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Cicadas, rain, drums 

Theg: You have to strive for yourself, and fight for yourself.  
Even if you have to die for striving for yourself. 

 
Scene 1 
No Place 

Scream, sobbing, shouting 

Young woman: Oh my god… 

Voices, blows, drums 

Narrator: There is a place… 

Drums 

Narrator: … you find in your dreams… 

Screaming child 

Narrator: … when your life seems to have no way out. 

Charles: That place is so sweet. 

Voices, loudspeaker, laughter 

Narrator: And there is another place… 

Drums, quarrel 

Narrator: … you really end up in… 

Jay: Maybe you haven’t that money – so you have to die. 

Narrator: … when there is no place left for you to live. 

Jay: Your friends didn’t contribute for you… you die. That’s what’s going on. 

Charles: But always here is burning! Old Testament… here is burning. 

Narrator: One is Europe. 

Young man: Street Paradise Ventures! 

Narrator: The other… 

Charles: It’s called here Sodom and Gomorrah. 

Narrator: … Sodom and Gomorrah. 

Security barrier 
 

Sign-in: Children of Sodom and Gomorrah  

 Why young Africans flee to Europe 

 A feature by Jens Jarisch 
 

Security barrier 
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Scene 2 
The end of a long night 

Sea, deck of a ship 

Reporter: After a night, on the ship… 

Narrator: At the end of a long, dark night, at five o’clock in the morning, on  
a scheduled passenger voyage across the sea that divides Morocco  
from Spain, and Africa from Europe. 

Reporter: … as morning breaks, we draw near to a coast of flickering lights.  
And I think: my Europe. 

Narrator: A reporter stands ahead on the bows, looking out into the night.  
Apart from a long thin strip of European lights on the horizon, the ship  
is still gliding through total darkness. 

Passenger announcement 

Narrator: Where, perhaps not so far away, rubber rafts are drifting with people  
on board. No one would see them. 

Reporter: Until today I never thought what it would be like if I had never been  
in Europe before. Wherever I have lived, I always started out from Europe. 

 And I would risk my life… 

Narrator: The people who die on the sea in the course of this night will remain 
nameless. Only the handful who reach the shore in Europe will be given  
a name when they arrive. They are called: economic refugees. 

 

Interlude 
Ilkka Laitinen: But that’s not the whole story. We have to… 

German echo: Story. 

Ilkka Laitinen: … take a look at what are the pull factors – analyse why certain routes  
are chosen… 

German echo: Routes. 

Ilkka Laitinen: … why certain modi operandi are, are chosen… 

German echo: Business. 

Ilkka Laitinen: This is, let’s say, the core business of our analysts. 

 

 
Scene 3  

Earth Air Fire Water 
Hammering of metal, voices 

Narrator: Sodom and Gomorrah. 

Amma Darko: Where the lagoon used to be… used to be. Because now there is no lagoon. 
It’s now rubbish, a dump. 

German echo: Now it’s a rubbish dump. 
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Amma Darko: But… when we were growing up… 

German echo: But when we were growing up, this was a lagoon. 

Amma Darko: … it was a lagoon. 

Old woman: I need money. I need to get money. 

Narrator: In the middle of Accra, the capital of Ghana, twenty or thirty years ago,  
there was a wonderful lagoon… 

Amma Darko: And it was blue! 

Narrator: … but all that is left today is a black hole. 

Children 

Narrator: The swamp around the lagoon dried out, and people came to settle on  
the mud left by the swampy land of old. 

Amma Darko: And has now disappeared, completely, and has become this thing, you know? 

Narrator: Thus a new, secret district came into being in Accra. Right at the heart of  
the centre, between the old harbour and the new station. But nobody in town 
wanted to acknowledge what was happening there. Even today, the area  
is officially uninhabited. There is no entry in any register and no mark on  
any map. 

Amma Darko: And then – somebody called it Sodom and Gomorrah. 

Usema: My mother’s name is Samata, and my father’s name is Mohammed,  
and my sister’s name is Hawa… 

Narrator: And your name? 

Usema: … and my name is Usema. 

Narrator: Sodom and Gomorrah is made up of thousands of little wooden sheds,  
the very few of them that have a second storey sticking out from the sea  
of planks, cardboard boxes and rocks. Giant rubbish dumps stretch out 
around these dwellings. When it is dry, waste piles are burning everywhere. 
And when it rains, Sodom and Gomorrah reverts for a while into the swamp 
it once was. 

Usema: Me and my sister come to Accra… 

Your voice: My sister and I came here. 

Usema: … my sister say that I should sell pure water. 

Narrator: The air is sometimes grey, sometimes black with smoke. The lagoon is dead. 
The water from the two inlets has become a sluggish mass as the waste 
slowly decomposes – drinking water only comes in little blue plastic bags 
carried in baskets on the heads of the girls who sell it, shining in the sun  
like the artificial blue of a swimming pool. 

Usema: I should call her name? 

Narrator: How old are you? 

Usema: Me, I am thirteen years old, my sister is fourteen years old. 

Narrator: Almost all the water sellers are children, and nearly all are girls. 

Gyile 
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Little boy 

Little girl: Mmh? 

Little boy 

Little girl: Five years. 

 

 
Scene 4  

The village under your skin 
Market, ringing, women selling 

German echo: Accra, Ghana. Morning. 

Ramatu 

Your voice: I came here alone, I didn’t know anyone here. 

Ramatu 

Your voice: In the countryside there isn’t enough for everyone to do, and not enough  
for everyone to eat either. Our family only has a small field, and in the village 
the only work is work in the fields. 

