
                        Reflection 

 

 

English Section 

 

                            LITTLE THINGS 

                                                                                        

 

 

 

                

 

 
          Kritika Dubey 

                                                                                                                 STD- X H,Adm No- 4107 

 

 
Little things 

They don’t think we see 

Are the things 

That matter most to me 

 

Little things 

That they ignore 

Are the things 

We should’ve thought about more 

 

It is because of these little things 

They shape the mind 

Look inside 

They are what you find 

 

Little things 

That you forget 



Think about it 

They are what you regret 

 

But these little things 

They’re what will stay 

When you forget who you’re 

And lose your way 

 

It is because of these little things 

That you left astray 

They’ve made you what 

You are today. 
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Here after many centuries, 

The time has come to sound the gong, 

Throughout the ages, a veiled message, 

I deliver a secret through a song. 

The one opportunity, to kneel before her bones, 

A secret passed through generations, 

The location of Holy Mary, 



Only known to the secret Trinity. 

 

The Priory group only choose the worthy, 

The ones who are the clever enough to ace the game, 

And the ones, who can understand, 

The secret conveyed through the song so grand. 

Beneath the scar on the face of Paris, 

Lies what we seek, 

Awaiting under the starry skies, 

A secret that beckons the one who tries. 
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‘Little Grace Trod, 

Was a little too much bored . 

She wanted to find the road, 

Where every fairy soared . 

In this witty tale, 

Little Grace goes to sail. 



In the wide open sea, undiscovered and unseen, 

Many creatures are yet to be seen. 

Being a backbencher, 

She loved stories of adventure. 

The parents said ‘No!’ to adventures, 

But she wasn’t that obeying creature. 

The parents continued to harass, 

“You will get into such a mess’’. 

Now we come to Little Grace, 

Who matter-of-factly says, 

“This thing is not an animal, 

Nor a bird, neither mammal”. 

But this is the bitter reality, 

The ‘Thing’ was a biting kitty. 

Now she ventures to pull the tail, 

And she is forced to wail, 

“Ouchie-Ouchity-Ouch !!’’, 

Now she was forced to crouch. 

The bite being so deep, 

She started to weep. 



To wipe the wound, she found some moss, 

Upon seeing it, she exclaimed, “Gross!!’’. 

After wiping she would confess, 

“Why, did I get into such a mess!?’’. 

It really wasn’t the right season, 

So she quickly got the reason. 

In seconds, the rain began and the clouds tore, 

And her mouth went utterly sore. 

She wanted to shout, 

“How am I supposed to get out !’’. 

As the wound was again being wiped, 

She made sure to get her ‘Story’ typed. 

The story is the one, you are reading now, 

You must be saying “WOW!!”. 
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'Beep! Beep! Beep!', shouted Praveen's alarm clock. " Ugh! Why must today out of all days be a Monday? 

The day when I want to get a decent sleep!", said Praveen in a grumpy voice. Then, he remembered. Today 

was his first day of his maths club! He instantly lost all sulkiness and hurriedly got dressed and ate 

breakfast. At school, he couldn't stop talking about it. His best friends, Rahul and Seema were greatly 

amused at the sight of him. " Why are you so excited about a subject most of our classmates despise?", 

asked Rahul in a rather shocked tone. " Um, Maths is so cool! It has all sorts of different sorts of formulae 

and cool numbers such as pi and....", he blabbered on. 

He was so enchanted in his talk that he failed to notice Rahul and Seema getting up to go to their classes. 

At the end of the school day, he, along with Rahul and Seema went to the Math Club (Rahul and Seema 

only went because Praveen knew nobody else and was very shy). As soon as Praveen entered the class, he 

realised that he was going to love this place. He made a lot of new friends and learnt many new facts of 

mathematics. He loved maths and treated it almost as a God! However, it would all change that fateful 

night. 

Praveen was so tired that night (due to an overload of homework), that he fell asleep almost as soon as he 

hit the bed. However, moments later, he woke up to a very strange sight. Except for his bed, nothing in this 

place was a part of his bedroom! The ground was red and there was a smoky smell in the air. Although 

Praveen couldn't feel anything, he was sure that there was smoke and ash coming from the ground. As he 



wandered about, he saw something strange. A great giant almost 20 feet tall, rose high in front of him. He 

looked in horror at its red eyes and sharp fangs. Then, the back of this giant came ablaze and it screamed in 

a horrifying deep tone, " I AM THE MATHS DEMON!!!" 

It swung its huge club at Praveen, who narrowly missed it. Then, he saw the demon sending pluses and 

subtraction marks to attack him. He found a giant sword on which ' The Ever-Chivalrous Sword of Pi' was 

written in bold letters. He used it to attack the math symbols and then, against many square roots and 

exponents. He battled his way through many such opponents until none was left. Then, sweating and 

gasping for breath, he looked up and saw the demon laughing shrilly and bringing its club down on him. 

"NOOOOOOOO!!!!", shouted Praveen. 

Suddenly, he woke up with a start. He felt himself and pinched himself to make sure he wasn't dreaming. 

Sweating profusely, he decided that he was better off not trying to sleep again. In the morning, Praveen 

announced to Rahul and Seema that he was leaving the maths club. " WHAT! Are you sure you're feeling 

well?', Reema said, checking Praveen's forehead. " Ha ha, very funny. Anyways, I have decided to pick 

another club which I think is safer.", said Praveen. " What! Which club is it?", asked Rahul and Seema at the 

same time. "The Bungee-Jumping Club", replied Praveen and he hurried off for Chemistry. 
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A nine letter word, whose terms in our society is a woman who SITS at home. My mother is a housewife 

and she is among the most hardworking women I have ever seen, she works hard all day to keep the house 

in it's place and it's really hard to see her SIT (as they term it). Then why do we term the housewives as not 

working?? my gratitude to all the women who work outside house boundaries but my salute to all the 



women who work at home all 365 days a year and get double work load on festivals, they have no question 

or opportunity of a leave, and the best part, they don't get paid for it. They do a job which is filled with 

selflessness and generosity, a job which needs to be recognized as a job!! Women empowerment has 

grown over years and is still growing but still deep down; there are differences between women involved 

in corporate jobs and house wives. It needs to be understood that a housewife does not sit in the house, 

she works hard all day without any complaints so that her family can come back home feeling relaxed and 

comfortable. She is worth recognition and respect from the society and from each one of us. We owe them 

a lot and it's hard to repay them back. Hence, a humble request to all the ones reading this men, women, 

children, uncles, aunts, EVERYONE. If you introduce a house wife to someone next time, tell them, "She is a 

housewife and she is a working woman!" 

 


