® i a

IO

tvler:
Hib S(.U!'}’

Tyler:
His Story




OXFORD

UNIVERSITY PRESS :
Great Clarendon Street, Oxford OX2 6DP
Oxford University Press is a department of the University of Oxford.
It furthers the University’s objective of excellence in research, scholarship,
and education by publishing worldwide in
Oxford New York
Auckland Cape Town Dar es Salaam Hong Kong Karachi
Kuala Lumpur Madrid Melbowrne Mexice City Nairobi
New Delhi Shanghai Taipei Toronto
With offices in
Argentina Austria Brazil Chile Gzech Republic France Greece
Guatemala Hungary Italy Japan Poland Portugal Singapore
South Korea Switzerland Thailand Turkey Ukraine Vietnam
Oxford is a registered trade mark of Oxford University Press
in the UK and in certain other countries

Text © Roderick Hunt
Ilustrations ® Alex Brychta
The moral rights of the author have been asserted
Database right Oxford University Press {maker)
First published 2010
All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced,
stored in a retrieval systerm, or transmitted, in any form or by any means,
without the prior permission in writing of Oxford University Press,
or as expressly permitted by law, or under terms agreed with the appropriate
reprographics rights organization. Enquiries concerning reproduction
outside the scope of the above should be sent to the Rights Department,
Oxford University Press, at the address above
‘You must not circulate this book in any other binding or cover
and you must impose this same condition on any acquirer
British Library Cataloguing in Publication Data
Data available
ISBN: 978-0-19-911918%
1098
Tlustrations by Alex Brychta
Printed in China by Imago
Paper used in the production of this book is a natural, recyclable praduct

made from wood grown in sustainable forests. The manufacturing process
conforms to the environmental regulations of the country of origin.

Acknowledgements: The publisher and authors would like to thank the following for their permission to
reproduce photographs and other copyright material:

P3 Iguasu/Shutterstock; P3m Leigh Prather/Shutterstock; P4tl Blaz Kure/Shutterstock; P41r Ragnarock!
Shutterstock; P4ml The Print Collector/Alamy; P37 Ragnarock{Shutterstock; P38 Valentin Agapov: P38tl
TSRfShutterstock; P38t Valeriy/Shutterstock; P38ml Mary Bvans Picture LibraryfAlamy; P28bl Eric Gevaertf
Shutterstock; P38hc Mary Evans Picture Library; p38br: Feor Babkov/Shutterstock; P39tl magicinfotof
Shutterstock; P39ar Classic ImagefAlamy; P39ml Worid History Archive/Alamy; P39br The Print Collectorf
Alamy; P38-39 Blaz KurefShutterstocl; P38-39 Jakub Krechowicz: P38-39 Picsfive/Shatterstock; P40 Blaz
KurefShutterstock.

Time Guardian

Before you begin ...
Dear Reader,

o

Before you begin this Chronicle, you should

‘know that Biff, Chip, Kipper and friends have

become Time Runners. They are based in the
Time Vault, a place that exists outside time.
Their mission is to travel back in time to defeat
the Virans.

Virans are dark energy in human form. Their
aim is to destroy history and so bring chaos to
the future.

The Time Runners have to be brave and self-
reliant. They have a Zaptrap, which is a device to
capture the Virans. They also have a Link, which
is 4 bit like a mobile phone disguised as a yo-yo.
The Link lets them communicate with the Time
Vault. Apart from that, when on a mission, they

are very much on their own!

Theodore Mortlock




A science lecture,
early 1800s

This was an age of discovery! Scientists were making
important discoveries about the way the world works. They
began to realise that everything in the world is made up

of a few simple elements, like oxygen. This news gripped

people’s imagination. Everyone wanted to learn about

sciencel

Chap‘ter 1

“ }t’s a bomb!” yelled Tyler. “It’s going to

blow the place up. Get everyone out!”
He raced towards the line of fizzing flame
and sparks.
“Stamp on it!” he shouted. “It’s a fuse!”
In front of him was an open trap door.
Then he was falling into a dark space. His
body twisted. His arms jerked. As Tyler hit

the ground he felt an agonizing pain.
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“Tyler!” said Wilma gently. “Wake up!”
Tyler was asleep in an armchair in the

library with a book on his lap. He opened

his eyes. “I was having a bad dream,” he said.

