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Personal Statement Ph.D. in Sustainability Education – Tara Smeenk 

We are all longing for the wild. We have learned to be ashamed of such a crave. What happens 

if we do not give in? We lose ourselves, and we lose our connection to the world. The further 

we become distracted from our bond with nature, the more we forget who we truly are. We 

forget that we are all deeply connected. Although we may not be actively aware of this, we 

know. We do. Deep inside, we are broken. We know that we are destroying the world that we 

are part of. It hurts, but what are we going to do about a problem so frightening? We feel 

powerless.  

I would like to introduce you to the story of The Handless Maiden: 

 

 

 

 

 

In the first stadium of the story, the greedy miller makes a covenant with the devil. He expects 

to become rich, but realizes too late that he will have to pay a high price for his deed. He 

thought he was trading his apple tree for wisdom, but he instead gave his daughter to the 

devil. At this point, we all want to scream at the miller, ‘What did you do?’ Why did he trust 

this stranger? Why did he agree on such a deal? Obviously, there was something odd to it. 

The miller let his greed get the better of him. He did not pay attention to the details, he just 

went for it.  

We all know that nothing is free. Besides, we do not have to read many fairytales to learn this 

lesson. But, do we really know? Do we never live in the idea that we can get anything for free? 

Do we never make deals that seem too good to be true? Of course, selling your daughter to 

the devil for riches seems rather extreme. But have we never been tempted to receive 

something without working for it in return? Or stated differently, have we never bought 

something that was ‘cheap’ because others, somewhere else, worked hard to make it? Have 

we thought about the effects of our purchase on the nature out of which its materials were 

taken? Have we thought about the animals that live in those ecosystems? To take it even 

further, have we thought about the future generations of plants, animals and humans that are 

effected by what we bought so cheaply? 

Often, we do not. Not because we are heartless, not because we do not care. We do not think 

about those questions because we recognize that we have fallen for an illusion. It is the illusion 

of cheap, easy happiness. The longer we would think about this, the more painful it would 

get. We would realize that our purchase did not even make us genuinely happy. It made us 

happy according to the standards of happiness that were made up by the system we live in, 

which is toxic in itself. It is the system that feeds our illusion of disconnectedness. Once we 

step out of it, and start feeling connected again, we descend in a deep sense of grief. We not 

only find that our conceptions of happiness and pleasure were deceitful, we find that our 

identities were strongly affected. We do not know who we are without them. With that 

realization, our travels have just begun.  

Once upon a time, a few days ago, the miller was living in hard circumstances. He didn’t have anything but his millstone and the apple 

tree behind his mill. Then, one day, when he was just chopping some deadwood, a strange man came out of the forest. ‘You don’t need to 

torment yourself by cleaving wood,’ the old man said. ‘I will reward you with riches if you just give to me that what is standing behind 

your mill’. The miller didn’t hesitate. ‘What can be behind my mill except for my apple tree?’ He thought. ‘In three years, I will get 

what belongs to me,’ the strange man said, after which he disappeared. On the way back to his mill, the miller found his wife. She came 

running out of the house. ‘I don’t understand what is going on!’ She shouted. ‘My o my, when the clock struck one hour, suddenly a 

finer clock appeared on the wall. Our simple chairs were substituted by dark wooden chairs hung in velvet, and our trunks and boxes 

are overflowing with gold. Tell me how this happened!’ The miller told her the story. Then, his wife screamed. ‘O, my love, that man 

was the devil and behind our mill stands an apple tree, yes, but our daughter is also sweeping the yard with a willow broom!’ 



2 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

What happened here? In the second stadium of the story, the miller chops off his own 

daughter’s hands. Her life as she has known it has ended. Even though she did not die and 

the devil was not able to take her away, she is shocked after going through this experience. 

She is stunned after she realizes what happened to her and what has been done to her, and 

how she was subjected to the will of the predatory enemy and the afraid father.  

When we realize how our world works, we become stunned too. This happened to me to a 

great extend during my graduate, when the things I learned about injustices in the world 

became too heavy a weight on my shoulders. At this point, I wrote a paper on Constructive 

Anger for Effective Action – A feminist perspective on the expression of anger. My whole life, 

compassion and forgiveness have been natural to me. I have this unlimited supply of kindness 

and the urge to understand everything. But even I learned that anger cannot be skipped within 

realization. I wrote: ‘I have recently discovered a new emotion: it is called anger. The more I learn 

about the world, the more I realize how unfair things are distributed and how unjustly people (and 

other-than-human-beings) are treated, which apparently, makes me angry.’ Still, when I discovered 

that I was, I did not know what to do with it.  

