
    
      Chapter 1 – The Beginning
    

    
      I started playing Roblox when I was about 13 years old, back in 2017. At the time, it wasn’t just some random game I stumbled into—it was a doorway that changed the entire trajectory of my life. A couple of my friends introduced me to it. They were into all the anime Roblox games that were popular then: 
      Naruto Beyond, Jojo’s Bloxxy Adventure, Shinobi Life 1 and 2.
    

    
      Those games had me hooked immediately. They weren’t just fun; they were eye opening. I remember sitting there, realizing that people my age—or maybe just a little older—were the ones who built them. Regular kids, not professionals in some glass office tower. That blew my mind. These weren’t massive AAA studios with millions of dollars. They were just kids with computers and ideas, yet they were making worlds that sucked me in completely. It planted a seed in me: 
      “If they can do it, why can’t I?”
    

    
      But before I get too deep into the Roblox side of my story, you need to understand where I came from. I grew up in a pretty poor neighborhood in Columbia, South Carolina. It wasn’t the kind of place that gave you a lot of good options. Most of the kids around me were making bad choices, getting into trouble, and I was no different at first. Who you hang out with matters, and at that point in my life, I wasn’t hanging around the best people.
    

    
      I look back now and think: if it wasn’t for video games, I might not even be here to tell this story. Most of the friends I had back then? They’re either dead or in jail now. That’s not me being dramatic—that’s just the truth. That’s where we came from, and those were the circumstances we lived in.
    

    
      I remember being maybe 15 and realizing I couldn’t keep living like that. I gave myself an ultimatum: by the time I turned 18, I had to figure out something positive to do with my life. Something real, something that gave me purpose. And if I couldn’t figure it out, then I told myself I’d join the military. Not because I wanted to—I never wanted that—but because it felt like the only backup plan if I didn’t get my act together.
    

    
      At 16, that’s when things really started shifting. I came across a YouTube channel by a guy named AlvinBlox, and his series was titled 
      Roblox Scripting Tutorial 2019.
       Out of curiosity, I clicked on it. At first, I was immediately discouraged—because holy shit, coding looked confusing. It was like staring at a wall of hieroglyphics. But the love I had for video games, and the fear of joining the military, kept me going.
    

    
      And this is where the details really matter: I didn’t have some fancy setup. No dual monitor RGB gaming beast. No custom PC with all the bells and whistles. I was sitting at this old-ass Dell desktop, the kind you’d see in a school computer lab. Thick monitor, loud fans, keys that clacked like a typewriter, and if you opened more than two tabs at once, the whole thing sounded like it was about to take flight. That was my “development studio.” That was where I started my journey.
    

    
      By then, my friend group had undergone significant changes. The kids I used to run with—the ones who were caught up in the streets—I’d already distanced myself from that. The people around me now were just kids who loved video games. We’d spend hours playing, shit-talking, pulling all-nighters. But here’s the thing: while they loved playing games, none of them cared about making them.
    

    
      When I started talking about learning how to create something, their eyes would glaze over. They’d be like, 
      “Yeah bro, that’s cool,”
       just to shut me up, then go right back to whatever match we were in. A couple even pretended at first, saying stuff like, 
      “Oh yeah, we should make a game together!”
       But the second I pulled up Roblox Studio or suggested watching a tutorial, they disappeared.
    

    
      And honestly? I don’t blame them. Game development isn’t easy. Most people don’t have the patience for it. But I felt like I didn’t have a choice. Remember that ultimatum? Figure something out by 18, or end up in the military. For me, learning to script wasn’t just some hobby—it was quite literally survival. Every time I sat at that old Dell and stumbled through code, I wasn’t just killing time. I was clawing at a future that felt barely within reach.
    

    
      That drive led me to my very first “project.” Calling it a game would be generous it was more like a Frankenstein’s monster of broken code. I found this old, busted JoJo game sitting in the Roblox Studio toolbox. Most people would’ve just played around with it and moved on. But with the tiny bit of scripting knowledge I had, I started tinkering. Fixing small things here and there, rewriting scripts I barely understood, trying to stitch together something that actually ran.
    

    
      Hours turned into days, and eventually, I had something playable. Barely playable, but still—it loaded, it worked (kind of), and it was mine. I remember being so hyped to show my friends. I dropped the link in our discord chat, and soon all of us were running around this broken JoJo world. The abilities glitched, the map was half-broken, and half the time someone would be frozen. But none of that mattered. We were laughing, testing things out, yelling over Discord, and just having fun.
    