Narrator: And so your parents sent you here when you were twelve years old.  
They said: When you have saved enough money to be married, then you 
can come back to us. 

 At least, that is the story the parents tell their children so that saying goodbye 
does not feel like saying goodbye forever. 

Dumping ground 

Narrator: Since then you have been selling blue water bags in Agbogbloshie market,  
just across the way from Sodom and Gomorrah. 

Ramatu 

Narrator: For the nights you pay rent for a place to sleep in one of the wooden sheds, 
where you and twenty other girls find protection and a little peace between 
sunset and dawn. 

Ramatu 

Narrator: In the evening you spend what you earned during the day on a little fufu or 
jollof rice. You have fewer than a dozen possessions. Last week, for the first 
time in your life, you bought something you didn’t absolutely need. A little 
necklace to wear round your neck. 

Ramatu 

Your voice: Yes, I like it very much. 

Narrator: Words are tattooed on the pale insides of your lower arms, in capital letters, 
as if you had written them there yourself with a ball pen. But they are 
genuine tattoos. 

Ramatu 

Your voice: I had the tattoos done here. On my left arm I have the names of my brother 
and sister. On my right arm are the names of my father and mother. And  
the address where they live. 
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Interlude 
Ilkka Laitinen: Frontex is a European agency which provides border control authorities… 

German echo: Frontex 

Ilkka Laitinen: … with technical and operational support. 

German echo: Europe 

Ilkka Laitinen: A European border control coordinator. 

German echo: agency 

Ilkka Laitinen: I am a border control practitioner… 

German echo: border 

Ilkka Laitinen: … by profession, ahm, so I’m a practical… 

German echo: control 

Ilkka Laitinen: … practitioner, professionally oriented… 

German echo: technical, operational 

Ilkka Laitinen: … director of a coordinating body. 

 

 
Scene 5  

Under the ashes, the glow 
Shouting, drums, siren 

Reporter: Do you think we can go there or do you think it’s dangerous? 

Beazay: Mmh… 

Narrator: The first time the reporter comes to Sodom and Gomorrah, stumbling  
down the paths, numbed by all the things his senses perceive, trying  
to pay attention where he treads in the furrowed mud, and suffering  
another little shock each time he lifts his head, he can do no more than 
simply accept this world as it is. 

 Without being able to make any sense of it yet. 

Woman, music 

Reporter: But it’s too loud here… 

Narrator: Sewage trickles through the narrow alleys, music thunders from the  
two-storey wooden shacks, and flakes of white ash hang in the air. 

Women, children 

Narrator: Then the reporter reaches a broad open space, covered in layer upon layer 
of white ash. Where cracked corrugated iron and charred debris are lying. 
He completely fails to grasp that this is not the way things usually are. 

Old man: … call you, why?- I did call you and you not come! Why? 

Narrator: Such is the reporter’s view of normal life in Sodom and Gomorrah, that  
he cannot recognise the abnormal. 

Young man: Are you going to help?- or… 
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Narrator: Suddenly the reporter is forced against a wall by a crowd of upset and 
outraged people. 

Man: So what is the problem? 

Crowd 

German echo: Are you going to help us, do something for us, or what are you doing? 

Reporter: I think… 

Young man: Eh – you think what?- you think of what?! 

Reporter: I think… 

Young man: Heh… 

Reporter: I’ve come here… 

Narrator: In their pain, the people in the crowd are seeking a way out. 

Young man: You come here, right now, here, here… 

Narrator: While several men hold him fast and carry on talking at him,  
the reporter feels an unbearable heat beneath his feet. 

 He looks down and sees the rubber soles of his shoes slowly melting.  
And now he realises that he is standing amid the smouldering embers  
of houses razed by fire. 

 On the very soil where, just a few hours ago, a family lay sleeping –  
and at last he understands what has happened… 

Man: … all burned. 

Young man: You see, this place all has burned. 

Man: Burn burn… 

Young man: This morning! You understand? So right now, fire burnt us! You understand? 

Reporter: I did not know… 

Young man: Yeah, you did not know… but you came, and saw it! 

Woman: We are suffering here! 

German echo: We are suffering here! We are in distress! 

Woman: We are suffering, you have to help us! 

German echo: You have to help us. 

Reporter: I will! − It’s not my fault that it’s… 

Woman: I just say that you help us. 

Guitar, gyile, singing 

 

Scene 6 
The obedient schoolboy 

Animals, flute, children 

German echo: Bunglung, Ghana. Morning. 

Narrator: You were born here: Bunglung. 

Adam: Bunglung. 

Narrator: A village in the far north of Ghana. 
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German echo: Thiama, Senegal – Bambara-Maoundé, Mali – Farafenni, Gambia… 

Narrator: But your village could be anywhere. 

German echo: Chomba, Cameroon – Ndiakpurata, Nigeria – Bunglung, Ghana… 

Narrator: This is where your life began, and although you could not have known it 
then, this is where you set out on your long journey to Europe. 

Reporter: … you have a book. What’s the title of the book? 

Narrator: You are sitting on a log at the only forking of ways in your village, reading  
a slim volume. You are ten years old now. 

Adam: The title of the book is ‘The disobedient schoolboy’. 

Your voice: The title of the book is ‘The disobedient schoolboy’. 

Reporter: And what’s the book about? 

Adam: It is a person that does not fear any- any teachers, include headmaster, yes. 

Your voice: A person who doesn’t fear any teachers, not even the headmaster. 

Adam: That is, is bad- bad behaviour. 

Reporter: I would like to see where you live… can you show us?- your house?-  
of your family? 

