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The Curious Case
of Benjamin Button

s long ago as 1860 it was the proper thing to

be born at home. At present, so I am told, the
high gods of medicine have decreed that the first
cries of the young shall be uttered upon the anes-
thetic air of a hospital, preferably a fashionable
one. So young Mr. and Mrs. Roger Button were
fifty years ahead of style when they decided, one
day in the summer of 1860, that their first baby
should be born in a hospital. Whether this anach-
ronism had any bearing upon the astonishing his-
tory I am about to set down will never be known.

I shall tell you what occurred, and let you judge
for yourself.
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YausutenoHaa uctopus
bengxamuna batToHa

me B 1860 romy miameHIly IPHUINYECTBOBAJIO
ABUTLCS Ha CBET B POAUTEJILCKOM momMe. Huime
sKe, KaK MHe II0JCKa3bIBaloT, BeJINKIe CBeTUIa Bpa-
yeBaHUA IIOCTAHOBUJIN, UTO IIEPBLIA KPUK €TI0 J0J-
JKeH OT3BYyYaTh cpelu OOJLHUYHOTO d(upa U ueM
(emrenebenbHell 3aBeleHNEe, TEeM JIyUllle JJIs Hero.
TaxuMm obpasom, MoJomoii rocmoguu Pomxep Bart-
TOH C CYIPYroi Ha MATHAECAT JIET ONePeIuu CO-
BPEMEHHYIO MOy, Korma JeTHuM aHem 1860 roxa
pelImamn, UYTO uX IEePBEHIy Iomo0aeT POAUTHCSA
B OosbHUIE. MmMeer su mOmOOHBII aHaAXPOHU3M
Kaxoe-a1u00 OTHOIIeHMEe K ONIeJOMUTEJIbLHON MCTO-
pun, o KOTOpOoH s cobupaioch pacckKasaTb, — 00
9TOM JOIOMJIMHHO HUKTO M HUKOTZA He Y3HAaeT.
§1 muins moBemaio BaM O TOM, UTO OBIJIO HAJbIle,
U II03BOJIIO PellaTh CaMUM.



®psaHere CKoTT duumkepansg

The Roger Buttons held an enviable position,
both social and financial, in ante-bellum Balti-
more. They were related to the This Family and
the That Family, which, as every Southerner
knew, entitled them to membership in that enor-
mous peerage which largely populated the Con-
federacy. This was their first experience with the
charming old custom of having babies — Mr. But-
ton was naturally nervous. He hoped it would be a
boy so that he could be sent to Yale College in Con-
necticut, at which institution Mr. Button himself
had been known for four years by the somewhat
obvious nickname of “Cuff.”

On the September morning consecrated to the
enormous event he arose nervously at six o’clock,
dressed himself, adjusted an impeccable stock,
and hurried forth through the streets of Balti-
more to the hospital, to determine whether the
darkness of the night had borne in new life upon
its bosom.

When he was approximately a hundred yards
from the Maryland Private Hospital for Ladies
and Gentlemen he saw Doctor Keene, the family
physician, descending the front steps, rubbing his
hands together with a washing movement — as all
doctors are required to do by the unwritten ethics
of their profession.
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YousutensHasa uctopmsa bengpxamuHa batTtoHa

B mosoemnom DBantmmope ¢mHaHCOBOE IIOJIO-
JKeHMe, PaBHO KaK M OOIIeCTBEHHOEe, V ceMelcTBa
BarToHOB OBLIO BechbMa HpPOUYHBIM. OHU COCTOSAIHU
B poactBe ¢ Itoii Cembeii u ¢ Toit Cembeii, a 1O,
KaK M3BECTHO JIIOOOMY I0KaHUHY, TOBOPUJIO 00 UX
NPUHAAJIEKHOCT K 0OeCUMCJIeHHON 3HaTH, IeIpo
HaceaaBuieii Koudengepamnuio. To ObLT X IepBBIi
OIIBIT B CJABHOM CTAPHUHHOM OObIUae IEeTOPOKIe-
HUSA, ¥, IO IMOHATHBIM IIPUUYMHAM, TOcCIIoguH Bart-
TOH ObLT B3BosiHOBaH. OH HamesdaJCA, UTO POOUT-
cA MaJIbYMK, KOTOPOTO MOKHO OyIeT OTIpPaBUThH
B Menbckuil komnemx, B KOHHEKTHKYT, TIe cam
rocrnoauH BaTToH B TeueHMe uUeThIpeX JIeT HOCHJI
BechMa IIOAXOJsAllee Ipo3Buie MaHKeTKAa.

