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.

The Roger Buttons held an enviable position,
both social and financial, in ante-bellum Balti-
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3arafjouHas uctopus
bengxamuia batToHa

1860 rogy ele moJsiaraju, 4TO IOABJIATHCA HaA
CBeT HaIJIe:KuT goMa. HbIHe Ke, TJIaCUT MOJI-
Ba, BEPXOBHBIE JKPeIbl MEAUIIMHBI TOBEJIEBAIOT,
nabbl MEPBBIM KPUK HOBOPOMKJIEHHOIO MIPO3BYYA
B CTepPUJILHOM aTMocdepe KIMHUKU, TPEIIOUTH-
TeJIbHO (ereHebenbHOM. [TosTOMY, KOTIa MOJIOAbIE
cyupyru mucrtep u muccuc Pomgsxep Barron peru-
JW B OJWH IIPeKPacHbIN JeTHuil geHb 1860 roxa,
YTO UX TEepPBeHeIl JOJIKEeH IOSABUTHCA Ha CBET 00-
KU B KJIMHUKE, OHU ONEePeIn/Ii MOAY Ha IIeJBbIX
naTbaecAar jerT. CBI3aH JIM 3TOT aHAXPOHU3M C TOM
IOPa3UTEJbHOI HMCTOpPHEli, KOTOPYIO A cOOMpamoch
3ech IIOBeIATh, HaBCeTa OCTAHETCS TAalHOM.
1 paccraxxy, Kak Bce ObLIO, a TaM YK CYIHTe
camu.
Ilepen BoiiHOU cympyru DBarrom sammmanau
B BasmTumope 3aBUAHOE MOJIOMKEHIE W TPOIIBETATIN.
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®paHeuc CkoTT duumxepanbg

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.

Mr. Roger Button, the president of Roger But-
ton & Co., Wholesale Hardware, began to run to-
ward Doctor Keene with much less dignity than

6



3arapoyHasa uctopus beHpxammHa batToHa

Onu 6On1iu B poactBe ¢ ItuMm CemeiicTBoMm u ¢ Tem
CemelicTBOM, UTO, KAK U3BECTHO KAXKJOMY IOJKAHU-
HY, IPHUOOIIAIO UX K MHOTOUMCJIEHHON apucTOKpa-
THUU, KOTOpPoii m3obuioBana Koudemepanua. OHuU
BIIEPBBIE PEIIUINCH OTAATH HAHL 0UapOBaATENIbLHOM
cTapoii Tpaguuu — 003aBecTUCh PeOeHKOM, U MU-
crep BarToH, BIOJMHE eCTECTBEHHO, HEPBHUYAJ.
OH Hazmesacs, YTO POAUTCA MAJBUUK M OH CMOKET
oIpejiesuTh ero B Mesbckuii Komemx, mrar Kon-
HEKTUKYT, Tle caM MucTep BaTToOH IesbIX YeThIpe
roja OBIJI WM3BECTEH MO HeIBYCMBICJIEHHBIM IIPO-
3BuieM Ileryx.

B 10 ceHTAOpPBCKOE YTPO, KOTHA OKUIATIOCH Be-
JINKOE COOBITHE, OH BCTAJI B IIECTb YaCOB, OJeJCA,
0e3ympeuHo 3aBA3aJl TAJCTYK U, BBIHAA Ha YIUIY,
yCTpeMUJICSA K KIMHUKE, TOPOISICH Y3HATDH, 3apPOU-
Jlach JIU B JIOHE HOUYU HOBAs JKU3Hb.

B corre maros ot YacTHOII MAPUJICHACKON KJIM-
HUKU OJIA JIeIU U MKeHTJIbMEHOB OH YBHUAEJ IHOK-
Topa KuHa, moap30BaBIIero Bce ero CeMeMCTBO,
KOTOPBIi BBIXOIUJI U3 TJIABHOTO MOAhe31a, IIOTUPAas
PYKHY NPUBLIYHBIM ABMKEHUEM, KaK OYATO MBLI UX
oA KpaHoM, K ueMy 00s3bIBaeT BCeX Bpaueill He-
NHCAHBIN 3aKOH UX IIpodeccuu.

Mucrep Pom:xep Barron, rnaBa cdupmbr «Pog-
skep Barron u Ko, onTroBas TOProwJisi CKOOSHBIMUI
TOBapaMm», OpPOCHJICA HABCTPEUy TOKTOPY, BMHUT
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®paHeuc CkoTT duumxepanbg

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 syllable, then he turned
away muttering: “Do you imagine a case like this
will help my professional reputation? One more
would ruin me — ruin anybody.”
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3arapoyHasa uctopus beHpxammHa batToHa

mo3abbIB O JOCTOMHCTBE, KOTOPOe OBLIO HEOTHEM-
JeMBIM KauecTBOM IOKaHWHA B Te He3abbIBaeMbIe
BpeMeHa.

