"Patriot"

by

Filip Nowak


Last June, I turned eighteen.  Last November, I stood in line at my local poling place for the first time.  I waited excitedly, with my sample ballot in hand.  I had spent several hours reading about every proposition and every candidate's personal statement.  I felt I was well prepared and that I had made good, informed decisions.  However, I knew that it was a privilege to have the power to have been able to make those decisions.

My parents and three older siblings lived together in Poland before I was born.  At the time, Poland was still in the midst of communist rule and had its people living under martial law as well.  This was due to the strikes caused by the labor union known as "Solidarity".  It was this group that my father was a part of, and it was this that made him a target for the oppression of the government.  He didn't like the ways of the government, and so he tried to protest.  The police would try preventing this on monthly basis as they would take him in for "questioning" on days when protests were suspected.  This didn't seem to have enough of an effect and so one night, the police barged into my family's home and took my dad away and put him in jail for more than three months.  My mom was left alone with my three siblings, all under the age of five at the time.  After this incident, the government gave my dad an ultimatum: leave the country, or stay and be unemployed.  Staying essentially meant starving, and so, having no contacts and knowing no English, my family moved to the United States.

Here, my family found what Poland was trying desperately to become.  This was a place where the fighting for freedom had been done more than two hundred years before, except it had to be done in a slightly different style than the Polish strikes and protests.  The colonies also faced repression from the government, and so they declared their independence from the oppressor across the ocean and took to arms to protect it.  Thousands of common farmers formed the militia to fight tough battles against a well trained, equipped and experienced British army.  However, it was their perseverance, bravery and sacrifices that opened the door for something the world had not seen before.  Several years after the war itself was over, the framers sat down and tried to figure out what this country would stand for.  It took them a long time, but in the end what they created has become a model for the rest of the world.  They formed a government that was responsible for protecting the interests of the people.  The Constitution, with a few amendments, is still the law of the land today and it protects its people well.

As I stood in that line at the poling place, I reminded myself of how lucky I was.  Countless lives have been sacrificed during the course of America's history to protect what, because of those heroic people, has become my right to vote, my right to petition, my right to speak freely.  My parents had to vote in rigged elections and do anything the government, acting in its own interests, wanted them to do.  They couldn't whisper a word of discontent without worrying about big brother waiting with handcuffs.  I am proud to have been born and raised in a country that has provided me with life, liberty and the ability to pursue happiness.  Far too many people take these incredible rights for granted.  I believe it to be important to look back every once in a while and be reminded that the path that led to our freedoms is lined by the sacrifices of those who came before us.

"My Story"
by

Filip Nowak


I am the youngest of a family of six and the fourth in line (following my three older siblings) to attend De Anza.  I am the only one in my family that is American born.  My parents fled communist Poland with their three young children in 1983.  They came to the United States knowing no English.  When I was born three years later, my family's English skills were still limited, which made Polish my first language (I am still able to speak it fluently).  My immediate family was alone in coming to America, and so I have grown up seeing my grandparents, uncles, aunts, and numerous cousins only a few times in my life.

I have been pretty quiet and shy person pretty much my entire life, but one thing that has helped open me up and greatly build my self-esteem has been sports.  I started running track when I was about four, playing soccer at around five, hockey when I was seven and swimming at age nine.  Sports were a comfortable place for me because I was talented at them, and it didn't matter how good my communication skills were.  I learned English entirely from my surroundings outside of home (as well as from watching TV) so as a child I still wasn't incredibly proficient with English.  But sports were something that I have been doing in one form or another as long as I remember and continue to do today.

High school was a very busy time for me and a place where I developed a lot.  As usual, sports were sort of a catapult for me as well as a huge boost to my self confidence.  At the end of it all, I had ten varsity seasons (four in cross country, two in soccer and four in swimming) which earned me a "White Sweater Award".  I was the only male in my school to receive this honor, and I was also runner up for my school's athlete of the year due partly to my four seasons as MVP and five seasons as captain.  However, I was most proud of my "Scholar Athlete of the Year" award.  It was a sign of how I not only tormented myself to get into good physical condition, but I made sure to focus on academics as well.  I took all the highest level classes available to me and still maintained a GPA around a 4.0.  I was also involved in several other extracurricular activities such as the school newspaper (of which I was the editor in chief) the French Club (of which I was the president), spirit week (of which I co-wrote the script and was the leader of props) and fundraising for the senior class (of which I was the leader of the "senior men").  It took a lot of hard work and a lot of lost sleep to do all of this.  However, I feel that it made me a stronger person, ready to take on the challenges that lie ahead.

High college costs and the best transfer rate are what brought me to De Anza from Newark despite my daily commute time of about an hour each way.  My various leadership roles throughout high school were what made me decide that I wanted to go into some sort of managerial position, which is why I am majoring in business.  I like knowing that I am responsible for some important task that "got done", and even my trusted friend sports couldn't provide this the way being in charge of some group of people could.

I have continued my hard work as a student/athlete at De Anza.  Last quarter, I had a 4.0 GPA as well as being on the DACA club swim team and learning to fence in PE14.  I have continued to fence this quarter and am currently enrolled in twenty-one and a half units.  After my classes, I go to the De Anza swim team practice (I chose swimming over soccer or cross country because I had three stress fractures in my last two years of high school from running too much).  After that, I go to the DACA swim team practice.  Once again, hard work is keeping me afloat and preparing me for the next level. I hope to transfer to the Haas School of Business and so to have a chance, the hard work must continue.
