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AH2UTICKO20 SI3bIKA HA PYCCKULL

Opurunan IlepeBop

Jeff Lindsay
Darkly Dreaming Dexter

EPILOGUE

I  KNOW IT IS A NEARLY HUMAN
WEAKNESS, AND IT may be no more than
ordinary sentimentality, but | have always
loved funerals. For one thing they are so clean,
so neat, so completely given over to careful
ceremonies. And this was really a very good
one. It had rows of blue-uniformed policemen
and -women, looking solemn and neat and—
well, ceremonial. There was the ritual salute
with the guns, the careful folding of the flag,
all the trimmings—a proper and wonderful
show for the deceased. She had been, after all,
one of our own, a woman who had served with
the few, the proud. Or is that the marines? No
matter, she had been a Miami cop, and Miami
cops know how to throw a funeral for one of
their own. They have had so much practice.

“Oh, Deborah,” I sighed, very softly, and of
course | knew she couldn't hear me, but it
really did seem like the right thing to do, and |
wanted to do this right.

I almost wished I could summon up a tear or
two to wipe away. She and | had been very
close. And it had been a messy and unpleasant
death, no way for a cop to go, hacked to death
by a homicidal maniac. Rescue had come too
late; it was all over long before anyone could
get to her. And yet, by her example of selfless
courage, she had helped to show how a cop
should live and die. I'm quoting, of course, but
that's the gist of it. Really very good stuff,
quite moving if one has anything inside that
can be moved. Which | don't, but I know it
when | hear it and this was the real thing. And
very much caught up in the silent bravery of
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Sl 3Haro, YTO 3TO TMOYTH 4YeJOBedecKas
c1abocTh M, BO3MOXKHO, He 0Ooliee, YeM
OOBIKHOBEHHAsT CEHTHMCHTAJIbHOCTh, HO S
Bcerga JroOmn moxopoHsl. [Ipexne Bcero,
MIOTOMY, UYTO OHHU  HACTOJIBKO  YHUCTHI,
HACTOJBKO SICHBI — IICJIMKOM M TIOJHOCTBIO
aKKypaTHbIe LIepeMOHUH. 1 1aHHbIE TOXOPOHBI
ObUIM  JICMCTBUTEIIBHO OTJIWYHBIMU. 3J]I€Ch
coOpanuch psAIbl  TONMICHCKUX B CHHEH
dbopMe,  BBIDJLIAAIIAX ~ TOPKECTBEHHO |
ONpSITHO, HY U odpurnmanbHo. bl
PUTYalbHBIA PYKEUHBI CalioT, 3a00TIMBOE
cBOpauMBaHue (uiara, BcE IIOYECTH
HaJiJIeXkKalee, 3amMevyaTeIbHOe NPEACTABICHUE
s mokorHoi. Koropas siBnsinack, B KOHIE
KOHIIOB, OJHOM W3 HaMINX, KCHIIMHOM,
CIYXHBIIEH C W30paHHBIMH, JOCTOMHBIMHU.
Nnu Tak nOpUHATO TOBOPUTH O MOPCKOM
nexore? be3 pasHumpl, oHa OblIa KOMOM
Maiiamn, a kxombel MadamMu 3HAOT TOJK B
OpraHu3alu MOXOPOH JJIsl OJTHOTO U3 CBOUX.
B oroit chepe onu oOmamaror OoraThiM
OITBITOM.
— Ox, /lebopa, — B3IOXHY 5, OUEHb MATKO,
pasymeeTcs, 3Hasi, YTO OHA MEHS HE YCJIBIIIUT,
HO, Ka3ajoch, 3TO OBUIO TPaBUIBHBIM, a s
XOTeII JIelIaTh BCE, KaK IOJIaracTcs.
Ecnu Obl TONBKO S MOTr BBIOABUTL U3 CeOs
CJIE3UHKY WJIM JIBE, YTOOBI CMaxHYTh UX. Bcé-
Tak!, MBI C TTIOKOMHON OBLIIH JOBOJILHO OJIM3KH.
N ee cmepTh OKazanach TAXKEIOM, HEMPUATHOM;
HEroXe€ KONy TMOKHUIATh 3TOT MHUp, Oyaydd
pPacKpoOMCaHHBIM MaHBSKOM-yOUHIIEH.
CrmaceHrie TPUILIO CIUIIKOM TIO3HO: BCE
OKOHYHMJIOCH 33JI0JITO JIO TOr0, KaK KTO-JIHOO
MOr BoOBpeMmsi OOHapyxuth ee. W Bcé xe,
CBOUM IpUMEPOM CaMOOTBEPKEHHOU
XpaOpocTH OHa TIOMOIJIAa TIOKa3aTh, Kak
JIOJDKEH XKUTb U yMEPETh IOJULEUCKUHU. S,
pasymeeTcs, UUTHUPYIO, HO CYTh COXpaHEHa.
JIeHicTBUTENIBHO XOpollass pedb, JOBOJIBHO
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the officers in their clean blues and the
weeping of the civilians, 1 could not help
myself. I sighed heavily. “Oh, Deborah,” I
sighed, a little louder this time, almost feeling
it. “Dear, dear Deborah.”

