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"Unfinished" Part 2

Naomi NAKAOKA* Hiroko KUROSE*

It is only a few years ago that we heard of a haiku poet Sumitaku Kenshin (real name; Sumitaku Harumi) who
died young and his book "Mikansei — Unfinished—". In it, 281 haiku are carried and all his haiku are
so—called "Free—Meter Haiku". His works are featured in many haiku magazines and are highly evaluated
by many experts. We are deeply impressed by his life and works, and have decided to translate them into
English so that as many people as possible can appreciate them.

In our college bulletin No.39, we published 140 haiku of him. This paper carries 141 haiku (the latter half of

his works).
L ® ik LY MNP OREDREE EHL
|BEHELFLESBI OB T THFEREEHEDE TRE In early spring
Bl Folyg #2HEL. #Hokwz228 19055140 coldness of an X-ray machine
HEBF UL, SENE THRsER) F0212B0WT, &b 1 I press to my chest

4 182 HRT 3,
|V R AV S DAY T[N RN R b 13k (A
Through X-rays

........................................................................... I have my lonely heart
peeked in
BECBIEAECRhRL HESACE>TLE > RO
My face My cherry blossoms
reflected on the window already scattered
shows no sign of spring on the drip bottle
STWHICHRW I AREREZWLV N U BEREE, XSASLRIDZADHB
Coldness of X-rays Desire of suicide
I draw a deep breath blazing in flames
into my thin chest deep in my heart '

*—HAtE (X
Tak104E 8 A2vH 23
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BHILBIABRMKLWERO D
My youth;
is it spring

s0 lonely?

Bich Tz 3 TWEERES
There in the sun
my shadow
thin and pale

HERBATHILEDEDOR
Two eyes
at the window on the hill
look down at the night

BidhiZnPhdoRIETHLS
Opening my eyes,
I see unpleasant things;

I close them

BAXBENWESKRDIENWIW
Cold rain is falling;
they say

spring is coming

BEOCKTCHSNANADEZLS FIZho
My son has grown old
enough to say "Bye bye"

on the telephone

OEBERBHELNWEILTTWDI XS S
- Cardiogram exam
I hear lonely beats
of my heart

wWhenFdEOIAOHEEND
On a cold morning
nothing but the backs

of people going away

FEZBAJCIrOERBOHRLE
A familiar voice
calling to me

after opening the door

B HE405
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HMUCATCHLIHBICE E>IDHLTERE
While lost in talking
the stars have grown

more and more distinct

BEH->THer3bkhrirBrd B
I'have
my head shaved;

the warmth of the sun

F®, WbrdbSh2HOHICOND
How happy!
Bathing in the tub
full to overflowing

KBBOVEDVEDHES>TWVWBER
Each drop
of water

is a smiling face

ZHEBEDOAR2BBBHEND
Hot water flows
with a smiling face

floated on it

EESVPAMTIEDB|EI >TWND
The traffic lights
blink on and off
like the pulse of night

HEROBWEREE
In the spring wind
how heavy

the door is!

PYhroAFIOI2BHIrINTVS
Since morning
the drip makes me

bend my head

S3TELEVWIHDDOEEOWELRS
In the dim hospital room
I am alone, listening

to the sound of the rain
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Bhid—HEER TS BNH 5

By the window ‘
all day long I watch
the rain falling

2B NTHLHITELRN
With my head down
I walk on the street

There is no shadow

AL TERVEETHAZLTNS
With my sickly body
I give a lot of trouble .

to my parents

RETNRIECARICIENWEDH 2
Lifting the eyes
I find how vast
the sKky is

DILEDPDOBICKRTABIRZIAY
In the faint sunlight
get together

men and sparrows

BZIHLOEDB MY UiziznwTWD
Living in poverty
the rain is tapping

on a tin roof

Faeh= vy —DglollLiR3
- Being permitted
to take a shower

a rainbow in the morning

PREBRVLDEARACLINTRS
Thin and skinny, but
my one and only body
I wipe it carefully

REFTHDPHLWVWEZR TV
Father and son
we are alone, looking up
at the lonely stars
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BADLERLDDPZIHAWVWT S TR

A white blouse
I can recognize you

even from a distance

WMATCWRHICKDFEEEITShi-

I was told
in my bad ear
of my friend's death

WATWDIED LB EELE
I stagger because of my illness
at my feet
ants begin to work

COREBNIENERZED I
Summer is likely
to come
after I climb this slope -

PHLERLAPEZTCBORNT X
You can say "Mommy"
but

you, motheriess boy!