Adam: Yes. But my mother is going to market. 

Your voice: But my mother has gone to the market. 

Reporter: But it’s- is it okay?- if we go there?- or is it a problem? 

Adam: Because we are not ready to sweep the compound… 

Your voice: Because the compound has not been swept… 

Narrator: You don’t feel very comfortable about your guests finding the clay floor  
of your home full of sand the wind has blown in and leaves that have fallen 
from the shea nut tree. 

Broom, leaves 

Narrator: Five round, straw-roofed mud huts, standing in a circle around a little yard. 
Four hens and three kid goats. Walls and floors, the hearth in the middle of 
the compound and the little walls around the wash house, it is all the reddish 
brown hue of the earth. 

Two goats 

Reporter: What are they doing? 

Adam: They produce sperm to… to heh… 

Your voice: They are making babies. 

Reporter: But this looks like if it was too small! 

Adam: But- but it have the sperm. 

Your voice: They are old enough to reproduce. 

Narrator: Alongside school, you help your father to farm the family field, and  
your mother to fetch water from the well. 

Pump 

Narrator: Fetching water for your family can sometimes take all day. 
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Water, bucket 

Narrator: At the edge of the well there are empty canisters of vegetable oil, donations 
from the surplus supplies of the western world. 

 At the same time, selling edible oils from seeds and nuts is almost the only 
option the villagers have to earn a little income. 

Children, goats 

Reporter: Ah, that’s very nice here. 

Narrator: You have never left your village, but of Sodom and Gomorrah you have 
already heard, and that there is money there. 

Reporter: So do you like your village? 

Adam: I like it, but the village people are dangerous. 

Your voice: I like my village, but many of the villagers are dangerous. 

Reporter: Why? 

Adam: Because they do… 

 

Interlude 
Ilkka Laitinen: Ahm, I think we have a more and more clearer… 

German echo: clear picture 

Ilkka Laitinen: … picture on where the risks are – we know that the ahm, those people… 

German echo: people 

Ilkka Laitinen: … who irregularly cross the border… 

German echo: border crossing, children 

Ilkka Laitinen: … among those are children, and that is one thing that, that we really need 
to take care when… 

German echo: take care 

Ilkka Laitinen: … drafting the operational plans. 

German echo: operational plans 

 

 
Scene 7  

Fields of junk 
Hammering of metal, voices, engines 

Man: Go, go, go… I said go! 

Reporter: Yes, I go, I go! Look, I’m only collecting sounds… 

Narrator: Where the money comes from to feed Sodom and Gomorrah is not 
immediately apparent. After a while, though, one can’t help noticing the junk 
that is lying around in every conceivable spot – not just on the rubbish dumps 
that surround the dwellings, but outside and inside the sheds, stacked along 
the paths, and scattered along the banks where the two rivers once flowed, 
where goats roam between exhaust pipes, headsets and espresso machines 
looking for the odd blade of grass. 
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Reporter: Hello!- may I ask what you’re doing here? 

Immanuel: I’m just picking iron. Iron. I’m picking iron. 

Your voice: I am picking iron. 

Motor bike, hammering of metal 

Narrator: On broad stretches of mud, strewn with shards of glass, plastic and metal, 
children are shattering the screens of old computers.  
It looks like play. 

Shattering, laughter 

Narrator: A boy shows his hand: it is black, but this is not the black of skin, but  
layers of tar-like dirt. 

Girl: Pure water! 

Narrator: Oozing thickly from between these layers of dirt is deep red blood, mixed 
with greasy dark streaks of oil and soot. 

Teenage boy 

Narrator: You have hacked open an old laser printer and cut yourself on the plastic,  
as fine dust from the ink cartridge wraps itself around you. 

Teenage boy 

Narrator: You look almost funny like that. But only almost. If the wound becomes 
infected, you could lose your hand, your arm or your life. Where would you 
find the money for a doctor? 

Reporter: Hello. What are you burning? 

Boy: I’m burning for copper. 

Narrator: The boy rips insulating foam from refrigerators lying close by to fuel the 
flames as he sets fire to a pile of electronic waste. Then he fans the flames 
with cardboard, the heat is immense – thick black smoke settles on the skin 
and brings tears to the eyes. 

Fire 

Joss: Let’s get out of here, the fire is too intense… 

Narrator: Once copper and other metals have been smelted out, the rest is left  
to burn on – or just left. This way even a seven-year-old boy can earn  
as much as three cedi by working an eight-hour day. 

 The combustion and decomposition here release highly toxic substances, 
like cadmium, lead and dioxin, severe enough to cause deadly damage  
to the respiratory tract and nervous system. 

Steps, broken fragments, children 

Reporter: My name is Jens. 

Suzie: Jens? 

Reporter: What is your name? 

Suzie: My- my name is Suzie. 

Reporter: Nice to meet you. Bye. 

Children: Bye! 
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Narrator: Labels sometimes reveal who once used the equipment: companies, cultural 
institutions, associations, schools – in the Netherlands, Germany, Britain, 
Norway… there are even computer screens from a government environment 
agency here. 

 In Europe, electronic waste is treated as hazardous. Its export or  
any attempt to export it constitute a criminal offence. 

Trucks 

Narrator: On Abossey Okai Road, the only vehicle access into Sodom and Gomorrah, 
trucks of scrap are being constantly unloaded. Most of the lorries come from 
the nearby harbour, where ships arrive from Europe every day bearing 
containers and used cars. 

Cars, turmoil 

 

 
Scene 8  

Bus station to a world without ghosts 
Birds, flute 

German echo: Tamale, Ghana. Early evening. 

