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A Homage to Bang Haiku M.Motegi

Ah,Bang Haiku! It's a very short verse,a shriek or a cry uttered
radiantly in the dark from an abyss of Mr.Hamshige’s cryptic soul.
It's a needle verse,a sword verse,and a spear verse,

which will soon pierce through the mediocre world of Haiku in Japan
to utter death. It's a keen axiom,it’s a keen maxim as well.

Here I'll celebrate the birth of a metaphysical poet from the Spirit of

Elegy.

Beauty is for everyone going away,
For everything perishing away.
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Too heavy in mind
To sing any more.
So,alas !

I began to write.
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There !

In a corner in autumn,
We see brier berries
Filled with love and hate.
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Your hands are better,

Better than a paperplant(an eight-hand tree).
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Yours too !

Yours too !
Mine too !

We are all the same !
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I want to shake down
All the stars in the sky
Here to the ground.
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Dragon’s beard
Elegantly
Gathers the blue of the sky.
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From spring, Spring is in full bloom.
If you take yellow off, There’s no knife

What color remains ? To cut my throat with.
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Irises in the field Lying at full length on the ground,
Irises in the pond. I feel myself asked by the blue sky,
This is May itself. 'What are you?"
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We till and till our soil
One hundred times.
Then and there,

we are able to see a radish bed completed.
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I take a midday nap
Under the great leaf of a taroimo

On the mud piliow.
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A disaster

Thunderously
Dropped to the ground,
And became a rock.
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We cope with Time,
Running as fast as Angel Idaten.
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Unbeknownst,

Unbeknownst, All the questions

I walk alone Our deep soul asks,

On the moon. Those will be a light shining on us.
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