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Samantha was upset one morning when she found that her 

teddy bear had been kidnapped. 

She had been playing on the porch with him the night 

before.  When her Mum called her in for tea, she had left 

him on the doorstep to greet the Postman again. 

But why would he have taken her teddy?  Why would anyone 

take an old Paddington-like teddy called Basingstoke?  

(Named after the roundabout.)  It did not make any sense 

whatsoever. 

She told her Mum who helped her search the front garden.  

Sam had really loved that teddy.  Basingstoke was her 

best friend.  Better than any of her real friends.  Even 

Michael from over the road.  Sam had kept him since she 

was a baby.  All right, he was a bit tatty.  After six 

years you would expect that.  But it was six years of 

love and care, taking him to bed and cuddling him every 

night.  Telling him about her days at school.  Even when 

she was unhappy and threw him across the bed, he had 

stayed with her and listened to all her stories and 

tales. 

Sam was upset for the rest of the day and the day after.  

But the day after that, she heard her Mum shout 

excitedly.  ‘Sam, look who’s here!’ 

Sam jumped out of bed and ran downstairs.  She gasped as 

she looked out the door.  There on the doorstep sat 

Basingstoke!  He was back! 
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But there was something not quite right.  When she had 

left him, he was bare.  But now he was wearing a hat and 

sunglasses.  A small bag sat beside him. 

‘That’s strange.’  She said, confused by the change.  She 

picked him up and took off the hat and sunglasses.  Now 

he looked normal again.  Her Mum picked up the bag and 

opened it. 

‘Oh, what’s this?’ 

She reached in and took out about a dozen photographs.  

They were all of Basingstoke, but in different places.  

The first photo was of him standing in front of Big Ben.  

The next one was in front of the Eiffel tower in Paris. 

Sam and her Mum looked through all the photos.  There was 

Basingstoke next to the Pyramids, on a boat and on a 

beach. 

‘How could a teddy like Basingstoke go all over the world 

in two days Mum?’  Sam asked. 

Her Mum shrugged her big shoulders, She did not know.  It 

was a mystery. 

A bit later that day, Michael came over and solved the 

mystery.  He grinned like the Cheshire Cat. 

‘What’s so funny?’  Sam asked him. 

‘How is the Bear?’  He said, still smiling.  ‘Recovered 

from his holiday?’  

‘Michael,’ Said Sam’s Mum.  ‘What did you do?’ 
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He giggled again.  ‘I’m sorry Sam, it was my brother Ben.  

He asked why you kept leaving the Bear out every few 

nights.  I didn’t know.  He thought the teddy wanted to 

see the world.’ 

‘So you took my teddy.’  Cried Sam, hugging Basingstoke 

as she sat on the floor. 

‘No, Ben did.  He then took a picture of the teddy and 

put it on the computer.  He then put the teddy in photos 

of some famous landmarks.’ 

‘So that’s why it looked like he’d been all those 

places.’  Said Sam. 

‘Well, that’s cleared that mystery up.’  Said Sam’s Mum.  

‘He didn’t go globetrotting after all.’ 

Sam put Basingstoke on the floor next to her. 

‘So next time I go on holiday, I’ll take Basingstoke with 

me and then he really will be a travelling teddy bear!’  

She said, smiling.  

Basingstoke just sat on the floor, ready to go all over 

the world, for real this time. 

 