Reporter: So, how old were you when this happened? 

Jason: I was eleven years. 

Reporter: Ahm, so, may I ask you how your father died? 

Narrator: From one moment to the next, your life can change. You're eleven years old 
when an envious neighbour in your village puts a curse on your father.  
Your father instantly falls ill, and dies a few days later. 

Jason: …killed my father. With a ghost. With a haunted ghost he killed my father. 

Your voice: With a ghost. He killed my father with the help of a ghost. 

Narrator: Your mother suffers a nervous breakdown, she can no longer work, and 
relatives bring your family to Tamale, the nearest town. 

Reporter: How, how did it happen? 

Narrator: From a village without electricity, telephones or any means of transport,  
you arrive in a town with a library, a wireless network and a bus station. 

House, distant traffic 

Narrator: You move into a deserted house far from the centre, where your mother 
needs to recover and it is up to you to feed her, your little brothers and 
sisters and yourself. 

Aisha: My name is Aisha, I have three brothers and two sisters. 

Reporter: And how many cats do you have? 

Aisha: Cat… 

Reporter: Yes, the little cats… miaow… 

Mother: Oh, cats… three. Or four. 

Aisha: Three cat, four cat… 

Narrator: The health of your mother has improved. 
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Jason: I see some white people and then I was gonna make some friends… 

Your voice: When I see white people, I go up to them, talk to them and find out how  
they react, nothing more. 

Jason: … and see how they say, okay… 

Narrator: From now on, more and more, you go to the bus station. 

Reporter: What do you connect with white people? 

Jason: I think they help us! 

Your voice: I think white people help us! 

Jason: Yes!- they help us. 

Bus station, shouts 

Reporter: Denmark? 

Anne: Denmark, yes… 

Reporter: I see… 

Anne: From the first minute I got out of the bus, they were surrounding me:  
a lot of children, trying to tell me stories about their dead family, and how… 

German echo: The minute I got out of the bus, I was surrounded by lots of children, trying  
to tell me stories about how their parents were dead and how much they 
wanted to go to school, and so… 

Jason: … when it’s time to eat I stay outside, ’cause I don’t know what to do. 

Anne 

Jason: She’s my friend! 

Anne: Yeah, he’s my friend… 

Reporter: Ah, I see – you know him? 

German echo: Yes, he’s my friend… 

Anne: Yes, I know him. Ja… My friend from Tamale… 

Narrator: It isn’t the money you beg from the holiday-makers that you care about  
so much as the window they open for you: onto a far-away world –  
with no ghosts… 

Blind singer 

Narrator: And one day an opportunity will come, although you will not realise how long 
you have been waiting for it. Someone you know from your village back 
home, perhaps, gets onto the bus to the capital and says: Come with me, 
just for a few weeks, and earn some money… 

 
Scene 9  

Secret dealers 
Distant ship’s horn, radio traffic, workers 

Reporter: Good morning. 

Dealer: Good morning. 

Reporter: Could I ask you… what are these goods for? 

Dealer: What goods? 
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Narrator: In Hamburg, near the docks, they are packing a container. Damaged fridges, 
heaters, irons, vacuum cleaners, televisions, hi-fis, radios… 

Reporter: All this… uhm… are you sending that by ship? 

Dealer: We – we’re throwing it in the scrap bin. 

Reporter: Ah, right, and that’s… er… 

Dealer: Scrap iron. 

Reporter: Ah, okay… 

Dealer: Now, I sell it, but as to who ships it out… I do not ship it out. 

Reporter: Ah, right. 

Dealer: They ship that themselves. 

Reporter: And who do you sell it to?- the… 

Dealer: To the customer. 

Reporter: Yes, you collect it, so you buy… 

Dealer: Yes. 

Reporter: … you, well, buy up scrap… 

Dealer: Yes. 

Reporter: … and… er, okay… okay… yes… 

Dealer: Finished? 

Reporter: Yes, basic-, well, I… 

Dealer: Okay. 

Reporter: … just wanted, that’s… I was just quite surprised… 

Dealer: No entry there! 

Reporter: Ah, right, no entry… okay… thanks! 

 

 
Scene 10  

Silver tears 
Voices, gyile, barking dogs 

German echo: Accra, Ghana. Just after midnight. 

Narrator: When you arrived, you were just as shocked as everyone else. But because 
you believe that city life is a more advanced social order, you tried to adapt 
without questioning. 

Your voice: But selling water I only earned enough to survive, and sometimes hardly 
even that. I couldn’t save anything. But if I don’t save any money, I can 
never go home again. 

Narrator: Now you are fifteen, and you have been in Sodom and Gomorrah for  
three years. 

Arafat: But there are small, there are small small girls there. Small small small girls… 

German echo: There are small, small girls here. Very small small girls… 

Pimp: See?- fifteen girls, twelve girls, six years girls… 
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Narrator: Not all the men who spoke to you wanted your water. 

Reporter: Ww- I don’t understand… 

Narrator: Many offered you money, many threatened to beat you. And others  
advised you to rent a room in what they call a children’s hotel. 

Shouts, blows, rumbling wood 

Narrator: You only moved around by day, and keeping close to as many people as 
possible. And yet you were often raped. 

Cries of help, blows 

Narrator: Then you moved into one of those two-storey wooden shacks in Sodom and 
Gomorrah. A children’s hotel. Downstairs there is a kind of bar, where they 
serve alcohol and play deafening music. Upstairs they rent out tiny rooms  
to girls who sell themselves. Their hardship has slashed the age limit  
to an unimaginable level. 

