
  
    
      
    
  


 

 

Before

Bootstrap’s

Journey

 

 

CHRIS JOHNSON


 

Before Bootstrap’s Journey

Copyright © 2026 Chris Johnson

All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying or recording, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except as permitted by Australian copyright law.

This eBook is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and events are either the product of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or real events is purely coincidental.

This work is protected under the Copyright Act 1968 (Cth) and the Berne Convention for the Protection of Literary and Artistic Works. Unauthorised reproduction or distribution of this book, in whole or in part, is prohibited.

Publisher: Independent

https://larrikinbooks.com

ISBN: Available upon request.

Cover design by Chris Johnson

First eBook Edition: March 2026

First Print Edition: March 2026

For further information, visit https://larrikinbooks.com

 

  

 


Other Books

The Craig Ramsey - Occult Detective series

Deja Two (2022)

Dead Cell (2016)

Demon Blade (2018)

The Universe Crack’d (2021)

ChronoSpace series

Before Bootstrap’s Journey (2025)

Bootstrap’s Journey (2017)

The Paradox of Buck Nowlan (2023)

The Time Traveller’s Heart (2023)

The Titanic Connection (2024)

The Legacy Unwritten (2025)

Standalone Books

Twelve Strokes of Midnight (2016)

While He Was Sleeping (2020)

The Trick (2016)

Grantley’s Last Laugh (2023)

Binary Bloodline (2024)

 

Read more at Chris Johnson’s site
https://payhip.com/ChrisJohnsonAuthor

 


DEDICATION

 

 

To my wife Katrina and my daughter Harper,

To the romantics who know they have lived in another decade or century,

To those who dream of being somewhen else, and

To you, Awesome Reader. Thank you for buying this (or borrowing it from your local library).

Your support means the world to me.

 


“It is love, not reason, that is stronger than death.”

– Thomas Mann.

 

 

“Never part without loving words to think of during your absence. It may be that you will not meet again in this life.”

 - Jean Paul Richter

 

 

 

 


 

 

Chapter 1

Diary of Tony Nowlan
North Rockhampton, Queensland. Australia.
Saturday 8pm, 7th April 2029.

I found buried treasure today.

Well… not exactly. No chest of gold, no map with an X.

No, it was a Vegemite jar!

Not plastic either. Glass. Grandma once told me they were glass when she was a kid. Just like the kind you drink from. Way back in the mid-to-late twentieth century.

Vegemite glasses are what they used to be called, according to her.

But this wasn’t like the ones she and Granddad had as kids. She said the lids popped off them. This one has a lid that screws on.

And it wasn’t old either. The label is still crisp, colours bright enough to have come straight off the shelf at Woolies. Which is strange because I dug this one up from the backyard.

Granddad had me edging a garden bed that he’d marked out with string, while he pruned the bushes by the house. The yard’s twice as big as anyone else’s, so he reckons I’ve got the energy to spare. Grandma’s worse today, so she stayed inside. Kind of worried about her. She’s been sick a long time, too weak to call out. I don’t like seeing her like that. They’ve looked after me since I was two, when Mum and Dad died.

Anyway, back to the jar.

I found it while digging. The pick hit its yellow lid with a clunk. Lucky it didn’t strike the glass and smash it.

Inside was a note. But here’s the weird part.

It’s written in my handwriting!

Not similar. Neither is it close.

It’s mine.

I opened the note and read it:

“Tony, you promised yourself something last week. You know what it was. Remember?

“I’ve written this to tell you, it will happen.

“The promise is real.

“Your wish will come true. But you have to believe it.

“Keep going. One day at a time. I promise that it will happen, and you’re in for one hell of an adventure when it happens. In fact, you’ve already lived a part of it. You just don’t remember it.

“You’ll make mistakes. I know. You (or I) still do in the future. But you’ll learn.

“So don’t let them stop you. Keep your eyes and ears open, keep your notebooks close, and trust yourself even when no one else does.

“Remember this: the day you finally crack it, you’ll smile, because you’ll know you kept your word.

“See you sooner than you think.

“— Tony”

“PS: Don’t believe me? Granddad will call out to you in 43 seconds. Start counting.”

I waited a second or two, staring at the note. Then I started counting from the third second, absently putting the note in my pocket.

26… 27… 28…

I thought it was crazy.

35… 36… 37…

It had to be a joke, but there was no way.

It was my handwriting.

42… 43—

“Oi!” Granddad called, trudging over to where I was standing. “That garden bed isn’t going to dig itself.”

My eyes opened wide in surprise as I turned to see him looking down on me, his Akubra hat casting a shadow over his face as his sharp eyes caught mine. The jar dropped from my fingers with a thunk.

The ground seemed to tilt beneath me. His voice sounded faint, like it was in the distance. Everything turned black.