He began to rub his leg. “I get this ache in
me leg, ever since the accident.”
Wilma frowned. What accident? Tyler had

come to the Time Vault from the past. Who

was he, and what was his story?

Kipper was messing about in Tyler’s

techno-chair. He sped through the library as
Nadim appeared in the doorway, carrying a
chessboard set out in a game that was half-
finished.

“Whoops!” shouted Kipper. The techno-
chair skidded. Nadim sprang aside, but the

chess pieces flew off on to the floor.
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“Kipper! You idiot!” Nadim shouted.

“You’ve ruined our game.” ‘
Kipper jumped out of the chair and began
to pick up the chess pieces.
“And I was winning!” complained Nadim.
“Don’t worry, Nadim,” said Tyler. “I’ll put
them back. I can remember where the pieces

went.”

%

Tyler’s words made Nadim even crosser.
“You’re too clever by half, Tyler,” he
shouted. “And Kipper! You’re just a pest.
Now say sorry!”

Kipper threw the chess pieces back on the
floor. “I won’t! You’re a pain, Nadim.”

“Hey! Stop it!” said Wilma. “We don’t

want any trouble in the Time Vault.”




Chapter 2

Biff and Wilf were playing pool in the

games room. Biff took a wild shot.
The cue ball flew into the air. There was
a tearing sound as Biff’s cue ripped a long
tear in the cloth.
“Biff!” shouted Wilf. “That was stupid!”
“Don’t call me stupid,” said Biff, hotly.
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At that moment, the Link in Biff’s pocket
buzzed. Wilf’s Link went off too. “An
emergency?” Biff gasped.

The Link was a hi-tech communication
device. Biff snapped hers open. Wilma had
sent everyone a message. It read, “Urgent

meeting. Library. In 10 minutes.”
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Chapter 3

When everyone had arrived, Wilma
said, “This messing about has to
stop. We’re beginning to fall out.”

She was right. They had been having fun.
Things had got out of hand. Kipper stared
at the floor. Biff looked uncomfortable.

Wilf didn’ct agree. “Come on, Wilma!” he

protested. “We’re just letting off steam. It’s

boring with nothing to do.”
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“Boring!” shouted Tyler. “You know
nothing! Try living like I did once, with no
proper home. No books, TV, computers,
mobile phones. Imagine no place to wash
yerself or go to the loo. Imagine huddling
in a damp; stinking shelter with no bed to
sleep in. Imagine just sitting there, cold and

hungry, staring at the rain all day. Then

you’d know what boring means!”
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They looked at Tyler in surprise. Wilf
hung his head. “Sorry, Tyler, I didn’t know.”

“My mother used to get cross if I said I
was bored,” said Tyler.

“You haven’t spoken about your mother
or father before,” said Wilma, gently.

Tyler sniffed. “That’s ’cos 'm an orphan.
Both my parents are dead.”

There was an awkward silence. Tyler went
on. “If I tell you my story, maybe you will see
how lucky you are.”

This is the story Tyler told them.
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My mother was beautiful. She was
French. My father was an officer

in the British Navy. He was killed at sea in

1801. It broke my mother’s heart, ’cos after
that, she fell ill and took to her bed.

The night she died, she was having a job
to breathe. I ran to get a doctor. I banged
on his door and sobbed, “Please come! My
mother’s ill. She needs help.”

Pll never forget what he said to me.

15




“I'm eating my supper! If she’s that

French woman, I’ll come in the morning.”
And he shut the door.

But he never came, and by the next day I

was an orphan. I was nine years old.

After my mother died, the landlord said
we owed him rent. T had no money so he
took my mother’s jewellery. Then he told me

to get out of the house.
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I had no one to turn to. T had nowhere to
go. I packed a bag with some clothés and a
few of my mother’s things. Suddenly, I was
homeless, like a street urchin.

It’s not easy to find places to sleep in
London. The first night, I huddled in a
doorway.. But a drunk woman saw me and
grabbed me by the throat.

“P’ll ’ave that bag,” she hissed.

Luckily, I was wearing all my clothes to

keep warm. But she stole everything else.
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I was always hungry. I ate what people

threw out, half-eaten or gone rotten.

I soon met the street urchins. They wore

rags. Most of them stank. They had bad
teeth and filthy, matted hair. They used to
steal things to survive.

