BEEFORE READING
1 Complete these sentences about the Groat Fire of London.

a The fice heppends in [he year .. .

1 [ 1866, 2 [] 1936 5 [ 1292

b The fire starts

#1 gt a baker's 2 [ inthestreet, 3 [ in someang’s
perdon.

¢ The fire stops . . .

1 [ alter ten hours. 2 :J“ alter five days. 3 1 after three months,

The Great Fire
of Londer

A It of people are il because there are
pats in all the streets and the hooses.

by 1pival ciesl o big ond maFrew not vy i pab ananmel ke & bid mause;ibis
I=porant [mn alen thry il c2n make |..|.-.||n |II




Thomas, Harviet and Mary make bread for two hours,

| One evening, o balker, Thomas Farviner, and
his daughter, Harriel, are making bread.

[t 1= Late, “We must work quickly,’ Just then. Mary, the boker's maid, | Then Mr Farriner’s wile, Anne Hareiet sod Mary 2o up o bied.
says Thomas. *We need this brepd COMmes in. ' calls down o them, “lime lor bed, Thomas takes the bread from
You're late, Mary!® says Thomas, girls,' she says. the oven.
borey. Mr Farriner,' savs Mary “We're just finishing,' says Harrlet.
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‘Good, The fire is neacly owt now,”
thirks Thomis,

Thomaz!” calls Anne, “What are

Youwdoings I's very late.

An hour later the baker's shiog s on fire.

irg this is red and hat, and it Borss ot nal hurning with ro tre on fire when samathag is o fire, i

b el Kok and byming

"Walkee up girls! Wake up!’ cries
Anne. “The house 1z on el

|
Quick. Open the window, Bays
Thomas. ‘Let's 2o up on the roof:

wiarke up 1o stap slezpong

ory b ool or soy nnisily

raaf 1he 1o of a Guldmg
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But Mary siays on
the roof of the
baker's shop.
Tump over herel”
they all cev, “Jumpl’
Tean't,’ says Meary.
I'm afrakd.’
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Talleww o o aler somigm

Iramanz thing tna hilféeasd thing




Just then, someone brings o ladder. Thomiz,
Anne and Harriet quickly climb down.

Tean't” says Maryw T'm poing back. says
"TMease help mel’ Thomis. “We can't
leave her, Wail here,

| ‘Don’t 2o, Thomias!
crits Anne. ‘Look,
i Lhis Biouss |2 on
Mre, too.

Ten minules lager . . . |
'(Jh mother,” savs Harrlet. "Poor

Mary. she's — she's dead. lI |
Thon'Lery, my lowe,” says her mother. ".,ll'-

‘Look al our shop. our things, our home!” says
Theomas. “We have nothing. What can we do now
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There is o strong wind, and the fire spreads quickly to more houses in

Pudding Lane, “Where are the fire-lighters?” everybody asks,
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The people in the strect begin to ask:
“Where is the Lord Mayor of London:
‘He's aisleep in bed,” says an old man.
‘Wi want the Lond Mayor!' cry the people.

| lives in Maiden Lane,” says the

Bt the fire i oot of conteol, and soon

all the houses in Pudding Lane are on [ire,
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“What canowe dof' asks Anne. "We
o't stay here!

‘Let's po down 1o the River Thames,
| eries Thomas. ' Follow me!’

o s Tined the Lord Mayor. He

chief fire-lighler toa Boy, 'Tle
mst come quickly
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I ar dillerent part of Londomn,
| Samuel Pepys is asleep in his bed.

part some, 0t eot all al somaihing

Papys Tpuparl

T

. I’
' | ] [T
;3 Al home he writes o diarey every day. |

B T

Eavernmenl (e people wha wark
will R king ba dezisie what ligppe s

Pepys has o maid called Jane. AL three o'clock in the morning she comes
to Biis room. “Wake up, sirl’ she says. There's a fire in the city|”

diary A book whara pou write 2o
whal hzppare awdry diy
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Pepys goes o the window and
lowks out across London.
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sl i big five," he says to Tane,
' going Back Lo bed, Good night.”

s

An hour later, Jane comes back,
*Sir, there are more than three
hundred houses on fire!’ she cries.

glohis peopbe wear aie
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Pepys jumps out of bed, He quickly

s on his clothes
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‘[ st go to the Tower of London,” says
Pepys. ' can see everylhing rom there,

Mear the Tower, Pepys
meets s good friend,
Eichard Moore.