“Quiet, you moron!” she whispered, and poked
me hard with her elbow. She looked lovely in
her new outfit—a sergeant at last, the least they
could do for her after all her hard work
identifying and nearly catching the Tamiami
Slasher. With the APB out on him, no doubt
they would find my poor brother sooner or
later—if he didn't find them first, of course.
Since | had just been reminded so forcefully
that family is important, | did hope he could
stay free. And Deborah would come around,
now that she had accepted her promotion. She
really wanted to forgive me, and she was
already more than half convinced of the
Wisdom of Harry. We were family, too, and
that had shown in the end, hadn't it? It was not
such a great leap to accept me as | was after
all, was it? Things being what they are. What
they have, in fact, always been.

I sighed again. “Quit it!” she hissed, and
nodded at the far end of the line of stiff Miami
cops. | glanced where she indicated; Sergeant
Doakes glared at me. He had not taken his eyes
off me, not once the whole time, even when he
had dropped his handful of earth on Detective
LaGuerta's coffin. He was so very sure that
things were not what they seemed. | knew with
a total certainty that he would come for me
now, track me like the hound he was, snort at
my footsteps and sniff my back trail and hunt
me down, bring me to bay for what | had done
and what | would quite naturally do again.

TporaTteinpHasi, €ciii B TBOEM Iylle ecTb
CTPYHBI, KOTOPBIE MOXHO 3aTPOHYTh. Y MEHs
HET, HO s TOYHO 3HAIO, KOrjJa YTO-IH00
JIOJDKHO MEHsI pacTporatrb, W ceilyac Kak pas
TOoT ciydaid. OKpyXEHHbId MOJYAIUBBIMU
OTBOXHBIMH oO(UIlepaMH B SICHO-CUHEM U
PBIIAIOLINME TPAXKJIAHCKUMU, S HE MOT HUYETO
nojenarh. S TSHKeNno B3IOXHYI.

— O, Jlebopa, — B3I0XHYI s €Ile TpoMUe Ha
3TOT pa3, MOYTH IOYYBCTBOBAB TO, YTO W
octasibHbIe. — Jloporas, munas lebopa.

— Twume, upmor! — mpomenTaga oOHA U
CUJIBHO TOJIKHYJIA MEHSI JIOKTEM.

HoBas ¢opma Obuta el oueHb K JIHILY:
HAKOHEI[-TO € Janu 3BaHUE CepKaHTa —
MEHbIIIEe, YTO MOKHO OBUIO CHeNaTh IOCIHe
TOT0, KaK OHA TSKKUM TPYAOM BBIYUCIHIIA U
noytu noWmana Tamumamckoro Pe3Huka.
YuuThiBas, YTO OPUEHTUPOBKY C  €r0
MpUMETaMHU Pa30Ciialiy 10 BCEM MOCTaM, MOETO
OegHoOTO Opariia paHo WX TMO3THO HAMAYT —
€CIIi OH HE Hai/eT UX MEepPBBIM, KOHEYHO XKe€.

[TockonbKy MHE HENAaBHO TaK XOPOLIO
HallOMHUJIM, KaK Ba)XHA CEMbs, I OYEHb
HaJEsICs, YTO OH CMOXET OCTarbCsd Ha

cBobone. M Jlebopa mOMmKHA YCHOKOWTHCS
Terepb, Korna e€ moBbicuian. OHa B camMom
JieNe XOoTelna TPOCTUTh MEHsS U yXe Oblia
OoJpIlle, YEeM HAIMOJOBUHY, YyOeXIeHa B
Mynpoctu [appu. Mbl Toxke ObUIM CeMbel,
KaK BBIICHWIOCH, HE Tak Ju? W He Tak yxk, B
KOHEYHOM CYeTe, TSKeNO ObUIO MPUHSITH MEHS
TaKUM, KaKUM S SIBJISIFOCH Ha camoM jene? Beé
CKJIaJIbIBAETCSl TaK, KakK ecTb. Tak, Kak, K
CJIOBY, Bcera ObLIO0.