— Hoxrop Kun! — Bckpuuaa oH. — AX, TOKTOpP
Kumn!

IOKTOp yCJBIIIAJ 9TO M OCTAHOBUJICH, OXKUIA
Mucrepa BaTrona, mprueM Ha CTPOTOM JOKTOPCKOM
JINIe MOSBMJIOCH BECHEMAa CTPAHHOE BBIPAYKEHUE.

— Hy xaxk? — copocua mucrep baTToH, 3ambI-

XaBIIUCh OT ObIcTporo Gera. — ¥Y:ke? Uro ¢ Heit?
Manvunk? WUinn Her? U KaKOMH...
— ToBopuTe BpasyMHUTEJIHLHO! — PE3KO 000pBa

ero nmoktop Kun. Bug y Hero ObLT pasapaKeHHBIH.

— Poauicsa pebeHOK? — HPOOOPMOTATI MUCTED
Barron ¢ mons00ii.

Hoxrop Kun maxmypus GpoBHu.

— M-ga, mo:xaayi... 1 ObI cKasaj... B HEKOTO-
poMm pome. — OH omATH MOCMOTpPEJ] Ha MHUCTepa
BarroHa cTpaHHBIM B3TJIALOM.

— Kak xxena? Baaromomryuno?

— Ia.

— A KTO Yy Hac — [eBOYKA WM MaJTbUUK?

— OcraBbTe MeHs! — 3axpuuaJy goxTop KuH,
OKOHUATEJNLHO IIoTepsAB camoobimamanue. — Cre-
JaiiTe MHMJIOCTb, pasbupaiiTech camu. bBesobpa-
sue! — IlocimemHee cJIOBO OH OYATO BBILJIIOHYJI
Barromy B ammo m mpoGopMmoTali, OTBOpauYMBAa-
ACh: — YK He AyMaeTe JU BbI, UTO 3TO IIOTHUMET

MO BpaueOHBIN mpecTm:k? Ila cayuuch elre XOThb
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“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 wait-
ing at the curbstone, and drove severely away. Mr.
Button stood there upon the sidewalk, stupefied
and trembling from head to foot. What horrible
mishap had occurred? He had suddenly lost all de-
sire to go into the Maryland Private Hospital for
Ladies and Gentlemen — it was with the greatest
difficulty that, a moment later, he forced himself
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.

“Good-morning. I — I am Mr. Button.”

10



3arapoyHasa uctopus beHpxammHa batToHa

pas HeuTo momobHOoe — M A Pa3opeH, TAKoe KOr'o
YTOTHO Pasopur!
— Ho B uem ke ges10? — BeKpuuasa mucrtep Bar-

TOH B y:Kace. — Tpoiiua?
— Ecau 0b1 Tpoiiusa! — OTBeTUJ AOKTOpP yOMii-
CTBEHHBIM TOHOM. — HeT yiK, cTymanlTe II0JIIO-

OyiiTech coOCTBeHHBIMU Iyiadamu. VM maiimure cebe
Ipyroro mokropa. SI mpuHMMAI Bac, KOrha BBl PO-
IUJINCH HA CBET, MOJIOJOM UeJIOBeK, 1 COPOK JIET Jie-
YUJI Ballle CeMeNCTBO, HO Telleph MeXKIy HaMHU BCe
KoHueHo. He xouy 0oJibIlle BUAeTh HUA BacC, HU BaIly
poxuio! Ilporraiite!

OH pe3Ko IMoBepHY.JICA, He CKazas 0ojiee HU CJIO-
Ba, yceJcs B IPOJIETKY, KOTopasd KJajia ero y Tpo-
Tyapa, u OTOBLI B cypoBOoM MoJsiuauuu. Ormresom-
JIeHHBII MucTep BaTToOH ocTajica CTOATH HA YIuIlE,
Bech Apo:ka. UTo 3a HemompaBUMOe HECUacThe ero
nocturio? Y Hero BAPYT IIPOIIAJI0 BCAKOE JKeJaHue
uaTu B YacTHYIO MOPUIEHACKYI0 KINHUKY JJIs Jie-
OIN U [KEHTJIbMEHOB, OH HOMEIJINJ HEeMHOI'O, HO
BCe JKe Iepecuauna ceds, MOAHAJICA II0 CTYIeHAM
¥ BOIITeJ.

B cympake nmpuemMHO# cuaesa 3a CTOJIOM MEIU-
nuHCcKasa cectpa. Cropas co cTeifa, Mmuctep barTon
mofjoIesa K Hel.

— Jlo6poe yTpo, — Ji00e3HO TPUBETCTBOBAJA
OHA ero.

— Io6poe yrpo. f... 4 muctep BarToHn.
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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.