    
      That moment stuck with me. Because even though the game was rough, even though it was stitched together from scraps, I had created something that brought people together. Something that started with me alone at that old Dell, staring at code I barely understood, ended with my friends having a good time in a world I had built.
    

    
      And for the first time in my life, I felt like “
      this is what I want to do.” 
       Not because it was perfect. Not because it was polished. But because it gave me a sense of control, of creation, of possibility.
    

    
      
    

    
      Chapter 2 – Breaking the Wall
    

    
      I’ll be real with you, those early days with Roblox Studio were rough. When I first opened it, it was like stepping into a spaceship cockpit. Buttons everywhere, tabs, scripts, properties—shit I had no clue about. And the AlvinBlox videos? They helped, but they didn’t sugarcoat anything. Watching him type out lines of code and explain why it worked was like watching someone do voodoo you had no clue why it worked but somehow it did.
    

    
      The first time I copied one of his scripts and ran it, it didn’t work. At all. The game didn’t crash, but nothing happened. I remember sitting there staring at the screen like, “What the fuck did I just do wrong?” I went line by line, trying to compare what I typed to what was in the video, and of course, it was something dumb—a missed capital letter. That’s the thing about coding: the smallest mistake, the tiniest typo, can completely break everything.
    

    
      That moment taught me one of my first real lessons: 
      patience
      . You cannot rush coding. You cannot force it. You have to slow down, double check, and accept that sometimes you’re going to spend hours fixing something that boils down to one misplaced symbol.
    

    
      But here’s the thing I didn’t quit. Every time I felt like slamming the desk or walking away, I thought about my choices. Military or this. Dead end or maybe a future. Honestly at this point in my life even if I failed it was better then the my other options so I had no choice.
    

    
      Slowly, I started to get it. I remember the first time I made a part move in the game with a script. It wasn’t much just a block sliding across the map while changing colors every couple seconds but holy shit, it felt like I had unlocked a new power. I made that. 
      Me.
       It was like pulling back the curtain on how games were built. And once you get that first win, even a small one, you’re hooked.
    

    
      But I won’t sit here and pretend I became an expert overnight. The truth is, most of what I was making at that time was garbage. I had “games” that were basically empty maps with random parts thrown in, scripts that didn’t work, and ideas that never left paper. My imagination was running faster than my skills.
    

    
      Meanwhile, my friends didn’t get it. They’d ask, “Yo, why don’t you just take a break instead of stressing yourself out?” They didn’t understand that 
      playing
       games was fun, but 
      making
       games is what was truly compelling to me. I wasn’t just consuming anymore I was creating. That difference was everything.
    

    
      
        Here’s a tip for anyone trying to follow the same path: you don’t need a perfect start. You don’t need the best computer, the smartest friends, or some magic guide. You need dedication. You need to be willing to look stupid, fail constantly, and keep coming back for more. If you can do that, the rest will come. It’s like working out. The first time you go to the gym, you’re weak, clumsy, and probably embarrassed. But if you keep showing up, you get stronger without even realizing it. Game development is the same way. Show up, keep typing, keep breaking things, and one day, you’ll look back and realize how far you’ve come
        

        

        The more I worked inside Roblox Studio, the more I realized how many tiny battles I’d have to fight just to make something function. It wasn’t one big breakthrough where everything suddenly clicked. It was a thousand little walls, and every time I smashed through one, there was another waiting right behind it.
      
    

    
      Take variables, for example. At first, the idea that you could “name” a number or a piece of text seemed pointless. Why not just type it in every time? But then I tried to make a health system, and suddenly variables became the difference between a game working and a game instantly breaking. I remember staring at the code, thinking, 
      so this little word I wrote is secretly carrying all this power in the background?
       It was like magic, except it wasn’t magic—it was logic.
    

    
      And then came loops. Loops were like a final boss for me at the time. The idea that code could repeat itself until you told it to stop? I felt like I was trying to teach a robot to breathe. Sometimes it worked perfectly. Other times, I’d accidentally create an infinite loop, and the entire game would freeze. Nothing humbles you faster than watching your masterpiece lock up because you forgot to tell the loop when to stop.
    

    
      But here’s the part people don’t understand: every failure came with a hidden reward. The first time I broke a loop, I didn’t just fix the error—I 
      understood
       it. I learned to slow down, step through it piece by piece, and actually reason through what I was telling the computer to do. And once you get that, once you stop treating code like voodoo and start treating it like a puzzle, you unlock a whole new level of power.
    

