
Once upon a Time -Nadine Gordimer Part 3 

Next day a gang of workmen came and stretched the razor-bladed coils all round the walls of the house where the 
husband and wife and little boy and pet dog and cat were living happily ever after. The sunlight flashed and slashed,
off the serrations, the cornice of razor thorns encircled the home, shining. The husband said, Never mind. It will 
weather. The wife said, You're wrong. They guarantee it's rust-proof. And she waited until the little boy had 
run off to play before she said, I hope the cat will take heed . . . The husband said, Don't worry, my dear, cats 
always look before they leap. And it was true that from that day on the cat slept in the little boy's bed and kept to the
garden, never risking a try at breaching security. 

One evening, the mother read the little boy to sleep with a fairy story from the book the wise old witch had given 
him at Christmas. Next day he pretended to be the Prince who braves the terrible thicket of thorns to enter the 
palace and kiss the Sleeping Beauty back to life: he dragged a ladder to the wall, the shining coiled tunnel was just 
wide enough for his little body to creep in, and with the first fixing of its razor-teeth in his knees and hands and 
head he screamed and struggled deeper into its tangle. The trusted housemaid and the itinerant gardener, whose 
"day" it was, came running, the first to see and to scream with him, and the itinerant gardener tore his hands trying 
to get at the little boy. Then the man and his wife burst wildly into the garden and for some reason (the cat, 
probably) the alarm set up wailing against the screams while the bleeding mass of the little boy was hacked out of 
the security coil with saws, wire-cutters, choppers, and they carried it—the man, the wife, the hysterical trusted 
housemaid and the weeping gardener—into the house. 
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