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The Curious Case of Benjamin Button

Забавный случай с Бенджамином Баттоном

I

As 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.”
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I

Â 1860 ãîäó åùå ïîëàãàëè, ÷òî ïîÿâëÿòüñÿ íà ñâåò íàäëåæèò 
äîìà. Íûíå æå, ãëàñèò ìîëâà, âåðõîâíûå æðåöû ìåäèöè-

íû ïîâåëåâàþò, äàáû ïåðâûé êðèê íîâîðîæäåííîãî ïðîçâó÷àë 
â ñòåðèëüíîé àòìîñôåðå êëèíèêè, ïðåäïî÷òèòåëüíî ôåøåíå-
áåëüíîé. Ïîýòîìó, êîãäà ìîëîäûå ñóïðóãè ìèñòåð è ìèññèñ 
Ðîäæåð Áàòòîí ðåøèëè â îäèí ïðåêðàñíûé ëåòíèé äåíü 1860 
ãîäà, ÷òî èõ ïåðâåíåö äîëæåí ïîÿâèòüñÿ íà ñâåò áîæèé â êëè-
íèêå, îíè îïåðåäèëè ìîäó íà öåëûõ ïÿòüäåñÿò ëåò. Ñâÿçàí ëè 
ýòîò àíàõðîíèçì ñ òîé ïîðàçèòåëüíîé èñòîðèåé, êîòîðóþ ÿ ñî-
áèðàþñü çäåñü ïîâåäàòü, íàâñåãäà îñòàíåòñÿ òàéíîé.

ß ðàññêàæó, êàê âñå áûëî, à òàì óæ ñóäèòå ñàìè.

Ïåðåä âîéíîé ñóïðóãè Áàòòîí çàíèìàëè â Áàëòèìîðå çà-
âèäíîå ïîëîæåíèå è ïðîöâåòàëè. Îíè áûëè â ðîäñòâå ñ Ýòèì 
Ñåìåéñòâîì è ñ Òåì Ñåìåéñòâîì, ÷òî, êàê èçâåñòíî êàæäîìó 
þæàíèíó, ïðèîáùàëî èõ ê ìíîãî÷èñëåííîé àðèñòîêðàòèè, êî-
òîðîé èçîáèëîâàëà Êîíôåäåðàöèÿ. Îíè âïåðâûå ðåøèëèñü îò-
äàòü äàíü î÷àðîâàòåëüíîé ñòàðîé òðàäèöèè — îáçàâåñòèñü ðå-
áåíêîì, è ìèñòåð Áàòòîí, âïîëíå åñòåñòâåííî, íåðâíè÷àë. Îí 
íàäåÿëñÿ, ÷òî ðîäèòñÿ ìàëü÷èê è îí ñìîæåò îïðåäåëèòü åãî 
â Éåëüñêèé êîëëåäæ, øòàò Êîííåêòèêóò, ãäå ñàì ìèñòåð Áàò-
òîí öåëûõ ÷åòûðå ãîäà áûë èçâåñòåí ïîä íåäâóñìûñëåííûì 
ïðîçâèùåì Ïåòóõ.



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?”
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Â òî ñåíòÿáðüñêîå óòðî, êîãäà îæèäàëîñü âåëèêîå ñîáûòèå, 
îí âñòàë â øåñòü ÷àñîâ, îäåëñÿ, áåçóïðå÷íî çàâÿçàë ãàëñòóê 
è, âûéäÿ íà óëèöó, óñòðåìèëñÿ ê êëèíèêå, òîðîïÿñü óçíàòü, 
çàðîäèëàñü ëè â ëîíå íî÷è íîâàÿ æèçíü.

