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The Curious Case of Benjamin Button
3abaBHbI Cny4aii ¢ beHmpkammuHom baTToHOM

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 anesthetic 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 anachronism
had any bearing upon the astonishing history 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 Baltimore. They were related to the This
Family and the That Family, which, as every Southerner knew,
entitled them to membership in that enormous peerage which
largely populated the Confederacy*. This was their first experi-
ence with the charming old custom of having babies — Mr Button
was naturally nervous. He hoped it would be a boy so that he could
be sent to Yale College in Connecticut, at which institution Mr
Button himself had been known for four years by the somewhat
obvious nickname of “Cuff.”



A

1860 roxy eirle moJjarajau, YTO MOABIATHCSA HA CBET HAMJICKUT

moma. HeiHe 2Ke, TJIaCUT MOJIBA, BEPXOBHBIE JKPEIlbl MeIUII-
HBI IOBEJIEBAIOT, NAOBI IIEPBLIH KPUK HOBOPOIKIEHHOTO MPO3BYUAT
B CTEePMJIbHOII aTMocepe KIMHUKU, HPEAIOUTUTENLHO (elreHe-
6enpHOM. IlosTOoMy, Korza MoOJIOAble CYIPYTrd MUCTEP W MICCHUC
Pop:xep BaTToH peminau B OOUH IIPEKPAaCHBIN JIeTHUH AeHb 1860
roza, 4To WX IEPBEHEI JOJIMKeH IIOSIBUTHLCA HA CBEeT 00MKUI B KJIH-
HUKe, OHU ONepeIuJii MOAY Ha IeJbIX OAThaecAaT JieT. CBA3aH Jau
3TOT aHAXPOHU3M C TOH IMOPA3BUTEJILHON MCTOpPUEel, KOTOPYIO s CO-
O6uparoch 371ech ITOBeNATh, HABCETIa OCTAHETCS TalHOM.

51 pacckaky, KaK Bce OBLIO, a TaM YK CYIUTE CAMMU.

Ilepern Boiinoit cynpyru BartoH sanumanu B BajnTumope 3a-
BUIHOE TOJOMKeHre 1 mporBeTanu. OHU OBLIM B POACTBE C ITUM
CemeiictBoM u ¢ Tem CemelicTBOM, UTO, KAK HM3BECTHO KaXKIOMY
I0JKaHUHY, IIPUOOIITaa0 X K MHOTOYNCICHHO apHUCTOKPAaTUHN, KO-
Topoii nzobuaoBana Koudenepanusa. OHu BIepBLIE PEIININCH OT-
JaTh JaHb 0YapPOBATEJILHOM CTApPOH TpPamuIlMu — 003aBECTHCH pe-
0eHKOM, U MHCTep BaTToH, BIOJHE ecTeCTBeHHO, HepBHHYaI. OH
HaJlesaJCd, YTO POAUTCA MAaJbUUMK W OH CMOMKET OIPENEJUTH €ro
B VMenbckuil Komtemx, mrar KOHHEKTHKYT, The caM MucTep Bart-
TOH IEJBIX UYeThIpe rofla OBLIJ M3BECTeH IO HeABYCMbBICIEHHBIM
nposBuiieMm Ileryx.



The Curious Case of Benjamin Button

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 Bal-
timore 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 Mary-
land 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 Button & Co., Whole-
sale Hardware, began to run toward Doctor Keene with much less

dignity than was expected from a Southern gentleman of that pic-
turesque period. “Doctor Keene!” he called. “Oh, Doctor Keene!”

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

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

“Talk sense!” said Doctor Keene sharply. He appeared some-
what irritated.

“Is the child born?” begged Mr Button.

Doctor Keene frowned. “Why, yes, I suppose so — after a fash-
ion.” Again he threw a curious glance at Mr Button.

“Is my wife all right?”

“Yes.”

“Is it a boy or a girl?”



3abasHbIn cnyyan ¢ benpxamuHom BatToHOM

B T0 ceHTAOPBCKOE YTPO, KOTJA OKUAAIOCH BEJIUKOE COOBITHE,
OH BCTaJl B IIIECTh YACOB, OMEJICSA, 0€3yIIPEeuHO 3aBsA3aJ TaJCTYK
¥, BBINOA HaA YJIUIY, YCTPEeMUJICA K KJIMHUKE, TOPOIACH y3HATD,
3apoAnJACh JIU B JJOHE HOUM HOBafA KU3Hb.