"Whal's hoppening?’ asks Pepys,
IU5 very bad news,” savs Moore. 'There's
i big fire down near the river, Everybody
says It's out of contaol)

They climb wp the Tl (o
the Tower. It i5 now six
o clock in the morning.

tower a ol culding naws when scmeone eis o

something nis

J oy

& Big clouds of smoke arc beginning to spread acrass
EE London. Bells are ringlng from every church i the city

i lonk! Some of the hatises nestr
London Bridge are now on Mre.

“‘Let’s run down Lo the Hiver
Thames, cries Pepys. ‘Pechaps we
can help the people there.
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Pepys and Moore arrive at the river, Crowis of pengle

are running down to the river bank, The fire is now in the nest streed

|

F‘zupitlﬂﬂ leiwe their houses with _l mwyhucly witnts & boat on the
Lhir hﬂ_udzi full. They are carrying Fiver. “Over herel” cries a young
thelr things awsay from the fire. mn to the people in the -|.'|LI'E'|.|.:-i.

I'm fArst,' savs an old woman.

Three people climb quickly into
one ol the beals. It s the Fartiner
| Fanily from Pudding Lane.,

Growd i of paonks topether fall wath things in e boak yiow by ponass webar indhis

bank where you tas welk nest (o arry 1o kaks
A raer
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Ttz Thomas Farrner from Podding Lane,” cries 8 man in
the crowd. “Tell us about the T in your baker's shopl®
Thomas is [Fightened, ‘L. . Umooet a baken” he says,

T have a lower shop in Cal Sireet,

The Farriner family leave quickly Pepyvs and Moore walk nearer to
and go down the fver in the boat. B the five. There are cloads of smaoke,
and thousands of rats arve b the

sireeis, They are running foem the
hurning honses.
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jual then, they meet bventy lire-Tizhters ouiside o |'|ll|:'J'III'JL hUIIIﬂ:In" They
are putting water on the fire but it is spreading quickly.

“Can vou stop the lre?” Pepys asks the chiel Ore-Mighter,
“It's o good,” he snswers. There's nothing we can do,’

‘But vou must bloww up the bulldings in front of the firel”
sarys Pepys, “Then it can't spread to dilferent parts of the city”

B

‘But we need Lo ask Thomas
Eludwarth, the Lord Mavor,”
says the chiel fire-lghter.
“Where is her' asks Pepys,
‘Mobody knows,' he answers. |_"'¢‘-

il

autside i fromt ol

Blom up o feeak inte smzll
piaces nozily

“What can we do?’
shotts Moo,

W must speak o
the King.” says Pepys.
‘Comie on, Let's find

a boat, We can goup
the river to Whitchall
Palace. Perhaps we
can speak to the
King there,

Pepys and Moore go guickly up the River Thames. Tt is eleven o'clock in
the morning but the sky is black with clowds of smoke.

w T
I The wind is stronger, &nd miny streels arc now on fire. The houses on

London Bridge are burning fast, and people are jumping into the river
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What's your narmes

“Waik lvere, sir, savs Uhe guard,

They arrive at the Palece of Whitehall.
“We're here to see the King,” says Pepys ot the front door

" asks the guard,  §°
‘Samuel Pepys.

A crowd of men 18 standing oulside the door. They are all talking excitedly.
| Wi mmast weait for raln,’ savs one old mian.
*Mo, we must bring more water from the rver,” siys a voung man.

guard a man whe slopes penpli: fram
droimd il 5 Dedk2ing
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| “What do you two think? the
young man calls to Pepys and
Mloore,

|_]"|_'-'|'_|:|r:2 walks over Lo the ceowd of men.
There is only one solution.’ he says.
e st blosw up the buildings in
front of the lre”

Suddenty, everybody govs qulet.
‘Blow np the bufidings in front of
the fires” says the young man, He
is surprised.

s, that’s right,” says Pepys.

