When & Where (The sinister prime minister)
All big brouhahas have to get started sometimes and someplace.
This one started some time in February 1977 at a place called Hannover city.
See these white columns over yonder? Aim your eye a tad more to the right. There is one window that sends out a bright shine of light.  

Watch your step now. Open your eyes. Stay careful to not be seen.

A single man -as it would turn out later, his name is Ernst- is sitting at his big leather-covered desk. In front of him a map. Ernst is a member of the state, in high position, and he has a brain. He is the leader of the pack – the political party in charge that is.
His head leaning against one hand he glares at the map. How can we manage this?

How can we find a way both to get rid of the radiant freight we have to store somewhere, to please the nuclear industries and by the way to irritate the GDR just behind the river? We got four potentially suitable places at hand to store nuclear waste – only one gives such an enormous opportunity to accomplish these goals, and this would be Gorleben. His thoughts are meandering through possibilities. Geo-scientifically arguments? Rubbish! There is salt, there is low density of population that could have any objections. The site sits just in front of the GDR. Not much of activities, a few farmers, the land, so what. An extremely remote countryside, so to speak. Probably pretty hillbilly. That would make things even easier. Of course, we would have to smear a few district councils, a nursing home here, a kindergarden there, these matters would be a child´s play. Some expropriations would be necessary though, but to change the law in this direction can be handled, by all means.
But how make the deal plausible? Ernst frowns, his thoughts wander anew through murky waters. First of all: all hints of having ignored security-oriented or scientific arguments have to be stored in the government vaults. Top Secret! Site-surveying scientists that have included warning thesis are getting instructions to remove these from their proposals. Also the hints of big gas deposits underneath. And to shut their gob. This will be no easy part, but would be to master. And spreading some intense propaganda would surely do the rest. 
(But does it, really?)

A few weeks later he had convinced his pack, and so it goes. Ultimate decision: the Gorleben salt dome is designated as a single location for the repository and nuclear waste disposal center. A cruel act? Not from their perspective. They can claim to be very concerned about the economical development of the area, indeed, very concerned. 
All together too dreadful? Then let us depart from the place of decision and let´s mosey on over to where the trouble is about to begin.

It was shortly past sundown when a brand-new moon floated up to shine a fine, silvery sheen on the site 53°02′53″N 11°21′20″E﻿. And it should have stopped right then and there, but no – like some folks you know pretty well by now, that two-faced satellite has a dark side, and just as it was brightening up the dark forest with the trees from ancient times and open fields, it flooded along with shadows, and we are not talking about a little veil of night shade. No, it was sure enough mucky stuff, black as coal and firm enough to cut communities and even families in half with a pocket knife.

As soon as the news spread, people in the mentioned rural area got alarmed. What? Radioactive waste? Here, in Gorleben? Never ever! We will know how to avert this! Soon the name “Gorleben” became infamous both nationally and internationally because of the plans. The waste would be coming from Germany's nuclear power plants, reprocessed in France at La Hague, and the unusable remains then sent back to Germany in spent nuclear fuel shipping casks for final storage. Interim storage items? Where? Above the mine, in a shed that soon was installed and looks as sturdy as a tattered old potato barn. Look at this very sharply: Should this be a location where highly dangerous material can be “stored securely, for a thousand years”?
Little by little it became clear that the methodologically correct approach, to investigate four potentially suitable salt domes in parallel and a comparative assessment of the results were abandoned by the choice for Gorleben. All of a sudden the muzzle scientists got decreed did not work any more. The lack of transparency and accountability for the decision for Gorleben is still one of the reasons why the opposition to the location is ongoing so vehemently. 
On the other hand, there are people who are convinced that this would be the right site for the unholy freight. The believers, the members of the feisty political party, the souls that have got bread, and butter on top –and maybe even fat roasts- for their agreement to the plan. 
This highly controversial subject, hotly debated among families and friends, stirs up

hostility and even enmities. The details of what the opponents are saying to the each other shall not be repeated here. One should be able to imagine. Suffice to say that words would have no effect to both sides. 
At this point I want to leave the point of history and theory. 
I have things to do. There is important business to discuss non-verbally. 
In fact, visually.

What

More often than not, making art begins with perfectly ordinary acts. 

Turning on the PC.  Doing some research on materials. Going to sleep. Waking up.
After having given the point of matter considerable thought, I have concluded that this is one of those circumstances where there is no clear-cut path. I am confronted with questions on the kind of my work concerning a political and social conflict.
How does a satisfactory outcome look like? Work that contains political subject matter, takes a stand on an issue, addresses a public concern, or awakens viewers´ sensitivity. A work may be called ‘political’ solely because its subject or form causes a stir or a sensation, or it may be considered political because its subject matter pertains directly to a current event, either functioning as propaganda for a particular incident or point of view, or expressing the artist's concern about an issue.
I have to consider and to judge these different levels. 
I am about to decide: no slogan, no bumper sticker, not a raised fist. Not a simple declaration of my beliefs. But: even good political art tends to be tedious: no matter how smart it is, I assume I can repair to the bar. 
Going to sleep. Waking up, my brain is clear. No silly doubts anymore. 

My topic would be the social-political outcome of a conflict that can´t bear any compromises. 
Equipment for a boxing match.  Statements from both sides on a split ground. 

I would be everything else than a neutral observer (because my heart beats green and on the left side). 
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