BNTHLHNWTHFIET L OV
Though I walk
on and on my shadow is

always before me

BrozAdHTNnD
The moon
getting drunk
hangs in the sky

MNEERESLI NV IDBLAR
Early in summer
a graéshopper hops
high and far

H&EoESTABELTNS
The pale shadow
of her parasol

I am in love
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BhoDiE0BEEICHL
I climb to the top
there, the sky

leading to the summer clouds

HEOWUMBT TN
The face of the mountain
in the mid-summer

is destroyed

HFOFENEART Y PICEDDH S
Our talk wanders
from the subject
my hands in my pockets

FRIEIRESNLBRWEE >TWS
1 wash my face
I can't show it

to my son

MERBRTBICHAU TSN ERBWIER?Z

The black wreath
put together against the sky

expressionless

BEREIFBEAOCBRICHEE S
At a quick pace
the night is far advanced

on the faces at the funeral

EBIR->TRkEZEDIZEEND
- An umbreila
coming home late at night

is folded up

MEHVRWEIZE 4D
There is no one else
Isit

by the wall

BOLOEECKID
I cough very hard
grasping the night

tightly

(1998)

BUKS>BLIARICYH AV
Meeting you again
I watch with you

the moon so thin

BMRBSEEWIM L yFvy—ICHikb3

In rainy season
it is cold

I lie on a stretcher

O RBE < DT D HIRE
Sick in bed
as low as my eyes

a swallow is flying

HLEmbdbnwhH>35HOEL S
Sitting face to face
with loneliness

I take my chopsticks today

HhgEoglnwah»>
A short shadow
quarrels with

another shadow

—ADKT2H ST LRITTNS
For myself alone
I light up the room
brightly

HMCZRWEIBWTWS WD
I can't hear
They say

a bird is singing

RIDOFEILLEEDNEES
At the ceiling
night is far advanced

without any sound

FELL EUNEZEDNIE>TNDS
Tired of waiting
an umbrella

is standing

(1)
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BB ENREB>TVWERSHOAHICT S

A drip is hanging heavy
I commence taking

a meal for today

RXMDPOAHITTWHWIHEOEXK
It is raining in the street
with its mouth open

stands a mailbox

HLETELEFE TR EDGDOTS O
A swing
creaking with loneliness

after the rain

KBIZEHZ SNTNWBRKHDH S
The ceiling is there
supported
by the ice pillow

BHreomETHALTCHIBEN EHL
The blood from my chest
I hold it up to the light;
a cloudy sky

BEROHIWEHIPMBEEELTWS
At dead of night
a fine needle searches

for a vein

GEHREVEO>BR2LLAOH WL X

One window each
one moon each

How lonely it is!

HEHITTRNBRWTFOEXICHS
Too weak to take him up
I sit as low

as my son

I 7oAy FoRBIZLIESATWE
In the morning
I am bound by the shadow
of the blinds

BAXKT OGO —YRH
I flee to the window
the changing of the sheets

in the morning

HBOX>@EXCHREIICHIMS
So light like the wind
I step

on the scales

WO LZR{BATWEEERZXS
Night falls
before I know it
I see his back off

KEICHD T TCH->THELS
Leaving my head
in the autumn wind

I get shaved

kB EES B CREER2ADIT S
With fireworks wide open
I find my shadow

on the road

vehrlzEbozEIRNAS
My shadow
parts from
a group of the shadows

BLEPDOHMCIIAMERLLNTRS
After taking a bath
I begin by wiping
my deaf ear dry

HLBOWHEORLTHEIIHMTL 3
In a sultry room
though I kill one ant

comes out another

WADWBHEEHRLE LD
A gloom
of being sick

It begins to rain
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BEToTWA2HLWFELHS
With a lonely hand
I am stroking

my face

FIIDAIEEEDNTW D
Have I been called
the deaf

even by my son?