CeHTAOPBCKUM YTPOM, BCEIeJO MOCBAIEHHBIMN
TPAHANO3HOMY COOBITHIO, OH B BOJTHEHUU IIOIHSJI-
cd B IIIECTh yTPa, IOIPABUJI U 0e3 Toro Oesympeu-
HBIU rajJICTyK 1 ycTpeMuJcA mo yauiiaMm BairTumopa
MIPSAMO K TOCIIHTAJIO, YTOOBI YAOCTOBEPUTHCS, UTO
MUHYBIIasA TeMHas HOUb IIPUHECJa Ha CBOell rpyau
HOBYIO JKU3Hb.

Korma go MbopuieHICKON YacTHOM OOJbHUIIEI
s Jleqm n JI3KeHTJIBMEHOB €My OCTaBaJIOCh fAP-
OB CTO, OH YBHUIEJ, KaK ero ceMeMHbIH Bpau Kuu
CIyCKaeTcsA II0 CTYIeHbKaM, IOTUpas PYKU, KaK
IeJaloT BCce NOKTOpa COTVIaCHO HeNMCaHOM Ipodec-
CHOHAJILHOM dTHUKE.



®psaHere CKoTT duumkepansg

Mr. Roger Button, the president of Roger But-
ton & Co., Wholesale Hardware, began to run to-
ward Doctor Keene with much less dignity than
was expected from a Southern gentleman of that
picturesque period.

“Doctor Keene!” he called. “Oh, Doctor Keene!”

The doctor heard him, faced around, and stood
waiting, a curious expression settling on his harsh,
medicinal face as Mr. Button drew near.

“What happened?” demanded Mr. Button, as
he came up in a gasping rush. “What was it? How
is she? A boy? Who is it? What—"

“Talk sense!” said Doctor Keene sharply. He ap-
peared somewhat irritated.

“Is the child born?” begged Mr. Button.

Doctor Keene frowned.

“Why, yes, I suppose so — after a fashion.”
Again he threw a curious glance at Mr. Button.

“Is my wife all right?”

“Yes.”

“Is it a boy or a girl?”

“Here now!” cried Doctor Keene in a perfect
passion of irritation. “I’ll ask you to go and see
for yourself. Outrageous!”

He snapped the last word out in almost one syl-
lable, then he turned away muttering:
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YousutensHasa uctopmsa bengpxamuHa batTtoHa

Tocnoaun Pomsxep BarTou, npencemaresb mrpas-
JIeHUs KOMIaHUU II0 OIITOBOM TOPTOBJIE CKOOSHBIMU
ToBapamu «Pomxep BaTToH 1 mapTHEPHI» , ITOMYAJI-
ca K fokTopy KuHy ¢ HaMHOTO MEHBIITUM JOCTOMH-
CTBOM, UeM MOKHO OBLJIO OKUIATh OT AKeHTIbMeHa
¢ IOra B 9T0 KOJIOPUTHOE BpEM.

— Hoxrop Kuu! — kpuuan oH. — i1, goKTOpP!

YcabIliaB ero, TOT 00EPHYJICA W 3aCTHLI B OXKU-
IaHul, U II0 Mepe TOTo, KaK K HeMy IPUOJIMKAJICA
rocuoauH BaTToH, cypoBoe JuI0 Bpaua mpuoodpera-
JI0 Bce OoJiee CTpaHHOE BHIPaKeHUeE.

