






 
  

 
 
 
 

 

 

Member Learns and Grows through Creative Writing Special Interest Group 

A Little Rebellion 
Submitted by Mari Astell, Class of 2018 

This morning I was feeling a bit out of sorts, and even a bit angry, if you must know.  This pandemic has gone 
on long enough, the cold, blustery weather is making it hard to get some much needed fresh outside air, I have 
a conflict in today’s schedule with two things I was really looking forward to, and to top it all off, I woke up this 
morning with my third migraine in a week.  Allergies are the pits, and life sucks at the moment! 
 

I did, however, manage to show “life” what-for this morning.  I can’t believe I actually took a shower and did 
NOT squeegee the shower doors.  Ahh, one point for Mari!  One little piece of victory in my corner. 
 

I do feel a bit guilty and had to really coach myself on this one.  After all, who in the end, will have to pay for 
my meltdown?  Me, when I have to actually scrub the doors when next I do a deep clean in the bath.  However, 
for now, it sure felt tremendously freeing! 
 

I have always followed the rules in my lifetime.  I was the perfect daughter, the one who never stayed out 
beyond curfew, even though it was my own, imagined curfew.  I was the one who never drank alcohol, 
smoked, or skipped school.  I even had to be talked into skipping class on senior “skip” day.  I was frugal with 
my money, and never asked my parents for anything beyond my usual share. 
 

I must admit, after several life-threatening medical events in my lifetime, I have become quite selfish.  I figure I 
deserve a bit of self-indulgence after what I have been through.  I no longer work outside the home, but rather, 
stay at home pursuing my many passions.   
 

First, I painted.  I painted on wood, slate, tin, furniture . . . you name it, I painted it.  It was a craze back in the 
80’s and 90’s.  Folk art it was called.  I spent hours and hours painting, and made perhaps, ten cents an hour 
selling my wares.  But it wasn’t for the money I painted.  It was for self-enjoyment. 
 

When folk art went out of style, I returned my concentration to quilting.  And here I remain.  Quilting to my 
heart’s content.  I quilt table runners, quilts, wall hangings, tote bags, purses, you name it – I quilt it.  When we 
moved to this area three years ago, my husband chose to build the layout of our new house according to which 
style would give me my own sewing room.  I have decided to keep my husband around for a little longer. 
 

I make sure none of my little rebellions (temper tantrums) never hurt another person.  They just make me 
happy, to think I have gotten one over on someone or something.  And if I want to eat chocolate ‘til I am sick to 
my stomach, well . . . that’s ok too! 

 










