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| dedicate this story to anyone and everyone who is ready
to break free from their shell and become the you, you were
born to be.. And also to my mom and dad who always loved
and supported me to be myself!

-Bradley

- | dedicate this to mama, papa and Amma. | love you.

-Sauryn

For every wall I've ever climbed.

-Albert :
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We all know the age-old story of Humpty Dumpty; he sat on a wall, had

a big fall, and all the king’s horses and all the king’s men couldn’t
put Humpty together again. But did you ever stop to wonder, Who was
Humpty Dumpty? Why was he on a wall? And what was the wall doing
there in the first place? Well, if you're like us and you're interested in
knowing what really happened, then you’ll appreciate that our team of
children’s story investigative researchers have dug through the historical
records and pieced together the mostly true story of the infamous egg,
Humpty Dumpty. Here we go . . .



As we sifted through the archives, one thing became very clear to us:
Humpty Dumpty was, indeed, an egg. This didn’t surprise us, though.
What surprised us was discovering Humpty was an egg in a world full of
eggs! That is where things got interesting.

It turns out that in the time and place of Humpty Dumpty, which was
called Egglandia, everybody had shells for bodies. So, Humpty wasn't
unique in that he was an egg. What made Humpty a bit, well, odd was that
he was extremely curious, and being curious was something eggs did NOT
do! In fact, curiosity was very much frowned upon in Egglandia, because
being curious meant exploring the unknown, which could result in injury
or death or even worse . .. embarrassment!

The eggs would do anything to avoid these outcomes. There was simply too
much danger involved in being curious, so all good eggs were taught not
to ask too many questions, to mind their own business, and most of all, to
never do anything new.



ike the other eggs. He was interested
elp but ask all sorts of questions. He was curio
0 he would ask his mother,

y can’t I go outside and play? Why is the sky blue? What would
ppen if I combined milk with lemon juice?”

ama Dumpty, of course, didn't know the answers to any of these

lestions, as she’d never thought to ask them. The questions gave her a

any feeling in her shell, which frightened and excited her in a way tk

distinctly un-egg-like. So, she would say,

aave always been this way, Humpty dear. Please, darling
It’s dangerous.”

More than anything, Humpty was curious about the wall. He would ask
anyone who would take the time to listen,

me, excuse me, but why is there a giant wall over
here? Who pu it there? How did it get There in the first
pla(e9 And what's on the o?kev side?”

The more he asked, the more it seemed that not a single egg knew almost
anything about the wall.



Every egg had a different answer, and some of their theories went as
deep as a rabbit hole. Some thought the wall was there to keep the bad
guys out. Others rumored the egg king had an evil brother beyond it.
There was even a theory that the edge of the world was on the other side
of the wall, and they built it to keep anyone from falling off.

“Who is ‘they?’”” Humpty would ask.
Most of the eggs were completely convinced by their version of the story.
“It's there for our safety and protection!”

“It’s a treacherous world on the other side of that wall!”

“The unknown is dangerous!”

When Humpty asked for more specifics about what was so bad about
the other side of the wall, no one seemed able to give him any details,
because no one knew any eggs that had ever laid eyes upon the other
side of the wall. In fact, no one knew an egg that had even attempted to
see what was over the wall . . . except for Mr. Winkleton, of course.

Humpty’s conversations would always end with the other eggs saying,

“You wouldn’'t understand. You're just a young egg with no
life experience.”




Mr. Winkleton had different ideas about the wall. He
would sit in the town’s square on an old wooden stool,
shouting at anyone, everyone, and no one at all.

“Wake up! They built the wall to keep us closed off from
the rest of the world! It’s beautiful out there, on the other
side. The egg king wants us to be isolated and afraid, so he
can keep us under his control.”

But Mr. Winkleton was a broken shell of an egg, and

nobody would listen to him. Apparently, when he tried to
climb the wall in his youth, he slipped just as he got to the
top, fell off, and cracked his shell on impact. They say he’s

never really been the same since.

“Don’t listen to Old Man Winkleton,” Margie Lootlebottom
would mutter under her breath while smiling and
politely waving to Mr. Winkleton. “The reason the wall’s
there is because the other side is a toxic wasteland full of
poisonous gases and stinging wallapoppers.”

Humpty didn’t know what a stinging wallapopper was,
but it sounded bad.




