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Interview with the author 

 

Disturbing pictures 
 
Lost in thought, Alfons Heimenross stared at the polished brass plate with the 
engraved letters: "StarWind". The name that the shield glitteringly called out 
seemed strangely familiar to him. And yet he was quite certain that he had 
never had anything to do with this company before. 
The day had gone pretty strange until then anyway. The nuclear accident, 
which had dominated the public debate for days, had also been the main topic 
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in Parliament. Heimenross had been very much affected by the discussions. It is 
true that the accident had happened on the other side of the world. But the 
aerial photographs of the burning reactor, the pictures of the animals left 
behind and now dying miserably, and the recordings of the people driven from 
their homes were omnipresent. 
Fortunately, the civil protection seemed to work: the government and the 
operating company had reacted immediately and sent rescue teams to contain 
the disaster. But in fact, what did that mean: containment? After all, no one 
could predict how and where the radioactive cloud would move on! That was 
exactly the uncanny thing about the threat: that it spread like a swarm of 
extraterrestrial warriors, whose form of existence was so different from all 
earthly life that no human could perceive it. This impression was reinforced by 
the special workers, who in their full-body protective suits looked like aliens 
themselves. 
After the parliamentary debate, which had made him fully aware of the extent 
and consequences of the catastrophe, Heimenross had a feeling of suffocation. 
He urgently needed to go outside to collect himself. Sucking in the oxygen in 
deep draughts, he had moved further and further away from the parliament 
building until it was finally clear: he would miss the afternoon session. Never 
mind, he had told himself, the agenda contained only items that did not 
concern his area of expertise anyway. 
Furthermore, he thought that the solution of the nuclear problem had to have 
absolute priority from now on. How could his colleagues in Parliament still 
debate about road traffic regulations and the expansion of nursery schools 
while the world outside was going under? No, first a way had to be found to 
leave nuclear energy behind, everything else was secondary for now. 

The windmill dome 
 
What a fortunate coincidence that his path, while these thoughts were driving 
him, had led him to this particular place! To a company that promised to show 
ways to alternative forms of power generation with its "Energy Consulting". 
Where had he heard the name of the company before? And why did the 
surroundings look so familiar to him, even though he had always ignored the 
new office complex, whose construction he had tried in vain to prevent as a 
politician? 
But all this, he said to himself, should not matter now that it was about nothing 
less than saving the planet! He simply had to follow the hint of fate and take 
the first step towards a better future. 
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Resolutely Heimenross pressed the bell button next to the brass plate. 
Spontaneous visits were not his usual style, especially not in business dealings. 
Normally he had his secretary arrange the appointments – and usually the ones 
called up went to his office. But he knew, of course, that the beginning of a 
new era required a departure from old habits. 
When he opened the door to the business premises of StarWind, a feeling 
awoke in Heimenross that seemed to flow into him as if from a deep well. He 
had not felt something like that for a long, long time. It was like a fragrance 
evoking ancient memories – memories that got lost in the mist of the past as 
soon as he tried to catch their shape. 
Directly behind the door he was welcomed by a spacious showroom, which 
contained nothing but the gigantic model of a wind turbine. At its upper end it 
was vaulted by a glass dome. Thus the sparks of light glittered even brighter on 
its rotor blades, which were spinning incessantly like a perpetuum mobile. It 
almost seemed as if the sun's rays were enveloping the structure in a gloriole. 
Suddenly Heimenross realised what the feeling that floated through his veins 
reminded him of: it led him back to the church services to which he had 
accompanied his grandmother in his early childhood. He clearly felt the breath 
of the incense penetrating his pores, those stunning vapours, which had always 
made him feel as if his eyes were penetrating the skeleton of the church ceiling 
and looking straight into the innermost centre of the sky. 

