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Perfect for fans of The Babysitters Club and anyone interested in computer science, this series

isÃ‚Â published in partnership with the organization Girls Who Code!Loops, variables,

input/outputÃ‚Â Ã¢â‚¬â€œÃ‚Â Lucy canÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t wait to get started with the new coding club at

school. Finally, an after school activity that sheÃ¢â‚¬â„¢s really interested in. But LucyÃ¢â‚¬â„¢s

excitement turns to disappointment when sheÃ¢â‚¬â„¢s put into a work group with girls she barely

knows. All she wanted to do was make an app that she believes will help someone very special to

her.Ã‚Â   Ã‚Â  Suddenly, Lucy begins to get cryptic coding messages and needs some help

translating them. She soon discovers that coding Ã¢â‚¬â€œ and friendship Ã¢â‚¬â€œ takes time,

dedication, and some laughs!
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Chapter One Ã‚Â  Ã‚Â  Ã¢â‚¬Å“LucyÃ‚Â .Ã‚Â .Ã‚Â . LucyÃ‚Â .Ã‚Â .Ã‚Â .

LucyÃ‚Â .Ã‚Â .Ã‚Â .Ã¢â‚¬Â• Ã‚Â  Ã¢â‚¬Å“What? Huh?Ã¢â‚¬Â• I was so excited for the bell to

ring that I didnÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t hear my teacher calling my name. Ã¢â‚¬Å“Oh.Ã¢â‚¬Â• I raised my head,

glanced at the long, sprawling math problem written across the whiteboard, and said,

Ã¢â‚¬Å“Four.Ã¢â‚¬Â• Ã‚Â  Mrs. Clark stared at me for a moment, then looked over her shoulder at

the numbers sheÃ¢â‚¬â„¢d written. Ã¢â‚¬Å“CorrectÃ‚Â .Ã‚Â .Ã‚Â .Ã¢â‚¬Â• She grabbed an

eraser. Ã¢â‚¬Å“ThatÃ¢â‚¬â„¢s all for today, class. No homework, so use your time to review

todayÃ¢â‚¬â„¢s lesson.Ã¢â‚¬Â• The bell rang. Ã¢â‚¬Å“Have a good afterÃ¢â‚¬â€•Ã¢â‚¬Â• Ã‚Â  I

missed the Ã¢â‚¬Å“Ã¢â‚¬â€•noonÃ¢â‚¬Â• because by the time she finished, I was already down

the hall. Ã‚Â  IÃ¢â‚¬â„¢d been waiting for this moment since the day I saw the posting on the

Halverston Middle School website, and now here it was. I was finally in sixth grade. I was finally

going to my very first coding club meeting! Ã‚Â  I waved hello to my best friend, Anjali, as I passed

her in the hall. She was rushing to film club in the opposite direction. Ã¢â‚¬Å“Text me,Ã¢â‚¬Â• she

called out, though she didnÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t have to say it. I would have texted, anyway. Ã‚Â  I tightened

my backpack straps and took off running. IÃ¢â‚¬â„¢d already picked out my seat in the computer

lab. I wanted to be front and center. I was going to get started right away on an app that would help

my uncle and change the worldÃ¢â‚¬â€• Ã‚Â  Oof! Ã‚Â  Ã¢â‚¬Å“Watch where youÃ¢â‚¬â„¢re

going,Ã¢â‚¬Â• Sophia Torres scoffed, blocking the way into the computer lab. Tall and fit, she filled

the doorway when she spread her arms across it. There wasnÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t room for me to squeeze

past. Ã‚Â  Ã¢â‚¬Å“Sorry,Ã¢â‚¬Â• I said, looking down at her brand-new tennis shoes. I

didnÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t want to start a fight. I just wanted her to move. Ã‚Â  Ã¢â‚¬Å“Geek,Ã¢â‚¬Â• Sophia

muttered under her breath. Ã‚Â  It stung a bit, but I didnÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t care. It wasnÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t the first

time someone had called me that, and I wasnÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t going to let anyone ruin coding club for me.

