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Epilogue 
Josh’s place was larger and closer to downtown, so Sarah gave up her apartment and 
moved in with him.  She brought her window box sprouting basil and thyme, and they 
acquired a cat, a female Russian Blue they named Ludmilla. 
 
Sarah was pouring Saturday morning tea when Josh came in with the mail they had 
forgotten to retrieve from the box the day before. 
“Anything good?” Sarah asked. 
“Could be bad,” he said.  “A letter from a law firm.  Maybe we’re being sued.” 
 
The return address on the tan envelope said, “Jurndice and Jurndice, Attorneys at Law, 
Houston, Texas.” Josh grabbed a table knife and slit it open.  When he pulled out 
the single page letter, a smaller slip of paper fell out and fluttered to the floor.  Josh started 
to read, making no sound, but only moving his lips. 
“OK, what’s it say?” Sarah asked. 
 
“It’s addressed to me.  Dear Mr. Tanner. The estate of your father, Frederick James 
Williamson, has been settled, and as executor, Jurndice and Jurndice, LLC is authorized 
the send you the enclosed check as your portion of said estate.  An equal amount will be 
available to your half-sister, Kristina Louise Larson (address unknown) at such time as 
she contacts us.  If you are able to reach Ms. Larson, please ask her to contact us at the 
address below. 
 
In accordance with the wishes of your father, the Houston house and all of its contents 
and the 1999 Jaguar XKE are passed on to Ms. Elise M. Crandall. If you have any 
questions, please contact us at the address below.  Sincerely, Travis B. Jurndice, Attorney 
at Law.” 
Josh sat down so heavily that tea spilled from both cups. Sarah had picked up the slip of 
paper and was staring at it. 
 
“What is it?” Josh asked. 
“The check,” she said and thrust it towards him. 
Josh took the check from her, took a breath, and read it. 
“Six hundred eighty thousand, nine hundred forty dollars and fifty cents.” 



Both of them gulped down what was left of their tea. 
“There’s a letter, too. From Houston.  Better check it out,” she said. 
 
Josh tore open the envelope and pulled out a typed single-spaced letter wrapped around 
a sheet of lined yellow paper with writing in blue ink.  He looked at Sarah as if for 
permission to start reading. 
“It’s from Elise, my father’s caregiver,” he said and began with the handwritten note. 
 
“Dear Josh, this letter was dictated to me by your father shortly before he went into the 
hospital where you visited him.  It was his wish that I say nothing to you about it while you 
were here since he wanted it sent after his passing and the estate was settled.  I assume 
you have heard from his attorneys. 
With my own best wishes, 
 
Elise Crandall” 
 
Josh stared at the typed letter. 
“Read it, please read it,” Sarah whispered. 
Josh smoothed out the folds in the papers and began. 
 
“Dear Josh, since I am almost at the end of the road, I want to clarify some issues that 
have been weighing on me for many years.  First of all, I really did love your mother, still 
do, and not a day goes by that I don’t think of her. I was away on a university-sponsored 
exploration trip to Venezuela when she sent me a message that she was pregnant. I left 
for the States as soon as I could to be with her.  When I arrived, I found that she had 
suffered some sort of psychological trauma.  She was staying with her parents who 
refused to let me see her.  I should add that her father stood at the front door with a 
shotgun which I assumed was loaded. 
 
“Early in our relationship, she had confided to me that several years earlier she had given 
birth to a child whom she gave up for adoption. That would have been your half-sister.” 
At this point, Elise had entered her own note. 
“[Your father’s mind wandered and I was confused about what he said next, but I’ll pick up 
where he got back on track. – Elise.]” 
“I hope Elise didn’t miss too much,” Josh said. 
“Keep reading,” Sarah said impatiently. 
 
“I quickly wrapped up my teaching duties and planned to stick around Berkeley in hopes 
that your mother would come back to herself, and I would be able to get back into her life. 
But in her eighth month she hemorrhaged and was rushed to the hospital.  You know the 
rest – you were born, and she died.  I tried to see her, but your grandparents wouldn’t let 
me.   I took the coward’s way out and returned to Venezuela.  I couldn’t face what my life 
would be in California.  I joined a Houston-based oil exploration company and cut all ties 
with the university. My twenty-three years in South America were very successful, 
moneywise, but played havoc with my health.  I returned to Houston and retired on my 
earnings. 
 



“I hired a detective who had connections with the FBI, and through him I was able to track 
down your sister living with her adoptive parents in Michigan.” 
“Geez, if only we’d had the money for a detective,” Sarah said. 
“Hey, you’re the only detective we need.  You did great,” Josh said. 
“Thanks, Babe,” Sarah said, and Josh continued reading. 
“To find a small measure of penance in being the primal cause of your mother’s death, I 
paid Krissy’s college costs for four years, but I lost track of her and her parents after she 
graduated from Carleton, so I will leave that task to you.” 
 
“Josh, I was not so generous with you.  Your reward will be granted to you after my 
death.  I have withheld it because I wanted you to fight for what you earn in life.  As I said 
to you in the past, I don’t want you to go soft, but to stay strong.  I know your mother, 
fighter that she was, would agree. 
When you visit the house, you will see a collection of my paintings.  They are my attempt 
to honor the memory of your mother.  She is the woman who appears in each of the 
paintings. I have left instructions to have one of these paintings shipped to you as a link to 
our shared past. 
 
May you be blessed with success, Dad” 
Josh dropped the letter on the table and shook his head as he searched for his voice. 
“This is crazy.  Just crazy,” he said. 
“No,” Sarah replied. “This is what he wanted.” 
“And he signed it ‘Dad’. Not ‘Frederick G. Williamson’ like all the other times. It’s like a 
death-bed conversion,” Josh said. 
“And now you’ve won the jackpot,” she said. 
“No, Sweetie, we’ve hit the jackpot.” 
“You can change jobs, do what you want. There’s nothing more for you at the station,” she 
said. 
“My head is spinning. The money, the painting. I just hope it’s not the one I’m thinking of.” 
Sarah wrinkled her brows in puzzlement.  “Why not?  What’s wrong?” 
Josh grabbed Sarah and held her tightly for a long minute. 
I’ve never needed you more,” he whispered. 
 
When he finally let go of her, he reached for his phone. 
I can’t concentrate right now,” he said.  “I’ve got to call Krissy.  Where is she now?” 
“Florida.  They’re playing in Orlando tomorrow.” 
Josh dialed Krissy’s cell number and turned to Sarah. 
“You think I’ve stayed strong?” 
“You have, Josh, you have.” 
  
END 
Thanks to CVV, Diane Berger and to all of you for reading The Girl with the Topaz 
Ring. I would greatly appreciate any comments you may have.   
Please send them to carrpool@pacbell.net. -Gary Carr 
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