¨We cannot afford to dismiss or fetishize or marginalize or rear back from women’s anger any longer if 

we want this moment to be transformative. We have to look at it straight, stop hemming and hawing 

around it or trying to disavow it or worrying that it might offend and discomfit. It must be and 

always has been at the heart of social progress.¨ - Rebecca Traister (2018). 

Wherever we are the ones being educated about unsustainability, or we are the ones educating 

about it, we have to know: the more awareness we create, the more wounds we expose and 

the more emotions we trigger. When we learn or teach that the world as we knew it is based 

on capitalist treachery, to which we were subjected and fell, ‘our hands are being chopped 

off’, because who are we now? During my research in Poland about intercultural 

understanding, I read this book Fascism, A Warning by Madeleine Albright (2019). I was trying 

to understand the populist movement that was coming up there, and it strook me how she 

described that in times of tranquility, many of us no longer want to be asked what we think, 

we just want to be told where to march. Therefore, this period of ‘living without hands’ has 

to be treated very carefully. As Albright beautifully states: 

‘Especially when we are afraid, angry, or confused, we may be tempted to give away bits of our 

freedom – or, less painfully, somebody else’s freedom – in the quest for direction and order.’ 

How can we provide ourselves and our students with direction and order, without clinging 

to populist rhetoric? We have to allow our anger and pain and embrace that ‘Anger is [just] a 

grief of distortions between peers, and it’s object is change’ (Lorde, 1997). We have to (help our 

students) accept that we are part of the problem, and we have to allow our tears to pour down.  

 

And so, the parents stumbled back home, weeping bitter tears on all their finery. Their daughter remained alone for three years, 

and when the devil came to get her, she bathed herself, put on a white dress, and stepped into a chalk circle that she drew around 

her. When the devil wanted to take her, an invisible force throw him about the yard. The devil screamed: ’She cannot bath herself 

anymore, otherwise I cannot reach her!’ The parents and child were terrified and thus a few weeks went by without the girl 

taking a bath. When she looked like a beast, the devil reappeared. But she cried and cried and her tears cleaned her arms and 

fingers. The devil was furious. ‘Chop off her hands, otherwise I cannot take her with me. The father was horrified. ‘You want me 

to chop off the hands of my own child?’ The Devil bellowed, ‘If you do not do as I say, everything here will die!’ The miller was 

so afraid that he could not refuse. Nobody could tell who screamed the loudest, the daughter or the father. When the devil came 

again, the girl cried so much that he still could not reach her. Cursing and raving, he disappeared to never return, because he 

could not claim her anymore. The daughter decided to leave her parents’ house, and trust on the goodness of others.  
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Clarissa Pinkola Estés is a great inspiration to me. Her book, Women who run with the wolves: 

Myths and stories of the wild woman archetype (1992), is my most precious possession. My mother 

gave it to me for my 21st birthday, and ever since it helped me develop and become fully 

grown. Estés uses stories like The Handless Maiden to stimulate the ability of the mind to step 

away from its ego for a time and merge with another reality, that is, another way of 

comprehending. As she writes: 

‘If a story is a seed, then we are its soil. Just hearing the story allows us to experience it as though we 

ourselves were the heroine who either falters or wins out in the end. If we hear a story about a wolf, 

then afterward we rove about and know like a wolf for a time. If we hear a story about a dove finding 

her young at last, then for a time after, something moves behind our own feathered breasts. If it be a 

story of wresting and the sacred pearl from beneath the claw of the ninth dragon, we feel exhausted 

afterward, and satisfied. In a very real way, we are imprinted with knowing and listening to the tale.’ 

I use the story of The Handless Maiden to illustrate my journey up to the point where I am 

know. Estés ‘Customarily teaches this tale over seven-nights´ time, and sometimes, depending 

on the listeners, over seven weeks’ and occasionally seven months’ time’. I write this in seven 

days’ time and share my story in seven pages. I think it is appropriate for a scientist or teacher 

to tell their story and share their emotions. Provided in a professional manner, it makes us 

more tangible, more human. Once you have become strong, there is no danger anymore in 

being vulnerable.  

