TI ME TRAVEL

| NT. MODEST BRI GHTLY LIT APARTMENT - DAY

STELLA, 30's, gently bounces a swaddl ed baby in her arns
whil e her best friend catches a nmuch needed nap.

STELLA

How coul d sonmething so tiny take so
much wor k? Your nomis a total boss for
doing this alone. | could never. But
she's amazing. You'll see, once you

| et her catch up on sone sl eep. Baby
Val enti na. Good nanme. Means strong.
Brave! And you're gonna be both! Just

l'i ke her.

| was never considered brave. | was
the 'sensitive' kid. Quiet, shy,

al ways escaping reality. Like, | would

often imagi ne ny cooler, hotter adult
self would visit me fromthe future to
tell me about how nmuch of a Chingona |
was then and what a badass life | had.
And how there were no nore bullies to
face anynore. "Don't worry," |'d say.
"It gets better. Just hang in there.”
Hey, judge all you want, kid, but

t hose thoughts kept ne alive!

Future ne never did show up, though.
But, as | got older, when things were
going really well or I hit a mlestone
that made ne really proud, | would

i magi ne going back in tinme. To
reassure that little girl in so nuch
quiet pain that it actually did get
better. Just |ike she had hoped.

| think everything |'ve ever achieved
was for that little girl. And from an
overwhel m ng sense of duty as a first-
generation Anerican-born child of

i mmgrants. And even though | feel
like I"'malways falling short, | keep
pushing with all |1've got cuz there is
no future me comng to tell nme that it
all works out. Cuz it's nme, now, ya
know? "'mit. And that's really scary.
Because | feel like I"'mstill not that



future nme that | willed into the
uni verse all those years ago. Like
that version of me requires nore
courage than |I'm capabl e of ?

Li ke the courage your nom has choosi ng
to raise you solo. O ny parents and
ny grandma escaping war to conme to the
US. with nothing in order to build a
life fromscratch without any
certainty that it would work out.
That's next-Ilevel brave, ya know?
That's the type of courage future ne
has. What | keep striving for.

Maybe that's the point, huh? And |I've
been too focused on the noise of ny
own sel f-doubt to hear the only voice
that has ever mattered. That brave
little girl who kept going, despite
the worl d, because she believed in ne.
Still does. Cuz she'll always wait for
me, THIS nme, to go back and show her
what an absol ute Chi ngona we are.

Maybe that's how we tine travel, huh
little one? When we reconnect with the
tiny people we once were: full of hope
for our future selves. WId. Thanks
for the pep talk, kid. Don't tell your
mom | cursed.