B corHe maros ot YacTHOH M3PUIEHACKON KIMHUKY AJ JIeTU
¥ AKEeHTJIbMEHOB OH YBHUAEJ JoKTOopa KuHa, JeuunBIiiero Bce ero ce-
MeMCTBO, KOTOPbIi BEIXOAMJ U3 INIABHOTO IIOAHE3/a, IIOTUPAasa PYKH
MIPUBBLIYHBIM ABUKEHHEM, KaK OyATO MBLJI UX IMOJ KPAHOM, K 4eMy
00sI3BbIBaeT BCeX Bpaueil HeIIMCAHBINA 3aKOH X Ipodeccun.

Mucrep Pogsxep Barron, riasa ¢pupmser «Pomxep Barron u Ko,
OIITOBAasi TOPrOBJA CKOOSHBIMHM TOBapaMMU», OPOCHJICS HABCTPEUy
IOKTOPY, BMUT H03a0BIB O JOCTOMHCTBE, KOTOPOE OBLIO HEOTheMJIe-
MBIM KQ4eCTBOM I0KAHNHA B Te He3a0bIBaeMble BpeMeHA.

— HoxTop Kun! — Bckpuuan oH. — Ax, goxtop Kumn!

JJOKTOp yCJIBIIIAJ 9TO M OCTAHOBWJICS, OXKuUAas mMucrepa bar-
TOHA, IIPUYEM Ha CTPOrOM HAOKTOPCKOM JIMIIE IIOSBHUJIOCH BeChbMa

CTPaHHOE BBIPDaKEeHUe.

— Hy kax? — copocus mucrep BaTToH, 3anbIXaBIIUCh OT OBIC-
Tporo 6era. — Y:xke? Uto c Heit? Mansuuk? Uau Her? U Kakoii...

— ToBopuTe BpasymMuTesbHO! — pe3Ko 000OpBaJl ero AOKTOP
Kun. Bug y Hero ObLT pasapasKeHHbIH.

— Popuicsa pedberHok? — mpobopmoTas MucTep BaTToH ¢ MOJIBOOIA.
Hoxrop Kua Haxmypus 6poBu.

— M-na, moxxanyii. {1 661 ckasaJ... B HEKOTOPOM POJie.

OH oATH MOCMOTPEJ Ha Muctepa BaTToHa CTPaHHBIM B3TJIAOM.
— Kax xxeua? Biaaromonyuuo?

— Ia.

— A KTO y HaC — MaJIbUYMK WO JeBOYKa?



The Curious Case of Benjamin Button

“Here now!” cried Doctor Keene in a perfect passion of irrita-
tion, “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 any-
body.”

“What’s the matter?” demanded Mr Button appalled. “Tri-
plets?”

“No, not triplets!” answered the doctor cuttingly. “What’s
more, you can go and see for yourself. 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 relatives ever again! Goodbye!”

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, stupe-
fied and trembling from head to foot. What horrible mishap had
occurred? He had suddenly lost all desire to go into the Mary-
land 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 Button approached her.

“Good morning,” she remarked, looking up at him pleasantly.

“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, re-

straining herself only with the most apparent difficulty.

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



3abasHbIn cnyyan ¢ benpxamuHom BatToHOM

— OcraBbTe MeHA! — 3aKpuya AoKTop KuH, OKOHYATEIBHO II0-
TepAaB camoobOaananmne. — CaesaiiTe MUJIOCTh, pa3dupalTech CaMu.
Besoopasue! — IlocaenHee cioBO OH OYyATO BBIILIIOHYJI BarToHy
B JIUIIO U IPOOOPMOTAJI, OTBOPAUNBAACE: V& He gymaeTe Jid BbHI,
YTO 3TO MOTHUMET MO BpaueOHbIi mpecTr:k? Jla cayuuch erie XoTh
pas HeuTo MOJ00HOe — U A Pa30peH, TaKoe KOro YyroJHO Pa3oput!

— Ho B uem ke ne10? — BCKpuyas Mmuctep BaTToH B yxxace. —
Tpotiua?

