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Mind your manners, keep them tight,  

Or you’ll power the farting light.  

Carting Lane will hear your glee,

And the banshee comes for thee.
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Chapter One: The Deepening Fog and the Sullen Lamp

In the beating, chaotic heart of London, a city that prizes progress and blinding light, there lies a geographic wound called Carting Lane. It is not merely an alley; it is a distortion in the urban fabric, a crooked little street where the chill is heavier and the shadows are denser than anywhere else. The lane is shoehorned between the theatrical majesty of the Strand and the gilded opulence of the Savoy Hotel, existing as a perpetual, narrow sneer at the modernity that surrounds it. The buildings here, dating back to the Great Fire and rebuilt with haste and ill-will, lean in conspiratorially, their upper floors seeming to nearly touch, forever trapping the gloom below. The stones underfoot are perpetually slick, not simply with rain, but with a cold, greasy residue—a faint, oily sheen that even the hardiest street sweeper avoids, instinctively feeling it is a symptom of the sickness beneath.

Most passersby, rushing toward the promise of electric light and entertainment, barely notice it, dismissing it as just a sliver of forgotten alley. They hurry by, drawn by the irresistible glamour of the Strand, never catching the heavy, damp chill that lingers in its perpetual twilight. But those who live and work within its sphere of influence—the market porters moving crates in the predawn hours, the late-night street sweepers who know the city’s true rhythm, the old cab drivers who refuse to turn down its length—walk quickly, heads down, fingers clutching anything they believe to be lucky. They know the geography of dread, and [image: back of savoy.png]
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