
 

 

This I Believe 
By Lesley Boggs 

 
 Children show a common affection for soft, cuddly toys that can bring comfort in the face of 
closet monsters, under-the-bed monsters, hiding-in-the-dark monsters, and even monsters from 
inescapable nightmares. I was one of those kids who had a million stuffed animals in every corner and 
crevice of my room, and I loved them more than I’m willing to admit. However, though toys come and 
go, one has remained constant throughout the better part of my eighteen years of life. Every nightmare, 
every sleepless night, every mental breakdown has been diligently watched over by this little warrior of 
the night. Even though I’m no longer a child, my teddy bear brings comfort to me that is incomparable 
to anything else. 
 
 As a child, I was scared of typical monsters of the night. Those monsters have evolved as I have 
grown, and the monsters under the bed have turned into AP exams and college applications. While the 
monsters have evolved, my teddy bear’s purpose in my life has remained the same. It’s indescribably 
comforting to hold onto something that has been such a constant in my life, especially since everything 
has changed so much. Elementary school turned into middle school, middle school turned into high 
school, my sister’s home became a dorm room, and my household went from Mom, Dad, Ellen, and 
Lesley to just Lesley and Mom. But every night, I get in my bed and grab my teddy bear and go to sleep, 
just as I’ve done for fourteen years.  
 

His face is pushed in from all the holding, his fur is far from soft, his nose is ripped a little, and 
he’s a little patchy from some attempted haircuts, but I wouldn’t have it any other way. When I was 
four, my grandpa gave me a teddy bear, and fourteen years later, as I write this essay, that teddy bear is 
sitting right in my lap.  

 
This I Believe - I believe in comfort, and I believe in having a constant. But mostly, I believe in 

teddy bears. 
 