— Ecyn Ob1I TpPOMHsS! — OTBETHJI AOKTOP YOHMICTBEHHBIM TO-
HOM. — Her yix, cTymaiiTe morr00yiiTech COOCTBEHHBIMU TJIA3aMMU.
W natigure cebe gpyroro JoxkTopa. {1 mpuHMMAJ Bac, KOraa BbI PO-
IUJINCH Ha CBET, MOJIOJOM YeJI0OBEK, M COPOK JIeT JIeUMJ Ballie ce-
MelicTBO, HO Temepb MeXKIy HaMH Bce KOHUeHO. He xouy 0oJjbliie
BUIETh HU Bac, Hu Balry ponuio! IIpomratite!

OH pe3KO IOBEpPHYJICS, He CKasaB 0ojiee HU CJIOBa, yCeJICA
B IIPOJIETKY, KOTOPAs JKIajla ero y TPoTyapa, ¥ OTOLLI B CYPOBOM
moauanuu. OiresoMieHHBIEE MucTep BaTToH ocTajcs CTOATH Ha
yJauiie, Bechb Ipoika. UTo 3a HeIOIpaBUMOe HeCUaCThe ero IMOCTHU-
rao? ¥V Hero BAPYT IPOIAJIO BCAKOe ’KeJaHUWe UATH B JacTHYIO
M3PUJIEHICKYIO KINHUKY IJd JeIu U IKeHTIbMEHOB; OH IIOMEe-
JINJI HEMHOTO0, HO BCe JKe IIePeCcuJInJ ceds, MOAHAICS II0 CTYIeHIAM
¥ BOIIIEJI.

B cympake mpueMHO# cuaesia 3a CTOJIOM MEAUIITMHCKAsS cecTpa.
Cropas co cTeifia, MmucTep BaTToH momoIesa K Held.

— Hob6poe yTpo, — J00e3HO MPUBETCTBOBAJIA OHA ero.

— Hob6poe yTpo. ... 1 mucrep BarToH.

Ee smumo Bapyr mckasma y:xac. OHa BCKoumJja, TOTOBasd, Kasa-
JIOCH, BBIOEXKATH BOH, U JIMIIIb C BUANMBIM TPYIOM OCTaJach Ha Me-

cTe.

— 4 X049y BUIOEThb CBOETO pe6eHIca, — CKas3aJI MUCTep BarToH.



The Curious Case of Benjamin Button

The nurse gave a little scream.

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

She pointed the direction, and Mr Button, bathed in cool per-
spiration, turned falteringly, and began to mount to the sec-
ond 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 di-
rection of the stairs. Clank! Clank! It began a methodical de-
scent 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 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 put us all in this morning!
It’s perfectly outrageous! The hospital will never have a 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 proceeded a variety of howls — in-
deed, 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.

10



3abasHbIn cnyyan ¢ benpxamuHom BatToHOM

CECTpa TUXOHBKO IIMCKHYJIA.

— 0-0, moxkaayiicral — BOCKJMKHYJIA OHA, ¥ B I'OJIOCE €€ IIOCJIbI-
HIaJINCh ncTepuyuecKkre HOTKu. — MauTe HaBepx. HaBepx. Bou Tyma.

Ona ykKasajia B CTOPOHY JIECTHHIIbI, 1 MUCTepP BaTTOH, CIIOTHI-
Kasch Ha Ka)KIOM IIary 1 00JIMBasACh XOJOAHBIM IOTOM, IOOpEJ Ha
BTOPOIi aTaxk. Tam oH oOpaTujca K APYyroi cecTpe, KOTOpas BCTpe-
THJIa €TI0 C Ta30M B PYKaXx.

— A mucrep BarToH, — enBa BRIMOJBUJ OH. — I X0uy BUIETH
CBOErO...

Hsuubp! Taz co 3BOHOM ymas Ha IOJI M HOKATHJICA K JIECTHUIIE.
Hsuus! [3uns! Taz MepHO MO3BAKMBAJ O CTYHEHbKM, KaK ObI pas-
IeJisas BCeOOIUi ysKac, BHyIIaeMblii BaTToHOM.

— § xouy BumeTh cBoero pedbenka! — I'osioc mucrepa BarTona
cpeiBasics. B riiazax y Hero MyTHJIOCH.

Hsunb! Tas GiaromosiyuyHo mocTur mepBoro sTtaska. CecTpa OB-
Jazxesa coboil m B3TJIAHYJa Ha MucTepa BaTToHA ¢ HECKPHIBA€MBIM
Ipe3peHueM.

