
THE KEY TO IT ALL
By Muriel Baker


With a clash of the cast iron letterbox
the key hit the floor.
Our turn for close,
the key to the wash house door.

No words were spoken
no rules written down.
Everyone took their turn
as the key went around.

When I was eleven
a big girl, at Secondary  School
I was trusted to follow 
this unwritten rule.

My mum didn’t use the wash house 
as she was at work all day.
What wasn’t washed in the kitchen sink
before I went to school
I took to the laundry on my way.

I often popped into the wash house.
for a gossip and a laugh and to watch
and sometimes turn the wringer
Or see someone’s dog get bathed.

I also put the ropes up
tied to big iron clothes poles 
Built in to the backcourt wall.
Some of the woman couldn’t reach
but I could climb up, and I was tall.

I also washed the close 
starting with clean water 
to do the white painted line
Then the rest from front to back.
Passing neighbours saying ,
‘Hen you’re doing fine 

