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Dear Committee Members, 

 

I am writing to you to share my testimony as an immigrant and to show support of House Bill 

0533/0425, which would allow members of the community who lack legal documentation to be 

able to apply for and obtain selected practice licenses.  

Here is a little bit of my story.  

Trying to shine, while living in the shadow 

 

 First, let me tell you about myself, I'm originally from Peru, I’m a typical girl with big 

dreams. Nothing out of the ordinary, you might think, but what makes me different is that I'm an 

immigrant.  

My story as an immigrant student began June 2003, when my parents, my sister and I 

immigrated from Peru to the United States. Since the moment we arrived at this country, we have 

worked really hard to get a better life and create better opportunities. However, this has not 

always been an easy task. 

As an immigrant student, I had to overcome many obstacles. I was not only an immigrant; I was 

what many people are afraid to say “illegal”. I have heard the phrase “If you only have your 

papers, I would … hire you, give you a scholarship/financial aid, approve your credit, etc. so 

many times I have lost count. I have sat in classrooms without understanding a word, spend 

hours filling out applications, and rehearsing for interviews for jobs that I never got simply 

because of my immigration status, these were just a few between many other incidents in which 

my immigration status has held me back. When I first started college many of my friends did not 

support my decision, as they did not believe I was going to be able to ever work in a job that was 

related to my field of study due to my immigration status. However, that did not stop me from 

pursuing my dreams. I had to work really hard to be able to pay for university. I used to wake up 

at four in the morning in order to go to work and work fourteen hours per day during the summer 

in order to have enough money to pay for classes. I also got fired on the spot from my first job 

because of my immigration status and had to spend several months without a job. Getting 

accommodations in my schedule at work was also a no no, my boss believed she was already 

risking a lot by giving a job even though I was undocumented. Although I wanted to study and 

pursued a higher education, school had to come second. My class schedule had to adapt to my 

job and that put me behind so many times. Things were definitely not easy. There were moments 

in which I asked myself if I was doing the right thing. But now I know that I was, and I still am. 

My dedication, my passion for my career, and my motivation to success in life, have given me 

the strength to stay in school and keep perusing my dreams. And now I can say I did.  I currently 

hold an associate degree in general studies, a bachelors’ degree in Psychology, and a master’s 

degree in social work. A few years ago, I was able to get deferred action, a status that opened 

doors that I didn't know existed before and an opportunity that has made me have a taste of many 

of my most desires wishes and dreams. A status which granted me an employment authorization 

card and relieved me from removal from the country, or from entering into removal proceedings. 

However, this is still not enough. Knowing that all this could end any minute and without me or 



anybody involve being able to do anything about it is something that constantly runs through my 

head.   

I used to be the one afraid to talk about my immigration status. I have used to see it as an 

identifier, and a negative label that would put me on a list of "foreigners", "intruder", 

"undesired", just to name a few. However, listening to the story of other immigrants has helped 

me realized that I'm not alone.  

Everyday hundreds of immigrant’s struggles with the "what if" my dreams were to end, or even 

worse “what if” my dreams of working in my chosen career will never begin. It's easy for us, 

immigrants to picture it, but what about others who simply have not had the same type of 

experience or know much about the issue?  

I have decided to share my story not because I think it is unique, neither to fight, nor to judge 

others who think differently than myself, but my main purpose is so that others can start and 

continue the conversation about this issue. I have found sharing to be a way to put a face and a 

story to many immigrants that as myself have worked hard for this country, but who are now 

feeling voiceless and afraid of an uncertain future.  

Respectfully, 

Elizabeth Sanabria 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


