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This final poem is given its power by all that goes before it. The passing of time is felt inexorably throughout the piece. Emptiness, futility, and a vague uneasiness are implied by the repetitive rhythms of the prose, and by the negative images that recur. The poem captures one moment in which we realize, too late, how many moments flow by without capture, and how empty they can be. The complexity approached here is greater than that of Solstice. Both poems and prose work together to deliver a message about the barren reality of modern urban life, which cannot be paraphrased in one statement.
In his haibun McClintock manages to deal with much more complex subjects than haiku can handle alone, yet retains the essential haiku mode of perception and expression. The language is precise, suggestive, and direct. The pieces transmit their messages through images; there is no obtrusive narrator summarizing or judging the experiences presented. Prose passages and haiku do not repeat or explain each other, so that the reader must enter in and complete the leap from one section to the next, much as he must connect the various elements within one haiku. Utilizing haiku itself, and haiku techniques which are incorporated into the prose, McClintock creates his own version of haibun, demonstrating some of the many and varied possibilities of this genre in English.
McClintock is more than a poet and an experimenter; he is also an active critic and theorist concerning haiku and literature in general. Although he does not expound in any one essay a total and coherent critical outlook, we may piece together, from various articles on theory and criticism of other poets in the haiku magazines, his views on the nature of poetry and criticism in general, and haiku more specifically.
 In an essay called "The Tyranny of Form" McClintock proposes that both art and life are organic, not rational: "We do not live in a Lockean universe: the analogy of the clock, of the timepiece, has been thrown out and replaced by the organic tree . . . The universe is not a machine." As art and life are, for McClintock, "two aspects of the same thing," what holds true in analysis of the universe necessarily follows for analysis of art. Neither may be dissected logically and made to fit into neat categories. Therefore he feels that the form of art can never be set or dictated, for "one does not grow a tree well, nor grow a tree straight, by building a roof over it."48
 Art is oblivious to whatever set of rules and forms the critic may apply to it, and continues to evolve and grow according to its own inner sense.    Here we may recognize some of the basic tenets of New Criticism. The poem is a microcosm, responsible only to itself, and must be judged according to its own internal criteria. McClintock continues,
Always, we must first regard the art object, the haiku poem, as an intrinsic unit bound to obey none but its own self-imposed laws. It is, like all literature, a linguistic texture that cannot be judged
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