still looking for an apology... SORRY... you’ve been mislead.



Poetry

Like little drops of happiness

It sprinkles down the heaven

Cheering up all dead faces

Quenching the rattling thirst

Welcomed and celebrated

Like a guest of honor

Many excited spectators

With happiness of different genre

Some embrace, some evade

For the joy it brings

Only some can taste

Regardless it goes down

With many a fate

Most of us are lucky

While few, curse and hate

THAT THING CALLED

RAIN



Every night

You wander in my dreams

Like a fallen angel

Subdued and selene

Bestowed with exotic charm

A beauty rare seen

Your presence makes me fumble

I lose my reign

Touch me O Goddess!

Take me where I’ve never been

Lend me some purity

Cleanse me, clean

AngelFallenMy



PHOTO-A-SHOOT
Sing

A
Song

Photographer :
Divyam Dwivedi is an out-
of-the-box photographer who 
is always looking to capture 
something surreal. Surrealism 
has always inspired him, and it 
reflects in most of his works. 
Other than photography, divyam 
likes travelling, sleeping and 
spending time with friends.

Model :
Sakshi Singh is a perky 
individual and is always looking 
for something audacious. She 
loves to enjoy life as much as 
possible. Sakshi has a good taste 
for art and food. She loves to 
spend time with her friends and 
is always ready for a travel 
adventure.



“Black and Blue... who knows which is which and who is who” #pink floyd



“Come on baby light my fire!” #Jim Morrison



“We fly high!” #Jim Joe #Mario



In the fluorescent moonlight, he was sitting half naked at 
the bank of a dry channel. There was no sign of water. The 
only thing visible was yellow sand which was shining in the 
moonlight. The upper half of his body was fully exposed 
while bottom half was covered with white dhoti as of a 
typical Indian porn star who is about to get on the job. He 
was a ceramist. Dry clay was still in his nails indicating he had 
made clay-ware all day long.  Small clay grains were shining 
on his wide bare chest even in the moon light. The two 
segments of his chest were too heavy to hold stiff. His dark 
nipples were forced to face earth. 

He touched the hot sand of dry sand bank and found it 
perfect for the craft. 

 On the other side was a huge desert stretched to infinite. 
The continuity of the smooth desert was broken by a huge 
stone situated at the bank of the dry channel.

He looked at the stone and found it perfect for the 
projection.

He started to rub the sand by his magical hands as he used to 
do on the potter’s wheel.  He was doing it like a child playing 
innocently but decisively with his toys. Sitting on his knees 
and face close to the earth, he kept on rubbing the sand as 
if he was stimulating a hidden energy, softly and artistically, 

until… 

A sharp cylindrical beam of yellow light from the sky illuminated 
the stone divinely.

He noticed the sun along with the moon in dark night sky. 
The energy had been stimulated. Sunlight was only allowed 
to fall on the stone as cylindrical beam as if the sun had been 
entirely covered with a large plate with a hole in it allowing 
only cylindrical beam of light to pass through it while the 
other things were still under the luminosity of moonlight.

He looked at the sun and stopped rubbing the sand after 
watching the response. He then started shaping the sand 
in two cylindrical shapes, parallel to each other, and then 
overlapping at some point and changing their alignment 
after the intersection. 

A pair of toned legs started fabricating at the bottom of the 
projection. A sharp energy flame, like a flamethrower of welding 
machine, was shaping the energy into the beautiful pair of legs 
which were overlapping each other at knee but changing the 
alignment above that.

 He took a glimpse at the stone, smiled with a sense of 
satisfaction and again focused on the craft. He collected 
the sand and spread it uniformly in rectangular shape 
above the cylinders. He made a small dent in the middle of 
the rectangle. He, then, cut its two vertical opposite sides 
symmetrically into curves like a primal river stream. 

Short Story

CraftThe



A beautiful flat stomach with a navel fabricated above the legs.

Gradually he was moving up in the body. In the craft he 
was done with the stomach, now what next? He stopped 
suddenly. Something was wrong, something imperfect. He 
looked here and there and started digging the sand next to 
him. He took out the softer sand from the pit. He took the 
sand in his both palms and placed the two hemispheres just 
above the rectangle. 

A beautiful, firm, perfectly shaped pair of breasts started 
fabricating at the projection.

He was happy to see that. He never felt so artistic before. His 
entire life had been spent in making clay ware. But this time 
he was doing it for a reason. He was asked to do it. He was 
chosen. The future of the mankind depended on this craft. As 
he was progressing with the craft, the projection was hosting 
a beautiful woman with long hairs, big eyes, shaped nose, 
rose-petal lips, sharp chin and glowing cheeks.

He looked at the woman. Naked. She opened her eyes. 
Beautiful. 

He stood up and greeted her with respect. She progressed 
towards him and came just at the middle of the dry canal. 
She smiled. 

‘Welcome to the earth’ he said. 
‘You called me Bhagirathi’  said Ganga with grace.

Short Story

Abhishek Dixit, 
an esteemed member of 
team TAB, loves the 
art of poetry and 
short fiction. With 
an exceptional vision 
for the small & basic 
things in life, he and 
his writing reflects the 
very beauty of life.



Cartoon Sketch



Cartoon Sketch



Cartoon Sketch

Aryan Maan,a 
13 year old artist 
from faridabad, 
enjoys sketching. he 
is  in 9th standard, 
currently studying at 
ryan international 
school. Other than 
sketching, aryan 
enjoys sports like 
cricket, football etc



I’ve dealt with some of the stress busters and pre-exam 
stresses in my 1st and 2nd articles. So now let’s have a look 
at a very critical phase, the phase which decides our post-
exam fate, the day before exam. Especially, the phase when 
you are done with the studies and probably prepared for 
the exam, i.e., the POST-STUDY TRAUMA. This is a very 
interesting period as it has its own pros and cons.

