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Hello and welcome.
| am Yiad the fleq,
and this is my
best friend,
Boxton the rat.

Down o
bit more ...




In fact Boxton is more than a friend.
You could call him my friendly home from home.

This is where | live, on the fur between Boxton’s ears.



Boxton is great. He knows where the tastiest
rubbish is and where | can get a little
snack of blood off a delicious human.

We have to keep moving
because for some

*"" Boxton, and the ones |
bite always seem to get
the plague and die.




we'd found a nice
warm bed on the floor
of the baker’s shop
in Pudding Lane.

Boxton had feasted on
bread crumbs ... and I'd



A light flickered gently in
the corner and smoke curled
around the ceiling . ..

We were full up so we lay down to sleep.
The night was warm and cosy;
it was almost hot for September.



| leapt up and started hopping around on
Boxton's head. He was dozy and did not want to
move, but | bit him hard. That woke him up!




The flames were burning brightly in the huge
wood pile that the baker used for his oven.
The fire was blazing up the wall and was
now moving across the floor towards us.

We had to move quickly. | held on tightly to Boxton's
hair as he squeezed through a gap in the door.




We were free, but the fire had spread to other houses.

All around us people were running and
screaming. Some were carrying crying children,
or pulling carts piled high with furniture.
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Te | btit nf ve moved wmﬂght be squashed
o orfeét,aor wheels.
~ We ran (well Boxton ran,
| shouted encouragement).




He scampered along the
cobbles, slipping through
the mud and leaping over
puddles of smelly water and
around piles of horse poo.
I clung to his sweaty back,
terrified that I'd slip off.

Finally, we came
to the edge of the
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Boxton stopped,
: ponting loudly. ~
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The wind blew, fanning the inferno and the
flames went from red to white. Smoke filled the
air m&ﬁﬁ’g"‘ﬁé sky dark and the falling ash
scorched our tongues and made us choke.
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We looked back and we could
see soldiers blowing up people’s
homes. Buildings were collapsing

\and now there was a gap between

the burning houses and the |
ones that could be saved. But
still the fire burned the wooden

walls and thatched roofs.
A ﬁ b o _{“':r-"‘- -



Sparks were flying around and some
landed on Boxton’s tail and singed
his fur. He squeaked and jumped and
ran once more past London Bridge.

The bridge was full of people and soldiers, so we turned
ond headed towards the Tower of London. Boxton's
nose was quivering. | could only smell burning wood,
but | knew that my friend had sniffed something else.

On he staggered until we came to a garden.



He put his precious possessions into the hole,
some bottles and a small, stinky parcel.

In the middle of a patch of soil knelt a scared,
chubby man in a long coat and wig. He was
digging a hole and talking to himself.

“It will be safe there, Samuel.” he was muttering.

Looking around he checked that no one was
watching before he covered it and hurried awoy.
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Boxton crept closer to
. where the bundle had been
on the ground. There,
‘where it had leaked, lay
crumbs of cheese! Boxton
bent down and gobbled
each piece before sighing

and lying down to rest.
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* Slowly we turned to follow the crowds
trudging .along the road.

Ahead of us were fields. People put
down their belongings and startes
to make shelters out of blan




It looked like we would be camping here for some
time as in the distance the fire continued to rage.

FACT FILE

The Greot Fire of London't:umed for 3 doys from Znd SENM’ZGQ

It storted around 1 o'clock in the morning, ii\’lht_hdmy
of Thomas f?mner on Pudding Lane.

Come on, Boxton,
let’s find o nice, snug tent.
| need o bite to eat.

.~ There was no Fire Brigode so people hod to work together carrying
woter ond pulling down buildings to stop the fire, After the fire, private
fire brigodes were started, but it wos onother 167 yeors [not until 1833)

that there was one organised fire service across London,

Somuel Pepys lived in Seething Lone near the Tower of London,
He wrote in his diory that he buried his wine and his parmeson
cheese to sove it from the fire. The fire wos put out before i
reoched his house.

b, body knows exactly hovm people died in the fire.
. Officially there were six deoths [including the boker's maid)

but many poor people probably did not get recorded.

g N\
:.& Ipusmds London refugees left with whatever they could carry.
~~ Theyset up comps In the fields oround London.




