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The shrill tones of the flute cut through the air, accompanying the earth-rattling rhythm of the Japanese taiko drum. The roadside facing Atami bay was bustling with men and women, some accompanied by their families, all wearing their summer robes. Their soles pressed into sandals under the midnight air in which the vestiges of the harsh midday rays had dissipated. Several yellow, upside down beer crates were lined up in a small lot along the roadside. On top of the crates were a couple of plywood sheets. Upon this simple stage stood we, performing standup comedy to those who had their sights set on the viewing area for the fireworks festival. 
	The standing mic in the center wasn’t made for standup comedy; it didn’t pick up sound too well from the sides, so my comedy partner, Yamashita, and I took turns putting our faces to the mic and flinging our spit on it, on the verge of devouring it whole. The audience so important to our livelihood did not even stop to watch, but instead, the mass flowed into the viewing area. Those countless smiles in that innumerable crowd were not ones made for us. The festival band was atypically intense, drowning out our voices. You could probably only hear our voices in a one-meter radius from the microphone. We would just look like two people talking if we did not tell jokes at least once every three second interval; however, the risk of people thinking us unfunny would be far too great if we did try unreasonably to tell jokes once every three second interval, so we didn’t think it necessary to take it upon ourselves to go through such great trials and passed our allotted time with unabashed expressions of reluctance on our faces.
	The fruits of our labor were not sweet in the slightest, so I do not quite remember our material too accurately. My partner asked me:
“What wouldya hate for your parrot to say to you?”
And I at first I responded:
“So how’s that nest egg going?”
Then, I listed all these things that a parrot wouldn’t ever say, like: “You should put something in that negative space over there” “I need to have a word with you” “You haven’t been looking at me since yesterday… You gonna eat me?” and “You’re a loser.” 
My partner nodded his head in listening and stated his opinions, but for some reason he reacted irregularly to the “You’re a loser” line and began to laugh to himself. Right then, the people passing in front of us were only be able to make out his laughing, but since his laugh was voiceless, only making a sound when he was taking air in, we were pretty much just two guys standing there. My partner’s laughing was the only saving grace. But then again, if I came home feeling accomplished from my day to a bird who said, “You’re a loser,” I would probably want to set its wings alight, if only a little bit anyway.
[bookmark: _GoBack]No, on second thought, I would feel bad for it if I scorched its wings. Rather, warming your appendages with fire from a lighter could be traumatic for animals that fear fire. But to a bird, it would be nothing short of a spectacle to light your own wings on fire. Thinking about that made me laugh as well; however, the people passing by us showed a surprising amount of disinterest in us. Well, there were some people who did show interest, but it was just groups of people furrowing their brows or flicking their middle fingers at us and going about their merry way… It was extremely unpleasant. I would find myself crying if my parrot were to tell me “You’re a loser,” after having been done in by such feelings of ostracization. Just then, explosions rang out over the sea behind us, echoing off the mountains.
I had wondered why the crowd’s faces began to glow prismatically red, blue, and green,  and so, without thinking, I turned around when the second wave of explosions came and the whole sky bloomed with a phantasmagorical display of fireworks, their vestiges shimmering, growing gradually dim. Without waiting for the natural drop in the incited cheers, what came next was a large firework display of what seemed to be a willow that hung there in the darkness. While the countless, tiny sparks lit up the night as they fell careening to the beach, the crowd let out an even bigger roar. 
Close to nature, Atami’s beaches are encapsulated by mountains. It was here that they lit fireworks, one of man’s most majestic and beautiful creations. I felt a primordial, existential, question begin to rear its ugly head: why had we been called to this place that contained all creation, both natural and man-made? The sound of the echoing fireworks drowned out my voice and I felt despondent at how diminutive I was in all of this. The respect that I had for nature and the fireworks was the one, simple thing that kept despair from totally gripping my being.
…
