
  
    [image: Days Are Beautiful]
  


  
    
      DAYS ARE BEAUTIFUL

      100 FLASH FICTION STORIES

    

    
      
        ANDREA C. NEIL

      

    

  


  
    
      Days Are Beautiful, 100 Flash Fiction Stories

      Copyright © 2020 by Andrea Neil

      All rights reserved.

      Paperback ISBN 978-1-7334154-4-6

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, businesses, companies, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

      NO AI TRAINING: Without in any way limiting the author’s [and publisher’s] exclusive rights under copyright, any use of this publication to “train” generative artificial intelligence (AI) technologies to generate text is expressly prohibited. The author reserves all rights to license uses of this work for generative AI training and development of machine learning language models.

      Published by 1631 Press, LLC

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Introduction

      

    

    
      
        1/100

      

      
        2/100

      

      
        3/100

      

      
        4/100

      

      
        5/100

      

      
        6/100

      

      
        7/100

      

      
        8/100

      

      
        9/100

      

      
        10/100

      

      
        11/100

      

      
        12/100

      

      
        13/100

      

      
        14/100

      

      
        15/100

      

      
        16/100

      

      
        17/100

      

      
        18/100

      

      
        19/100

      

      
        20/100

      

      
        21/100

      

      
        22/100

      

      
        23/100

      

      
        24/100

      

      
        25/100

      

      
        26/100

      

      
        27/100

      

      
        28/100

      

      
        29/100

      

      
        30/100

      

      
        31/100

      

      
        32/100

      

      
        33/100

      

      
        34/100

      

      
        35/100

      

      
        36/100

      

      
        37/100

      

      
        38/100

      

      
        39/100

      

      
        40/100

      

      
        41/100

      

      
        42/100

      

      
        43/100

      

      
        44/100

      

      
        45/100

      

      
        46/100

      

      
        47/100

      

      
        48/100

      

      
        49/100

      

      
        50/100

      

      
        51/100

      

      
        52/100

      

      
        53/100

      

      
        54/100

      

      
        55/100

      

      
        56/100

      

      
        57/100

      

      
        58/100

      

      
        59/100

      

      
        60/100

      

      
        61/100

      

      
        62/100

      

      
        63/100

      

      
        64/100

      

      
        65/100

      

      
        66/100

      

      
        67/100

      

      
        68/100

      

      
        69/100

      

      
        70/100

      

      
        71/100

      

      
        72/100

      

      
        73/100

      

      
        74/100

      

      
        75/100

      

      
        76/100

      

      
        77/100

      

      
        78/100

      

      
        79/100

      

      
        80/100

      

      
        81/100

      

      
        82/100

      

      
        83/100

      

      
        84/100

      

      
        85/100

      

      
        86/100

      

      
        87/100

      

      
        88/100

      

      
        89/100

      

      
        90/100

      

      
        91/100

      

      
        92/100

      

      
        93/100

      

      
        94/100

      

      
        95/100

      

      
        96/100

      

      
        97/100

      

      
        98/100

      

      
        99/100

      

      
        100/100

      

    

    
      
        Also by Andrea C. Neil

      

      
        Acknowledgments

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      For Durga, who keeps picking up what we keep putting down.
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      On March 16, 2020, I made the decision to begin sheltering in place, in order to help prevent the spread of COVID-19. By that time, it was apparent that the virus was entrenched in the United States and wasn’t going anywhere until it had its way with us. And in March, it was anyone’s guess as to how long that would be…

      In order to stay home, I gave up my main source of income—teaching public yoga classes. And although I initially started out overjoyed at all the extra time I’d have to work on my next novel, it quickly became apparent that everyone’s attention span had gone from short to nonexistent, including my own. I couldn’t sleep, I couldn’t find a routine, I couldn’t settle, no matter how hard I tried. The fear of financial loss was palpable, and fear of the unknown was, on some days, almost unbearable.