Estés connects the story about The Handless Maiden to the theme of ‘La Selva Subterránea: 

Initiation in the Underground Forest‘. This is where we go, once we have learned about the 

destructive (power) structures in our world, and have envisioned their consequences. 

Initiation is the process by which we turn from our natural inclination to remain unconscious 

and decide that, whatever it takes – suffering, striving, enduring – we will pursue conscious 

union with the deeper mind, the wild Self. In the tale, the mother and father of the girl try to 

held her back. Do we recognize this? What happened when we first tried to break out of the 

established systems? ‘Stay with me,’ the system says. ‘I have been good to you, I am all you 

know’. But no, once awareness has been received, once our hand are chopped of, there is no 

way back. We have to go.  

This is not easy. As Röstrom said: ‘We are the first generation to know that we’re undermining 

the ability of the Earth system to support human development’ (Röstrom et al., 2009). That is 

a hard realization. We are faced with an incredible task.  

‘You never change things by fighting the existing reality. To change something, build a new model 

that makes the existing model obsolete.’  

– Richard Buckminster Fuller (Traister, 2018) 

In a way, we are all without hands.  

 

The young girl without hands walked and walked. Trickles of sweat dripped from her filthy face and the wind tangled her hair. 

In the middle of the night she came to a royal orchard where the fruit was hanging from the trees and shimmering in the 

moonlight. She could not reach the orchard, because it was surrounded by a moat. She fell down on her knees, because she was 

incredibly hungry. Then, a ghost shrouded in white appeared that closed a floodgate and dried up the moat. The girl walked 

among the pear trees, and she saw that all the pears where numbered and she knew that they were guarded. Then a cracking 

branch bowed downward, so she was able to reach the fruit. While the girl approached the trees and ate from the pear that was 

offered to her, a gardener watched her astonished. With her arms wrapped in gauze and hair like a scarecrow, she looked like an 

earth spirit, the Handless Maiden. 
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The louder the voices 

The less I speak 

When Silence returns 

I carefully 

Seek 

My voice 

Is it still there? 

 

In the tale, the spirit guide helps the handless maiden across the moat to the king’s orchard, 

the underworld realm of the trees. The psychic idea embodied here is that the underworld, 

like the unconscious of humans, swirls with many compelling and unusual features, images, 

seductions, threats, archetypes, treasures, tortures, and tests (Estés, 1992). This is the place 

where we find ourselves once we have left the world as we have known it. Like the handless 

maiden, we belong to the land of the living and yet, the work of transformation occurs in the 

underworld, and we are able to live in both. This is a difficult position. How can we live in a 

world that we are trying to change? How can we undergo transformation, while we have to 

take care of our loved ones, while we have daily responsibilities, and while we do not want 

to turn our back on the world? How do we stay motivated? 

Today it is Black Friday, a day that makes me sad. It does not make me sad because of the 

behavior of people, I do not blame them. We have made up a system in which we have to buy 

things to make ourselves happy. When is it over? When you become richer, the more 

expensive the things that you have to buy to attain the same happiness. I saw an enormous 

line in front of the Zara, a popular clothing store. A few weeks ago, I went to that store. 

Sometimes, I enjoy walking around shopping malls to keep myself up to date about what 

people find important. One of the clothing pieces had a card that said ‘Join life’. Again, how 

can we blame people for their consumption behavior? Apparently, you do not participate in 

life when you do not buy things. And we all want to participate. I once heard that even though 

people are incredibly poor, the first thing they buy when they can is a radio or a TV. They 

want to belong. Having nothing to eat or sleeping outside is terrible, but after those things, 

not belonging quickly appears on the list.  

When we are without hands, we cannot believe in the promise of guaranteed happiness after 

buying things anymore. We have seen its consequences for our world, its future, and for 

ourselves. However, we also have not discovered yet how we want to live instead. So we 

wander on our way asking ourselves, ‘Am I of this world or the other?’ Wandering this way 

is tiring. In this phase, we need to find and eat from the pears, and we need a teacher who 

provides us with silver hands, and enables us to see in the dark. Our teacher has to be someone 

who has gone through the same process and wants to engage with transformative education.  