51 cHOBa B3/10XHYIL.

— IIpekpatn! — mumknyna Jle0 M KUBKOM
yKazaja Ha KOHEI HIEPEeHTH OCTOJOCHEeIBIX
nojauuenckux. S mocMoTpen Tynaa, KyAa OHa
yKazana; cepykaHT Jloakc MpUCTaIbHO TIIAET
Ha MeHs. OH HE CBOAWJI C MEHS TJla3 HU Ha
CEeKyHIy, Jake Torjaa, Korja Opocal CBOIO
TOPCTh 3€MJIM Ha KPBIMIKY Tpoba JETEKTHBA
Jlal'yaptel. OH Obul yOexIeH, 4To Bc€ Ha
caMoM Jienie ObUTO HE TeM, 4eM Kaxkertcs. S ¢
MOJIHOW YBEPEHHOCTHIO 3HAJ, YTO OH TeNepb
MPUICT 32 MHOU, OYJIET BBICICKUBATH, CIOBHO
WILEWKA, KOEH OH U SIBJSJICSA, IPUHIOXUBATHCS
K MOEMY CJIe[ly; OH ITOMMaeT MEHs, IPUKMET K
CTEHE 3a TO, YTO S cJeNall U YTO, €CTECTBEHHO,
CIIEJIal0 CHOBA.
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| squeezed my sister's hand and with my other
hand I fingered the cool hard edge of the glass
slide in my pocket, one small drop of dried
blood that would not go into the grave with
LaGuerta but live forever on my shelf. It gave
me comfort, and | did not mind Sergeant
Doakes, or whatever he thought or did. How
could I mind? He could no more control who
he was and what he did than anyone else could.
He would come for me. Truly, what else could
he do?

What can any of us do? Helpless as we all are,
in the grip of our own little voices, what indeed
can we do?

| really wished | could shed a tear. It was all so
beautiful. As beautiful as the next full moon
would be, when | would call on Sergeant
Doakes. And things would go on as they were,
as they had always been, beneath that lovely
bright moon.

The wonderful, fat, musical red moon.

S cxanm nagoHb CecTpbl, a MaldblaMH JAPYroi
PYKH IIPOBEN IO XOJIOAHOM TBEPIAOM KPOMKE
MPEAMETHOIO CTEKJa B KapMmaHe; OJHa
KpOIlleYHasi ~ KameJibka 3acoXIiedl  KpoBH,
KOTOpasi HE OTIPAaBUTCA B MOTWIY BMECTE C
Jlal'yapToii, a HaBE4YHO MOCEIUTCS HAa MOEH
MOJIKe. DTO MEHS YCIIOKOWIIO, U sl He oOparal
BHUMaHUs Ha cepkanta Jloakca u To, 4TO ObI
oH cebe Hu ayman win nenan. C yero Obl MHE
OecriokouThcsi 00 3TomM? OH OoJbIie HE MOT
KOHTPOJINPOBATh TO, KEM OH SIBJISLJICS, J1a U KTO
cMmor 0b1? OH mpuet 3a MHOW. B camom gerne,
YTO €Ill€ OH MOXKET?

Uro wmoxer caenate JiroOoiW W3 Hac?
beszzamurtHbie IJICHHUKH COOCTBEHHBIX
MaJE€HbKUX TOJOCOB, JIEUCTBUTEIIBHO, YTO
MO>KEM MBI I1OJENATh?

Eciu Obl TONBKO s OBUI B COCTOSHHH
MPOPOHUTH  CJIE3WHKY. Bc€ Obulo  Takum
MpeKpacHbIM. TakuMm ke MpEeKpacHbIM, KaKOM
Oyner cremyromias MojiHAsg JyHa, KoOrna s
pu30By cepkanta Jloakca. Y BCE npoaomKuT

ObITh  TaK, KakK paHbllle, TMOJ  AITOU
BOCXUTHUTEIBHOU SIPKOU JTYHOH.
3ameuaTesbHOM, yXJIOH, MEJIOJUYHON

OarpsiHoM JTyHOH.
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