B W E R E 407

(=+)

KEBEOICSFLEDREFDETH B

Crouching by the pool
we ﬂ_nd our looks.
those of Father and Son

BPDPUH LAz
With a slight fever
I feel
the road sloping

MeBRWERT Y PIZFELH B
There is nothing
in my pockets
but my hands

HLWE»rPSMPOUTELE
Lonely fingers;
I find my nails

too long

BICHTHRE COEBOIG
Out in the sun
the way to the hospital
looks distorted

FICvE LEEEDETWS
My paralyzed face
I make it laugh

in the mirror

ES3LES3RnWEKroAIT
It can't be helped;
I swallow it

together with medicine

(2)
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—AOHLWPEILTTWDS
I am alone
making the sound

of loneliness

FHOIETHLODELESED I LIZL
1 stub out
a tip of my cigarette
and every part of words

UOHEShEFHOEREREDPKIZRD
About the subject broached
we come to the conclusion;

cigarette ashes

BoOo#EzFE-TCAPES
Through the passage of the wind
straight up

the moon rises

EAE HBOANOERBATHS
A dragonfly,
with its thin wings

sick in summer

WOBREL VW CHREREE< RS
The heat of the summer
I become nervous

with my taciturn wife

BROoE UMW TKEIND
A spoon for rice gruel,
chilly and cold,
is put at my pillow

BhidwnwEREBEFEL TV
On a rainy day
it is cold
I talk over the telephone

BOWEL > TIRLHHPRY
Carrying a heavy cloud
on my back

I have nowhere to go
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B E D2 LHORREMLE
In the morning
I put on a hearing aid

The birds begin to chirp

MPZLEREZFPFOVLDETORE
Alone in a hospital room
I hear the door creak

on a rainy day

BNHOEIZE L L2ihix<
In the depth of night
I swat down a mosquito;

it is still buzzing

VDETUIEHERNEEFBOLEFEL DTS
A line of rain
falling down

calms me down

MEBICE>DIOHEEND
The buzz of a mosquito
following about my hearing aid

I shut it up

FHHEATHIRIEBEATWE
With my hands
a little sweaty
I have a bad dream

BEAE-o9cERBRITHLIA
Straight toward spring
the snew on the road

is melting away

RE, P VWEWEELELE
Rain cloud,
sad and bitter feelings
begin to drip

S ROAPETFHME L
Unconsciously
imitating the father

my son bites his nails

b R

BLHLHOB-WENEZ 2
Wiping the window
I can see the town

on a cold morning

Al ELNZREE ST
The stone mountain
quarried out

autumn is coniing

FREEHTKOIIER L TW3
Out of the hospital room
breathing

the autumn mountain

BHBEICUHATHEZNEEREA
The stones for the cold tomb
standing side by side
against the blue sky

BoREVWHALSNTHS
The morning moon
on the cold windowpane

I touch it

ATHRERITTRETFRED L2035
I warm his hands
after passing through

a crowd of people

BREWLUDPSBY TE -
Autumn
comes down

from deep mountains

H#d»b, W72
The moonlight,
my cough

is pale

Bum Lz <bhTuni
Autumn is lonely
A mosquite

bites me
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BHDBVEIHD-T?S
In the moonlight
a cold shadow

is singing

HARAMHOZIEEZTWD
The morning moon
still in the sky

I reflect on yesterday

LT ETHREOHEDES
As far as [ can see
_spreads out
the cold blue sky

GHETIBEORWDBTFEEINT
In the evening glow
I look for my dear son;

his face I can't see

VICARELEDITTWEEWEE
Beyond the desk
the moon is going down
What a long night!

hENRVWERKBOY LI FA 7HEBIND
Intolerable feelings
A knife is pressed
to the apple

WE, HOWMEIFEL B
- The sound of rain
falls deep into the pond
at night

BrOEFP—-ADKT S
A shadow
reflected on a shoyi

emits a lonely cough

ABESKERE RE T
1 can see
the chimney of the crematory

on the mountain in winter
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WEWERORD D LS TEETHS
A cold night
Wallpaper peels off,
dangling

