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The leaf lifted her up,

high above the concrete city,
and soared with her towards
the moon and the stars.

She found herself near

a beautiful tree with white
leaves and a wise, old face.
The tree saw right into
Thea’s heart and found her
deepest desire.
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Papa told Thea about all the fun they
had in summertime, picking mangoes
and guavas and neem leaves to eat.
Thea really wished she had a tree.
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Judith Clay is a German artist and trained
ceramic painter. She holds a degree in
comparative literature. She works primarily
with ink, pastels, colored pencils, and collages.
Thea’s Tree was chosen for the White Ravens List
of the International Youth Library in 2012.
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Round and round, the leaf
led her on a chase. Suddenly,
it rose up in the air and Thea
found herself rising with it.
Valiantly, she reached out
once more —and finally
managed to grab the leaf.
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How | Became an Artist

| was born and raised in a small town in northern Bavaria, Germany, where my childhood was filled with
climbing trees, building hideaways in the forest, ice skating, and sledding in the winter. After high school, |
completed a three-year apprenticeship for ceramic painters. Later, | earned a Bachelor of Arts degree in
comparative literature in the United States, combining my passion for visual art with my interest in literature.

Besides spending time outside as a child, | loved hiding in places, reading books, and studying the illustrations
that went along with the stories. That was the time when | first picked up my pencil and started drawing my
own pictures. Creating art, to me, is synonymous to creating my own worlds, my own stories, and staying
connected to my inner child. And that is the reason why, | think, | love illustrating for children. | need that
sense of freedom and magic that working for children gives me. It allows me to suspend reality

for a while so my characters can fly across the sky on the backs of seahorses, or sail through space on
imaginary planet ships.

| still enjoy reading children’s stories and fairy tales, and | collect picture books and old toys, all of which give
me inspiration for my artwork. Whenever we travel to places (which is another favorite pastime - travelling),
| look for bookstores, and then the children’s picture book section in that bookstore.That is the reason why
a lot of my souvenirs are illustrated children’s books. | also look for art museums where | can easily spend
hours wandering around, studying brushstrokes, color choices, compositions, and themes.

Browsing through art supply stores is also a must wherever | go.There’s nothing more fun to me than
discovering and trying out differently textured drawing or watercolor paper, or a new shade of green or red,
purple or yellow.
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Mama told Thea about all
the trees of her childhood -
trees to climb, trees to hide in,
trees to sit under and dream.
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As Thea grew older, so did the tree.
Thea’s children played and dreamed
under it, and so did Thea’s grandchildren.

And if you come to Thea’s town today,
you will find it there still.
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In the city where Thea lived,
there were only houses
They were cold and high

and more houses.
and without joy.
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When Thea awoke, she was outside her
house, clutching the seed.

Her heart bursting with her dream, she
planted the seed in a small patch of
ground. She watered it every day and
loved it every day and talked to it every
day.

And one day, a small plant emerged.
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Thea saw her friends playing

on the street and stopped.

She pointed to the leaf that

was dancing in the wind.

“Do you want to help me find its
tree?” Thea asked.

“We’ll then have our very own
climbing tree to play in.”

But her friends didn’t seem to
understand the importance

of finding the tree. Perhaps they
didn’t even know what a tree was.
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“Why do you want a tree, my
dear?” the tree asked gently.

“Do you want to build a hut or a
boat or a fire with it?

Do you want to make it into
newspapers and books?”

Thea shook her head. Shyly, she
said, “I want a tree for climbing
and playing and to sit and
dream under.”

“Then go plant this seed,” said the
wise, white tree, “and give it water
and love and conversation.”
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Thea’s Tree
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One day, late in October,

a beautiful leaf came floating
gently and quietly past
Thea’s window.

Her ears were filled with
the sound of rustling leaves.
Where there’s a leaf, there has
to be a tree, Thea thought.

1 have to find it!
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As Thea clutched on to

the leaf, the rustling melody
suddenly washed over her
and Thea could not help
drifting off to sleep.