Hypnotic glances 
 
"Would you like a consultation?" 
Startled, Heimenross turned around. He felt like a thief in the sanctum 
sanctorum. In front of him stood a neat young woman, obviously some kind of 
receptionist. "Yes," he stammered, "a consultation ... That would probably be 
the right thing to do …" 
The young woman smiled encouragingly at him. "Black," she introduced 
herself, "I'm the assistant manager." 
Heimenross was quite pleased with the woman, whose dark hair went perfectly 
with her light blue costume. Only her way of shaking hands appeared 
somewhat awkward to him. Although she was smaller than him, she reached 
out her hand to him from above, as if she wanted to bag a fish. 
"We can just go to my office," the woman suggested. "There I'll check my 
schedule to see when we can arrange a consultation." 
Heimenross trotted mechanically after the attractive assistant. He was still 
pretty dazed by the impression the cathedral-like showroom had left in him. 
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The assistant sat down at her screen and opened the calendar. "You're lucky," 
she said after a quick glance at it. "Just today a customer cancelled. If you like, 
you can talk to our managing director right now." 
Heimenross felt a little uncomfortable in his skin. The whole thing went a bit 
too fast for him. But what unsettled him the most was the way this Mrs Black 
looked at him. He slightly shook his head: What actually bothered him about 
this look? The young woman smiled at him in a cheerful way, her whole face 
emanated kindness and obligingness. Why then did he have the impression 
that her gaze was piercing his outer shell and penetrating his innermost being, 
or even as if these eyes were looking at him from within himself? 
The look had something hypnotic, Heimenross could not escape it. "That ... that 
would really be great," he heard himself say. 
Gaily the assistant nodded at him. "Let's see if Mr Groentraed has time for 
you." 
While the assistant reached for the phone to announce the visitor, Heimenross 
had the strange feeling of seeing himself from the outside. It was quite bizarre 
… Everything went exactly as expected in a business meeting: reception by a 
secretary, followed by a brief chat, finally the actual meeting. There was 
nothing unusual or even weird about what happened here. And yet it seemed 
to Heimenross that this was nothing but a dream. Or more precisely, that he 
had dreamed it all before. In short, it appeared to him as if he was dreaming of 
a dream he could only vaguely remember. 

A visionary film 
 
This feeling, however, disappeared immediately when he entered the office of 
the managing director. With his neatly parted hair, the shimmering grey suit 
and the perfectly fitting tie, Mr Groentraed emanated great self-confidence. 
The twilight of the daydream that had enveloped Heimenross quickly 
evaporated. 
"What good can we do for you?" asked the managing director jovially after they 
had sat down in the meeting area with the transparent furniture. 
Uncertain as to how he should initiate the unexpected conversation, 
Heimenross involuntarily fell into his political jargon: "Well, as an 
environmental politician, I ... Okay, let's put it this way: I would say we have to 
make a complete new start with energy supply." 
To Heimenross' amazement, Groentraed put his index fingers to his temples. 
Did he find his proposal so far-fetched? But no, apparently he was only 
scratching himself. Relieved, Heimenross saw his counterpart nod. 
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"You are absolutely right," Groentraed agreed with him. "We just can't go on 
like this." 
"Yes", Heimenross added with a touch of pathos, "with our current 
technologies we are putting the future of our children at risk! Here and now – 
and not in 20 years – we must develop viable alternatives." 
A corner of Groentraed's mouth twitched. Was that a smile? Or rather the 
excitement that the managing director of a start-up naturally felt when 
meeting with a well-known politician? 
But Grienbaum immediately regained control of himself. "I think you've come 
to the right place," he underlined. "If you don't mind, I could show you a little 
film that illustrates our visions." 
Of course Heimenross agreed. This was exactly what he had hoped for: a 
concrete suggestion to change course. 
Groentraed took his laptop from his desk and connected it to a beamer. At the 
same moment a bright flash of light from the opposite wall pierced 
Heimenross's eyes. On closer inspection, he recognised it as a wheel of fire. It 
circled around itself ceaselessly, kept in motion by its enormous flame arms. 
Incessantly it drew from itself the power to enlighten and warm the world. 
Dazzled, Heimenross squinted his eyes. And only now, while soft spherical 
music began to accompany the short film, did he realise that what he saw was 
in fact a wind turbine. The impression to see a wheel of fire was simply caused 
by the fact that the sun shone so brightly on the windmill. 
The sparkle was still visible when the camera gradually moved away from the 
close-up and showed the wind turbine from a greater distance. But now the 
sun's rays gleamed like diamonds on the large rotor blades. A voice whispered 
from offstage: "A new dawn has come ..." 
Heimenross felt carried away by the flight of the camera, which was now slowly 
moving into the long shot. More and more the whole windmill emerged out of 
the morning mist that billowed at its feet, until finally, still illuminated by the 
rising sun, it grew up to the sky like an enormous torch. The further the camera 
moved away from it, the more its wings blurred with those of other windmills 
that lined up beside him. 
Heimenross realised that what he saw was a whole wreath of wind turbines, 
which formed a kind of dam around a small town. Between them and the 
houses were deep ditches filled with water. As the camera rose even higher 
into the air, it became clear that the other towns spread across the plain were 
also surrounded by such a circle of windmills and moats. 
From a distance, the concrete towers of the wind turbines looked like jail bars. 
The towns thus appeared to be prison cells in which the inhabitants were 
locked up. All in all, the scenery resembled a vast open-air prison. Heimenross, 
however, perceived the picture quite differently than the interpretation of his 
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mind suggested. A feeling of security flowed through him at the sight of the 
windmill wreaths, a feeling of being sheltered, of protection against the 
hostilities of the unpredictable fate. 
Yes, he thought, moved, while the camera stopped and showed the model 
from the highest possible height: It was a nest that the windmills built around 
the cities. A warm refuge, impregnable to enemies. He nodded involuntarily as 
the voice whispered from offstage to the slowly fading spherical sounds: 
"StarWind: The future is now ..." 