Just then the puard cries: The King
wanls in see Samuel Papys.
Mo Pepys s surprised,
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Pepys ooes inli Lhe King's room.
Your Majesty, this is Samuel
Pepys,” =ays the guarnd,

‘Good morning, Me Pepys,” says
the King, 'l hear vou bave news
about the fire, Is this troe?”

e, Your Majesty,” savs Pepys.

“Ihe lire is pow out of control,
Your Majesty,” says Pepys, "We

| must do something very quickly
| Bul whal?® asks the King,

"The fire-Mghters mse blow up the
houzes in fronl of the fre” says

“Yes!' eries the King. “That's the
solution! We must blow up the

houses, Then the lire can't spreacd.”

Wour Majesty yau =1y the when you
talk 1o g kirgd or g gueen

| The King writes a letter, "Give this
| letter bo Thomis Rludworth, the “You must find him!” sys the King.

—
‘Nobody cin find him,” says Pepys.

Lored Meayor," he savs, ™

Pepys and Moore o outside at once and jump into the King's corch, Fepys

‘Faster, faster!” calls Pepys 1o the coach driver.,

W

|s carrying the King's letter. They drive madly through the narrow streels. §

letbar @ piecs of paper wihwreng  ceach a kind of car wih hors:s madly quickly 2nd withzut thinking

| it if; 0 sared {10 sameone
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'ET—:!]'EII] fer In the end, Pepys inds the Lord Mayor, b, here you 2
e . ared” Pepys cries angrily ‘Everybody is locking for you?’ -':||| :
H‘ Fl i I _”‘_i { [ust then some of the King's
: 3, 2 g soldiers arrive.
! Elin il g } T g T “Lord Miayor, we are here (o
o = S} ﬂ blow up howses,” says ane of
B {;‘.- i the soldiers.

s, savs Lhe Lord Mayor,
‘Good luck! I'm going home
powe, 1 dhred and dicty, and 1

P | 7 A 3 z want to change my clothes,
f CA “| 2 _ 2 '.If 1 ) ¥ JZL ‘But .. . Lord Masor. Waitl' call
T i : %, 3

4 Lhe soldiers.
1 - ‘Hello, Pepys,” says the Lord Mayor. | Goudbye,” says the Lord Mayor
T &= U'm very tived — L mnst sit down,” T

The soldiers pull down houses
and Blow up shops, IS now mine

‘Here 15 a letter from the King,' says Pepys “You The men biow up gome houses bt

must blow np the buildings in front of the fire. they are very near W the fire.

‘15 no good,” savs Pepys to the o'elock on Sunday evening. Pepys
| soldiers. “You must blow up and Moore go home.
1 buildings one street away from the

lre.”

— ] F———— " ———

1 know,” says the Lord Mayor 'L want to pull
| down houses near the lre but nobody listens Lo
me. People don't want to lose thelr homes.”
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For three more days the Great Fire of London burns. Frightened people
and hungry rats run madly through the streets,

Wl

i wiia 'l‘“ ;' I

The fire spreads to the most Important houses and churches in the city.
(1 5t Paul's Cathedral burns day and night.

b b b on let

fdroat W b or yenrtan

"_Dn the fourth day the wind changes direction and the fire slowly stops.

‘'he fire-fighters stand and watch [or the first time In days.

Aany pecple come back Lo look for their
houses and shops but they find nothing.

|
At home Pepys beging (o write about the [ire in his diary. He kinows the
apvernment must work i Lot to help the people of London,

direction whire somelhing = g




Five days later, Pepys and Moo - = ‘ Fifty vears later Londen 15 a very dilferent city. There are no more old
clirmb up the tower of the last H ' ;

Lk S parrow streels in the city centre, but beautiful wide streetls instead.
church in the centre of London. [ £ i : - : ‘ And & new 5t Paol's Cathedral stands not lar from the banks ol the

River Thames. But the most important thing is .. . .

PN
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... there are no more rats. _‘ 1‘]
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They look over the cits:

“What i black day,’ says Pepys. Over thirteen thousand houses and ninety
churches - - . and now there is nothing,

‘Dot feel bad shout that,” says Moore, ‘Tnstead let's remember
something important. Only nine people are dead.”
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