Humpty snuck from his house
as quietly as a mouse and made his
way down Main Street toward the wall.
Walking past a sign that read,

Do not get any closer, or you might get
jgw]/neg like a//wmgake, Z

he arrived at the base of the wall and looked
up waaay up. He'd never seen the wall
this close before—almost no one had, on
account of the fact that they were afraid
it would fall over and squash them if
they got too close—and he suddenly
realized just how tall it was.
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As Humpty stood there, staring up with his slingshot in hand, he began
doubting his plan. His mind started spiraling and spinning out of
control. Maybe this wasn’t a good idea.

. Mayée / should be
Maybe | should give ,
Maybe | should Y J
aybe ' ou up on secing i / Hhore more like all the
ﬁ‘o/: asking o o other €445 and ﬁ‘ay
many questions are mﬁmlly ﬁtmﬁ 9 W the wall,
5 v1 wallapoppers on the avay /rom e wa
about the wall. other ide stay in the known,
' where 115 safe!

But a funny feeling inside Humpty’s shell told him there was so
much more to life than what all the other eggs believed. His curiosity
overcame him again, and he managed to shake the voice of doubt
from his mind. After all, this was his first big adventure, and he
couldn’t let his fear of the unknown stop him from having it.
Loading the tiny anchor into his slingshot, Humpty took aim.

“One. Two. Three. FIRE!”

he said to himself. He let go, and the little anchor flew into the
darkness above him. A moment later he heard a small clank. He gave
the rope a gentle tug and knew the anchor had taken hold. It was
time to climb.



He climbed, and climbed, and climbed, and then he stopped to
eat half of his cheese sandwich, because he got hungry. When he
finished, he started climbing again. He climbed and climbed and
climbed until ... he stopped and ate the other half of his cheese
sandwich, because he was still hungry.

When he finished his sandwich, he climbed some more.

Finally, he flung his little egg legs over the top of the wall and came
to a seated position on top of the giant wall that surrounded the
only world he'd ever known. As his eyes peered out over the other
side of the wall, he couldn’t believe what he was seeing.



The sun was rising over the horizon, and it was painting the sky with the most
vibrant colours he had ever seen. Humpty had never actually seen a sunrise or
sunset before this day, because the giant wall around his village blocked it out.
The beauty of it took his breath away. It sure is beautiful, he thought.

What Humpty noticed next was even more breathtaking. It wasn’t stinging
wallapoppers, a toxic wasteland, the end of the world, a grudging king ready for
war, or anything dangerous at all.

Excited by what he’d seen, Humpty felt the urge to tell everyone in Egglandia.
He turned on his seat to face the village, and as he looked down at it, he
suddenly realized how small it was. The giant wall cast a tall, dark shadow over
everything. Eager to share his discovery with all the eggs who were fast asleep
down in their homes, Humpty began to shout from the top of the wall.




“Hey! Hey everybody! I've seen the other side of the
wall. You're never going to believe it!”

Humpty kept shouting as loud as he could until all of
the eggs from every home in his village had walked
to the edge of the “Do not get any closer, or you might
get squished like a pancake” sign, which was about
one hundred meters from the base of the wall.

“Humpty, get down from there right now! It’s
dangerous! You might hurt yourself, and even
worse, you're embarrassing yourself, and you're
embarrassing me!” yelled Mama Dumpty from way
down below.

“It's okay, Mom. We don’t have to be afraid anymore!
I've seen the other side, and it's—"

“We don’'t want to know!” yelled one of the eggs in
the back, interrupting Humpty.

“Yeah, don’t tell us,” cried another, while covering the
ears of her little eggs.

“I order you to get down from that wall right now!”
called the king.

“Don’t worry,” Humpty called back. “You don’t
understand. It's not what you think; it's—”



Just as Humpty was about to tell everyone what
was on the other side of the wall, something flew
past his head, causing him to lose his balance. He
began wibbling and wobbling, and the next thing
he knew, he'd slipped onto to one side his shell,
then over to the other, and then he began rolling
towards the edge. Closer and closer and closer
until ... he rolled right off the wall!

Humpty fell and fell and fell, all the way down
to the ground, where he landed with a SMACK,
which cracked his shell open.

“My Humpty!” yelled Mama Dumpty.
“Somebody help my baby!”

This part of the story you are familiar with; all the king’s horses and all the king’s
men couldn’t put Humpty together again. Reliable, archaeological data suggest that
they tried taping him, gluing him, and tying his shell back together. But did you
know that, all the while, Humpty was telling them,

“Stop putting my shell back together; I want to be free!”

Of course, the king’s horses and men thought Humpty was delirious, and they
wouldn’t listen to his requests and let him be. Instead, they tried to fix what they
deemed to be broken.