Â ñîòíå øàãîâ îò ×àñòíîé ìýðèëåíäñêîé êëèíèêè äëÿ ëåäè 
è äæåíòëüìåíîâ îí óâèäåë äîêòîðà Êèíà, ëå÷èâøåãî âñå åãî ñå-
ìåéñòâî, êîòîðûé âûõîäèë èç ãëàâíîãî ïîäúåçäà, ïîòèðàÿ ðóêè 
ïðèâû÷íûì äâèæåíèåì, êàê áóäòî ìûë èõ ïîä êðàíîì, ê ÷åìó 
îáÿçûâàåò âñåõ âðà÷åé íåïèñàíûé çàêîí èõ ïðîôåññèè.

Ìèñòåð Ðîäæåð Áàòòîí, ãëàâà ôèðìû «Ðîäæåð Áàòòîí è Êî, 
îïòîâàÿ òîðãîâëÿ ñêîáÿíûìè òîâàðàìè», áðîñèëñÿ íàâñòðå÷ó 
äîêòîðó, âìèã ïîçàáûâ î äîñòîèíñòâå, êîòîðîå áûëî íåîòúåìëå-
ìûì êà÷åñòâîì þæàíèíà â òå íåçàáûâàåìûå âðåìåíà.

— Äîêòîð Êèí! — âñêðè÷àë îí. — Àõ, äîêòîð Êèí!

Äîêòîð óñëûøàë ýòî è îñòàíîâèëñÿ, îæèäàÿ ìèñòåðà Áàò-
òîíà, ïðè÷åì íà ñòðîãîì äîêòîðñêîì ëèöå ïîÿâèëîñü âåñüìà 
ñòðàííîå âûðàæåíèå.

— Íó êàê? — ñïðîñèë ìèñòåð Áàòòîí, çàïûõàâøèñü îò áûñ-
òðîãî áåãà. — Óæå? ×òî ñ íåé? Ìàëü÷èê? Èëè íåò? È êàêîé...

— Ãîâîðèòå âðàçóìèòåëüíî! — ðåçêî îáîðâàë åãî äîêòîð 
Êèí. Âèä ó íåãî áûë ðàçäðàæåííûé.

— Ðîäèëñÿ ðåáåíîê? — ïðîáîðìîòàë ìèñòåð Áàòòîí ñ ìîëüáîé.

Äîêòîð Êèí íàõìóðèë áðîâè.
— Ì-äà, ïîæàëóé. ß áû ñêàçàë… â íåêîòîðîì ðîäå.
Îí îïÿòü ïîñìîòðåë íà ìèñòåðà Áàòòîíà ñòðàííûì âçãëÿäîì.

— Êàê æåíà? Áëàãîïîëó÷íî?

— Äà.

— À êòî ó íàñ — ìàëü÷èê èëè äåâî÷êà?
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“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 plea santly.

“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.
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— Îñòàâüòå ìåíÿ! — çàêðè÷àë äîêòîð Êèí, îêîí÷àòåëüíî ïî-
òåðÿâ ñàìîîáëàäàíèå. — Ñäåëàéòå ìèëîñòü, ðàçáèðàéòåñü ñàìè. 
Áåçîáðàçèå! — Ïîñëåäíåå ñëîâî îí áóäòî âûïëþíóë Áàòòîíó 
â ëèöî è ïðîáîðìîòàë, îòâîðà÷èâàÿñü: — Óæ íå äóìàåòå ëè âû, 
÷òî ýòî ïîäíèìåò ìîé âðà÷åáíûé ïðåñòèæ? Äà ñëó÷èñü åùå õîòü 
ðàç íå÷òî ïîäîáíîå — è ÿ ðàçîðåí, òàêîå êîãî óãîäíî ðàçîðèò!

— Íî â ÷åì æå äåëî? — âñêðè÷àë ìèñòåð Áàòòîí â óæàñå. — 
Òðîéíÿ?

— Åñëè áû òðîéíÿ! — îòâåòèë äîêòîð óáèéñòâåííûì òî-
íîì. — Íåò óæ, ñòóïàéòå ïîëþáóéòåñü ñîáñòâåííûìè ãëàçàìè. 
È íàéäèòå ñåáå äðóãîãî äîêòîðà. ß ïðèíèìàë âàñ, êîãäà âû ðî-
äèëèñü íà ñâåò, ìîëîäîé ÷åëîâåê, è ñîðîê ëåò ëå÷èë âàøå ñå-
ìåéñòâî, íî òåïåðü ìåæäó íàìè âñå êîí÷åíî. Íå õî÷ó áîëüøå 
âèäåòü íè âàñ, íè âàøó ðîäíþ! Ïðîùàéòå!

