
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Lake Fairy of France

A Burgundian Legend of the Hundred Years’ War



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE LAKE FAIRY OF FRANCE

    

    
      First edition. March 24, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Octet Magique.

    

    
    
      Written by Octet Magique.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Part One: The Prince and the Enchanted Lake

Chapter I: In Which Young Alberic Rides to War
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In the year of Our Lord thirteen hundred and sixty, when the Hundred Years’ War between England and France had scarcely begun its long and bloody course, there lived in the Duchy of Burgundy a young prince named Alberic. He was the third son of Duke Philip the Bold, a boy of seventeen summers, with hair the color of autumn wheat and eyes like the clear blue waters of the Saône River that flowed through his father’s lands.

The boy had been raised on tales of chivalry and romance, on stories of Lancelot and Tristan, of faeries who dwelt in forest glades and beneath the surfaces of still waters. His old nurse, a woman from the countryside who had suckled him at her breast, would tell him of the fées of ancient Gaul, those immortal beings who had dwelt in the land before the Romans came, before the Franks, before even the memory of men. She spoke of the Lady of the Lake who had given Arthur his sword, of Melusine who had built castles with her magic, of the water sprites who lured knights to their doom or to their salvation, depending on their hearts’ true nature.

“The old gods are not dead, my little lord,” she would whisper to him in the firelight. “They have only retreated to their hidden places, beneath the hills, within the standing stones, under the surfaces of deep waters. And sometimes, when the moon is full and the world is still, they emerge to walk among men.”

Young Alberic had listened to these tales with wonder, never knowing that one day he would become part of such a legend himself.

In that year of 1360, King Edward III of England had marched his army through northern France, and the Duke of Burgundy, though his loyalties were divided between his French blood and his English alliances, had agreed to send a contingent of knights to support the English cause. Young Alberic, burning with the fire of youth and desperate to prove himself in battle, had begged his father to let him ride with the army.

“You are too young,” Duke Philip had said at first.

“I am seventeen, Father,” Alberic had replied. “Alexander had conquered half the world by my age.”

The Duke had smiled at his son’s earnestness, but still he hesitated. “War is not glory, my son. It is mud and blood and screaming. It is watching your friends die around you.”

“I know, Father. But I must go. I cannot stay here in the castle while other men fight for our honor.”

In the end, the Duke had relented, but with conditions. Alberic would not ride with the main army. Instead, he would travel with a small escort of trusted men, keeping to the safer roads, observing rather than fighting. “You will see what war truly is,” Duke Philip had said. “And then you will understand why I wished to keep you home.”

So it was that on a morning in late April, when the cherry blossoms were falling like snow upon the roads of Burgundy, young Prince Alberic set out with five men-at-arms: old Sir Gauthier, who had fought in the Scottish wars; two young knights named Roland and Thibault; and two archers from the northern marches, men of few words but deadly skill with their longbows.

They rode north through the forests of the Île-de-France, following the course of the rivers that would lead them toward the English army. For three days they traveled without incident, camping in woods and meadows, eating what they carried or what they could hunt. Alberic found the life of the road exhilarating—the dawn mists rising from the rivers, the songs of birds in the greening trees, the feeling of freedom that came from being away from the constraints of the court.

But on the fourth day, disaster struck.

They had been following a track through the Forest of Fontainebleau, a vast wilderness of oak and beech that stretched for miles in all directions. The path was narrow and winding, overgrown with last year’s bracken and shadowed by the dense canopy above. Sir Gauthier rode in the lead, his old eyes scanning the undergrowth for danger, with Alberic close behind him, the two young knights following, and the archers bringing up the rear.

They had just crossed a small stream, their horses splashing through the cold, clear water, when they heard the sound of hooves ahead. Sir Gauthier raised his hand for a halt, and the party drew up, listening. The hoofbeats were numerous—many horses, moving fast.

“Bandits?” Alberic whispered.

“Or worse,” Sir Gauthier replied. “French patrols. If they find us here, in these disputed lands...”

He did not need to finish the sentence. The war had made enemies of neighbors, and a small party of Burgundians deep in French territory would be easy prey for any company of soldiers looking for plunder or prisoners to ransom.

“We must hide,” Sir Gauthier decided. “There is a track to the east that I know. It leads to an old hunting lodge. We can shelter there until they pass.”

He turned his horse and led them off the main path, pushing through the undergrowth into a narrower track that seemed little used. Branches scratched at their faces and caught on their cloaks. The forest closed in around them, dark and silent.

They rode for what seemed like an hour, though it was probably much less. The track wound deeper and deeper into the forest, and Alberic began to lose all sense of direction. The trees seemed to close behind them, erasing their path. The light grew dimmer as the canopy thickened overhead.

And then, suddenly, Sir Gauthier stopped.

“What is it?” Alberic asked.

The old knight did not answer. He was staring ahead, his face pale in the dim light.

Alberic rode up beside him and looked. The track had ended. Before them was a wall of thorns—blackberry bushes grown wild and thick, twisted together into an impenetrable barrier that stretched as far as they could see in both directions.

“This is not right,” Sir Gauthier muttered. “The path should continue. I have ridden this way before.”

“Perhaps we took a wrong turning,” suggested Roland.

“There were no turnings,” Sir Gauthier said. “The path was straight.”

They sat in silence for a moment, the horses shifting uneasily beneath them. The forest was utterly still. No birds sang. No insects hummed. It was as if they had entered a place where life itself had been suspended.

“We must go back,” Thibault said.

“Yes,” Sir Gauthier agreed. He turned his horse.

But when they tried to retrace their steps, they found that the path behind them had vanished. The undergrowth had closed in, leaving no trace of their passage. In every direction, the forest looked the same—an endless maze of trees and shadows.

“We are lost,” one of the archers said, and there was fear in his voice.

“Nonsense,” Sir Gauthier snapped, though his own voice was strained. “We have simply wandered off the path. We will find our way back. The sun is still high. We have hours of daylight left.”

But the sun, which had been visible through gaps in the canopy when they entered the track, now seemed to have disappeared entirely. The light was diffuse and gray, as if they were moving through a perpetual twilight.

They tried to push forward, hacking at the undergrowth with their swords, but the forest resisted them. Every direction they chose seemed to lead them deeper into the wilderness. The trees grew closer together, their branches intertwining overhead until the riders could no longer see the sky.

Hours passed, or what felt like hours. Alberic’s initial excitement had long since faded, replaced by a growing anxiety. He could see the fear in his companions’ faces, though they tried to hide it. Even Sir Gauthier, the veteran of a dozen campaigns, was sweating and muttering prayers under his breath.

And then, just as Alberic was beginning to despair, they emerged from the dense forest into a clearing.

It was a small clearing, perfectly circular, as if it had been deliberately made. The grass was green and soft, dotted with wildflowers—bluebells and wood anemones and the first pale stars of stitchwort. In the center of the clearing stood a single oak tree, ancient and massive, its trunk twisted and gnarled with age, its branches spreading wide to catch what light filtered through the clouds above.
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