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HELEN BOWELL




Short Biog



Helen is a medium-sized tree with triangle-shaped leaves from Europe. Her work has appeared in Lancashire bobbins, spools and reels; woodlands, downs and heaths; and is forthcoming in gardens in Lapland. She has provided food and habitat for over three hundred insect species and fungi such as fly agaric, woolly milk cap and chanterelle. Her branches have driven out the spirits of the old year, and have symbolised purity, love and fertility, impregnating many cows.



The World’s Smallest Ball of Paint



after John Green


I came across the World’s Smallest Ball of Paint when driving down the M4 to Bristol on a clear Tuesday morning. The sign for the exit appeared just as I was wondering about my next comfort break, and so I indicated and left the main road. It was exhibited in someone’s terraced house, very 50s, patterned wallpaper, Orla Kiely pillowcases and tea cosies. The lady – her name was Joan – put the kettle on and told me about the world’s largest ball of paint in America – started off a painted baseball, now the size of a barn – and why are Americans obsessed like that? So she’d decided, with a few friends, to do the opposite – Smallest Ball of Paint, Smallest Ball of Elastic Bands, Smallest Ball of Yarn. The others were in the New Forest and a market town just outside Lincoln, but here we were – did I want milk and sugar – with the World’s Smallest Ball of Paint.


That night, in the Premier Inn, I dreamt the day over again, only this time it was the World’s Smallest Ball of Pain, and it was being exhibited in my childhood house. I walked with Joan into the living room. Where is it? I said, as she said, They all make that joke, sweetie. It was in the display case facing us, next to photos of the Queen as a young woman and mounted fine china plates. I don’t know what to tell you, it was barely there at all.



Ketchup



Dark red school jumper sauce.


Thick, stuck to the bottle’s ceiling,


made stickier by force.
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