Îí ðåçêî ïîâåðíóëñÿ, íå ñêàçàâ áîëåå íè ñëîâà, óñåëñÿ 
â ïðîëåòêó, êîòîðàÿ æäàëà åãî ó òðîòóàðà, è îòáûë â ñóðîâîì 
ìîë÷àíèè. Îøåëîìëåííûé ìèñòåð Áàòòîí îñòàëñÿ ñòîÿòü íà 
óëèöå, âåñü äðîæà. ×òî çà íåïîïðàâèìîå íåñ÷àñòüå åãî ïîñòè-
ãëî? Ó íåãî âäðóã ïðîïàëî âñÿêîå æåëàíèå èäòè â ×àñòíóþ 
ìýðèëåíäñêóþ êëèíèêó äëÿ ëåäè è äæåíòëüìåíîâ; îí ïîìåä-
ëèë íåìíîãî, íî âñå æå ïåðåñèëèë ñåáÿ, ïîäíÿëñÿ ïî ñòóïåíÿì 
è âîøåë.

Â ñóìðàêå ïðèåìíîé ñèäåëà çà ñòîëîì ìåäèöèíñêàÿ ñåñòðà. 
Ñãîðàÿ ñî ñòûäà, ìèñòåð Áàòòîí ïîäîøåë ê íåé.

— Äîáðîå óòðî, — ëþáåçíî ïðèâåòñòâîâàëà îíà åãî.

— Äîáðîå óòðî. ß… ÿ ìèñòåð Áàòòîí.

Åå ëèöî âäðóã èñêàçèë óæàñ. Îíà âñêî÷èëà, ãîòîâàÿ, êàçà-
ëîñü, âûáåæàòü âîí, è ëèøü ñ âèäèìûì òðóäîì îñòàëàñü íà ìå-
ñòå.

— ß õî÷ó âèäåòü ñâîåãî ðåáåíêà, — ñêàçàë ìèñòåð Áàòòîí.
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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.
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Ñåñòðà òèõîíüêî ïèñêíóëà.

— Î-î, ïîæàëóéñòà! — âîñêëèêíóëà îíà, è â ãîëîñå åå ïîñëû-
øàëèñü èñòåðè÷åñêèå íîòêè. — Èäèòå íàâåðõ. Íàâåðõ. Âîí òóäà.

Îíà óêàçàëà â ñòîðîíó ëåñòíèöû, è ìèñòåð Áàòòîí, ñïîòû-
êàÿñü íà êàæäîì øàãó è îáëèâàÿñü õîëîäíûì ïîòîì, ïîáðåë íà 
âòîðîé ýòàæ. Òàì îí îáðàòèëñÿ ê äðóãîé ñåñòðå, êîòîðàÿ âñòðå-
òèëà åãî ñ òàçîì â ðóêàõ.

— ß ìèñòåð Áàòòîí, — åäâà âûìîëâèë îí. — ß õî÷ó âèäåòü 
ñâîåãî...

Äçèíü! Òàç ñî çâîíîì óïàë íà ïîë è ïîêàòèëñÿ ê ëåñòíèöå. 
Äçèíü! Äçèíü! Òàç ìåðíî ïîçâÿêèâàë î ñòóïåíüêè, êàê áû ðàç-
äåëÿÿ âñåîáùèé óæàñ, âíóøàåìûé Áàòòîíîì.

— ß õî÷ó âèäåòü ñâîåãî ðåáåíêà! — Ãîëîñ ìèñòåðà Áàòòîíà 
ñðûâàëñÿ. Â ãëàçàõ ó íåãî ìóòèëîñü.