FROH®REZLOZDT < (3)
Cold is the moon
on the water in a dipper

I rinse out my mouth

HBEH B ZVWHEREATNS
The scales
standing in line

on a cold morning

FahTABos vy R 2IFLL
Bath permitted
I flip
soap bubbles

BUEOREEDESZ AOBT
With the wind
someone runs pit-a-pat

down the corridor

ZXEsBELISICOBEDESRE
Even the chopsticks heavy
It looks like rain

at any moment

ABBENERELE
The moon
makes a sound

keen and cold

WATOWMBIZBWITONEHMWER LS

Hurried up
by the lights-out announcement

my son waves his hand

H<FEVR-THEHIENLTWS
His little shoulders
wet with rain

nestles up to me
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AZE DD CHEEINEEINH S

With the moon
sticked on

the window is closed

KEF. ZhETn3B
The sound of water
winter

is coming

ALEDORPREROAERTAD
After a long absence
I come into my home

lobking up at the moon

TRBRATRIA
A puppy
soaked

to the skin

SBLOHWALTWY
A prayer to Buddha
my breath

white with cold

PRl BRI LEZR2EDIR S
Winter comes around
shutting me up
obstinately

SOOI NEAOH ZHLE
Turning around
1 see my shadow

in the moonlight

Wb LD DRI RS LEE S THTO

The rain covers the time

with ginkgo leaves

damp and sticky

HEHERULSTHEPDPRENVWEZLDE
A lonely night
someone

begins to laugh

FEEENE TRER, £02 R <

ER
(1) Hiz%H
lose hearing because of illness
(2) PR AR RREE
facial nerve paralysis
(3) HARHH%
at Higashi Honganji Temple

BbbiZ

EEEHLIMEERTINLLHEEI OSH LT, HE
HWETERREH) £28 1005514 08G0ERERRL
THE, MAARIERR - THHER2WEREWE.

Lot BELREADEREUERLEADI P > EZDOTH
EWISZTERRD oM. RMEL LTEIMILROEAER
FoHRADERZHITH > TN ENWEWSIHELH D,
FRLEABRAE T CLERRBAES L >THEREINT
WEDT, SO FREm] IKRDMAR,

Fh. U THoTHEIERSFRLTEThRNEK
SIZENS T RIS RBFFd, 2O LICELTEE
BEho2dbTH D,

EiZ, 22— YoMRY 7 FriFhidBEiccsE
BETFEVDITHLOWIBEROS - -, AW IR
DOHAEBIZERZHRLE 0D, FENERT D LT
ARHFEGORICH ZHP =27 I p@lEE, 22
~IBREZLTCEDIDREBFEBIIHMRLTIINSTH S D
y

SHEDS HICHADEANAT VTR ODULERFEOR
HHERERCESHEs2EZ. RafiicoBAROAGRLTEA,
FIZERBHRE., BEAZETOHRIOULREL TS AT
Hh, Fh, BERCBEBLTEIENEUIEELE L. ZED
LTWBATHE EbD o=,

HiEF 2 biZ, HHBOHGTH 2056, ELWFHROD
DRL2TDREIZLELESIDET RNA XEFE o0k,
Fhiza LTihvEbsd, HHBTHZOTE—-T-0&n
BV STNIZEFIEDLSERVWY., 3FFoERiFLEhiEne
FE L~

WiE X, WEORBR 75V ABLDISEOEKIE
SEDLTWEOT, ENORkEHRALNDS L5 REY
REBDLICSWESD D LEb iz, EBREROBRB T
EHbEHAXED. BCEAH. Bl EURKETCRRT
2DIEIHF Uiz, ’

BEEOHTE TRE/f 228 192 RR LKL T, &
B HRELREOWMAICETETHEHKZRERIZLSE
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Rok. LARICHADERHIXEZTH2HHNORDES, 3
ThERBIT2C LB LIERBLLE. RzBR NP
SYHAFELHEBOMAKLODWVWT, HITHTGIIDWTH.,

Ho WL TWEEWVWEES, 5
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