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​The Dziady Lantern
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Tymek didn’t usually like going into the cellar. It was dark. It was dusty. And it always smelled faintly of pickled cabbage.

But this evening, he was helping Babcia Zosia prepare for All Souls’ Night, and she needed candles. Lots of them.

“Dziady is not just about lighting candles,” Babcia said, sorting dried herbs and tiny honey cakes. “It’s about remembering.”

“Remembering what?” Tymek asked.

“Who,” she replied. “The ones who came before us. Our family. The ones who made us who we are.”

Tymek wasn’t sure what she meant. But he went down to the cellar anyway.

And that’s where he found it.

Tucked behind a basket of dusty apples was a small, iron lantern.

But instead of a candle, it glowed softly on its own—pale gold, flickering gently.

“No batteries,” Tymek muttered. “No wires...”

The light pulsed once, as if in reply.

He carried it upstairs, heart thumping.

That night, Tymek and Babcia placed candles in the windows and honey cakes on the sill.

“Food for the wandering souls,” she said. “So they know we welcome them.”

Later, as Tymek lay in bed, the mysterious lantern sat on his bedside table.

It blinked.

Once.

Twice.

Then it floated into the air.

“What—? Hey!” Tymek leapt up and followed as the lantern drifted through the house, out the door, and into the garden.

The sky was full of stars. The trees rustled like whispered secrets.

The lantern hovered over the old birch tree.

And then... they appeared.

Figures stepped out from the shadows, glowing faintly.

They looked familiar, though Tymek was sure he’d never met them.

One wore a flower crown. Another had a thick moustache and carried an accordion. A woman in a long skirt carried a spindle of thread.

“Are you... ghosts?” Tymek whispered.

The woman with the spindle smiled kindly. “Not ghosts. Just memories.”

“We’re your family,” said the man with the moustache. “From long, long ago.”

The flower-crowned girl twirled. “And tonight, we dance.”

“But we need your help,” added the man.

“The dance was never finished. Not many remember it anymore.”

Tymek swallowed hard. “I’ve never danced in my life.”

“Then tonight,” said the lantern, glowing brighter, “you learn.”

They formed a circle in the grass. The accordion man began to play—a slow, haunting tune that wrapped around Tymek like wind through trees.

The woman clapped. The girl twirled. The thread spun like a spider’s web.

Tymek tried to follow.

Left foot. Right. Turn. Bow. Step. Step.

But it wasn’t easy. His legs tangled. He stepped on the girl’s toes. The spindle rolled away.

“I’m messing it up,” he said.

The moustached man chuckled. “All dances start with clumsy feet.”

“Just listen to the rhythm,” said the girl. “It’s already inside you.”

And so Tymek closed his eyes.

Listened.

Moved.

And the steps came, clear and strong, as if he’d always known them.

The rhythm grew faster.

The lantern floated higher.

More figures emerged—old women with wrinkled smiles, boys in boots, a baby cradled in a shawl.

All joined the circle.

They spun beneath the stars, feet brushing grass, light weaving between them.

Tymek felt connected—to something vast and gentle and wise.

As the dance reached its final step, the lantern rose high above them, glowing like a second moon.
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