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  West Germany, 1982.




  Katrin and Hans-Dieter met at the perimeter fence of the Brokdorf nuclear power station. He was carrying a hand-painted sign with the not very original slogan “Nuclear Power — No thanks”, while she had a black and white drawing of a skull and crossbones, only that the skull was shaped like the containment dome of a nuclear power station.




  “Cool sign,” Hans-Dieter said and smiled at her. Katrin smiled back, but before she could answer, police whistles blew the attack signal and a tear gas grenade exploded right next to them.




  Soon they were running hand in hand through the marshlands of the river Elbe, fleeing from police truncheons and soaked to the skin by water cannons. And still they couldn’t help but notice how their wet parkas and hand-knit sweaters clung to each other’s bodies. They looked into each other’s tear-gas reddened eyes and a nuclear chain reaction went off inside their intestines.




  More protests followed, more police truncheons, more water cannons, more tear gas. And Katrin and Hans-Dieter were always in the thick of the action. Frankfurt Airport Runway West, nuclear waste final disposal site Gorleben, public pledge of military recruits in Bremen, protests against acid rain and dying forest syndrome and more marches against the NATO Double-Track decision than either of them could count. At the 1982 Easter march they walked together, carrying a giant phallic missile made from papier-mâché and emblazoned with the words “No Nukes”.




  As veterans of the counterculture movement, they were understandably wary of relationships and commitment. For how did the saying go? “Sleep twice with the same woman and you’re already part of the establishment.” Never mind that monogamy was oppression and penetrative sex really just rape. Besides, Hans-Dieter had sworn to himself long ago that he could never hate a woman so much that he would entrap her in the prison of oppression that was heterosexual marriage, while Katrin secretly hoped that she would be the first and only woman he would ever hate so much.




  Still, they were young and horny and in the end their hormones would not be denied. And so they did what one did in such a situation. They sat down at the rickety kitchen table of the communal apartment Hans-Dieter shared with three friends and discussed in great detail how their relationship should proceed.




  They agreed quickly enough that they would never give in to establishment pressure and get married — or rather, Hans-Dieter agreed and Katrin nodded, silently wondering whether she might be able to persuade him to get married “just for tax purposes” some time down the line. They also agreed that their relationship would be open and untainted by jealousy — or rather, Hans-Dieter agreed and Katrin secretly vowed that if another woman as much as looked the wrong way at Hans-Dieter, Katrin would personally throw her under the bulldozers at Frankfurt Airport Runway West or chuck her into the nuclear waste final disposal site at Gorleben, where the body would never be found. And they agreed, actually agreed for once, that having children would be irresponsible, because the world would end in nuclear fire a few years from now anyway.
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