Cracking wood 

Narrator: Today, a reporter asked about you. He's waiting outside your children’s hotel, 
at the entrance to Sodom and Gomorrah. 

 Just there, a teenage boy is being accused by some men of stealing, and  
as you pass the men are beating the boy, urged on by a noisy crowd, until 
he is dead. 

Cries, blows, dog 

Narrator: You turn away and walk across the road. 

 You sit beside the reporter on the kerb. You exchange a long silent look.  
The reporter’s look is shattered, yours is only sad. You both lack the words 
for the boy’s murder. 

Reporter: Okay… where do you come from? 

Cynthia: I’m an Ewe. 

Reporter: I see… and… how did you come here? 

Cynthia: Please… it’s a long story, as for that it’s a long story… mmh… 

Your voice: Please, it’s a long story. How I came here… 

Cynthia: … it’s about my father and us, and my mother, we live at our village.  
My father has a big farm, so, the village people want- they want to collect  
the farm. They make it- they killed my father. 

Your voice: My father, and my mother, we lived in our village. My father had a big field, 
and so the villagers – some of them wanted the field for themselves. They 
killed my father. 

Reporter: They killed your father? 

Cynthia: Yes!- so my father is not… my father is dead. And as for that… 

Narrator: Your face is barely visible in the darkness. When a few tears run down  
your cheeks, they leave bright silvery streaks, pale reflections on your  
deep black skin. 

Cynthia: I’m looking for money, that’s why I do that. 

Your voice: I need money, that’s why I do it. 
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Reporter: What do you dream, at night? 

Cynthia: Mmh… okay, if I sleep, the dream – I dream plenty. 

Reporter: Do you have a favourite dream? 

Cynthia: Yes… 

Reporter: What is it? 

Cynthia: You want me to tell you? Okay. As for this dream… 

Amma Darko: So they do have their own dreams about Europe, you know? 

German echo: They have their own dreams about Europe, you know. 

Amma Darko: To tell, ehm, to tell the truth of their fate… 

German echo: To tell them what fate truly awaits them… 

Amma Darko: Our society does not allow that, our society doesn’t want that.  
We don’t want that. 

German echo: Our society would not allow it. We don’t want to know anything about that. 

Amma Darko: We- ah, it’s complex, Jens, you know… we need a bit of hope, okay?  
Life can be miserable, here. And the idea of Europe – that is our…  
light at the end of the tunnel. 

German echo: This is not just about being poor or rich. It’s about how to break out of this 
miserable cycle. A lot of people talk about money, but what they really mean 
is a chance this cycle never gives them. And the idea of Europe… that is our 
light at the end of the tunnel. 

Amma Darko: So, we don’t want that dream shattered. 

Car horn 

Amma Darko: When you shatter it, it kills the light, it kills the hope… 

German echo: You must not take our hope from us. 

Amma Darko: When you, when you travel to Europe, going through the bitterness… 

German echo: When you travel to Europe, and experience all the bitterness lying in wait 
there for an African without papers… that’s something the people here  
would rather close their eyes to. 

Amma Darko: … people would rather close their eyes to it. 

Gyile 

 

Interlude 
Ilkka Laitinen: So far we are dealing with border controls which is linked to, ah, to persons. 

German echo: Our only task is to control persons. 

Ilkka Laitinen: When it comes to the control of goods, that is a task of the customs 
organisations. 

German echo: Controlling goods is the task of the customs agencies. 
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Scene 11  

The task of the customs agencies 
Distant ship’s horn, bell, waves 

Customs man: The customs agency is defined by its role, which is to control goods crossing 
the border… and that is what we do here at the Port of Hamburg… 

Reporter: Em, and what is the ratio of the controls you carry out, in terms of your 
workload, between imports and exports? 

Customs man: It’s in the nature of things – because we are an agency that collects duty, 
and we have more taxes on imports – that of course we concentrate a bit 
more on the import side of things, because there of course the assumption  
is greater that quite possibly people might be evading those taxes. 

Narrator: If electronic waste is smuggled from Europe to Africa, Germany doesn’t lose 
a single cent. 

Customs man: Of course we also – what kind of goods are going abroad? I mean, naturally 
we are proud of good German products like our beef salami, and… 

Reporter: Now I get it… yes, well, some of it is – computer screens, for example – 
which might even still be working… 

Customs man: Yes, quite, and in that case… 

Reporter: But they’re so old – I mean, first generation, you know, like one of those 
Apples with four, four… 

Customs man: Oh, yes, quite, or an Amiga 500 or something… 

Reporter: Only, that’s virtually old scrap, isn’t it? 

Customs man: Yes, that is certainly a problem. Well, if I can see here is that the goods are 
broken – so, in the case of that screen: now if that tube really is bust – even 
then he can always tell me that all those boards behind it, that those are still 
a valuable commodity, he can say he wants to use that. 

Narrator: That is quite tempting, then: instead of putting your electronic waste, as 
required by law, into a time-consuming and costly statutory scheme for 
recycling hazardous substances, you simply redesignate it as second-hand 
goods and dump it in Africa. 

Customs man: Oh… no, normally, what is supposed to happen is: these things are handed 
over to the disposal companies – and they are actually required to show that 
they really do meet the provisions of waste law and environment law and – 
um – undertake the proper disposal – and I… well, it would make my hair 
stand on end, really it would… to think PCs like that were being exported 
and that they were being taken apart by children somewhere… 

Narrator: But who is going to look into that carefully?- a country in Central Europe 
doesn’t get to be world champion in exports by giving every container 
leaving the territory a detailed once-over. 
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Scene 12  

Through the desert 
Café, voices, TV 

German echo: Gao, Mali. Afternoon. 

