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The Caper of the Carbon Cube 

By Robert Allen 

“It was a dark and stormy night . . .” hardly had I finished reading those words in an obscure 

Victorian novel, when a woman I had not met before swept into my office.  She was not what 

you expect in a college teacher’s office; a long, expensive dress swept the floor—and the floor 

needed sweeping.  Strips of mink writhed about her shoulders. I noticed with some discomfort 

that the strips of fur still had heads, and little glass eyes. 

She would never see sixty again—and I was trying to put on the breaks before I hit seventy. 

“Dr. Allen?” she asked. 

“Yes,” I replied rising. “Have a seat, m’am.” 

“Dr. Allen,” she said, “I am Mrs. Paulina Porkington, heir to the Paddington and Porkington 

Pickled Pigs Feet Producers fortune.  I have heard that you are not only a college teacher, but 

also active in matters that require expertise in crime and detection.” 

“Yes,” I replied, cautiously, “I do dabble in such matters during summers off.” 

“Then I have come at the right time!  You must help me!” she said, her voice moving up like 

fingernails on a blackboard. 

“I should be most charmed to be at your professional assistance, Madam.” I replied, noticing 

the air in my office was growing thick with the smells of fine perfume and old money. 

“You see,” she replied, “I have been invited to the most distinguished social event of the year in 

Knoxville, Mayor Madeline Rogero’s Rotarian Royal Rib Roast in Market Square this Saturday.  

Everybody who is anybody will be there and I simply must dress properly for the occasion.” 

“I’d be glad to advise you on the choice of evening gowns,” I replied, figuring I’d make up 

something as I went along. 

“No, no, you don’t understand,” she said.  “You see, I inherited from my fourth husband one of 

the largest diamonds in the world, the Cube of Akenreelbad, a fantastically valuable square 

diamond from the Mogul Empire. I’ve had it set in a modest silver tiara, and I know I shall be 

the envy of every woman in Market Square with that jewel on me! Yet a dark cloud has risen in 

my sky!” 



“Dear me! What is wrong?” I asked, ignoring the cheesy cliché. 

“I just learned this morning that Light Fingered Luther, the Lithuanian jewel thief, is now in 

Knoxville and I’m quite sure he will attempt to steal the Cube of Akenreelbad from my very 

person! You simply must come to Madeline Rogero’s Rotarian Royal Rib Roast and protect me!” 

“I see your problem,” I mused.  “Market Square is one of the most open and delightful locations 

on all the South; pleasant as it is, there are any number of places a thief could hide or escape-

quaint shops, excellent eateries.  What does this larcenous Luther look like?” 

“No one knows!  He is a master of disguise! He could appear as anyone!!  That is why I want a 

man of your skill near me at all times,” she said, a quiver in her voice.  “Money is no object.” 

She had uttered the magic words.  “Never fear, I shall be there!  You and your jewel are in safe 

hands.” 

I had a migraine headache the rest of the afternoon as a result of Madame Porkington’s 

perfume and had to go lie in a darkened room and think about my retainer to make myself feel 

better. 

Saturday night found me mingling with the crowd in Market Square, in the heart of Knoxville. I 

had on my best tux, and was blending in with Rotarians, politicians and everyone else.  I kept an 

eye, sharp as a needle on Mrs. Porkington, who stalked about in a light seersucker dress, with a 

jewel the size of a Rubrics Cube on her head—looking like a lost light house. 

A certain young woman caught my eye; she was tall, and wore fuchsia pants so tight, I could see 

that Andy Jackson on the $20 bill in her back pocket was suffocating. Her hair was golden, like a 

sunrise that promised a day of delights.  She was hanging about, no doubt noticing a 

distinguished older gentleman. 

“Lovely evening,” I said in a voice tinged with forlorn hope. 

“Yes, it is,” she said, in a voice husky with promise.  “I’m Kellye.  Care to dance?” 

Of course I cared to.  I asked the band master to play a waltz.  Trying desperately to remember 

that I was supposed to watch Mrs. Porkington, the lovely Kellye and I began to dance. It was 

bliss, yet a short lived bliss, for when I held her by the wrist, I noticed the bones seemed far too 

large for the bones of a female.  I turned her face toward one of the lights on the central arch in 

Market Square. She definitely needed a shave.   

When the waltz ended I was nervous and shaken as I went over to the band master and 

requested some unusual music. By remarkable good chance his musicians were from the 



distinguished music school at UT and consequently acquainted with virtually every musical style 

in the world. 

I returned to Kellye and the music began again, another waltz, and we swept across the bricked 

courtyard.  In the middle of the piece, the music shifted into a Lithuanian waltz, and I noticed 

that Kellye started to lead.  I realized, first to my disappointment, then my alarm that I was 

dancing with the larcenous Light Fingered Luther, the Lithuanian jewel thief! He had disguised 

himself as a voluptuous blonde and was stalking Mrs. Porkington’s prodigious piece of bling. 

When the waltz ended, I excused myself to get a drink.  I needed gin, and quick, lots of gin, gin 

on the rocks, not many rocks, and I asked the bar tender to give me just one big ice cube. 

I found Mrs. Porkington, talking to the Governor of Tennessee, Bill Haslam.  She was telling him 

about her interest in growing exotic orchids, and he was smiling, and beginning to look like he 

needed to do something else, immediately, but he hadn’t thought just what yet.  I came to his 

relief by remarking to Mrs. Porkington just how exquisite she looked.  The Governor gave me a 

look that suggested he would lower my taxes forever out of shear gratitude, and excused 

himself. I told Mrs. P. that her tiara needed just a bit of adjustment and fixed it for her.  We 

walked over toward where a fountain played up out of the pavement. 

Suddenly, Light Fingered Luther, the Lithuanian jewel thief threw aside his long blonde wig and 

rushed at Mrs. Porkington, grabbed the tiara and disappeared into a little wooded park beyond 

the fountain.  

Mrs. P. screamed to me and everyone else, “Stop him!  Stop him! He’s got a jewel worth 

millions!” I stood calmly, watching Luther clomp away down the streets of Knoxville on high 

heels he wasn’t used to. 

“Aren’t you going to try to stop him? or her or. . . whoever?” she demanded of me as some of 

the security guards took out after the thief.  “He’s got the Cube of Akenreelbad, you fool.” 

“No he hasn’t.” I said, taking the Cube out of my pocket and depositing it in her hand.  “That is 

the infamous international jewel thief, Luther, whom you feared.  We were dancing and when 

the band started a Lithuanian waltz, he instinctively began to lead. I realized he was a 

Lithuanian man, and could be no one other than the infamous Luther.  Realizing the immediate 

danger, I obtained a chunk of ice at the bar, the size and shape of the jewel, and a few minutes 

ago, I switched the jewel in your tiara with the ice cube when I pretended to adjust your tiara.  

Light Fingered Luther, the Lithuanian is now running away while what he thought was a 

treasure melts in his hand.” 



“Oh, Dr. Allen,” she exclaimed, admiring the carbon crystal cube in her hand. “You have far 

exceeded even your reputation!  How can I possibly repay you?” 

“It was nothing,” I said, thinking that a mere zero or two were nothings, but might be readily 

added to the check she was about to write for me. It was a good night, I thought, as I walked 

back to the bar for a nightcap, a good night in the old city of Knoxville. 

 


