Julius Wibisono

18-years-old, born in Indonesia, and currently lives in Philadelphia, Pennsylvania.

“My advice to someone considering DACA is to not be afraid.”

My name is Julius Verdio Wibisono. I am 18 years old. My mom and I came to the U.S. in 2006 to meet my dad who was already here. I was seven years old at the time. My parents were people of average means who struggled to thrive in Semarang, a city in southwest Indonesia. We came to the U.S. so they could better provide for our family—physically, emotionally, academically and financially. When we first arrived, my parents lived and worked in Alabama and I lived with my grandmother in Philadelphia. It was hard not to be with them, but when I was in 7th grade, my grandmother decided to move back to Indonesia and my parents came to be with me in Philadelphia.  

Although we came with no social network, we built strong ties in our community through our parish in South Philadelphia. They assisted us with my education and helped my family to rebuild. Through mass and youth groups, I was able to build relationships with people who share the same values and goals as me. I began to feel more comfortable and welcomed in my new country due to these peers. I was adapting to life in America. Although I had more to tackle along my journey, I made a commitment to myself that I would always serve the parish in my community whenever they were in need. Because my family and I are only capable of making modest monetary donations to the church, my way of showing gratitude was to be active. This includes altar serving for both English and Indonesian mass, leading youth group discussions, and assisting those who have similar situations. 

As with most people, I didn’t realize I was undocumented until high school. I started taking SAT prep classes through Philadelphia Future with the sole intention of boosting my SAT scores. I received much more than just SAT tutoring. I thought the process for college admission would be similar to that of high school. I thought that wherever I would apply, I would automatically be considered for a scholarship and would receive my 4-year education. It was not that simple and I struggled with the truth. At Philadelphia Futures, I learned that I am an undocumented student and what that means. The staff explained that because of my status, I was unable to qualify for certain scholarships. They also made me aware that not all schools are friendly towards undocumented students. In fact, there are only a few that are willing to offer grants to students with DACA. They encouraged me to apply for DACA.  

I applied for DACA in 2012 and it has been great. I think the hardest part was preparing the documents that showed my existence from the day I arrived in the U.S. in 2006 until the day I applied in 2012. With the help of the church and my family, we patiently collected all the required documents. 
 
One way DACA has impacted my life is my eligibility for the Lehigh University Grant. What some other DACA students may not know is that there are some schools throughout the U.S. that offer grants specifically for DACA students. One of these schools happened to be Lehigh University. Because I am a DACA student, my options for applying to college were limited. My parents and I both knew that we could not afford a $60,000+ education. After being accepted to Lehigh University, the university offered me a tremendous and surprising grant. Lehigh University has been very understanding with my situation and is the best fit for me, both academically and socially. 

My advice to someone considering DACA is to not be afraid. Everybody that qualifies for DACA should apply and take the benefit of the policy. Also, get help if you need it. I’ve been fortunate to have people in my life who remind me that there was and will always be light at the end of the tunnel; it’s just a matter of how long the tunnel is before I will see the shining and bright light. 
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