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Brisbane Bowie owns a shop 
Down by Drury Lane.
And if you step inside, you’ll find
The contents aren’t inane. 

From her ceiling rafters 
a crocodile hangs.
Don’t cause trouble round the joint,
Or you will feel his fangs.

On her desk, a Hand of Glory,
Cut from a hanged man’s arm.
It lights the way for night-time thieves,
Though it lacks a certain charm.

Little red homunculi,
In vases bred and grown.
They watch the shop when she goes out,
So it never is alone.

The shelves are lined with grimoires,
That teach you secret spells,
For breaking into bank vaults,
And breaking out of cells.

In the back room sits a cauldron,
Round which she sits and brews,
For replenishing her energies,
And silencing her shoes.
And last of all, a dragon squats 
Within the attic rafters.
Half the rival gangs get fed to him,
He saves the rest for afters.

So watch out for Bowie’s Boutique,
Within a region liminal.
You’ll soon find out should you step within,
That magic can be criminal. 