Äçèíü! Òàç áëàãîïîëó÷íî äîñòèã ïåðâîãî ýòàæà. Ñåñòðà îâ-
ëàäåëà ñîáîé è âçãëÿíóëà íà ìèñòåðà Áàòòîíà ñ íåñêðûâàåìûì 
ïðåçðåíèåì.

— ×òî æ, ìèñòåð Áàòòîí, — ïðîèçíåñëà îíà, ïîíèçèâ ãî-
ëîñ. — Êàê âàì áóäåò óãîäíî. Íî åñëè áû âû òîëüêî çíàëè, â êà-
êîì ìû òåïåðü ïîëîæåíèè! Âåäü ýòî ñóùåå áåçîáðàçèå! Ðåïóòà-
öèÿ íàøåé êëèíèêè ïîãèáëà íàâñåãäà...

— Äîâîëüíî! — ïðîõðèïåë îí. — ß áîëüøå íå ìîãó!

— Â òàêîì ñëó÷àå, ìèñòåð Áàòòîí, ïîæàëóéòå ñþäà.

Îí ïîïëåëñÿ çà íåé. Îíè îñòàíîâèëèñü â êîíöå äëèííîãî 
êîðèäîðà, ó äâåðè ïàëàòû, çà êîòîðîé íà âñå ëàäû ðàçäàâàëñÿ 
ïèñê ìëàäåíöåâ, — íåäàðîì âïîñëåäñòâèè åå ñòàëè íàçûâàòü 
«ïèñêëèâîé» ïàëàòîé. Îíè âîøëè. Ó ñòåí ñòîÿëî ñ ïîëäþæèíû 
áåëûõ êîëûáåëåê, è ê êàæäîé áûë ïðèâÿçàí ÿðëû÷îê.
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“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.”
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— Íó? — çàäûõàÿñü, ñïðîñèë ìèñòåð Áàòòîí. — Êîòîðûé 
æå ìîé?

— Âîí òîò! — ñêàçàëà ñåñòðà.

Ìèñòåð Áàòòîí ïîãëÿäåë òóäà, êóäà îíà óêàçûâàëà ïàëü-
öåì, è óâèäåë âîò ÷òî. Ïåðåä íèì, çàïåëåíàòûé â îãðîìíîå 
áåëîå îäåÿëî è êîå-êàê âòèñíóòûé íèæíåé ÷àñòüþ òóëîâèùà 
â êîëûáåëü, ñèäåë ñòàðèê, êîòîðîìó, âíå ñîìíåíèÿ, áûëî 
ïîä ñåìüäåñÿò. Åãî ðåäêèå âîëîñû áûëè óáåëåíû ñåäèíîé, 
äëèííàÿ ãðÿçíî-ñåðàÿ áîðîäà íåëåïî êîëûõàëàñü ïîä ëåãêèì 
âåòåðêîì, òÿíóâøèì èç îêíà. Îí ïîñìîòðåë íà ìèñòåðà Áàò-
òîíà òóñêëûìè, áåñöâåòíûìè ãëàçàìè, â êîòîðûõ ìåëüêíóëî 
íåäîóìåíèå.

— Â óìå ëè ÿ? — ðÿâêíóë ìèñòåð Áàòòîí, ÷åé óæàñ âíåçàï-
íî ñìåíèëñÿ ÿðîñòüþ. — Èëè ó âàñ â êëèíèêå ïðèíÿòî òàê ïîä-
ëî øóòèòü íàä ëþäüìè?

— Íàì íå äî øóòîê, — ñóðîâî îòâåòèëà ñåñòðà. — Íå çíàþ, 
â óìå âû èëè íåò, íî ýòî âàø ñûí, ìîæåòå íå ñîìíåâàòüñÿ.

