
Cotton Smiles 

Maddie Fullerton (2020) 

 

Lights flashing, floors shifting, grey monsters rising and falling.  

 There’s another one.  

 Smiling, perplexed. I couldn’t be sure yet what he was, or what she was. But then 

again, what was I? Whatever I was, I wasn’t like the others. I stood out. In more ways than 

most. Not in the ways I’d like to stand out, though. I wasn’t handsome nor beautiful. I wasn’t 

bold nor brave. I wasn’t plump with just the right amount of stuffing, and my eyes never 

shined the way others did. But he, or she, fit in perfectly. As did the one after that, and the 

one after that; their picture-perfect splendour forming a row of immaculacy.  

 Oh, how I wonder what they felt like. I bet they give the best cuddles. Their soft, 

shiny hair poised and ready to deliver an upbringing of happiness.   

 There is, however, something I have that none of the others do, besides frayed 

stitching and an ear far longer than the other. I have the best view. And it was all mine to 

share, if anyone cared to. I have a whole storage room to myself and even my own comfy 

bed. A bundle of pages stuck together; the pictures too small to see and the letters faded, but 

not enough to make them illegible. That’s how I learnt how to read; the perfect distraction. 

Unfortunately, reading was as far as my talents stretched.  

 And so, it was that the lights flashed, the floors shifted, and the grey monsters rose 

and fell.  

 I used to be scared of it, the darkness. When the monsters below stopped, it seemed 

new ones made their appearance up here, with me. Lurking about in the shadows. Still, like 

me. Deformed, like me. But now I feel differently. Not comfortable, just understanding. 

Perhaps a beautiful sadness has awakened inside of me. As if the clouds that once tangled 

inside me no longer feels so tight, like they unravelled to the sensation of being alone.  

 I don’t see it ever changing either. The looks on the tall things’ faces when they held 

me in their arms decided that for me. A mishap like me was a rare occurrence, possibly a 

first. Whatever it is, it hasn’t happened since. That’s why I was put here, in this room. I fit in. 

The walls, dull and grey; everything, old and worn. Just like me. Except I’ve never been 

used. I have no reason for why I look the way I do. Why my features are so different to all the 

others. I don’t like to think about it too much. It makes me feel weird. It hurts the cotton that 

frames my smile, and if I’m not careful, my clouds start tightening again. I don’t see any of 



the others feeling this way. But then again, I wouldn’t know. We all have the same smile, a 

poor representation of our feelings. The only difference is they can’t see mine. They don’t 

even know I exist. Not that they’d have had the chance. Each batch leaving almost as quick 

as a new lot came in.  

I have never left this building to see what lies past those big moving things. A portal 

where the tall things come and go. Sometimes, just sometimes, I catch a glimpse of the other 

side. It’s bright. If only my eyes could squint because it hurts them.  

The tall things never stop. They don’t sit like we do. And every part of them moves. 

And they all follow orders from this one tall thing. I think it’s their king. I like King. Mainly 

because of King Mini. He is another of the tall things, just a lot smaller. But he has the best 

smile. It never goes away. And it never turns upside down like the other tall things’ smiles do 

when they speak to King. They enter the portal when the room feels hot and suddenly isn’t so 

dark anymore. They flick a switch, and everything starts to move; the grey monsters begin 

pumping out more others, just the same as they did the day before. I can’t even be sure if time 

is in fact moving forward. Every day seems the same; a lot of things seem that way here.  

But then the magic stops.  

The bright rays that shine down, once again turn off and everything freezes. It’s 

colder and a lot quieter. I don’t like it when this happens. It’s my least favourite part of the 

day. As much as I like the silence, I do ponder on what it would be like to have someone 

beside me. A friend to talk to. To share such imperfections with.  

 A faint murmuring from behind the storage walls breaks the silence. The king! I think. 

I try shuffling closer to the noise, and when I can almost hear what’s happening, another 

portal opens, and the murmuring becomes much clearer; a silhouette appears. Not as scary as 

the ones I’m used to though. But it isn’t King’s. A much smaller version, and with something 

clutched by his side. King Mini!   

‘Now, where to put you,’ he says, revealing what he was holding. One of the others! 

I’ve never been so excited to see one of them, especially up here. But why? The light that 

escaped the portal, creating a golden ring around the shadowy figure that appeared to grow 

taller and taller until it hovered over my limp body.  

‘Here will do,’ he says, placing the other gently by my side and picking my fallen 

body, propping me back in my spot. King Mini didn’t stay long and before I knew it, the 

portal was gone, and the murmuring stopped. I directed my attention to what sat beside me. 

They weren’t like the others. They stood out. Beautifully flawed. Like me. And for 

the first time they could see me too. Their eyes reflecting what the window once had for so 



long. And for an endless moment, we sat. The moments I’d desired, the bond I had longed for 

felt almost fulfilled. They raised their arm, brushing it against mine. They were scared. I 

wished I knew what to do. What words to say. I would’ve told them to myself if I had such 

the gift. But for now, a loud silence.  

 And so, the lights flashed, the floors shifted, and the grey monsters rose and fell. 

 Embraced in each other’s warmth, we watched the tall things fall into routine. This 

would soon turn into our routine. Perhaps what we need is not always what we want. Some 

want an ear identical to the other. Some long for that sparkle in their perfectly rounded eyes. 

While others want desperately to be loved; to give joy. For the joy we bring others is 

dependent on the smiles we share in perfect unison. But what does it mean to be perfect when 

the world has never seen anything less? For so long that was all I longed for. Yes, the ears, 

the eyes, the smile. I wanted to be like the others. But now I see that some things weren’t 

made to be shared. And that was okay. Because this right now, with them – my other – was 

where I belonged.  

 Different together.  

 Perfect together.  

  

 


