
Landscapes: the Journal of the International Centre for Landscapes: the Journal of the International Centre for 

Landscape and Language Landscape and Language 

Volume 4 
Issue 2 Sustainabilia Article 31 

January 2011 

Salt on my lips Salt on my lips 

Sue Clennell 

Follow this and additional works at: https://ro.ecu.edu.au/landscapes 

 Part of the Poetry Commons 

Recommended Citation Recommended Citation 
Clennell, S. (2011). Salt on my lips. Landscapes: the Journal of the International Centre for Landscape and 
Language, 4(2). 
Retrieved from https://ro.ecu.edu.au/landscapes/vol4/iss2/31 

This Poetry is posted at Research Online. 
https://ro.ecu.edu.au/landscapes/vol4/iss2/31 

https://ro.ecu.edu.au/landscapes
https://ro.ecu.edu.au/landscapes
https://ro.ecu.edu.au/landscapes/vol4
https://ro.ecu.edu.au/landscapes/vol4/iss2
https://ro.ecu.edu.au/landscapes/vol4/iss2/31
https://ro.ecu.edu.au/landscapes?utm_source=ro.ecu.edu.au%2Flandscapes%2Fvol4%2Fiss2%2F31&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
http://network.bepress.com/hgg/discipline/1153?utm_source=ro.ecu.edu.au%2Flandscapes%2Fvol4%2Fiss2%2F31&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages


Edith Cowan University 
School of Communications and Arts 
Centre for Research in Entertainment, Arts, Technology, Education & Communications 
The International Centre for Landscape and Language 
Landscapes ISSN 1448-0778 
 

 
 

Landscapes Vol 4 Issue 2 Summer 2010-11 Sustainabilia 
The Journal of the International Centre for Landscape and Language 

www.landscapeandlanguagecentre.au.com 
                          Editors Glen Phillips and Andrew Taylor ISSN 1448-0778                          126 

 

 Salt on my lips by Sue Clennell 
 

Salt on my lips 
from the land 
and I think of farmers 
trying to spin straw into gold. 
“That’s the risk they take,” 
said one young blood, 
talking of the unseasonal rains 
decapitating the crops. 
 

Salt on my teeth, 
the sheep as grey as the paddocks 
huddle around the dams. 
“We’ve been brought down 
to our knees,” 
she said as we looked over 
a CWA stall and licked 
jam and cream off fingers. 
 

Salt on my cheeks. 
The butcher proved his skill 
with throwing knives at balloons, 
the MC fiddled to piano 
accompaniment and youngsters 
livened the country folk up by 
singing impromptu rap, 
all aimed at forgetting 
salt in their blood. 
 

Sue Clennell has recently released the poetry CD ‘The Van Gogh Café.’ Her poems have appeared in 
Poetry NZ, Westerly, Studio and The Weekend Australian. 
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