 

The next morning, the king comes to count his pears. One is missing, and the gardener tells the king what he has seen. ’Last 

night, two spirits drained the moat, entered the garden and the one without hands ate the pear that offered itself to her.’ The 

next night, the king keeps watch with his gardener and magician, who can talk to spirits. At midnight, the maiden reappears 

and again, another tree gracefully bends itself to her to reach and she sups on, the pear at its bough’s end. The magician 

approaches her and asks, ‘Are you of this world or not of this world?’ The maiden answers, ‘I was once of this world, and yet I 

am not of this world.’ When the king asks the magician if she is human or spirit, the magician answers that she is both. The 

king rushes to her, pledging his loyalty and love: ‘I shall not forsake you. From this day on, I shall care for you.’ They marry, 

and he has made for her a pair of silver hands. 
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When we discover that there are new ways to be in this world, we can quickly become exited. 

We want to be part of this new ’movement’, this ‘other group of people’, we feel like we have 

found ‘it’. We desperately cling on to something that makes us feel like a better person and 

try to forget our old believes. But time is a strange phenomenon, and changes do not go that 

fast. The king has to go to a faraway war, and leaves us with a newborn. A new self is on the 

way and our inner lives, as we have known them, are about to change. However, this does 

not mean that we should throw away the decent and especially supportive aspects of our 

lives. It does mean that for a time we will be restless and unsatisfied, for the satisfaction, the 

fulfillment, is in the process of being born in the inner reality.  

How can we guide ourselves and others through this process? How can we avoid being too 

hard on ourselves? How can we keep the Devil from disturbing our perceptions of and 

relations to the world around us?  

Osho, Guru and founder of the spiritual Bhagwan movement in India, the US, Australia and 

Europe, once said that it is better to be patient with a child then to give it directions. Just ‘like 

a gardener helps a tree,’ you cannot pull a tree out of the ground, you cannot be of any help 

in that way. You have to plant a seed, provide water and fertilizer and wait! (Osho, 1991). The 

tree will grow by itself. When it appears, you protect it, you make sure that no one hurts it or 

damages it. This is also the role of the teacher: the teacher has to be a gardener.  

Often, when going through a process of true transformation, we find someone that guides us. 

We can be our own Guru if we need to, but if we are lucky, someone is there for us. The 

handless maiden is under the protection of the king’s mother. This Wild Mother binds the 

newborn to the maiden’s chest, so it can be nourished no matter what, and she wraps the 

maiden in veils. Veiling marks the difference between hiding and disguising. It helps us 

keeping our new life energy to ourselves, and after all the false messaging, and even in exile, 

we are protected by someone superior wizening. We are on the road again, but safeguarded.  

It would be the most beautiful and valuable thing if we as teachers could provide such a 

protection for our students that learn to be a witness of the world and are trying to find their 

rightful place in it. It would be even more precious if we could do it as gardeners, giving our 

students space to develop themselves and nourish their new life energy by patiently 

providing water and fertilizer. This is what Socrates meant when he said: ‘I am a midwife.’ 

The midwife does not make the child. The child is already there, ready to come into the world; 

the midwife only helps in the process.  

‘At all the marches, all the rallies, you’ll see one sign over and over again. It is a Mexican proverb, 

apparently taken from the Greek: ‘They thought they could bury us; they didn’t know we were seeds.’  

– Rebecca Traister (2018) 

 

 

The king has to go off to war in a kingdom faraway. He asks his mother to care for his queen and requests that a message is sent 

to him if she has a child. The young queen gives birth to a happy baby and the joyous message is sent to the king. But the 

messenger falls asleep at a river, and the Devil steps out and changes the message to say ’The queen has given birth to a child 

who is half dog.’ The king, who is horrified, sends back a message saying to surround the queen with love and care for her during 

these terrible times. The messenger falls asleep at the river again, and the Devil steps out and changes the message to ‘Kill the 

queen and her child.’ This goes on for a while, the Devil’s messages becoming increasingly vicious. The mother of the king 

refuses to kill the young sweet queen. She helps her to bind the infant to her breast, and veiling her, she tells her to run for her 

life. The women weep and kiss each other good-bye.  
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Though this episode is briefly described in the tale, it is actually the longest. The maiden had 

wandered again, and comes home for seven years – separated from her husband, but 

experiencing enrichment and restoration. Seven is the number of initiation. In archetypal 

psychology there are literally dozens of references to the symbol seven (Estés, 1992). This is 

one of the reasons that I chose for this set-up for my personal statement. Other reasons being, 

among others, that I want to show how in my head I relate important questions to stories, and 

what rich meanings, symbols and archetypical structures stories can offer us, and that I want 

to be as open and transparent about who I am and what is important to me as I can.  

