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A Medieval Romance
In A Medieval Romance, Mark Twain blends medieval tropes with his signature humor to explore identity, power, and deception. The story revolves around Conrad, who is secretly a woman raised as a male heir to secure a claim to the Duchy of Brandenburgh. The deception, orchestrated by Conrad’s father, the Lord of Klugenstein, was intended to ensure the family’s succession, bypassing his brother’s daughter, Constance. As Conrad travels to Brandenburgh to claim his (or her) position, complications arise, notably with Constance, who falls in love with Conrad. This love triangle leads to tension, as Conrad tries to avoid Constance, only to intensify her pursuit.
The plot thickens as rumors spread that Constance has had a child, which threatens to undermine the Klugenstein claim. The climax of the story occurs during a public trial, where Conrad is forced to judge Constance, who is accused of having a child out of wedlock. The law dictates that a woman who sits in the Duke’s chair before being crowned must die, and when Constance accuses Conrad of being the father, Conrad faces a dire dilemma. To save himself, he would have to reveal his true identity, but doing so would break the law and seal his fate.
Twain ends the story on a humorous note, confessing that he has written the characters into an unsolvable dilemma, refusing to provide a resolution. This narrative choice reflects Twain’s wit and his ability to subvert traditional storytelling, leaving readers in suspense about the fate of Conrad and Constance. Now the task has come onto me, in the next three pages I write the most illogical and creative way the issue could have been solved.

“The Finale”
While they lay unconscious, the accusation loomed over them like a full moon in the night sky. Conrad awoke to find herself about to be executed in the courtyard, and with great haste declared, “You cannot condemn me as the father, for I am not a man!” “The ducal law still applies,” said one of the judges. “You shall be done away with!” The executioner sharpened his axe, about to make the beheading when— “STOP!” an old man cried, and voices of the barons and lords murmured. 
The elderly man, aged 70, declared, “I am Court Scribe Reginald of the Riviera.” He drew a scroll, so covered in dust it seemed ready to powder the courtyard, and proclaimed, “The law that condemns this Princess is outdated and was created during the reign of King Nicholos Archibald Nero IV, known to us as ‘Bad Boy Nick.’ He was known for killing his own mother and his brother, Prince Barbatus.” “The law decreed that the chair may not be sat on for as long as it is cursed,” the Scribe Reginald asserted. “But as a representative of the Jinxed Ornaments and Furniture Society, I will investigate if this chair is still under that ancient law.”
The entire procession stormed into the throne room, their boots echoing across the stone floor as they shuffled to make way for the old man. His steps were slow and deliberate, a hobbled shuffle that seemed to draw every eye in the room. He reached the foot of the throne, his gnarled hands trembling as he grasped the armrests to test its integrity. A murmur rippled through the crowd as the old scribe began to chant, his voice thin but unwavering. “Haec sella e caseo factum est... Haec sella e caseo factum est...” The room trembled as though the very stones beneath them quivered in response. The walls seemed to darken, shadows stretching across the throne room as the ancient words echoed in the silence. A chill swept through the gathered nobles. Panic began to stir in the ranks as the old man’s chanting grew louder, his breath ragged with the effort. But then, suddenly—abruptly—the shaking ceased. The old man stopped his chant, raising his head with a glint of triumph in his rheumy eyes. He looked toward the assembly, his voice now steady. “This chair... is not cursed,” he declared. “Release the true princess and declare her the ruler.” A collective breath was released, a wave of relief cascading through the room. The nobles erupted into cheers, the tension dissolving into laughter, music, and the sounds of joyous dancing that filled the air. 
Conrad, now officially crowned, looked to her cousin—Constance, who had been imprisoned for so long—and with a nod, the guards were ordered to free her. “Constance!” Conrad cried, her voice rich with emotion as she embraced her cousin. “You are free now. I am queen, and you shall be at my side.” The room resounded with applause as the two women stood side by side, but as the festivities continued, Conrad turned to the old man, Scribe Reginald. He had, after all, played a part in her ascension. “I owe you my life, Scribe Reginald,” she said, her voice full of gratitude. “But what of the curse? What of the chair?” Reginald, leaning on his staff, smiled faintly. The old man took a moment before replying, his words a bit too measured, his expression one of amusement. “The chair,” he said slowly, “had the distinct odor of sulfur and eggs... but fear not, Your Majesty. It was not demons, no... this chair... is simply made of cheese.” 
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