— Yro cayumioch? — BIENWJICS B HEro 3ajIbl-
xaromuiica Barron. — Krto pomuinca? Kax oma?
Mansunuk? Wian xro? Yro...

— XBaTuUT MOJIOTH uUemyxy! — oTpesas IOKTOpP
Kun. Kazanocs, OH OBLT UeM-TO pasgpakeH.

— Pebenok pomumicsa mau HeT? — B3MOJUJICS
BarToH.

HoxTop Kuu momopiuics.

— B HekoTopoMm poze ga. — OH cTpaHHO IIOCMO-

TpeJ Ha rocrmogmnHa barToHa.
— C moeii KeHOIT Bce B mopaake?

— IHa.

— Pomnicsa MaJbuuK WU AeBOYKa?

— 3HauuT, Tak! — BCKpHUYaJ pasTrHEeBaHHBIN
moxtop Kua. — Waute u camu cmotpute! 9TO BO3-
MYTUTEJIbHO!

IIporioTuB mocJsieHEee CJIOBO, OH OTBEPHYJICHA,
oopmoua:



®psaHere CKoTT duumkepansg

“Do you imagine a case like this will help my
professional reputation? One more would ruin
me — ruin anybody.”

“What’s the matter?” demanded Mr. Button
appalled. “Triplets?”

“No, not triplets!” answered the doctor cut-
tingly. “What’s more, you can go and see for your-
self. And get another doctor. I brought you into
the world, young man, and I’ve been physician to
your family for forty years, but I’'m through with
you! I don’t want to see you or any of your rela-
tives ever again! Good-by!”

Then he turned sharply, and without another
word climbed into his phaeton, which was waiting
at the curbstone, and drove severely away.

Mr. Button stood there upon the sidewalk, stu-
pefied and trembling from head to foot. What hor-
rible mishap had occurred? He had suddenly lost
all desire to go into the Maryland Private Hospital
for Ladies and Gentlemen — it was with the great-
est difficulty that, a moment later, he forced him-
self to mount the steps and enter the front door.

A nurse was sitting behind a desk in the opaque
gloom of the hall. Swallowing his shame, Mr. But-
ton approached her.

“Good-morning,” she remarked, looking up at
him pleasantly.
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YousutensHasa uctopmsa bengpxamuHa batTtoHa

— B&I uTO, IyMaeTe, UTO 3TO IMOIAET HA IOJL3Y
Moeli mpodeccuoHambHON penyranuu? Eie omuu
MMOMOOHBIN cJyyuaii, 1 MHe KOHeI[ — Ja WM BooOIIe
KOMY yTogHO!

— Jla B uem Tam geso? — rocmoauH BarToH,
00BATHIN y:KacoM, BCe elle KJIaJ O0bACHeHU. —
TporiHnamku?

— Her, He TpouHAMKNU! — 000pBaJl €ro IOK-
Top. — WUaure, camu Bce yeunute! W naiigure cebe
npyroro Bpaua. MoJiogoil 4esOBeK, A IIOMOT BaM
MMOSIBUTHLCS HA CBET M COPOK JieT HAOJIomas BalllmxX
POLHBIX, HO C BAMU HUKAKUX JeJ IMeTh He jKejaro!
He xouy 6oJibllle BUAETh HM Bac, HU BaIllUX POJ-
CTBEeHHUKOB, Hukorna! Ilpomaiite!

Pes3ko moBepHYBIIUCH M GOJIbIIIE HEe CKa3aB HU
cJI0Ba, OH 3a0paJicad B OKHAABIIYIO ero y Oopaiopa
IBYKOJIKY M C MPAYHBIM BUJOM YKATUJI IIPOYb.