The gateway to the future 
 
When the film was over, there was a short silence at first. Apparently the 
managing director wanted the film's impact to resonate a little in the potential 
customer. 
In fact, Heimenross needed some time to collect himself. The pictures had 
made a lasting impression on him. In the end, however, his political instinct 
gained the upper hand and he decided to rather express his skepticism. As he 
knew from many years of experience with lobbyists, this was the only way to 
distinguish between advertising messages and facts. 
"A fascinating vision, indeed," he remarked appreciatively. "But perhaps a little 
beyond our capabilities ..." 
The corners of the managing director's mouth twitched. "Of course, this is only 
a simulation. But beyond our capabilities? I wouldn't say that. All it takes is the 
political will to make the visions come true." 
"Do you really believe that wind power has the potential of supplying an entire 
country with energy?" Heimenross followed up. "The wind doesn't blow all the 
time. So how can we ..." 
Groentraed didn't let him finish. "If I may interrupt you at this point ... I would 
like to draw your attention to the moats that surround the settlement areas in 
our film. These ditches are designed as pumped-storage power plants in which 
the energy generated can be 'stored', so to say, until it is used. This ensures 
that there will be enough energy even when there is no wind." 
Heimenross frowned. "And that works?" 
"But of course," Groentraed confirmed. "All our simulations are based on many 
years of research and on model calculations which our teams of experts have 
checked several times, using a wide variety of scenarios." 
"Okay, well," Heimenross conceded, "that is for the experts to decide. I can't 
assess that. But there is another question – the question of financial viability. 
The costs of such an ambitious conversion project would possibly go beyond 
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the national budget. So, for that reason alone, it probably won't receive 
majority support." 
The manager leaned back in his chair and fixed his client with his eyes. Just as 
before with the assistant, Heimenross again had the unsettling feeling of being 
looked at from the inside. Dazed, he glanced aside. 
With a calm, almost soporific voice, Groentraed spoke to his guest: "Perhaps 
we should take a closer look at the costs ... Then you will see: today's savings 
are tomorrow's additional expenditure. You simply have to think on larger 
scales here! If we don't invest in the future today, we may have lost it 
tomorrow. And believe me: this will be much more expensive than the few 
extra digits after the decimal point that a project like ours will cause in your 
budget!" 
Heimenross felt as if a helping hand was reaching out to him, trying to save him 
from falling into a deep, dark ravine. But still his emotions were struggling with 
his mind, which was trying to undermine the triumph of emotions with all sorts 
of pettifogging objections. He was confused. He hadn't felt this agitated for a 
long time. 
A strong gust of wind hit him as he stepped back into the street. Heimenross 
paused and looked up to the sky: The wind blew the disheveled cloud robes 
from the face of the sun. Immaculate, the life-giving star looked down on him 
in all its shining glory, as if to show him the way to a new, carefree future. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Bild: Ilka Hoffmann: Adoration of the holy windmill 
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