      Three weeks into my new status of “stay-at-home procrastinating novelist,” I came across The 100 Day Project on Instagram. For this annual challenge, participants choose a theme, and post something related to that theme every day for 100 days. The 100 Day Project is great for visual artists, since Instagram is a visual-based platform. And I am, simply put, not a visual artist— which is why I failed miserably every time I’d tried the project in the past. But on April 7, 2020, the first day of the challenge, at eleven p.m., I decided to take part and write a story every day.

      I have written 100-word stories for a long time. I find them easy, yet challenging. Satisfying, yet frustrating. Sometimes flash fiction is vague; sometimes it’s incredibly specific. In any case, it’s extremely flexible.

      Writing 100 words every day seemed achievable and familiar, so I went for it. The first few days were fun. Then I began looking a little closer at the stories, and realized that even though they’re fiction, and some seemed to make no sense, they were actually a very detailed and telling account of my experience of staying home during the early days of the Coronavirus Pandemic. 

      Some characters make multiple appearances and have a story arc that spans the entire book. Some characters are now friends of mine, and I have no doubt will show up in new projects. It has been fun getting to know them all.

      As of this writing, we still don’t know how things will play out from day to day. And no matter how much I hate to admit it, it seems to me we have all experienced trauma around this event, on many levels. Some may not be felt for a while yet. I personally have never experienced a more divisive, challenging time in my life. Each of us has had to navigate our way through multiple forms of fear, helplessness and supreme frustration. Most days, it still seems surreal.

      I try to remind myself to look for what I want to see more of in this world. Some days this is easy. Other days, I fail fantastically. But each day I can wake up and begin again is a beautiful day.

      I hope you enjoy these stories, and if you followed along on Instagram as they were released, I hope they brought you some continuity and structure, as they did me. I hope some of them speak to you, or at the very least, make you laugh.

      While someday the Coronavirus may fade away into oblivion, the mark it has left on us will not fade for a long time to come. In the meantime, look for what you want to see, tell stories, and most of all, be kind.

      Andrea C. Neil

      July 2020

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1/100

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        April 7, 2020

      

        

      
        Day 24

      

      

      I returned to my study on the second floor, wondering what to do next. I wasn’t bored; I was never bored. But I was restless. I sat at my desk to ponder my predicament, but my mind wandered. I gazed out the window, noticing the tree that had begun its springtime growth. Out of the corner of my eye, I caught a glimpse of two small black and white striped birds. Most unusual! Closer inspection revealed they weren’t birds, but small cat-like…tigers? And sitting right behind them, on a larger branch, was the mother tiger. Eyeing me hungrily.
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        April 8, 2020

      

        

      
        Crow Convo

      

      

      I needed a break, so I walked outside and sat in my backyard. Crow flew down from a tree and perched on the fence.

      “What’s up?” I asked Crow.

      “The usual,” he answered.

      “But the world is a dumpster fire!”

      Crow shifted on the fence to look up at the sky. “It is?”

      “Well, yeah. I can’t even go to the grocery store!”

      Crow shrugged. “It does seem quieter.”

      We looked up at the sky together. I didn’t know what to say.

      “It’s a beautiful day, you know?” It wasn’t a question on his part, but a reminder.
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        April 9, 2020

      

        

      
        Golden Days

      

      

      Oh, kids, let me tell you about the days when we used to go the store and buy things! It was like paradise here on earth. Yes, that’s right—we would drive to the store, park, and walk right in! There was bread, eggs, cheese…all the foods you could ever want to eat! There was even toilet paper.

      You’re not old enough to remember the days when we could go where we wanted and buy what we wanted. And those were the days when we had money for it all, too! Yes, kids, it was a capitalist paradise.
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        April 10, 2020

      

        

      
        Dammit Riker

      

      

      “Dammit, Riker, I need an answer!”

      Sweat breaks out on my forehead. I’m aware the captain is waiting for an answer, but I don’t have one for her. How long before we hit the invisible asteroid while traveling faster than light? Would we even hit it at all? Is it even out there?

      Modern science and technology should give us all the answers. We’re supposedly the smartest beings in the universe. But we constantly forget there are things we cannot see or know. I’d like to think we’ll remember one day…but till then, I don’t have an answer.
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