One of them told me the best place to
sleep was up on a roof. “It’s safer up high,”
he said. “You can keep warm if you find a

hot chimney to warm your back.”
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Every day, I used to go to the big market
at Covent Garden. Stuff from all over the
world came up the Thames by boat and was
sold at the market - silks, spices, china,
coloured glass, ivory, even things like
monkeys and parrots.

I tried to keep myself clean and tidy. I
didn’t want to look like a street urchin. They
stole things and people chased them away.

I did jobs round the market. I might get
paid with an apple or a stale cake. Once, a
woman gave me a farthing. It was not much,

but I bought a broken comb.
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Chapter O : It was hard to keep warm at night. One
day I stopped outside a big building called
the Royal Foundation. It was where people
went to read books and learn things. People
were outside queuing up to hear a science
lecture about magnets. .

“Is the lecture free?” I asked a man.

“Yes, anyone can go in,” he said.

“Good,” I thought. “If they let me in I’ll

have somewhere warm to sit for an hour.”

One day, there was bad news. It was
18th May 1803. Britain declared war

on France. Napoleon’s army was getting

ready to invade England.

I was reading about this in a newspaper,

SR

when a man said, “I can’t read so I'll give

you a farthing to read that to me.”
“I'll read it to you for a penny!” I said.

“How about a halfpenny?” he replied.

G

So I did. It was easy money!
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I went to the lecture. I was amazed at the
things magnets do. The way they have a
force field, or make a swinging metal arrow

point to the north. After that, I went to

other lectures. One was on stars and planets.
Sometimes, I went into the library to
read. But on some days the place was shut.

Important people like scientists, explorers

or writers would meet there for big dinners.

i

I was pretty good at climbing on to the

roofs of buildings by now. And at the back

of the Royal Foundation, I saw a half-open

window high up on the roof.

I shinned up and found I could slip

through the window into the attic. It was
- crammed full of junk, but in the corner was

a pile of dusty old curtains. At last, I had

8

found a dry, warm place to sleep that was

safe.
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After a week, I began to feel brave. So one
moonlit night, I crept down the narrow attic
steps to explore the building.

It was like a great house that a lord might
live in. It had a wide staircase with portraits |
on the walls. It was dark and silent but I
crept like a mouse. I didn’t know if anyone

was living there.

Downstairs there had been a late dinner.
No one had cleared away. Left-over food was
still on the tables - meat, bread, jellies and

fruit. T was ravenous. I began to tuck in.

But suddenly, I froze!
I heard low voices. Then the dim light of

a lantern cast shadows on the wall. A man I speak French. I heard words like flames’,

. 3 5 :
and a2 woman were prowling through the fire’ and something about France. One of

dark rooms! I dived under a table. My heart them said something about ‘destr oying

beat like a drum. To my surprise, they were science’. They used the words ‘candle’ and

. . .
speaking French. explosion’. It meant nothing to me.
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When I was sure they had gone I crept
back to the attic. It was hard to sleep. Why
were two French people creeping around in
the dark? Britain was at war with France,
so were they secret agents or spies? Did
they mean to set fire to something or blow
something up?

How could I tell anyone what I had heard,
and where I had heard it? Even if I did, who

would believe a street urchin like me?

26
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ROYAL FOUNDATION |

PUBLIC LECTURE
EXPERIMENTS AND
OBSERVATIONS
—= 0N
DIFFERERT KINDS OF AIR. 1177

JOHN DALTON F.R.S. '
27TH 0P JUNE 1803 AT
a2PM

Jhen I read about a big science lecture
at the Royal Foundation. Famous
scientists and important people were going
to it. [ heard that even the Prime Minister
would be there.

The lecture was about oxygen, and how
things need oxygen to burn. If there’s no
oxygen, flames go out. It was new science.

People didn’t know much about it.
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The day of the lecture, I sneaked into the
lecture hall early. It was soon full of people.
A tall man ordered me out of my seat, so |
crept to the front and sat on the floor.

The lecture began. The curtains had been
drawn to darken the hall. Straight away,
the scientist lit lots of candles. He said that
oxygen was one of the elements in the air.
Things like candles could not burn without
it. A candle went out when there was no air.
A glowing ember burst into flame when it
was put into pure oxygen.

Then T remembered! The French
people had said ‘fire’ and ‘flame’. They
had said ‘destroy science’. They had said
‘EXPLOSION’!