Felix 

Narrator: You recently turned sixteen. In a café in Gao you ask if you could play a CD. 
You had been carrying this CD in your pocket for thousands of kilometres.  
It is full of songs that you recorded with friends in Sodom and Gomorrah 
before you finally left. 

Felix: Ah – because of that, I told you: I need producer. 

Your voice: As I told you: I’m looking for someone to produce my music. 

Narrator: Here, in Gao – a desert town in Mali on the southern edge of the Sahara – 
you walk the streets and cafés. If you strike lucky, they let you play your CD, 
and you sing to it. On the television, Al-Jazeera is showing images of the 
latest suicide attack, and nobody is listening to you. 

Felix singing 

Narrator: Nevertheless, most people give you a few small coins. 

Footsteps, muezzin, moped 

Reporter: So, I would like to ask you about the things that you always carry with you. 

Rustling, zip 

Felix: These are my pictures… 

Your voice: These are my pictures… 

Reporter: And who is that? 

Felix: She is my junior sister. 

Narrator: All that is left of your family is one younger sister, and a photograph of her. 
Then you pull a piece of crumpled paper from your bag. 

Felix: This here is information. Sometimes I ask information from somebody like…  

Your voice: This here is information. Since I decided to set off for Libya, I have been 
collecting this information. 

Felix: I have, I have decided to travel and pass desert to go Libya.  
So I ask information… 

Reporter: And what- what kind of information is it? 

Felix: Like, if I enter, I’ll call them… 

Narrator: The paper shows three telephone numbers, carefully written down in biro. 
Soon you want to cross the Sahara. You will have to walk for several days  
to pass the borders without being discovered, so that one day you can reach 
Libya, Algeria or Morocco. 

Reporter: But you know you can die? 

Felix: Yes. If we get luck, the Libya people accept to help you. 

Your voice: If we are lucky, the people in Libya will help us. 

Felix: But if we don’t get, and sometimes the people in the desert…  
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Your voice: If we are not lucky… sometimes in the desert… a lot of people die there … 

Felix: … plenty people die in there, and you can die. 

Your voice: … and I might die, too. 

Felix: It’ll be risking travel. So if you get luck, you enter, if you not get luck, you die. 
It be so. 

Reporter: But… do you want to take that risk? 

Guitar, flute 

Felix: Ah… yes, yes. 

Narrator: You have only one bag. Here you keep the clothes you are not wearing  
right now, seven photos, one CD with your songs, and a note with three 
telephone numbers. Before you lies the Sahara. 

 
Scene 13  
Frontex 

Office 

Team head: Okay then, we are gathering here for a meeting to discuss about… 

Male analyst: Yes, ah, we have a member state’s data from the Frontex risk analysis… 

Female analyst: First of all I talked with our colleagues from the risk analysis unit, and… 

Male analyst: The data we received show that the situation has changed a little bit… 

Team head: … surveillance means, possible use of helicopters… 

Narrator: Your escape has hardly begun, but it has not gone unnoticed. You do not 
suspect this, but far away in the city of Warsaw, analysts at Frontex, the 
agency whose task is to secure Europe’s external borders, are working out 
how they can prevent you from reaching your destination. 

Ilkka Laitinen: I think the key question here is really to understand the role of border control 
ahm, not to be the source of what is happening at the border. 

 German echo: I think the key question here is to understand that border controls are not the 
cause of what is happening at the border. 

Ilkka Laitinen: Ahm, if the rules, the regulations, the political choices of the European Union 
are clear… 

German echo: If the rules, the regulations, the political decisions of the European Union are 
clear, border control agencies cannot change those facts. 

Ilkka Laitinen: Border control authorities cannot change these facts… 

German echo: That is up to other people… 

Ilkka Laitinen: … that is for sure. Ah, it belongs to someone else… 

Reporter: Ar- are you interested in the reason why Africans want to come to Europe? 

Ilkka Laitinen: That is one of the key questions. 
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Scene 14  
Men and dogs of waste 

Footsteps, wind, boy 

Reporter: Insulation material, keyboards, screens, tubes, boards, cables… 

Narrator: On the scrap heaps of Sodom and Gomorrah, the reporter is looking for 
further clues. 

Reporter: What else?- irons, electronics. 

Narrator: A small boy is watching him. 

Reporter: Hello. 

Small boy: What’s your problem? 

Your voice: What’s your problem? 

Reporter: I- I lost my computer… no, I’m just joking. I am recording the sounds, you know? 

Crackling 

Reporter: Sounds… 

Narrator: Suddenly three men arrive; two silent, and one shouting. 

Guard: Mister! 

Reporter: Yes? 

Narrator: The small boy vanishes in a flash. 

Reporter: Oh, I’m sorry… 

Guard: Whom did you go and ask!? 

Reporter: I’m sorry, I didn’t, I didn’t want to interfere with anything… 

Guard: I said, we don’t like such a thing here! 

Reporter: Okay, but I asked… 

Guard: Why do you come inside… 

German echo: Why do you come in here talking to the children? 

Guard: … and then you are going with the children? 

Reporter: Oh, I did… 

German echo: You are courting danger. 

Guard: Excuse me- you cause a harm, by yourself. 

Reporter: Why? 

Guard: Why-why!?! What are you doing?- it is never accepted. 

German echo: Why?- what are you doing here?- nobody gave you permission. 

Guard: You go there right now!- other than if something happens to you right now 
here, it will be your problem! 

German echo: Go on, go! Else if anything happens to you here, it’s your own fault. 