Let’s have a look at some of the situations you may 
encounter during this period –

• Unusual irritation (Don’t confuse this with the irritation 
caused by improper and irregular bathing…that’s a 
different case!)
• Free time (Actually time is always free, it’s us who are 
caged)

• More studies (Studying it again and again won’t change 
the syllabus… so don’t bother)
• Urge to call your friends (It’s the primary nature of a 
dominator to demoralize other…  because to stay on top, 
one must make sure that other don’t)
• Fear of failure ( A normal mind retains 60% of what it 
has learnt… so there is no chance of failure… unless you 
are CONGRESS)
• A look at previous year’s paper (Now this is when 
reality dawns upon you…time to study… to books and 
beyond!)
• Take a stroll (Exposure to new environment and 
conditions may lead to loss of data already stored… if you 
know what I mean)
• More food (There’s always a chance of food poisoning… 
I would prefer fast until exam)
• Watch TV (Well if you’re MODI fan then go for it!)
• Close your eyes and relax (DAMN! The secret of 
success!!)

So these were some of the situations you might encounter 
during this phase. Make sure you choose the right ones. 
There is always a slight chance to convert this POST-
STUDY TRAUMA into POST-STUDY RELIEF. Stay cool, 
stay blessed! 

Article
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Painting

Nalin Singh is a 4th year mechanical engineering 
student. Nalin is passionate about pencil sketching and 
painting. His pencil sketches have been appraised by many 
people. Other than that, Nalin enjoys music, sports and 
movies. 



Flash Fiction

He was a good man but always craved for 
peace. His wife and son left him, creditors 
never did.
Can you see the silver lining in his death?

He is free now.

Why is your face red? Are you blushing?
Because I am in love with A.

Now, why is your face red? Are you angry?
Because you are in love and I am not A.

On the great canvas of sky
Where colours of blue and white fly
She adds some strokes of gold and red
Before the sun goes down to bed...

As a mundane day bids adieu
I see an event witnessed by few
Last breath just left; what was living is 
dead
As the bloody sun descends slowly into 
ocean red

Harshda Mangal, 
a law student by 
profession, a writer by 
passion. She has a humour 
based blog running with 
more than 2100 pageviews 
till date. She has also 
been interviewed by one 
blogging site which was received in good 
spirits largely. A light hearted person, 
humorous by nature, loves life as it 
comes!!

Arindam Saha is 
a scientist, technically 
speaking, and a poet by 
nature. A blogger with 
more than 16000 page 
views till date. Winner 
of hindi poem competition 
2013 in IISER, kolkata. 
His poems also found place in his college 
magazine. An introvert according to his 
blog’s tagline. He speaks his heart out 
very logically on every topic he’s given.



Book Review

Review :

“Good story with an interesting concept. Urge to rectify the 
past has never been so strong. A fine read.”

Twice upon a time is one of those books which you would 
be willing to buy during the initial encounters. The title and 
cover of the book are strong enough to get your immediate 
attention. An amazing job there.

The story revolves around a young man Arpit who is looking 
for a way to right the 7 wrongs in order to be together with 
the love of his life, Mannat. In his quest he meets Nishimaya, 
a modern-day mystic. Together they embark upon an 
adventure to undo the 7 wrongs in Arpit’s past.

The concept of the story is quite interesting, and, it isn’t 
time travel(sorry sci-fi lovers). The overall story is nicely 
organized and well executed. Anjali has a strong command 
over the language, which reflects in her writing style as well. 

Title : Twice Upon a Time
Author : Anjali Bhatia
Publisher : Fingerprint
Pages : 300
Genre : Philosophical Fiction



Anjali Bhatia

She manages to create a visual image of all major events 
of the story in reader’s mind. While the main story takes its 
toll, the author brilliantly takes you through the life of other 
characters as well.

Each character has its unique quality and characteristic 
which makes them believable at every step. I personally liked 
Nishimaya’s character. Albeit a bit dubious, but she manages 
to pull-off certain parts of the story. Arpit and Mannat’s 
character are interesting as well.

I enjoyed the overall experience although I was a bit 
disappointed in the end. Maybe because I was expecting a 
different or twisted ending. The story loses its momentum 
towards the ending. The author has given it a beautiful 
ending in respect of the whole story. Maybe if there was an 
alternate ending for the general readers?

But anyways, it was a good reading experience. Looking 
forward for another title from Anjali Bhatia. Judging from this 
read, I’m sure her next concept/book would be much more 
interesting.

Rating : 3.5/5

Book Review



Coming Soon

BLURB
From childhood, the world in which we live, teaches us to 
bury our ‘bad’ past somewhere deep inside us, so deep, that 
even we can’t dig it back and after that just move on.
 
What happens when a 10 year old child, who claims to be 
your future son, comes to you to help you find a perfect 
match for his mother? What happens when eventually you 
start to doubt on his intentions? What happens when a girl 
starts to turn your dreams into nightmares? What happens 
when your ‘Future son’ starts to haunt you? What happens 
when your FUTURE starts to bleed in your PRESENT 
through your PAST? 

‘Hey Dad! Meet My Mom!!!’ is nothing less than a roller 
coaster ride of comedy, fear, love and don’t forget to expect 
the unexpected!

Sandeep Sharma Leepi Agrawal