 


Chapter 2

Diary of Tony Nowlan

North Rockhampton, Queensland. Australia.

Saturday 8pm, 7th April 2029.
(continued)

I remember falling.

Then I woke inside the house on my bed. The sheets were tucked up under me the way Grandma does it when she’s worried.

Grandma and Granddad were arguing, and she was really upset. She had to be if I could hear her. I soon realised it was because of what happened to me.

Grandma reckoned I had heatstroke. It had been a scorching afternoon, the sun hammering down. And she figured I hadn’t been drinking enough water. I often forgot, so that was her conclusion.

“He could have worn a hat,” Granddad answered.

“Why wasn’t he? You’re the adult. You could have made sure.”

Granddad wasn’t one who believed in babying me. That was Grandma’s department, something I think she’d picked up after my father, their son, had died when I was a kid. Then again he was an only child too, just like me.

“He’s ten. Old enough to think for himself,” Granddad shot back. “He’s smarter than the others in his school, even the older ones. He should know to put a bloody hat on by now.”

“He got that from you,” she retorted, “and I still have to remind you to do your fly up.”

There was a slight pause. I’d seen it another time and knew that he was doing up his zip then. It often slipped. “Well, I told him to,” he said at last.

Grandma appeared at the doorway between my room and the sleepout. The moment she saw me awake, her tone lightened. “Hello there, my Tone Boy,” she said. “How are you feeling?”

She held her hand to my forehead. Her creased brow smoothed, an eyebrow lifting. “Cool as a cucumber,” she said, surprise in her voice.

“I’m feeling fine,” I agreed, sitting up. “I guess I just fainted.”

I never told her why. I edged towards the edge of the bed, but she stopped me getting out.

“Stop right there, Tony. You’re still looking pale.”

Her skin was pale. Not just tired pale, but that off-colour shade dehydration gives. “You should be in bed, Grandma. You shouldn’t be up.”

She’s been sick with gastro. Too many dashes to the dunny have left her drained. Granddad and I kept the house running, but you’d never guess it now, with her fussing over me like I was made of fairy floss. She must’ve forgotten that when Granddad had carried me upstairs. It’s a wonder she didn’t cook me biscuits and pour me lemonade yet.

“Don’t you worry about me,” she answered, giving me a wink before heading towards the kitchen. “I’ll get you a lemonade. Bed rest or television for you this afternoon.”

My fingers brushed the crumpled note in my pocket.

Then from around the corner: “And no studying textbooks.”

I froze. How’d she know? Must’ve noticed the quantum physics book under the pillow.

Minutes later, she returned, carrying a tray laden with a glass of lemonade and Monte Carlo.

“The sugar will help you,” she said. “Rest a bit. If you improve, I might let you watch television.”

I thanked her. But she didn’t move on straight away. She kept watching me for a few minutes, then her eyes scanned the bed and the bedside table. Like she was looking for something. Then she shrugged and left.

I sipped the lemonade, my ears listening. Grandma and Granddad’s bedroom is at the front of the house.  But I have no window like they do, just two doors at opposite walls. So the ceiling fan spun above me, shifting little specks of dust in its breeze.

Once, it used to be my Dad’s bedroom. I guess that seeing me in bed must have reminded Grandma of my father Dan from when he was a kid.

I don’t remember him too well. Nor Mum. But sometimes they come to my dreams. And it all seems natural.

I see them as I did when I was only one or two, I guess. We were on a tall mountain, covered in sun. Could’ve been Mount Archer. There was another boy there too. His name was Condor, I think. Being so young, maybe I got it wrong. But the memory sticks with me. And his parents were there too.

Sometimes the image comes when I’m awake. Then it’s gone.

But there’s something else.

That note. I’m sure the handwriting is mine, only maybe more mature. But the way it loops on the Ys and the T’s formation are enough to convince. It’s my style of writing. Not the really loopy fancy writing like people from the early 1900s or like my grandparents writing in “cursive” though.

And I know what promise the note meant too.

Last week, in my diary, I promised myself I’d meet Mum and Dad again. Not in Heaven, if it even exists, which I doubt. Only my friend Claire Hilyer and my Grandma talk like that. They believe in that stuff. Granddad’s Buddhist by choice. Despite his jokes about Jesus playing football for Jerusalem and the disciples paddling the boat hard to make him waterski, I reckon he might actually allow room for a God. Just in case.

Me, I prefer science. I observe things, question what I see, then form a hypothesis, which I test and analyse the results before drawing a conclusion. Not just because I read it in a book over-translated and sanitised to control people.

Anyway, the promise I made. It has something to with my Granddad calling me gifted.

I don’t know if I’m that smart. But I do know I’m driven.

Because it’s the only way I can keep my promise.

To meet Mum and Dad again.

