The Moneychanger and his Wife
Again he’s interrupted her reading, indignant
at a guilder whittled light. They have velvets,

furs, plate around their fine, tall house; and books

at last, from Venice, Paris and Cologne – an ecstasy

of calf and paper patterned with devotions.

There’s gold enough for him to buy his way

into God’s grace. But still he wants more.

At night, he weighs her breasts like purses,

his hands leave the smell of money on her skin,

kisses taste of cheese and usury. She devours

her Bible, tells her rosary, prays that soon her cumberband
will tighten, that the tall-windowed room

onto the yard will be filled with shrill demands,

the croon of a wet-nurse. For this she would burn.
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