I relate very much to this part of the tale, as I feel that I am currently finding myself in this 

phase. During the previous phases of my life, my hands were taken away. I was too 

compassionate, too kind, too accepting towards the world. Or, the world was and / or is too 

hard on us. As Estés describes so well, it can be amusing sometimes to watch ourselves as we 

first enter a psychic stage of our own individuation by clumsily imitating the behavior we 

would like to master. Now I am growing into my own rightful and one-of-a-kind shape, I 

know that it is my life’s work to guide others in the same process.  

The growing back of the hands is a powerful metaphor for the idea of saving the child-Self. I 

want to take on the task of reconnecting people with their child-Self. When Osho was asked 

in 1985 how we can preserve the initial face of the (inner) child, he spoke beautifully:  

‘The initial face of the child was once also your face. Even though you might have forgotten it, it is 

still inside you, and awaits to be rediscovered again one day. Maybe there were moments in this life 

that you were very close, you could feel it, know it. But the world takes up too much of us. It pulls on 

you from so many sides that you get shredded. It is a miracle how people manage to keep everything 

together.’  

He tells us that even when we meet our initial face by coincidence, we will not recognize it: it 

will be too unfamiliar. Estés also mentions this when she describes that the regeneration of 

our grasp on our lives and work sometimes causes a momentary hiatus in the work, for we 

may not be totally confident about our newfound strengths. This is when children, or adults 

searching for their child-Self, have to be helped to listen to their body and their needs. They 

need a teacher who – acting like a gardener – stimulates them to be creative and happy. They 

need to develop intelligence instead of merely knowledge, to be able to keep up with the new 

things that happen so quickly every day. True education has to help them disregard nonsense, 

no matter how old, respectable or venerable. It will teach them what is real. It will teach them 

how to live with more joy, and to have more reverence for existence itself. This learning will 

not only be from the head, but also from the heart.  

The way we treated ourselves, each other and the world is bad, but not forever established. 

True education will teach us, as individuals and as societies, after all our losses and sufferings, 

to be more understanding, more patient, and more caring. To grasp life again with our new 

palms ‘to see with’. It will allow us to mature greatly, and truly be within ourSelves.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

mnnnnnn 

The young queen comes to the biggest, wildest forest she has ever seen. She cannot discern a path. She makes her way through 

and over the vegetation. When it is nearly dark, the same white spirit who helped her before appears and guides her to a 

modest inn run by kindly forest people. A woman in white lets her in and calls her by name. When the young queen asks how 

she knows her name, the woman in white says, ’We who are of the forest follow these matters, my queen.’ The queen stays 

seven years at the forest inn. She is happy with her child and her life. Her hands gradually grow back, first as little baby 

hands, then as little girl hands, and finally as woman’s hand.  
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It is no wonder that both the maiden and the king are caused to wander through the forest of 

initiation, as their (read: our) lessons can only be learned in Wildish Nature. One of the most 

amazing things about this long initiation is that, while we are undergoing the process, we 

keep doing all the regular things of topside life: loving lovers; birthing babies; chasing 

children; chasing art; chasing words; fighting for this and the other, burying the dead; doing 

all the daily tasks as well as this deep, faraway journey.  

The fact that both the handless maiden and the king have to suffer through the same seven-

year initiation is the common ground between feminine and masculine. It gives us – one of 

Estés’ beautiful final words on this tale: ‘a strong idea that instead of antagonism between these two 

forces, there can be profound love, especially if it is rooted in the seeking of one’s own self.’ I cannot 

thank Estés enough for her profound descriptions. I can only cautiously and humbly hope 

that my sustainability interpretations of her analyses come anywhere near the validity of her 

expertise.  

