VIETNAM: FIVE POEMS (horn Light Run)
a drizzling rain
washing their blood into their blood
tonight. . . wishing
the lightning were lightning, the thunder, thunder
the hyena:
outside of night-laughing
 VIETNAM: POEMS (1973)
the dead
come apart:
downpour
a fly
comes to taste . . .
his wound
bodies,
legs straightened,
one row
boom
go the guns,
bowels
Some of the differences between the two series are immediately apparent. The later poems are shorter. Words are used more concretely, dropped on the page in unorthodox, startling arrangements. This enhances the surreal effect. The later poems are also more bluntly experiential. It is not only that they are shorter, but there is less of a narrator's voice. In the earlier poems, there is someone "wishing," making us conscious of a suffering human presence. In the later poems, the anguish is conveyed more directly and forcefully to the reader by the absence of any narrator's experience. They are written so impersonally that they have the quality of combat photo-journalism, bringing the reader right there among the wounded and the dead. The poet is merely our means of transportation to the scene; any value judgments are left to the reader to make. In the last poem in the series, the feeling in his bowels as the guns explode is conveyed with one word, forcing us to experience that feeling ourselves. By leaving so much unsaid, these poems convey the horror and shock of war as successfully as any I have read. It is worthwhile remembering Bash5's words here: "The haiku that reveals seventy to eighty percent of its subject is good. Those that reveal fifty to sixty percent we never tire of."45
McClintock's later haiku continue in this direction. They are generally shorter, more surreal, bluntly experiential, using words more concretely and less grammatically. Some of his experiments seem almost to be returns to the sort of fragments and non sequiturs found in TRIP TRAP. These two poems are from a 1974 issue of Modem Haiku:
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