OmresioMJIeHHBIN rocrioguH BaTToH ocrajncsa cro-
ATHh Ha TPOTyape, IP0Ka, KaK OCHHOBBIM JjucT. Ka-
KOe HecuacThe MOIVIO cayuuThea? Hemanuwe maTu
JaJjblile BHE3AIIHO IMOKUHYJIO €T0, 1 JIUIIL C OTPOM-
HBIM TPYJIOM OH 3aCTaBUJ ce0A MOAHATHCA IO CTY-
MeHbKaM M BOUTHU B 1Bepu MapuIeHACKOU YaCTHOM!
oonmbuuIel Aaa Jlequ u JI3KeHTILMEHOB.

B HempoHHUIlaeMOM JJis CBeTa MpakKe IPUeMHOI
3aJIbI 3a CTOJIOM CHeJia IocToBasd cectpa. OTpUHYB
CTBIJ], TOCIIOAWH BaTToH mojoiesn OImxKe.

— Jobpoe yTpo, — OHAa TPUBETCTBEHHO B3IJIS-
HyJIa Ha Hero.
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®psaHere CKoTT duumkepansg

“Good-morning. I — I am Mr. Button.”

At this a look of utter terror spread itself over
the girl’s face. She rose to her feet and seemed
about to fly from the hall, restraining herself only
with the most apparent difficulty.

“I want to see my child,” said Mr. Button.

The nurse gave a little scream.

“Oh — of course!” she cried hysterically. “Up-
stairs. Right upstairs. Go — up!”

She pointed the direction, and Mr. Button,
bathed in a cool perspiration, turned falteringly,
and began to mount to the second floor. In the
upper hall he addressed another nurse who ap-
proached him, basin in hand.

“I’m Mr. Button,” he managed to articulate.
“I want to see my——"

Clank! The basin clattered to the floor and
rolled in the direction of the stairs. Clank! Clank!
It began a methodical descent as if sharing in the
general terror which this gentleman provoked.

“I want to see my child!” Mr. Button almost
shrieked. He was on the verge of collapse.

Clank! The basin had reached the first floor.
The nurse regained control of herself, and threw
Mr. Button a look of hearty contempt.

12



YousutensHasa uctopmsa bengpxamuHa batTtoHa

— Hobpoe ytpo. ... Mena 3oyt BarToH.

HenoamenbHbIA yiKac MCKA3WJI JIAIO AEBYIIKH.
BckounB co cryia, oHa XoTeja ObIIO 0eXaTh, HO
C BUINMBIM yCUJIMEM B3sja ce0s B PYKHU.

— 1 xouy yBumetrs cBoero pebeHka, — IPOJOJI-
sKuJ barToH.

MexacecTpa ofikHYyJIA.

— Ko... KoHeuHO! — wmcTepUUecKM 3aKpuyaJia
ona. — Hasepx. Unute HaBepx. Bam Tyna!l

Ona ykKasajga eMy HamOpaBJeHNe, W TOCIOINH
BarToH, KOTOpOTO HmPOIIMO XOJOMHBIN IIOT, HA He-
THYIIUXCSA HOTaxX IIPOCJeoBaJl Ha BTOPOM sTaX.
TaMm OH BCTPETHUJ APYTYI0 MeACEeCTPY, B PyKax Ko-
TOPOU OBLT Ta3UK.

— Mena 3oyt bBarToH, — BBIZABUJI OH. —
1 xouy yBUIETH CBOETO...

Baamc! Tasuk ymas Ha 1moJi, IoexaB IPSIMUKOM
K JectHUuIe. baamc! Baamc! Ox MmeTogmyecku ciy-
CKaJICA IIPOYb II0 CTYIEHbKaM, CJOBHO IIOAJAJICS
BceoOlleMy ysKacy, BLISBAHHOMY HOSABJIIEHHEM 5TO-
ro I:KeHTJIbMeHa.

— f xouy BumeTh mMoero pebenkxa! — BarTon
MOUTHU cpbiBajica Ha Bu3r. OH eaBa JepsKajicsa Ha
HOrax.