— Yro kK, mucrep BarroH, — mpousHecsa OHa, IOHU3UB TO-
goc. — Kak Bam 6yzet yroguo. Ho eciiu 651 BBI TOJIBKO 3HAJIM, B Ka-
KOM MBI Temepb mojoxkenun! Benn sTo cyiee 6e300pasue! Pemryra-
1S HaIllell KIMHUKY DoruoJia Hasceraa...

— HoBosbHO! — mpoxpures ou. — §1 60sabIlle He MOTY!

— B raxkowm cayuae, muctep BaTToH, moanyiiTe cioga.

On momaesica 3a Heil. OHM OCTAHOBUJINCHL B KOHIIE IJMHHOIO
KOpHIOpa, y ABEpPH IIAJaThI, 32 KOTOPOI Ha BCe JaIbl Pa3gaBajiCs
INUCK MJIAJEHIleB, — HeIAapOM BIIOCJEICTBUU €€ CTAJU Ha3LIBATH

«IUCKJINBOW» majsaToi. OHU BOIIJIN. Y CTEH CTOSJIO C IIOJIIIOMKIHEBI
0eJIbIX KOJIBIOeNIeK, U K KasKA0M ObIJI IPUBA3aH APJIBIUOK.

11



The Curious Case of Benjamin Button

“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
window. He looked up at Mr Button with dim, faded eyes in which
lurked a puzzled question.

“Am I mad?” thundered Mr Button, his terror resolving into
rage. “Is this some ghastly hospital joke?”

“It doesn’t seem like a joke to us,” replied the nurse severely.
“And I don’t know whether you’re mad or not — but that is most
certainly your child.”

The cool perspiration redoubled on Mr Button’s forehead. He
closed his eyes, and then, opening them, looked again. There was
no mistake — he was gazing at a man of threescore and ten —
a baby of threescore and ten, a baby whose feet hung over the
sides of the crib in which it was reposing.

The old man looked placidly from one to the other for a mo-
ment, and then suddenly spoke in a cracked and ancient voice.
“Are you my father?” he demanded.

Mr Button and the nurse started violently.

“Because if you are,” went on the old man querulously, “I wish

you’d get me out of this place — or, at least, get them to put
a comfortable rocker in here.”

12



3abasHbIn cnyyan ¢ benpxamuHom BatToHOM

— Hy? — sagpixasch, cupocua mucrep Barron. — KoTopsrit
JKe Moit?
— Bou Tot! — ckasaJa cecrpa.

Muctep BarTon morasazen Tyma, KyJa OHA yKasbiBaja Majb-
meM, 1 yBuUIeJ BOT uTo. Ilepen HuM, 3alejieHaTBHINT B OTPOMHOE
Gesioe ofesds0 U KOe-KaK BTUCHYTBIN HUMKHeI YacThio TYJIOBHUIIA
B KOJbIOEJBb, CHUAEJ CTapuK, KOTOPOMY, BHE COMHEHMS, OBLIO
mon cembaecsaT. Ero pemkue BOJIOCHI ObIIN yOeJeHBI CEAMHOIM,
IJIUHHAS IPSA3HO-cepas 60poja HeJello KOJIbIXAJACh IO JerKuM
BETEePKOM, TAHYBIIUM u3 okHa. OH mocMoTpes Ha Mucrepa bar-
TOHA TYCKJBIMU, OECIIBETHLIMU I'JIa3aMU, B KOTOPBHIX MEJIbKHYJIO
HeJgoOyMeHUe.

— B yme nu a? — pABKHYJ Mucrtep BaTToH, ueil y:kac BHe3al-
HO CMeHWJICS ApoCcThio. — Win y Bac B KJIMHUKE IPUHATO TaK IIOJ-
JIO ITyTUTh HAJ JOgbMU?

— Ham =e mo myTox, — CypoBO OTBeTHJa cecTpa. — He 3HaI0,
B yMe BBI WJIU HET, HO 9TO Balll ChIH, MOJKeTe He COMHEBAThLCA.

XoJomHBIM HOT CHOBA BhICTynuJ Ha J0y Barrona. OH zakmy-
puicsa, TOMENJIUJI M OTKPBLI riasza. CoOMHEHUII He OCTaBaJOCh:
mepen HUM ObLI CEMHUAECATUJIETHUHN CTAPUK, CEMUIECATUIETHUNA
MJIaJieHell, YbU AJNHHBLIE HOTY CBUCAJIHN U3 KOJIbIOEIN.

OH 0e3MATeXKHO B3UpAaJ Ha HUX, a IIOTOM BAPYT 3aTOBOPUJI HAJ-
TPECHYTHIM CTAPYECKUM T'OJIOCOM:
— T Mot mama?