My heart raced. Had they been plotting to
cause an explosion during the lecture?

Suddenly, a candle began to spark.

28
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I saw it at once, a trail of dark poyvder
running along the floor. Gunpowdér! The
trail led to some heavy velvet curtains
behind the scientist.

The sparks from the spitting candle began
to fall near the gunpowder.

My father had told me about gunpowder

and how a single spark would set it off.

I knew I had to do something!
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“It’s a bomb!” I yelled. “It’s going te blow
the place up. Get everyone out!”

A spark landed on the trail of gunpowder.
It hissed and fizzed like an angry snake.
Flame and sparks leapt along it in less than
the blink of an eye. I Ieapt up and raced
towards it.

“Stamp on it!” I shouted.

I burst through the curtains. The fizzing
trail was already close to an open trapdoor.
In that instant I knew that barrels of
gunpowder were in a cellar under the hall. I
knew the gunpowder trail would reach them
and the barrels would explode.

I dived headfirst. I slid through the
trail of gunpowder and fell through the
trapdoor.

“It will be a big explosion!” I thought.
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I twisted in the air. Then I landed heavily
on a barrel and crashed on to a stone floor.

I waited for the exploSion.

My leg was bent under me. I couldn’t
move it. I knew it was broken. The pain was
terrible.

Ilooked down. My hands and jacket
were black. My headlong dive through the
gunpowder had wiped the floor clean!

There was no explosion.
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\wo men ran into the cellar. They

grabbed my arms and ankles to carry
me out. It was agony. The pain was so bad I
passed out.

I woke up in a hospital run by nuns.
They put my leg into two wooden splints
and wrapped it round with bandages. I was
angry ’cos my trouser leg had been cut off.

I'wasn’t able to walk again. I can’t bend

my leg, see. It gives way, so I fall over a lot.
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Was I a hero? I saved a lot of lives that day.
Did I get a medal? You’d think so.

The newspapers said that two French
spies had been arrested for trying to cause
explosions. Did they mention me? No! I was
a street urchin!

One good thing came out of it. A boy
called Michael Faraday had been at the
lecture. He came to see me in the hospital.

He brought food and books. We soon

became friends. Later he made me a chair
with wheels on so I could move about. MNo one had moved while Tyler had been
telling his story. No one spoke. At last

Wilma broke the silence.

“What an amazing story,” she said.
“Now you know why you lot are so lucky,”

replied Tyler. “Life wasn’t easy in the past

for some kids. It probably isn’t easy for

loads of them, even today.”
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Then Neena said, “Those French spies
who tried to blow up the lecture. Do you
think they were Virans?”

Tyler looked thoughtful. “Well, Michael
Faraday thought they might have been. I’'d
never heard of Virans before I met him.

I suppose we’ll never know.”

“I know one thing,” said Kipper. “There
has been too much messing about in the
Time Vault. After supper, ’'m going to settle
down with a good book.”

“Yeah, Kipper,” said Wilf. “I believe you!”

36
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 Tyler's Mission Report

Location: Date: ”
'TE;«;:% Vaulf :Today

Mui(m Status: Viran Status:
No mission.

No *r ( s:

What made me tell my story? | had two reasons. First, |
was mad at everyone. | mean, life in the Time Vault is so
easy, but they just mess about and waste time.

And second, | come from the past. Its a strange feeling
to be living over two hundred years in the future. l've
come across things | simply couldn’t even have imagined.
S0 ook at it from my point of view. How many things do
you think were completely new to me when | arrived in
the Time Vault? Put it another way — what would you
miss most if you went back to 18007 Why not start in

your kitchen at home?

Tyler

Slgf!fl Off: BS8208CLN00000 4908003080200 ARBRBERESS




History: downloaded!

The Age of Science

To make a cake, we mix together
ingredients such as eggs, butter,
flour and sugar. As the cake cooks,
the ingredients change to make the

cake.
Michaef Faraday doing an experiment

Everything in the world is made of ingredients called elements.

There are over a hundred. You may have heard of some of
them: iron, copper, calcium, helium. Water is made of two
elements: hydrogen and oxygen. Almost all of the human bod
is made of six elements: oxygen, carbon, hydrogen, nitrogen,

calcium and phosphorus.

A science lecture