I 3b1ab! Tasuk mocTur mepBoro sTaka. Memcect-
pa, CIIPaBUBIINCHL C MUHYTHBIM 3aMEIIATEIHCTBOM,
cMepumjaa TOCIOAMHA BaTToHa YHUYMMKUTEILHBIM
B3TUISIOM.
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®psaHere CKoTT duumkepansg

“All right, Mr. Button,” she agreed in a hushed
voice. “Very well! But if you knew what a state it’s
put us all in this morning! It’s perfectly outra-
geous! The hospital will never have the ghost of a
reputation after——”

“Hurry!” he cried hoarsely. “I can’t stand this!”

“Come this way, then, Mr. Button.”

He dragged himself after her. At the end of
a long hall they reached a room from which pro-
ceeded a variety of howls — indeed, a room which,
in later parlance, would have been known as the
“crying-room.”

They entered. Ranged around the walls were
half a dozen white-enameled rolling cribs, each
with a tag tied at the head.

“Well,” gasped Mr. Button, “which is mine?”

“There!” said the nurse.

Mr. Button’s eyes followed her pointing finger,
and this is what he saw. Wrapped in a voluminous
white blanket, and partly crammed into one of
the cribs, there sat an old man apparently about
seventy years of age. His sparse hair was almost
white, and from his chin dripped a long smoke-
coloured beard, which waved absurdly back and
forth, fanned by the breeze coming in at the win-
dow. He looked up at Mr. Button with dim, faded
eyes in which lurked a puzzled question.
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YousutensHasa uctopmsa bengpxamuHa batTtoHa

— Xopomro, rocuoguua BarTrom, — THXO0 coria-
cujgach oHa. — DByap mo-BamieMy. 3HajJau ObI BEI,
B KAKOM COCTOSHHH C CAMOTO yTpa Bech HAIIl IIep-
corau! Ato mpocTo Hecabixanuo! ITocae mogo6HOrO
BCA perryTanus Hauei OOJbHUIIEI. ..

— BricTpee! — xpumio B3peses ou. — He ke-
JIa}0 HUYETO CJBIIIATE!

— Yro &, rocuoguH BaTToH, caenyiTe 3a MHOM.

OH moraimuics Bcjaen 3a He. IIpoiiga mo ganH-
HOMY KOPHUIOPY, OHU TOCTUTJIN KOMHATBI, 13 KOTO-
poii pasgaBaJjics MCTOUIHLIA AeTCKUI KPUK, — II03-
JKe ee CcTajJl Has3bIBaTh « KOMHATOI IJjada», 1 BOII-
JI1 BHYTPbD.

Braoab cTeH CTOSAIO C IOJNAIOMKMHBI O€JIBIX dMa-
JIMPOBAHHLIX KPOBATOK, U Y KaYKAOM B IroJIoBax ObI-
Jla mpuBA3aHA OUpKA.

— I'me moit pebenok? — 3ambixajscsa Barromn.

— Bou Tam! — ykasaJa cectpa.

Bsrimang rocmommua Barroma ciemosas 3a ee
MaJILIIEM, ¥ BOT UTO OH yBUAeJ. 3aKyTaHHBIN B 00'b-
eMIICTOe OfiesJIo, IIoMelllasCch B KPOBaTKe JHUIIb Ya-
CTUYHO, CHAEJ CTAPUK JIeT IPUMEPHO CeMUIECATH.
Ero penkme BoJIOCHI OBLIM COBEPIIEHHO CEILIMI,
a ¢ moabopoAKa cIycKajgach AbIMuaTasa 6opona, He-
JIeTII0O pa3BeBaeMas BETEPKOM, 3aJIeTABIINM B pac-
maxgyToe okHo. Ero moliekiiue, Oejechble Ijiasa
HEeJJOyMeHHO yCTaBUJINCh Ha BaTToHa.
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