BarTon u cecTpa COOPOTHYJINUCH.
— Ecau TBI MOI mama, — IIPOJOJIKAJ CTapUK BOPUJIMBO, —

3abepu MeHS IIOCKOPEeH OTCIofAa MJIM XOTsS ObI BeJIM MM IIOCTaBUTh
37ech yI0oOHOE KpecJio.

13



The Curious Case of Benjamin Button

“Where in God’s name did you come from? Who are you?”
burst out Mr Button frantically.

“I can’t tell you exactly who I am,” replied the querulous
whine, “because I’ve only been born a few hours — but my last
name is certainly Button.”

“You lie! You’re an impostor!”

The old man turned wearily to the nurse. “Nice way to welcome
a newborn child,” he complained in a weak voice. “Tell him he’s
wrong, why don’t you?”

“You’re wrong, Mr Button,” said the nurse severely. “This is
your child, and you’ll have to make the best of it. We’re going to
ask you to take him home with you as soon as possible — some
time today.”

“Home?” repeated Mr Button incredulously.

“Yes, we can’t have him here. We really can’t, you know?”

“I’m right glad of it,” whined the old man. “This is a fine place
to keep a youngster of quiet tastes. With all this yelling and howl-
ing, I haven’t been able to get a wink of sleep. I asked for some-
thing to eat” — here his voice rose to a shrill note of protest —
“and they brought me a bottle of milk!”

Mr Button sank down upon a chair near his son and concealed
his face in his hands. “My heavens!” he murmured, in an ecstasy
of horror. “What will people say? What must I do?”

“You’ll have to take him home,” insisted the nurse — “imme-
diately!”

14



3abasHbIn cnyyan ¢ benpxamuHom BatToHOM

— Pagu Bcero cBaATOTO, CKaKu, OTKyAa ThI B3aacA? KTo Te1? —
3aKpuuajJ Mmuctep baTToH B OTUASHUN.

— He Mory ckasaTh JOIOAJIUHHO, KTO I, — OTO3BaJICA ILJIAKCH-
BBII TOJIOC, — IIOTOMY YTO S POJAMJICA BCEr0 HECKOJIBKO YacOB Ha-
3aj, 3HAI0 TOJIBKO, UTO MoA (hamuamda BaTToH.

— JIxxems! Twl camo3BaHerr)

Crapuk ycTajo IIOBEePHYJICA K cecTpe.
— Munenbkasa BCTpeua [IJA HOBOPOMKIEHHOTO, — KaJIOOHO
mpocKyaus on. — J[a ckaKkuTe JKe eMy, UTO OH omrudaercs.

— Bwr omubaerech, mucrep bBaTrToH, — CypoBO CcKasajga ce-
cTpa. — BTO Baml CbIH, TYT Yy HHNYEIr'o He IIoAeJ/iaelllb. 141 6y,LLBTe
CTOJIB JII00E3HEI 3a0paTh ero JOMOI KaK MOYKHO CKOpee, CeTOIHA JKe.

— IMomoit? — mepecmpocus BaTToH, Bce ellle He BepsA CBOUM
yIram.

— Jla, MBI HE MOJKEM €ro 3/iech fep:kaTh. HUKaK He MOKeM, I10-
HuMaere?

— Yro K, TemM Jydlle, — IMIPOBOpYa crapuk. — Heuero
CKasaTh, XOPOIIEHbKOE TYT y Bac MeCTO IJis MaJblllia, KOTO-
PBIi JIOOUT TUIMIMHY U MOKOW. Bce BpeMs MHCK, KPUKU, JarKe

B3IPEMHYTh HEBO3MOKHO. A Korga s HOIPOCHUJT IOECTb, — TYT
OH B3BU3THYJ OT BO3SMYII[eHUA, — MHE CYHYJIHU OYTBLIOYKY C MO-
JOKOM!

Muctep BaTToH pyXHYJ Ha CTYJI IOAJE CBOETO CHIHA W 3aKPBLI
JIUII0 PYKaMMU.

— Boske Mo, — mpoIIernTas OH B yxkace. — UTo CKaKyT JIOIn?
Kax mHe Temepb ObITH?

— Bam mpugercs 3abpaTh ero [oMoii, — HaCTOWUYMBO HMOTPe0O-
Bajia cectpa. — Hemenmenuo!
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