There were a few kids at school who intimidated me, but Sophia wasnÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t one of them. I

puffed out my chest. Ã¢â‚¬Å“ShouldnÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t you be doing sportsy stuff or something?Ã¢â‚¬Â• I

was pretty sure Sophia was managing the boysÃ¢â‚¬â„¢ football team this fall. But weÃ¢â‚¬â„¢d

barely spoken in months, so I wasnÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t positive. Ã‚Â  She rolled her eyes at me. They were

as dark as her hair. Ã¢â‚¬Å“IÃ¢â‚¬â„¢m taking Mondays off for this.Ã¢â‚¬Â• Ã‚Â  I heard footsteps

behind me. If I didnÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t move past Sophia immediately, other kids wouldnÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t be able

to get into the room, either. Ã‚Â  I dodged left to pass her, but she blocked my path and laughed.

Ã‚Â  Ã¢â‚¬Å“Come on, Soph,Ã¢â‚¬Â• I said softly, calling her the nickname sheÃ¢â‚¬â„¢d had



since preschool. Ã¢â‚¬Å“You know how important this is to me.Ã¢â‚¬Â• Ã‚Â  Ã¢â‚¬Å“ItÃ¢â‚¬â„¢s

important to me, too,Ã¢â‚¬Â• she answered. And with that, Sophia turned and hustled into the

room, throwing herself into the seat I wanted. She planted her hands in front of the computer that

IÃ¢â‚¬â„¢d had mental dibs on. Ã‚Â  Sighing heavily, I took the seat at the end of the row and tried

to ignore Sophia as the classroom filled with students. Even though we were ex-friends, there was

no reason we couldnÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t be in coding club together. At least thatÃ¢â‚¬â„¢s what I told

myself. Ã‚Â  A bunch of other kids came into the room beforeÃ‚Â  Mrs. Clark arrived. She tipped

her head at me. Ã¢â‚¬Å“Well done, Lucy. You made it here in record time.Ã¢â‚¬Â• Ã‚Â  I smiled.

Mrs. Clark was my favorite teacher, and I was glad she was in charge of the club. She was born in

Lebanon, went to England for college, and then came to the United States. She had such interesting

stories about traveling the world and the things she did before she decided to become a teacher.

Her stories almost made me want to be a teacher like herÃ‚Â .Ã‚Â .Ã‚Â . but only almost. I was

going to be a computer programmer, just like my mom. Anjali always joked that my first word

wasnÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t Ã¢â‚¬Å“Dada,Ã¢â‚¬Â• but rather Ã¢â‚¬Å“data.Ã¢â‚¬Â• She was probably right.

Ã‚Â  Ã¢â‚¬Å“Alicia LeeÃ‚Â .Ã‚Â .Ã‚Â . Bradley SteinbergÃ‚Â .Ã‚Â .Ã‚Â . Maddie

LewisÃ‚Â .Ã‚Â .Ã‚Â . Mark LewisÃ‚Â .Ã‚Â .Ã‚Â .Ã‚Â ,Ã¢â‚¬Â• Mrs. Clark read off the club list.

When she hit the name Maya Chung, I whipped my head around. I hadnÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t seen Maya

come in, and wondered what she was doing here. Maya was a seventh-grader and, unlike Sophia,

she was one of those kids who scared me. Not because she was mean, but because she was

really, really cool. She was the president of the student council and wrote a fashion column for the

school newspaper. IÃ¢â‚¬â„¢d never talked to her, or even made eye contact before, because

honestly, what would I say? Ã‚Â  I glanced down at my Doctor Who T-shirt. Maya would never wear

a T-shirt and jeans, at least not without accessorizing with a scarf in her short black hair, or

something bold, like a big necklace or earrings. ThatÃ¢â‚¬â„¢s what her last column said. I always

read it. Ã‚Â  Looking at me, no one would guess I was interested in fashion. ItÃ¢â‚¬â„¢s not like I

spent a lot of time getting ready in the morning, but I liked reading what Maya wrote and doing some

of the things she suggested, like painting my nails light pink. I loved the way they shimmered. Ã‚Â 

Ã¢â‚¬Å“IÃ¢â‚¬â„¢m here,Ã¢â‚¬Â• Maya announced with a groan, as if this was the last place on

earth she wanted to be. I figured if she wanted to learn coding, she could have started last

yearÃ¢â‚¬â€•it was offered to sixth-graders and up. I wondered why she was starting now. Ã‚Â 

Feeling self-conscious, I smoothed down a wrinkle in my T-shirt. Mrs. Clark was still reading names.