Õîëîäíûé ïîò ñíîâà âûñòóïèë íà ëáó Áàòòîíà. Îí çàæìó-
ðèëñÿ, ïîìåäëèë è îòêðûë ãëàçà. Ñîìíåíèé íå îñòàâàëîñü: 
ïåðåä íèì áûë ñåìèäåñÿòèëåòíèé ñòàðèê, ñåìèäåñÿòèëåòíèé 
ìëàäåíåö, ÷üè äëèííûå íîãè ñâèñàëè èç êîëûáåëè.

Îí áåçìÿòåæíî âçèðàë íà íèõ, à ïîòîì âäðóã çàãîâîðèë íàä-
òðåñíóòûì ñòàð÷åñêèì ãîëîñîì:

— Òû ìîé ïàïà?

Áàòòîí è ñåñòðà ñîäðîãíóëèñü.

— Åñëè òû ìîé ïàïà, — ïðîäîëæàë ñòàðèê âîð÷ëèâî, — 
çàáåðè ìåíÿ ïîñêîðåé îòñþäà èëè õîòÿ áû âåëè èì ïîñòàâèòü 
çäåñü óäîáíîå êðåñëî.
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“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!”
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— Ðàäè âñåãî ñâÿòîãî, ñêàæè, îòêóäà òû âçÿëñÿ? Êòî òû? — 
çàêðè÷àë ìèñòåð Áàòòîí â îò÷àÿíèè.

— Íå ìîãó ñêàçàòü äîïîäëèííî, êòî ÿ, — îòîçâàëñÿ ïëàêñè-
âûé ãîëîñ, — ïîòîìó ÷òî ÿ ðîäèëñÿ âñåãî íåñêîëüêî ÷àñîâ íà-
çàä, çíàþ òîëüêî, ÷òî ìîÿ ôàìèëèÿ Áàòòîí.

— Ëæåøü! Òû ñàìîçâàíåö!

Ñòàðèê óñòàëî ïîâåðíóëñÿ ê ñåñòðå.
— Ìèëåíüêàÿ âñòðå÷à äëÿ íîâîðîæäåííîãî, — æàëîáíî 

ïðîñêóëèë îí. — Äà ñêàæèòå æå åìó, ÷òî îí îøèáàåòñÿ.

— Âû îøèáàåòåñü, ìèñòåð Áàòòîí, — ñóðîâî ñêàçàëà ñå-
ñòðà. — Ýòî âàø ñûí, òóò óæ íè÷åãî íå ïîäåëàåøü. È áóäüòå 
ñòîëü ëþáåçíû çàáðàòü åãî äîìîé êàê ìîæíî ñêîðåå, ñåãîäíÿ æå.

— Äîìîé? — ïåðåñïðîñèë Áàòòîí, âñå åùå íå âåðÿ ñâîèì 
óøàì.

— Äà, ìû íå ìîæåì åãî çäåñü äåðæàòü. Íèêàê íå ìîæåì, ïî-
íèìàåòå?

— ×òî æ, òåì ëó÷øå, — ïðîâîð÷àë ñòàðèê. — Íå÷åãî 
ñêàçàòü, õîðîøåíüêîå òóò ó âàñ ìåñòî äëÿ ìàëûøà, êîòî-
ðûé ëþáèò òèøèíó è ïîêîé. Âñå âðåìÿ ïèñê, êðèêè, äàæå 
âçäðåìíóòü íåâîçìîæíî. À êîãäà ÿ ïîïðîñèë ïîåñòü, — òóò 
îí âçâèçãíóë îò âîçìóùåíèÿ, — ìíå ñóíóëè áóòûëî÷êó ñ ìî-
ëîêîì!

Ìèñòåð Áàòòîí ðóõíóë íà ñòóë ïîäëå ñâîåãî ñûíà è çàêðûë 
ëèöî ðóêàìè.

— Áîæå ìîé, — ïðîøåïòàë îí â óæàñå. — ×òî ñêàæóò ëþäè? 
Êàê ìíå òåïåðü áûòü?

— Âàì ïðèäåòñÿ çàáðàòü åãî äîìîé, — íàñòîé÷èâî ïîòðåáî-
âàëà ñåñòðà. — Íåìåäëåííî!
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