By building a time machine. Not a fantasy. Not a metaphor. A real one.

And that note, I reckon, was written by me in the future. I’m going to do it. The only way to test my theory is to follow my promise.

 


Chapter 3

Diary of Tony Nowlan
North Rockhampton, Queensland. Australia.
Saturday 8pm, 29th June 2030.

Today, I witnessed history.

At only eleven, which makes a difference to people keeping paperwork, and I’m the youngest member of Queensland’s enrichment program. My acceptance has been fast-tracked thanks to a string of academic competition wins. Some older members have muttered that I was just lucky. But let them. Today wasn’t about me or them. Neither did I have to prove myself to them.

No, today was something bigger.

The Grieg Turner Building’s lecture auditorium at the CQ University hosted the event I believe is destined to help save humanity, at least for some centuries.

Outside was blistering hot, enough to make the Bruce Highway outside ripple in the air. Inside, the large room hummed with people’s chatter and anticipation of what was going to happen. The temperature was kept comfortable by the air-conditioning, which is fitting because the event is about controlling the world’s temperature.

You see, today Earth launched the SkyShield.

On the stage stood a curved display, streaming live feeds from launch sites across the globe. From Cape Canaveral to Baikonur to Woomera, rockets sat poised on their pads, gleaming under floodlights. Within an hour, thousands of satellites would form SkyShield — humanity’s first real planetary defence against climate collapse and solar storms.

I’d read everything I could find on the subject. Yesterday, I’d even been busted by the STEM teacher, sketching diagrams in my notebook’s margins. And today was the day!

The house lights dimmed. A spotlight snapped on, illuminating Dr. Sam Stockwell as he slowly limped to the podium. I’d seen him once before on the campus. Word is that he owns a part of Apricot Corporation, another tech company in the region and worked with its co-founder, whose name is similar to mine… only with a D on the end. Stockwell isn’t just a scientist to me. He’s a hero, the kind of person I secretly hope to grow into. I admire not just his wish for humanity to benefit from science, but for pushing past government and bureaucratic red tape.

“Today,” Stockwell began, his voice marked by a quiet strength between his laboured breath, “marks the beginning of a new chapter for humanity. SkyShield is more than metal and circuits. It is proof that when we reach beyond ourselves, we can protect the planet that has given us everything.”

He paused, letting the words settle. Then, with a faint smile: “I must thank the countless engineers, scientists, and students who made this possible. And I would be remiss not to acknowledge one contributor who is, quite literally, ahead of their time.”

My stomach tightened. It felt like the kind of thing you only say when you know more than you’re letting on.

The crowd stirred. Stockwell didn’t name the person. He only let the words hang there, cryptic and tantalising. I felt a chill as he looked directly at me in the second row as he said it. His head nodded the tiniest bit, the hint of a smile then.

Someone in the wings caught his attention. He nodded, gave a thumbs up, and said: “Ladies and Gentlemen, I introduce you to SkyShield.”

The room darkened. Only the live stream showed. I glanced at my grandparents beside me, glad that they could come too. They were a part of how I came to be here on the enrichment program.

A low rumble rolled from the speakers as the first rocket engines ignited. On the display, boosters lit up the night, climbing skyward in pillars of flame. One by one, across continents and oceans, the launches echoed each other. Humanity’s shield was rising.

When the applause finally died down and the formalities wrapped, the CQ University Dean stepped forward with a smaller announcement. “And now, a special recognition. This year’s Science Achievement Award, sponsored by Apricot Corporation, goes to… Anthony Nowlan.”

My ears rang as the audience clapped. I walked up, legs shaking, and accepted the sleek glowing device Dr Sam Stockwell handed to me.

A brand-new iBioPad.

The size of an old smartphone, it felt almost alive in my hands, warm and glowing.

“Congratulations, Tony,” the principal said. “May this help you continue pushing boundaries.”

“I’m certain it will,” Dr Stockwell echoed, shaking my hand. I think he winked at me too, like he was sharing a secret. Quite a mysterious guy.

And his earlier words replayed in my head: ahead of his time.

I wonder if I’ll get the chance to work with him.

That’d be awesome.


Chapter 4

Electronic Diary of Tony Nowlan
North Rockhampton, Queensland. Australia.
Wednesday 10am, 29th June 2039.

The conference room smelled faintly of chalk dust and coffee. Three professors sat behind a long table, papers stacked before them like barricades. At the far end, in a jacket too big for my shoulders, I slid my application forward.

Professor Halberg, professor of Physics, peered over his glasses at me. His voice was mild and lilting as he tapped the edge of the files with thin fingers. “Mm, yes, young Nowlan. I’ve read your abstract… twice, in fact. Most curious. Are you entirely aware that what you’re proposing—time travel, via controlled quantum displacement—is… how shall I put it… generally considered fanciful?”
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