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A SKETCH

OF THE

HISTORY OF POLAND.

By C. V. SCHWARTZ, M. D.

OF THE POLISH EMIGRATION.

“Is it nothing to you, all ye that pass by? Behold, and see
if there be any sorrow like unto my sorrow, which is done
unto me; wherewith the Lord hath afflicted me in the day

of his fierce anger.”

Lamentations of Jerusalem, i., 12.
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PRINTED FOR THE AUTHOR,

BY R. MACDONALD, GREAT SUTTON STREET, CLEItKENWELL.

1842.



THE DOWNFALL OF POLAND.

TO POLAND.

My brothers have fled, or in battle they fell,—
Or in dungeons they pine, for they love thee too well,
And far must I wander—an exile from thee —
For thou art no longer a refuge for me.

Oh Poland! my country, the fond heart will break
Of him who has suffered and bled for thy sake,—
Oh! why have I lived the sad moment to see
When thou art no longer a refuge for me?



DEDICATION TO THE PEOPLE OF
ENGLAND.

Banished from their native soil, and persecuted through
all continental kingdoms, the Polish Wanderers, seeking
refuge on the shores of Britain, have been received with
a generous hospitality, which has alleviated their
undeserved misfortunes. Gratitude for this benevolence
towards my unhappy brethren, and the desire of keeping
alive feelings of compassion for the fate of my suffering
country, have induced me to write the following pages,
which I respectfully dedicate to the noble-minded and
generous inhabitants of Britain, to whom I submit them,
in the intimate conviction, that their sympathy for our
past and present sufferings will not cease until their
energetic assistance shall have enabled us to recover our
native country.

THE AUTHOR.



THE DOWNFALL OF POLAND.

It is the melancholy task of the writer of these pages to
call to the minds of his British readers the disasters of his
native country—of Poland, once great and powerful
among the nations of Europe—of Poland, that was, and is
no more! Europe, boasting of having carried civilization to
the highest state of perfection, of having established the
social and political condition of all countries upon the
principles of right and humanity, of extending her
charitable care even to the unfortunate sons of Africa, —
this same Europe has looked with indifference at those
unexampled calamities, by which a whole nation has been
blotted from the tablet of existence. The autocrat ruler of
numberless millions of slaves issued from the centre of
his ill-begotten power the infernal decree, that the
population of a civilized and Christian country should be
exterminated from the face of the earth; and the
diabolical command of a barbarian tyrant has been
executed, while the rulers of the most civilized countries
of the world looked quietly on at the work of bloodshed
and destruction — nay, partly aided by their own efforts
in accomplishing the slaughter of an entire nation.

Poland is no more! and her exiled children are
wandering through distant climes, weeping for the loss of
their country, and imploring, by the mute exhibition of
their mournful destiny, the commiseration of those who



have hearts to feel for the woes of their brethren. But the
exiled sons of Poland, the remnant of what was once the
pride of Europe, ought not to confine their feelings at the
destruction of their beloved country to useless tears.
Those who remain at home, upon the gory soil of their
enslaved country, are fettered down into mute
oppression, and even the stifled groan that escapes from
the lips of those victims is considered as a crime, and
punished by unheard-of cruelty; but we, who preferred
renouncing that home, which is no longer our country—
we, who are wandering through foreign lands, sitting
down by the waters of Babylon, and mixing our tears with
the waves that beat against foreign coasts—we, at least,
have preserved the right of raising the cry of woe against
the tyrant; of lifting up our voices, and repeating the
mournful tale of our disasters,—repeating it until our
voice shall succeed in awakening in the breasts of our
hearers a sympathy powerful enough to lead, in the
onward flow of time, to the restoration of our unforgotten
father-land ! Would that I had the eloquence of that
British poet, who sung in melodious stanzas the downfall
of that doomed city of Zion, of which our own Warsaw,
once so powerful, recals the mournful destruction,—
although the Polish capital resembled that of the Jews
only in its misfortunes, but was never stained by similar
crimes.

END OF DEMO
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