Ã¢â‚¬Å“Grace RahmanÃ‚Â .Ã‚Â .Ã‚Â . Sammy CooperÃ‚Â .Ã‚Â .Ã‚Â . Ellie

FosterÃ‚Â .Ã‚Â .Ã‚Â . Leila DeviÃ‚Â .Ã‚Â .Ã‚Â .Ã¢â‚¬Â• Ã‚Â  When were we going to start



coding? We were ten minutes into the club time, and Mrs. Clark was still on roll call.Ã‚Â  Ã‚Â  When

she seemed like she was almost finished, something finally happened.Ã‚Â  Ã‚Â  Beep! Beep!

Beep! Ã‚Â  But this was not the something I was hoping for. I looked around for a minute before

realizing that the noise was coming from my backpack. And it wasnÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t a soft, buzzy type of

beep that could blend into classroom noises, or an echoing kind of beep that I could pretend was

coming from the hall. It was a loud, annoying blast that made everyone in the club look in my

direction. Ã‚Â  Ã¢â‚¬Å“Lucy,Ã¢â‚¬Â• Mrs. Clark said with a stern expression. Ã¢â‚¬Å“You know

the rules about phones at school. The same applies to after-school programs.Ã¢â‚¬Â• She pointed

at my bag. Ã¢â‚¬Å“Turn it off and turn it over. IÃ¢â‚¬â„¢ll keep it for the rest of the club.Ã¢â‚¬Â•

Ã‚Â  My heart was racing, and my face felt like it was on fire. I reached into my bag to find the

phone, sure I was  having a heart attack. My phone had been on silent all day, like the school rules

said, so I had no idea what was going on. Ã‚Â  After what seemed like an eternity, I found my

phone, flipped it around, and desperately tried to silence it. But the screen stayed dark, and the

beeps got louder. Ã‚Â  Ã¢â‚¬Å“Put it on vibrate,Ã¢â‚¬Â• Maya said, with an exasperated look. It

was horrifying that this was the first thing sheÃ¢â‚¬â„¢d ever said to me. Ã‚Â  Ã¢â‚¬Å“I tried, but

itÃ¢â‚¬â„¢s not working,Ã¢â‚¬Â• I answered, feeling my face redden even more. Ã‚Â  Ã¢â‚¬Å“Try

turning it off,Ã¢â‚¬Â• Bradley said. He chuckled, his red freckles seeming to twinkle. He clearly

thought this was hysterical. Ã‚Â  I glared at him. Ã¢â‚¬Å“The screen wonÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t even turn

on.Ã¢â‚¬Â• Ã‚Â  Ã¢â‚¬Å“Try slamming it on your desk,Ã¢â‚¬Â• Bradley suggested, snickering to

his friends. Ã‚Â  I ignored him. Ã‚Â  The beeping continued to echo through the classroom as kids

shared their ideas. It felt like everyone was shouting at me, which only made my heart beat faster.

Ã‚Â  Mrs. Clark came over to my desk. With her usual calm, she tucked her long dark hair behind

her ears, pushed up her glasses, and held out her hand. I handed her my phone. Ã‚Â  For some

reason, it finally opened to my main screen. She started swiping around, and I could tell she was

looking through my apps. Ã‚Â  Suddenly, the beeps stopped. I took a deep breath, and my

heartbeat settled. Ã‚Â  Mrs. Clark gave me a meaningful glance. Ã¢â‚¬Å“Looks like someone who

knows a thing or two about coding made a fake game and downloaded it onto your phone.

ItÃ¢â‚¬â„¢s programmed to beep and freeze your phone.Ã¢â‚¬Â• Ã‚Â 

Ã¢â‚¬Å“IÃ‚Â .Ã‚Â .Ã‚Â .Ã¢â‚¬Â• Ã‚Â  How was that possible? I hadnÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t even noticed!

Ã‚Â  I began to say I had no idea who would do that. It would have to be someone who had access

to my phone. And someone who liked to play tricks on me. Ã‚Â  Ã¢â‚¬Å“Oh.Ã¢â‚¬Â• I knew

exactly who had messed with my phone, and from the look on Mrs. ClarkÃ¢â‚¬â„¢s face, she did,

too. Two afternoons a week, he was her student. Ã‚Â  Mrs. Clark gave me a sympathetic smile.