Reporter: Okay… 

Guard: And stop what you are doing! 

Narrator: The two other men say nothing. 

Reporter: … to explain? 
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Guard: I’m nobody. I’m only telling you the actual facts. Go to our people there!  
What you are doing here is not good. 

Narrator: The reporter tries a tactical trick and claims he is here with the knowledge  
of the police. 

Reporter: Okay. But I did ask permission. 

Guard: Whom did you ask? 

Reporter: I asked the police… ahm… I asked… 

Guard: There is nothing about police here! 

Reporter: It, i- 

Guard: Police can never do something here! Here is not belongs to police! 

German echo: The police have no voice here! The police can’t help you here. 

Guard: I hope you get me! 

Reporter: Yes, I get you. 

German echo: I hope you get my message. 

Guard: So get everything… 

Narrator: The two men come a step nearer. 

Reporter: Yes, I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I don’t know… 

Guard: Of course. This is not the first time!- it will cause a harm for us. 

Reporter:  Okay, I didn’t know.  

Guard: Because what you are- we don’t know what you are taking, but you give us  
a problem here! 

Reporter: Okay, I- I’m a DJ, you know? 

Guard: You’re a DJ…?!? 

Reporter: I just record sounds… 

Guard: That you are a DJ doesn’t mean that you should come here and… 

Blow, crack, silence 

Narrator: Then the reporter is taken into an office that looks like offices all over  
the world, but here in Sodom and Gomorrah it is quite a surprise.  
Air conditioning cools the room, faxes hum softly, portable computers  
flicker in silence. 

 One decisive circumstance preserves the reporter from enduring hassle:  
he has not taken any photographs or filmed – he has only recorded sounds 
– which the men now listen to, wrinkling their foreheads, and being bored 
very soon. 

 The two bully boys leave the room, the man of words remains on his feet 
behind the reporter. The office manager now explains why unauthorised 
personnel cannot be tolerated on the scrap heaps of Sodom and Gomorrah. 
Amazingly, he draws on concepts such as: 

German echo: Premises, operation, business interest, undisrupted work flow 

Narrator: After a while, the reporter starts to feel a little safer again, and unnoticeably 
switches the recorder back on. 
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Office, distant striking of metal 

Manager: … for us. Therefore, if we see something which is not in the best interest  
of our business, we don’t allow it. 

German echo: So if we see anything that is not in the best interest of our business, we don’t 
allow it. You understand? 

Reporter: I see… 

Manager: You understand? 

Reporter: I understand. I would… 

Manager: Recording sounds has nothing to do with our business, you understand? 

German echo: Recording sounds has nothing to do with our business, you understand? 

Manager: … to the government. 

Narrator: The manager stresses on several occasions that he is working hand in hand 
with the government… 

Manager: We work hand in hand with them. 

Narrator: … and that access to the premises is only granted with a permit from the 
Ministry of Youth and Sports. 

Manager: … from the Ministry of Youth and Sports. So the government knows about 
our activity here. 

Reporter: I see, I see. 

Manager: You understand? 

Reporter: Youth and Sports? 

Manager: Yes. 

Reporter: I see. 

Manager: You understand? 

Reporter: Yes… 

Narrator: The reporter understands that somebody here is trying to cover a cynical 
business with a legal facade, and is thereby disclosing the whole scheme. 

Manager: And therefore what you are coming to do has no any negative impact  
on our business… 

Reporter: I see, yes. 

Narrator: Because the reporter would never have guessed that the entire desperate, 
self-destructive struggle for survival at Sodom and Gomorrah was structured 
along the well organised lines of a commercial enterprise, that the 
procedures had been strategically devised, and that the hordes of children 
had been factored in as units of labour. 

 While the reporter is still busy thinking about this, his gaze wanders along 
the endless rows of files against the wall. 

 They are files of the kind that any office might have, but something about 
them catches his eye, until the reporter realises what he's actually looking at: 
In these shelves there are dozens, perhaps nearly a hundred files, stretching 
across several rows: and they all bear the same label: Hamburg. 
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Scene 15  
The final farewell 

Distant barking, drums 

German echo: Oujda, Morocco. Any time. 

Muezzin 

Reporter: And… how do you live in the forest? 

Theg: Hch, life in the forest… is very difficult. 

Narrator: Less than one child in a thousand makes it to Europe. 

Theg: … living in the bush… 

Narrator: And if you manage to make it to one of the borders of Europe, you are  
no longer a child. 

Market, dealers, traffic 

Theg: We have many races there – we have the Ghanaians, the Senegalese,  
the Malians, the Gambian, the… 

Refugee: … un peu d’argent – manger – la police – clandestine, les sans-papiers… 

Theg: … the Cameroonians, the Nigerians, the Ghanaians… 

Narrator: When you were sixteen, you left your country. Now you are twenty-three.  
And at the end of your journey to Europe. 

Bush, footsteps, Berbers 

Narrator: For seven years you have lived in the No Man’s Land between Morocco  
and Algeria, like a ghost. Hiding in the bush, in the mountains… searching 
for food by night, running by day from the military police, who hunt you  
like an animal. 

Car door 

Theg: Because the government here, they don’t wanna see us. 

Reporter: In Morocco… 

Theg: Yes, in Morocco, I mean, they don- 

Reporter: I mean I want to just have a picture of how your seven years were, you know? 

Theg: You want a picture of how my seven years was? 

Your voice: You want a picture of what my seven years were like? 

