
A Nursery Rhyme retold by Dave Webb



Humpty Dumpty  knew the WALL was too high but he just
couldn’t help himself. It was a challenge you see! 
He was always up for a challenge whatever it was!
Jumping out of an aircraft at twenty thousand feet; free
falling from the World’s tallest building, whatever that was
at that moment in time and even seeing how many Trebor
Extra Strong Mints he could fit into his mouth at once.



The WALL,  now that was a different matter,
this time he would be alone. No safety equipment,
no friendly shoulder to cry on when the going gets
tough, and tough it will certainly get, very tough!
And no medics!
He knew this would be his toughest challenge yet
and this time he was ready for it.

The morning wasn’t perfect, low clouds made visibility
poor and then there was the drizzle. The kind of drizzle
that  gets into every corner of your being and soaks you
from the inside out.



It didn’t help that Hump, as he was known
to his closest friends, wore contact lenses.
If the drizzle didn’t blind him then the
condensation would, so he made the brave
decision to leave them at home and take
his prescription swimming goggles instead.
He now wished he had spent the extra
twenty quid for the air-controlled model
from Specsavers.

He could only take what he could carry and
wear what he could wear; light weight,
breathable and very, very warm. It had to be
layers, lots of very thin layers.



It was starting to get light as he made his way through
the early morning streets leading to the WALL!

Why was it so quiet?

Where were all the animals?

Normally every dog in the kingdom barked at him as he
walked by, but today not a single one, not even a mewing
cat!



As he passed darkened houses he noticed curtains twitch!
They were watching. Watching and waiting!

But waiting for what?

It wasn’t long before he found out. As he rounded the 
corner of High Street and main rows of soldiers stood

in his path. Infantry and cavalry, silent and still. They looked
frozen to the spot, motionless. He took one step forward,

still no response.

What were they waiting for, an attack?
An order to begin hostilities or simply to arrest

Hump before  he reached his objective?



No order!
No step!
No action!
They just stood stock still!

Hump decided to take a chance and go for it as there was
really no other option left open to him. Picking up his backpack
he moved slowly towards the static lines of troops.
Then as if by magic the lines parted and allowed him to walk
through without incident. 

On the other side of the lines the stillness was deeper than
before you could almost touch the quiet. A single heron flew
serenely overhead whilst in the distance a rooster signalled
the rising of the sun, the start of an extra-ordinary day.



A gentle breeze appeared as if from nowhere
and the low clouds began to rise exposing
the true extent of the challenge before him.

It was at that point that reality kicked in, he was on his own,
all alone and the soldiers were there to ensure that that is how
it would remain. He alone!

Everyone in the town had grown weary of his constant bragging.
He could run the fastest!
He could climb the highest mountain!
He could cook the largest hotdog sausage!
The WALL thing was the last straw.
Succeed or fail, this time he was to do it all alone.



I don’t know if you have ever stood
really close to your house wall and
then looked straight up. Well I have
and it’s quite scary, it looks really
high. It looks impossible to climb.

Well that was the sensation that Hump got when he stood
at the foot of the WALL and looked straight up. No hand
holds to be seen! No protruding rock snags and definitely
no place for toes to grip!

He was beginning to have second thoughts when at that
very same moment the drizzle suddenly stopped! One moment
you could hardly see your hand in front of your face, the next
everything was crystal clear and the sky was blue.



It was now or never!

He grasped the sodden wall with both hands
and began gently to ease his massive frame
off the ground. Everyone was always calling
him names just because he was slightly
bigger than everyone else; OK, a lot bigger
than everyone else; this would show them.
This would stop the name calling.

At first the climb proved easier than he had
expected but within a few minutes the first
obstacle came into view. The OVERHANG of
DOOM! That’s what the locals called it.



The Overhang of Doom jutted out some four metres
and seemed to go on forever. There was no way
around it.  The only thing Hump could do was grit his teeth 
and climb on!

Suddenly, without warning, a large black crow appeared
from nowhere and proceeded to perch precariously on
top of Hump’s head. He tried shaking his head to dislodge

the irritating beast, but that did no good,
in fact the crow seemed to cling on even
harder and caw with joy. 

There was only one way!
It would be dangerous, 
but what other option did he have?



Hump held on tight with his right hand and gently
released his left. With a slow and powerful blow
he managed to persuade his unwelcome partner
to fly off and take up residence in a safer
environment.
His right hand was beginning to loose grip. He had
to act fast or plummet headfirst to the ground far
below. With one swift and accurate movement he
regained a strong grip with his left hand, hung on
tight and eased himself upwards.

Taking a moment to reassess his current position
he then proceeded slowly on his upward journey.



I don’t know if you’re like me or not but spiders don’t
really bother me unless the suddenly appear out of the
blue. Well that’s exactly what happened to Hump.

One minute he was happily climbing towards the summit
singing a merry climbing song to keep his spirits up when
out of the blue an extremely large, hairy, unfriendly,
creepy, crawly spider decided to take up residence in the
folds of his backpack. Now on any other
occasion this event would have had little
or no effect on normal activity, but climbing
the WALL was no ordinary activity!
Today extra weight made a difference.
It had to go!



Hump thought fast!
Release!
Yeah!
Release was the only answer!
First get to a secure resting place where
he could tread water and then release
the backpack. Simple!

At this point in the climb every
milligram mattered.  It was the
only way. Every time the spider
moved Hump’s centre of gravity
changed, he had to re-adjust!



At last he reached a minute ledge just wide enough to
take his resting over-large body, sorry!

Slowly easing the backpack from his left arm he managed
to free it until it was dangling in mid-air with the 
aforementioned large, hairy, unfriendly, creepy, crawly
spider clinging on for dear life. Within seconds the backpack
and spider were hurtling downwards at an amazing brain
bursting speed towards the earth far below.

After a short time of reflection Hump pressed on.
It was starting  to get really hot now, the sun was
beating down on his bare head. The last thing he
thought he would need was sun-screen.



Sweat was beginning to be a serious issue, every centimetre
of his body was ringing wet, it was even starting to seep
under his goggles causing them to steam up.

There was no other choice, the goggles had to go!
However he knew that the moment the goggles came off
his vision would be seriously impaired. He would not be
able to see more than a few centimetres ahead. It was 
either ditch the goggles or fail and failure was
not in his nature.

Off came the goggles! The rest of the climb was
a total blur! How he reached the top he could
never remember, but reach it he did!



What happened next was sheer
bad luck!

A single stone, the size of a pea,
was dislodged at the very point
at which Hump reached the summit.

He stood! He jumped for joy! His foot caught the stone
and from there on it was simply down to gravity!

He remembered falling through the air!
He remembered hearing the wind whistling in his ears!
He even remembered hitting the ground, however
what followed was a blur. He had no recollection of what
happened next!



For when he awoke he was in the local
Hospital bound up like and Egyptian Mummy.
Every bone in his body was broken.

They told him that the King’s men had
tried to piece him back together at the
scene but the damage was too great.
Even the attending paramedics could
do nothing but rush him to the nearest
Hospital.



As he lay there his thoughts turned
to his next and greatest challenge,
getting back onto his feet again!
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