Ã¢â‚¬Å“Say hi to Alex for me when you see him.Ã¢â‚¬Â• Ã‚Â  Ã¢â‚¬Å“I will,Ã¢â‚¬Â• I said, but we

both knew that when I got home I was going to have a lot more than Ã¢â‚¬Å“hiÃ¢â‚¬Â• to say to

my brother! Ã‚Â  Ã‚Â  Ã‚Â  Chapter Two Ã‚Â  Ã‚Â  Ã‚Â Ã¢â‚¬Å“Is Erin Roberts here?Ã¢â‚¬Â•

Mrs. Clark asked, scanning the room as if someone might have slipped by her during the phone

fiasco. I knew all the other kids, either from my classes or from around school. Mostly we were

sixth-graders. Maya and Grace were the only seventh-graders. Ã‚Â  Ã¢â‚¬Å“Hmm.

DoesnÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t look like it,Ã¢â‚¬Â• she said, setting the roll-call sheet aside. Ã¢â‚¬Å“Okay, then.

LetÃ¢â‚¬â„¢s get started.Ã¢â‚¬Â• Ã‚Â  Finally! Ã‚Â  The computer lab rules said students

couldnÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t turn on the computers until the teacher gave permission. I raised my pointer finger

and hovered it over the power button. I was waiting for Mrs. Clark to tell us to Ã¢â‚¬Å“boot

up.Ã¢â‚¬Â• I could tell some other kids were doing the same thing. Ã‚Â  Instead, what we heard

was: Ã¢â‚¬Å“IÃ¢â‚¬â„¢ve set out some tables in the back. Gather around.Ã¢â‚¬Â• Ã‚Â  Mrs. Clark

hefted three big brown paper bags into her arms. TheyÃ¢â‚¬â„¢d been tucked in a corner where I

hadnÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t noticed them. Ã¢â‚¬Å“This way.Ã¢â‚¬Â• She walked toward the back of the room.

Ã‚Â  Wait. What? My finger twitched. I must have misunderstood. Ã‚Â  I swiveled my chair toward

Mrs. Clark and raised my hand. Ã‚Â  Ã¢â‚¬Å“Come along, Lucy,Ã¢â‚¬Â• she said as most kids got

up and went to the tables sheÃ¢â‚¬â„¢d arranged at the back of the room. Ã‚Â  I stayed at the

computer station and raised my hand higher, this time waving it. Ã‚Â  Ã¢â‚¬Å“Lucy,Ã¢â‚¬Â• Mrs.

Clark said. Ã¢â‚¬Å“You canÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t have a question alreadyÃ‚Â .Ã‚Â .Ã‚Â .Ã¢â‚¬Â• Ã‚Â 

Ã¢â‚¬Å“ButÃ¢â‚¬â€•Ã¢â‚¬Â• I did. I had a thousand questions, the first one being, Ã¢â‚¬Å“Am I in

the right place?Ã¢â‚¬Â• Maybe coding club met somewhere else, because IÃ¢â‚¬â„¢d expected to

be sitting at computers, not at empty tables in the back of the room. How was I going to be the first

black girl to win a Turing AwardÃ¢â‚¬â€•itÃ¢â‚¬â„¢s like a Nobel Prize for codingÃ¢â‚¬â€•for my

coding skills if we didnÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t actually use the computers? Ã‚Â  I opened my mouth to say all

that, but Mrs. Clark cut me off. Ã¢â‚¬Å“Hang on to your question, okay?Ã¢â‚¬Â• She looked at me

over her glasses. Ã¢â‚¬Å“There will be time at the end of our club time to answer

everything.Ã¢â‚¬Â• Ã‚Â  Ã¢â‚¬Å“ButÃ‚Â .Ã‚Â .Ã‚Â . IÃ‚Â .Ã‚Â .Ã‚Â . WeÃ‚Â .Ã‚Â .Ã‚Â .

AppÃ‚Â .Ã‚Â .Ã‚Â .Ã¢â‚¬Â• My pointer finger felt heavy, as if it had a brick attached. I pulled it from

the power button and walked slowly to the back of the room. Some of the other kids whoÃ¢â‚¬â„¢d

stayed at their computers shuffled along with meÃ¢â‚¬â€•it wasnÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t like we had a choice.