Theg: … here in Morocco… first, I spent… about five years of the seven years 
living in the forests… sometimes we get some houses, but… 

 It’s not that the Moroccans they’re giving us the house!- because they wanna 
give us the house!- but because they theirself are poor a little. They just want 
us- they want to get something from us also, that is how they leave us… 

Narrator: The reporter cannot feel what you have experienced these seven years. 

Theg: … about seven of us in the room, ten in a room… 

Narrator: More than ever, the border between you and the reporter is impossible  
to cross. To you, your words mean something different from what the 
reporter is able to understand. Your suffering cannot be shared. 
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Theg: I have nobody. 

Your voice: I have nobody. 

Theg: I have myself. 

Your voice: I have myself. 

Theg: Even that one you call your friend is not your friend. 

Your voice: Even the one you call your friend is not your friend. 

Theg: Because he also is suffering. 

Your voice: Because he also is suffering. 

Theg: Sometimes I have to I have to I have to I have, is like, I have to sell my life!- 

Your voice: To eat. 

Theg: … to eat! 

Your voice: It’s as if I have to give my life for it. 

Theg: It’s like I have to give my life!- to somebody to use. 

Narrator: Here in Morocco, it is not the sea that separates you from Europe, just  
a fence. You would only need to place a foot behind that fence, and your life 
could move on. But those who have tried were shot before they ever got  
as far as the fence. 

Theg: That is how life is…  

Narrator: And so you have been waiting, for seven years. 

Theg: … that is how… but I’m happy being here because I know sometimes I can 
even see someone like you – a journalist – trying to ask me my feelings!- 
you know? 

Reporter: Mmh. 

Theg: I like to see people like you trying to ask me how I feel because… 

Your voice: I can remember, it must have been five years ago, the last time I met 
someone who asked me how I was. 

Rumbling 

Theg: I am waiting for the day to go to the European continent. 

Your voice: I am waiting for the day to go to Europe. 

Theg: So I can mix with good people. 

Your voice: So I can mix with good people. 

Theg: Maybe people that understand life… a little. 

Your voice: Maybe people who understand life. 

Theg: ’Cause life is hard. 

 

Interlude 
Ilkka Laitinen: Well, if we think about the fundamental values and the fundamental, ah, 

things of the European Union… 

German echo: Well, if we think about the fundamental values and the fundamental issues  
of the European Union in the field where we operate… 
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Ilkka Laitinen: … in the field where we are acting – it’s the freedom of movement… 

German echo: … freedom of movement… 

Ilkka Laitinen: … it’s, ah, security… 

German echo: … security… 

Ilkka Laitinen: … and the third, ah ah, thing is, is justice. 

German echo: …and the third is justice. 

 

 
Scene 16  

A bad example 
Striking of metal, hammering, children 

Mohammed: What it simply means, is: white man, white man. That’s what they say. 

Children 

Amma Darko: What is poverty in Europe, is not necessarily poverty here. You see? 
Because, no matter how bad it is, it is still somehow middle level for us. 

Narrator: Writer Amma Darko fled to Europe as a young woman and lived as  
an asylum-seeker in Germany for many years. 

Amma Darko: You see, I am a bad bad example – because, you know, I went, I struggled, 
you know, I was cleaning, I was baby-sitting… 

German echo: I am a very, very bad example – because I did come to Europe, I struggled 
to get by, you know, I went out cleaning, I went baby-sitting… 

Amma Darko: But I was also writing books. 

German echo: But I eventually also started writing books. 

Amma Darko: And I would not have written books if I was here. That is the truth. 

German echo: And I would not have written any books if I had stayed here in Africa.  
It’s as simple as that. 

Amma Darko: Europe opens an opportunity of knowledge for you which you cannot  
get here and which probably Europeans take for granted. 

German echo: Europe opens opportunities to develop that you cannot get here, and which 
Europeans probably take for granted. 

Amma Darko: So, as for the dream… it’s always there. 

Little girl: Halleluiah, halleluiah… 

 

 
Scene 17 
Justice 

Airport 

Narrator: Back in Europe again, arrival in Amsterdam. 

Reporter: Now I am coming home, and I have been through these barriers and 
passport controls a hundred times… 
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Narrator: Usually he walks up to a glass window and holds up his identity card, and 
the official behind the glass nods, and the reporter walks on. 
It only takes seconds. 

Reporter: In front of me… 

Narrator: But in front of him in the queue there is a black teenager that the reporter 
had hardly noticed before, and what happens next is really just an everyday, 
inconspicuous procedure: the teenager pushes his passport under the 
window and the official leafs through it for a long time. 

Reporter: … and it was at the passport control that our paths divided. 

Narrator: Border policemen accompany the black boy into a separate room, and all  
he will see of Europe is only this airport… 

 Whereas the reporter walks through, switches on his telephone, and 
receives a message from his phone company welcoming him back  
to Europe. 

Drums 

 
 

Credits: Children of Sodom and Gomorrah  

 Why young Africans flee to Europe 

 A feature by Jens Jarisch 

 Narrator: Dorit Blau 
Translation voices: Daniel Popat, Johannes Nichelmann 
Music: Dela Botri, S.K. Kakraba, Leye Mbaye 
Editing: Susanne Bronder 
Sound: Kaspar Wollheim 
Research and assistance: Katja Giersemehl 
Directed by: Jens Jarisch 
Produced by: Renate Jurzik 

 with support from the Film Foundation of North Rhine-Westphalia  
and the Goethe Institute in Accra 

 a Feature Department production by Rundfunk Berlin-Brandenburg  
with Norddeutscher Rundfunk, Westdeutscher Rundfunk and  
Südwestrundfunk 
together with the Norwegian broadcaster Norsk rikskringkasting, 2009 

 

 