It is true, for real transitions to happen, we must merge forces, instead of divide them. In my 

opinion this does not apply to the masculine / feminine duality only. As we know and have 

seen, the patriarchy extends much further. But there is hope. In the words of Suzan Neiman: 

‘If consumerism really where successful, it might indeed be preferable. But increasingly, people in many 

parts of the world refuse to be treated like children who can be distracted from quarrels by dangling 

trinkets’ (Neiman, 2009). Are we all undergoing initiation? Maybe, but we have to be braver 

and we have to go down into the underground forest faster:  

‘Since we are not being told these stories that are happening right now – the people whose lives are 

being lost and whose livelihoods are being taken away – we don’t realize they exist. Even if we are 

told, we feel as if they are too far away. It’s sad that for so long people in the most affected areas in the 

world have been fighting and saying these things but that it was only until our own children started 

saying, ‘We want a future’ that people started caring.’ - Greta Thunberg (Marchese, 2020) 

I think that there are a thousand ways to contribute to making the transition and that we all 

have to find the way that suits us best. In that specific way, we can truly reach others and 

make the largest impact. My way is through education and through stories. To end, I would 

like to express my thoughts by paraphrasing one part of a conversation between Emma 

Watson and Lin-Manuel Miranda for the HeForShe Arts week: 

Art is incredibly personal, everyone will read the same thing in a different way, experience 

it differently. The ultimate way in which I think art can be political, is that I think it 

engenders empathy, which is the thing that politicians can’t seem to do. If you feel like you 

know someone because you have just listened to a story that gets you under their skin or 

into their heart, you can’t dismiss them as ‘other’ anymore. Once you’ve heard a story that 

just opens you up to somebody else or to a different perspective, you can’t unsee it.  You’re 

done, you’ve changed forever, you can’t go back. That’s what’s so amazing about stories.  

 

 

The king returns home from the war. When he and his mother comprehend that the Devil has sabotaged their messages, the king 

becomes inconsolable. He swears to not eat or drink and travel as far as far as the sky is blue to find her. He searches for seven 

years. His hands become black, his beard moldy brown like moss, his eyes red-rimmed and parched. At last he arrives at the inn 

kept by forest people. There he sleeps and when he wakes up, finds a lovely woman and a beautiful child gazing down at him. ’I am 

your wife and this is your child,’ says the young queen. ‘But you have hands,’ says the king. Through my trials and yet my good 

care, my hands have grown back,’ she says. And the spirit woman brings the silver hands from a trunk where they have been 

treasured. There is a feast. Finally, the king, queen and child return to the king’s mother, and hold a second wedding. 
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Sources 

I want to make a small note about why I use certain sources. Of course, for instance referencing to the 

Bhagwan (Osho) is not the most conventional thing to do in the academic environment. I realize that 

this is also the case for some of my other references. However, I believe that the same messages can be 

communicated through different kinds of mediums. I can use the most sophisticated sources to support 

my arguments, but I can also find support in the lyrics of popular music or Disney movies. For this 

statement, I used sources that speak to me. I grew up with the teaching of Osho, so I can relate to the 

words he uses to express certain things. I am convinced that other people with other believes are able to 

express the same convictions, and I will always try to adapt my sources to the audience I am speaking 

to. Because this personal statement is, as the name suggests, so personal, I decided to use sources that 

felt closest to me.  

Albirght, M. K. & Woodward, W. (2018). Fascism: A Warning.  

Este ́s, C. P. (1992). Women who run with the wolves: Myths and stories of the wild woman 

archetype. New York: Ballantine Books. 

Lorde, A. (1997). The Uses of Anger. Women's Studies Quarterly, 25(1/2), 278-285. Retrieved 

November 25, 2020, from http://www.jstor.org/stable/40005441. 

Rockström, J. et al. (2009). ‘A safe operating space for humanity’. Nature, 461: 472-475. 

Traister, R. (2018). Good and mad. The Revolutionary Power of Women’s Anger. New York: Simon 

& Schuster Paperbacks.  

Totally Emma Watson (2016). Emma Watson inteviews Lin-Manuel Miranda for HeForShe Arts 

Week. From: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=-NbEbkVrVWY. Retrieved at: 30-11-2020.  

Neiman, S. (2009). Moral clarity : a guide for grown-up idealists. Bodley Head. 

Osho (1991). Het Nieuwe Kind. Osho Publikaties Nederland; 1st edition.  

Marchese, D. (2020). Greta Thunberg Hears Your Excuses. She Is Not Impressed. New York Times. 

From: https://www.nytimes.com/interactive/2020/11/02/magazine/greta-thunberg-

interview.html. Retrieved at: 22-11-2020.  
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