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Dedication
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This book is dedicated to every child who
overcame obstacles. To every child brave enough to take a risk. To
every child who tried again after failing. To every child looking
for heroes. To every child willing to be inspired. To every child
willing to open their heart to a new challenge.

To my parents, who have encouraged me to
follow my dreams. They have supported my every whim and interest.
They have inspired me through their entrepreneurial endeavors and
constant progress toward their goals and aspirations.

To my mother, who never turned her back on
me and always strived to understand and validate me.

To my father, who always uplifted me and
showed me through words and actions that I could achieve anything I
set my sights on.

To my other family members and friends who
are great examples of excellence, ingenuity, mission, purpose, and
hope. All of you have made my life so much better. Thank you for
being a part of my life and always supporting me. I love you
all.

Finally, to my grandfather, the late, great
Chuck Hinton. He hitchhiked 280 miles, with three dollars in his
pocket, for a baseball tryout and made it into Major League
Baseball. Grandpa, I miss you. I am doing what you taught me to do.
Thank you for all the lessons.



Introduction
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I wanted to write a book that encouraged you
to dream. This is not a technical coding book. There are many of
those out there. I reference them in the story about Codi’s trip to
the library. This a story about a girl who had an idea and took
steps to turn that idea into a reality. This is a short, fun read
on how to be inspired, how to get something you dream about done,
how to use resources when you need help, and how to have fun
challenging yourself to create something you can be proud of. The
steps Codi took are really a formula for any goal.

This is an introduction into how kids can
use a simple and free platform to create video games, visual
novels, and the like. Codi makes it all so simple. Whether kids
have never even thought about technology or have learned about it
in school, they will love Codi’s curious, bubbly personality.

I greatly benefited from STEM education. My
family looked for programs that were computer science related. It
started before I was in elementary school with simple games on a
laptop and progressed to summer and after school coding programs
and classes.

I truly have been inspired by the women I
highlight in this book. This book is my ode to them. They faced
obstacles but kept moving forward. The fields they chose were
certainly not easy. They had to study hard and work harder.
However, they succeeded against the odds. They all pursued
education and studied for years to become excellent in their
fields. All of them have dedicated themselves to helping others
follow in their footsteps. I encourage you to look up these women
and learn more about them. They are all remarkable in many
ways.

The paperback version includes coloring book
pages so that you can relax and dream of all the amazing things you
will do with your life. I sadly couldn’t find a way to include that
in an eBook. Be sure to check out the games and puzzles in Chapter
7 and exercise your mind. If you get stumped, you’ll find the
solutions in the Answer Key. Oh, and there are also some fancy
words, especially when describing the amazing things the heroes
have done. No worries. Most of those words are defined in the
Glossary. Just click on the little number following any word you
don’t understand.

Finally, this book is you, those who come
after me. I am beginning early to do my part to help kids see value
in fields that they may not have considered. I am just about to
apply for college. My entire future is before me. I am daring to
dream. I hope this book encourages you to do the same.

Love,

Gabby


Chapter 1 – Dream
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I know what you’re thinking. “Dare to dream”
may sound lofty or way out of my league. But when I was little, my
grandmother used to sing me a little song she wrote. It went
something like this:

Dare to Dream

Dreams are wishes that come from your
heart.

They give you hope when you’re feeling
down.

They make your life worth living.

So, bring on a smile to replace that
frown

And dare to dream.

Dream big dreams.

Even if you think they’re unattainable.

You’ll be amazed how close you get.

When you dare to dream.

For some reason, as I
share my story with you, the lyrics keep rolling around in
my mind. We’ll come back to this. 

Hi, my name is Codi. I am the only girl in
my family. I’m twelve years old and have three brothers. I love to
watch TV, read books, create things, write stories, and, most
especially, I love to play video games.

I’ll tell you a little story about how I
finally realized one of my biggest dreams: Creating my own video
game! Yeah, I know! Exciting, right? Well, I’m going to tell you
how it all happened.

My two older brothers played a ton of video
games. In fact, it seemed to me that all they ever did was play
video games. They’d sit in the living room in front of our old
television with a blank look on their faces. I was pretty sure that
if a bomb went off in our yard, they would think it’s just another
sound effect. They wouldn’t even care as long as the power stayed
on, and they could keep playing their game.

Since we had only one television, they were
almost always in front of it, gaming away. At first, I found it
very annoying because I was forced to spend most of the time
watching them play, as opposed to watching the food channel or my
favorite Disney movie, The Princess and the Frog. I
would’ve complained to Mom and Dad, but they were hardly ever at
home. They both worked long hours, so I was always left with my two
older brothers, David and Joshua, who doubled as my babysitters and
unofficial extra parents. Four parents to boss you around? You’re
right. It was a pain. But the good news is: They were so focused on
their games that I could do pretty much whatever I wanted—except
watch TV.

All my tantrums and rants were ignored. My
brothers couldn’t have cared less what I thought or what I wanted.
Their obvious lack of sympathy to my plight as the sweetest
member—and only girl—of the family really got on my nerves. I
resented being treated like a little kid who was a pain to be
around.


Eventually, I decided that if you can’t beat them, you better
join them. This was a turning point for me. I began to get
fascinated by the video games they were playing. Watching how a
simple joystick controlled the avatars1, was breathtaking.
I would sit there for hours, picturing in my mind how the
environment was created and why the avatars looked the way they
did. There was always this intense explosion of emotions whenever
my brothers seemed to win or lose a gaming session. It was very
intriguing. It looked like they were having so much fun. They
seemed to be lost in a wonderful fantasy world.

Upon seeing my newfound enthusiasm, my
brothers decided to hand me a gaming controller. My world changed
when that controller landed in my little hand. With it, my passion
began to grow.

Now before we give my older brothers too
much credit, we need to consider their motives. Maybe my enthusiasm
was entertaining to them OR, perhaps, they were just ready to play
against someone they knew they could beat.

My success was not immediate. It took me a
while to take off the training wheels and get the hang of things.
But when I finally did, I could certainly hold my own! My brothers
definitely weren’t jumping for joy at my newfound skill, but they
grew to enjoy the competition.
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The more I played, the more questions I had.
How does moving two joysticks and pressing buttons in a specific
pattern equal a backflip kick? How does the game give you hints at
the perfect time? How did this colorful world come to be? My
brothers were satisfied with a simple answer: “That’s just how the
game works.” But I wanted to dig deeper. I had a strong desire to
know “how” the game evolved. But deep down, I was discouraged
because I felt the answers to my ponderings were too
complicated.

Whenever the burning desire to know more
about how to create video games arose, I would drown it out of my
head and focus on other tasks: like going to school and getting
good grades.

Good grades were important to my parents. At
least, that’s what my mom always advised. In her words, “Codi, go
to school. Focus on your work. Do your very best. You are going to
be a great person one day.”

“Yes, Mom!” I would reluctantly
respond before running off. She always dropped me off at school
before heading to work. As I got out of the car at the school, she
repeated the same line to me every day: “Work hard. Do your best.
Pay attention in class. You are going to be great one
day.”

At school, I kept working hard, paying
attention in class, doing my homework, turning assignments in on
time, and acing my tests.

Nevertheless, I continued to daydream about
one day creating a video game. I had a burning desire to be a video
gaming professional. Yet, I wasn’t convinced I had the expertise to
reach my goal. Who would take a twelve-year-old girl seriously?
Since I thought creating a video game was an unrealistic goal, I
chose not to focus on it. When I felt like giving up and almost
lost hope, I thought of my grandma’s little song and told myself,
“Dare to dream.”
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