“All right, Mr. Button,” she agreed in a hushed
voice. “Very well! But if you knew what a state it’s
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3arapoyHasa uctopus beHpxammHa batToHa

Ee sguno Bapyr mcrasua yxxac. OHa BCKOUYMIIA,
roToBas, Kasajioch, BbIOEKaTh BOH, U JIUIIh C BU-
IUMBIM TPYZOM OCTAJIaCh Ha MeECTe.

— §1 xouy BuAeThL cBoero pebeHKa, — CKasaja
mucrtep BarroH.
CecTpa TUXOHBKO HUCKHYJIA.

— 0-0... moskasyiicral — BOCKJIMKHYJIa OHA,
M B rojioce ee IMOCJBINIAJNCh HUCTePUUECKHe HOT-
Kku. — Wnurte HaBepx. HaBepx. Bou Tyna.

OHa ykasajla B CTOPOHY JIECTHUIIBI, M MUCTED
BarToH, cmoThIKasch Ha KayKJOM IIary u oGJuBa-
sICh XOJIOMHBIM IIOTOM, TOOPEJI Ha BTOPO aTaxk. Tam
OH 00paTUjICA K IPYroil cecTpe, KOTOPasi BCTPETHIA
ero ¢ Ta3oM B PyKax.

— 1 mucrep BarToH, — enBa BHIMOJIBUJ OH. —
51 xouy BuzeTh cBOErO...

O3unb! Tas co 3BOHOM ymaJj Ha II0J U MOKATUJII-
cda K JgectHuiie. [[suus! [I3uns! Tas MepHO m03BA-
KHBaJ O CTYIEeHbKU, KaK Obl pasmesss BCeoOITuit
y:Kac, BHyIIaeMblii BaTTomom.

— § xouy Bumerh cBoero pebenxal — I'osoc mu-
crepa BarTtona cpriBanca. B rmasax y Hero myTu-
JIOCh.

3uus! Taz 61aroMoJIyYHO JOCTUT IIEPBOTO 3Ta-
ska. CecTpa oBiazesa co00ii 1 B3TJIAHYJIa HA MUCTE-
pa BarToHa ¢ HECKPHIBAEMBIM IIpEe3PeHNeM.

— Yo &, mucTep BaTrToH, — Ipom3HecJa OHA,
mOHM3UB rojoc. — Kaxk Bam Oymer yromguo. Ho ec-
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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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3arapoyHasa uctopus beHpxammHa batToHa

Jii OBl BBl TOJIBKO 3HAJM, B KAKOM MBI Tellepb II0-
no:xeruu! Begb aTo cyiee 6e3o00pasue! Pemryranus
Haled KIMHUKY Morubiia HaBceraa...

— HMoBoabHO! — mpoxpumnes oH. — 1 GoJbie
He Mory!

— B rakowm ciryuae, muctep BarToH, mokasryiite
crona.

Oxn nmomntesncsa 3a Heii. OHE OCTaHOBUJINCH B KOH-
Ie AJUHHOTO KOPUI0pa, V ABEPH IajJaThl, 3a KOTO-
poii Ha Bce JiaAbl pasfgaBaJicsa IHUCK MJIaJeHIeB, —
HeIapoM BIIOCJIEACTBUHN €€ CTAaJll Ha3LIBATh «IIH-
CKJANBOM» mayiaToii. OHM BOILIW. Y CTEH CTOSJIO
C IOJITIOKMHEL OeJIBIX KOJIBIOeIeK, U K KaKI0M ObLI
HPUBA3AH APJIBIUOK.

— Hy? — 3agpixasich, cumpocuy Mucrtep bart-
ToH. — KoTophIii ke Moit?

— BoH ToT! — cKasaia cecTpa.

Mucrep Barron mornamgen Tyga, Kyaa OHa yKa-
3pIBajia IMajJblieM, W YBHUAEJ BOT uTOo. Ilepen Hum,
3ameJeHyThIl B OPOMHOE 0ejioe Ofesio M Koe-KaK
BTHUCHYTBIM HU/KHeHl YacTbi0 TYJOBHUIIA B KOJbI-
0esb, cHUAeJ CTapuK, KOTOPOMY, BHE COMHEHMT,
ObLIO IIOA ceMbheciaT. Ero pemkme BOJIOCHI OBLIHN
yOesleHbl CeIUHOM, NJINHHASA IPA3HO-cepad 6opoxa
HeJIeTIo KOJIBIXAJach IO JIETKUM BeTepPKOM, TAHYB-
mumM u3 okHa. OH mocMmoTpes Ha mMucrepa barTto-
Ha TYCKJBIMU, OECI[BETHBIMH IIa3aMM, B KOTOPBIX
MeJbKHYJIO HeIOYMeHHeE.
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