Ã‚Â  Mrs. Clark broke us into groups, setting a brown bag in front of each cluster. Ã¢â‚¬Å“Sophia,

Maya, and LucyÃ¢â‚¬â€•youÃ¢â‚¬â„¢ll be partners. You can take the middle table.Ã¢â‚¬Â• Ã‚Â 

Ugh. Now I was being grouped with people who didnÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t even care about coding (well,



Sophia said it was important to her, but I didnÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t believe her). I thought maybe this was a

cruel joke. Or a dream. In a few minutes, I was going to wake up and discover that IÃ¢â‚¬â„¢d

fallen asleep in math and that coding club hadnÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t started yet. Ã‚Â  Unfortunately, I was

wide awake. Ã‚Â  First no computer, then no coding, and now my group was made up of one girl

who was my mortal enemy and one who intimidated meÃ‚Â .Ã‚Â .Ã‚Â . what more could happen?

Ã‚Â  The computer lab door opened. Ã‚Â  The principal walked in, followed by a girl I

didnÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t recognize. Ã‚Â  Ã¢â‚¬Å“You must be Erin,Ã¢â‚¬Â• Mrs. Clark said warmly.

Ã¢â‚¬Å“YouÃ¢â‚¬â„¢re joining the seventh grade today, right?Ã¢â‚¬Â• Ã‚Â  The girl nodded, her

blond hair falling over her glasses. When I looked a little closer, it seemed as though she might have

been crying. She didnÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t say anything. Ã‚Â  Ã¢â‚¬Å“Welcome to coding club.Ã¢â‚¬Â• Mrs.

Clark led her over to my table. Ã¢â‚¬Å“WeÃ¢â‚¬â„¢re just getting started. You can join this

group.Ã¢â‚¬Â• We had three people while the others all had four. Now we were even. Ã‚Â  Just

because I was mad that we werenÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t coding yet didnÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t mean I couldnÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t be

polite. I imagined it would be hard to start at a new school after classes had already begun. Plus,

Erin looked like she needed someone friendly, and I didnÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t trust the others at my table to

be that person. Ã‚Â  Ã¢â‚¬Å“Hi,Ã¢â‚¬Â• I said. Ã‚Â  Erin smiled faintly at me and then looked

away toward the door. I think if Principal Stephens hadnÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t closed it when he left, she might

have made a run for the hallway. Ã‚Â  Ã¢â‚¬Å“All right.Ã¢â‚¬Â• Mrs. Clark rubbed her hands

together just like she did in math class when she was excited about introducing something new.

Ã¢â‚¬Å“DonÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t touch the bags. ThatÃ¢â‚¬â„¢s for later. WeÃ¢â‚¬â„¢re going to start

todayÃ¢â‚¬â„¢s session with a writing assignment.Ã¢â‚¬Â• She handed out pencils and index

cards. Ã¢â‚¬Å“On your own, without help from your group, write down instructions for how to make

a peanut butter and jelly sandwich.Ã¢â‚¬Â• Ã‚Â  She pulled out a stopwatch. Ã¢â‚¬Å“You have

two minutes.Ã¢â‚¬Â• She set the timer. Ã¢â‚¬Å“Go.Ã¢â‚¬Â• Ã‚Â  Um, what? A peanut butter and

jelly sandwich? What did this have to do with coding? I raised my hand. Ã‚Â  Mrs. Clark gave me a

look that unmistakably meant, Ã¢â‚¬Å“Later, Lucy.Ã¢â‚¬Â• So I dropped it, figuring the faster we

did her activity, the faster weÃ¢â‚¬â„¢d get back to the computers. Ã‚Â  I grabbed the card and

scribbled:Ã‚Â  Ã‚Â  Ã‚Â  Take two pieces of bread. Open the peanut butter. Spread it on one side

of the bread. Open the jelly and spread it on the other side. Put the halves together. Ta-da, peanut

butter and jelly sandwich. Ã‚Â  Ã‚Â  I was done in about three seconds. I sat back from the table

and watched the others in my group. Maya was drawing a picture to accompany her instructions.

She was a really good artist. Sometimes she did drawings to go with her articles in the paper. I

wanted to say something to her, but what? She probably didnÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t even notice I was in her



group. Ã‚Â  Ã‚Â  Ã‚Â 
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