Finally, after hours of hard work, the king declared that Humpty’s shell could not be
repaired and turned to all the eggs in Egglandia, proclaiming, “Let this be a lesson to
the rest of you eggs on why we don’t go near the wall!”



As the king was finishing his speech, a resounding sound grew from where Humpty laid.
(rack, crack, (RACK

Suddenly, Humpty’s shell shattered to pieces, like a piece of glass exploding, and from the
debris flew a feathery flying creature who soared up toward the sky and landed on the top
of the wall.

“It's a monster!” yelled somebody from the crowd.

But before the king’s men could aim their spears up at the flying, feathery monster, they
heard a familiar voice shout down at them from the top of the wall.

“It’s okay everyone; it's me. It's Humpty Dumpty!”
The eggs all gasped.
“That’s impossible!” the king shouted. “Humpty is an egg, not a flying, feathery monster.”

“I'm not a monster; I'm a bird! And guess what? So are the rest of you! Out of our fear of
the unknown, we have all been hiding behind our shells, but underneath them we each
have two mighty wings. With those wings, we can soar to the sky!”

“But what if we fall?” asked Margie Lootlebottom, concerned.

“You won’t fall. You were born to fly,” said Humpty reassuringly as he leapt from the wall,
S\%vooping down over the gasping crowd and flying back up over the wall, disappearing out
of sight.
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Well, that just about did it. The crowd erupted into a panicked frenzy, and the eggs
began i i ing i i i .As

More and more birds continued to break through their
shells and fly to freedom.



Finally, the last egg standing at the base of the wall was the egg king. As he
looked around, he was saddened to see that there were no eggs left for him to
boss around or control.

He no longer had power over anyone, and when he looked inside his shell of
a heart, he realized that he, too, deep down, wanted to be free. But he was so
afraid. In fact, the egg king was more afraid than any other egg, which was
why he had always needed to keep everybody else afraid. It was his way of
protecting himself from the unknown.

“I suppose I have sheltered myself from the outside world long enough,” he
said under his breath as he stared up at the tall wall that one of his ancestors
had built generations before him. “It is time to let myself be free.” And with
that, he burst through his shell and shot up into the clouds.



“Yahoo!” exclaimed the
egg king.

As he flew up and over the

wall, the brilliant light of the sun
momentarily blinded him. When his
eyes adjusted, he was amazed at what
he saw. Beyond the wall was a vast meadow
surrounded by the most beautiful trees he'd ever
seen. The landscape seemed to go on forever. Flying
freely through the air were birds of every shape, size, and
colour all going about their business, chirping happily to one another.

The other side of the wall wasn’t scary at all. As it turned out, it was a symphony of
delight to all of the egg king’s senses. He felt no fear, because each and every one of the
birds was being exactly who they were born to be, living exactly how nature intended
for them to live.

Now the egg king and all the birds of Egglandia could fly freely, feeling the wind
beneath their wings, all because Humpty Dumpy had the courage to be curious
enough to face the unknown.



So, if ever you feel afraid, unsure, or frightened of what
lies in the unknown, may the untold story of Humpty
Dumpty inspire you to lean gently into your curiosity, to
step bravely into the unknown, and to look toward what
is on the other side of the wall. You never know, what you

discover might just delight you.

The end... and the beqimmivw).
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Be the first to hear our new stories & meditations, access our downloadable
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books and other magical stuff that's fun for the whole family! Enjoy a sample of
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What are you Curious About?

Either share your answers to the questions with your family, friends or
classmates OR write your answers on the lines below.

Humpty Dumpty was a curious egq and curiosity is something most egqs jus’r do wnot do. But
Humpty proved o the rest of Egglandia that curiosity is what set them all {ree. Being curious and
questioning things is what kid do best — So, a the kid you are, we ask you:

What are you curious about?

What would you love to know or learn about?

what ques{’ions do you have?
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Dr‘aw your‘ Wings To listen to an audio version of this SiielpVielgle

to find maryy more magical books, join the
Show off your wings! We would love to see your artwork, once you're done, take a Maijik Kids Club at mojikkids.cqm/club!

picture and share it in the Mdjik Kids Club (if you feel comfortable)!

Remember how happy Hump’rg {el’r when he broke ﬂ\rough his shell & flew over the wall? Draw a
picture of YoU as one o} those birds (oveakimq ’rhvow]h their [ear and flying to [reedom. What do your
wings look like? What kind of [reedom bird are you?
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e all know the story about Humpty Dumpty. But have you ever

wondered who this infamous egg was, why he was on a wall, what
the wall was doing there in the first place or what was on the other side
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