
THE LEGEND OF THE FIRE IN TYCZYN
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In ancient times, when Tyczyn was still young, yet proud and wealthy, it was said that its streets never slept. Merchants from distant lands came here with their goods, and the bustle of the markets carried to the surrounding hills.
"Just look how lucky we are," one merchant would say. "Nothing bad will happen here," the townsman would reply with a smile.

The city grew stronger, and its inhabitants believed that nothing could shake their prosperity.

Until 1627 came.
Legend has it that one summer night, heavy, unnaturally dark clouds gathered over Tyczyn. However, there was no rain—only muggy air and a silence that seemed to portend something bad.
"Do you smell it?" whispered a woman standing on the doorstep. “Too quiet… way too quiet,” her neighbor replied, looking up at the sky.

Suddenly, in the heart of the city, a fire appeared.

“It’s burning! Save yourselves!” the guard’s cry ripped through the night.

“Where did this fire come from?!” people shouted, grabbing whatever they could.

No one knew where it came from—some spoke of a lightning strike, others of human carelessness, and still others whispered of a curse cast by a jealous wanderer who had once been chased from the market. The flames grew rapidly, as if fed by an invisible force.
“Water! Buckets, as much as you can!” one man shouted.

“It doesn’t help! The fire only grows!” another replied, retreating in panic.
The fire devoured houses, stalls, and granaries, its glow reflecting in the terrified eyes of the inhabitants. Night turned to day, but it was a day of terror.
"Do you hear that?" the girl asked in a trembling voice.
"As if... laughter..." the old man whispered, staring into the flames.
When the fire finally died down, Tyczyn was no longer the same town. The ashes smoked for days, and people began to say that with the fire, something else had entered their lives—a shadow that would never leave them.
But the town wasn't the only one to suffer. The fire, carried by the wind, spread to the surrounding fields and forests.
"The forest is burning!" came the shepherd's desperate cry.
"There are animals there... they won't all escape..." someone said quietly. Among the burning trees, the crackling of branches and the terrified cries of creatures could be heard. Birds took flight, startled and disoriented. Animals ran blindly, often falling straight into the fire or perishing in the smoke.

"Save them!" a child cried.

"We can't... the fire doesn't discriminate," the adult replied, looking away.
And indeed, soon after the fire, further misfortunes came. First came the arrival of foreign armies, which swept through the area like a storm, looting and destroying what remained. Then came the disease—silent and invisible, taking people faster than the fire took their homes. The streets, once brimming with life, were deserted.

The old men said: "It was no ordinary fire," "It was a warning."

From then on, Tyczyn never regained its former glory. Although the city survived and its inhabitants rebuilt what was destroyed, the spirit of that night remained in the memories of generations.

The punchline of this story endured even longer: fire is never just a flame that consumes wood and stone. It is an element that destroys everything it encounters—people, their homes, forests, and innocent animals. It knows no mercy or boundaries. One spark is enough to take the life of entire worlds that have taken years to build.

Link to the video:
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