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Sibylle Hamann is a journalist from Vienna. Born in 1966, she studied political science in Vienna, 
Berlin and Beijing. During the period 1990 to 2007, she covered international affairs as a 
reporter for the Austrian daily newspaper “Kurier” and then for “profil”, a weekly magazine. 
Longer research stays in Africa, Japan and the US.  In the past she has also been a  
correspondent in New York City. Currently, she is back in Vienna as a freelance author. She is a 
columnist for “Die Presse”, a regular contributor to “Falter”, a Vienna-based weekly paper, and 
editor-in-chief of “liga”, a publication on human rights. She has authored and co-authored 
several books and also teaches journalism. 



 

 



 



 



Translation 

No more cleaning 

This is a story about Hana. Hana dips her mop into a bucket. Behind her, Lolek, her cocker 
spaniel, has yet again chased a rubber ball through the open patio door, leaving his paw prints 
all across the living room floor. Hana tucks a strawberry blonde strand of hair behind her ear and 
routinely wrings out the mop, as she has done a thousand times, probably even ten thousand 
times, before. 

But this time, there is a difference: It is her own. Her own mop and her own bucket. Her dog and 
her house. 

This is a story about Hana, a cleaner whose cleaning days are behind her. At 16, she left home, 
leaving behind her village in the south of Poland, the fields of yellow dandelions, the clear, wide 
view of the High Tatra mountains, her vast family of ten brothers, and moved to Vienna. In the 
beginning, she earned seven euros an hour, then eight, then nine, then ten. She was a fast and 
thorough worker. Her customers trusted her. They appreciated her reliability, her tenacity and 
the fact that she was a woman of few words.  

She would always begin with the cooker, scraping any remaining fat from the pans. In the worst 
case scenario, the huge, fancy kitchen units would be made of aluminium, which people so 
loved putting in the middle of their kitchens to keep up with the recent trend. As Hana says – 
“You scrub them ten times, then you happen to leave one finger print, and then you have to 
scrub them all over again.” She always preferred dusting: CDs, books, window sills. She used to 
fold smelly laundry into neat piles, yanking balls of greasy hair out of blocked drains, bend over 
toilet bowls. “In the very beginning, I used to think: Should I feel embarrassed about what I am 
doing there?”, she said. Then she decided: no, she should not. “There is nothing wrong with 
cleaning. It is just honest, useful work.”  

Today, Hana is 29 and she is back in the High Tatras again. She has cleaned, with her own 
hands, the house which stands imposingly on the hill and has a path to the church running past 
it. She has put 100,000 euros into that house, which adds up to 10,000 hours of cleaning, or, 
based on a 40-hour week, five cleaning years. Because life in Vienna is expensive, because 
Hana used to pay rent on her rundown studio flat behind the West Station, because every 
human has to eat and needs new shoes every now and then, because she wanted to go home 
once a month to visit her boyfriend and, because the flu goes around every now and then, that 
makes it 13 years in total.  

And that was it for her, she was free from debt. Now, after putting the mop away in the corner, 
Hana is squatting in front of her patio door, stroking her dog behind the ears, the dog who never 
ever turns on her despite her constantly petting him. Soon, she will be making breakfast 
because the first of the guests who will be staying in her three spare rooms have arrived. 

You could tell Hana’s story as an object lesson in economy, as a typical example of how labour 
migration should work in the ideal world: A penniless worker takes advantage of the pay gap 
between her economically backward native region and a foreign country in the near vicinity, 
recognises the unmet demand for services there and takes advantage of the free movement for 
persons. After several years of illegal work in a foreign country, she saves up enough money to 
make a decent economic life for herself. She therefore returns home and makes an investment.  



You could tell the same story from the employer’s perspective. The modern labour market 
demands full commitment of both men and women, but, meanwhile, there is still no satisfactory 
answer to the question of who exactly should empty the dishwasher and take the rubbish out. 
For all those who can afford it, the simplest way to defuse this potential conflict is to outsource 
housework. Passing it on to a foreigner. Depending on how indignant you feel about this, you 
could call it exploitation or, simply, division of labour. One thing is for sure, however: people like 
Hana have saved many relationships; and, without people like Hana, there would not be many 
families left. 

The version of that story which is least commonly heard is that from the perspective of the 
protagonist’s hometown. In Hana’s case, it evokes a family parable. When he was still young 
and strong, her father went to work as a carpenter in Italy and would come home only once a 
year to make sure everything was as it should be and to add another child to his existing flock. 
Hana’s ten brothers later followed in his footsteps, looking for work in Italy, Ireland and 
Germany, and their children go to school there.  

But, because they are highlanders and because they belong to a stubborn and tradition-
conscious mountain breed, they did not want to allow themselves to be torn from their roots 
without putting up any resistance. So, the ten brothers got together and forged a plan: as the 
only sister, Hana should return to the village in order to look after their parents, tend to the small 
piece of land they owned and to be there for everyone when they came to visit for holidays. That 
is why they, carpenters to a man, would build her a house for her wedding, on the hill below the 
church. 

That was four years ago, and if stories always ended with a wedding, this would be a worthy 
finale. The sun was shining. The bride had flowers in her hair. The groom wore a white, 
embroidered highlanders’ costume and had waxed his moustache. He is a musician, a violinist in 
a band playing at family parties and, in the evenings, for tourists in steakhouses. The brothers, 
also wearing regional costume, arrived on horseback, having held an early morning vigil in front 
of their family home, as the custom demands.  

The most excited of them all was the bride’s mother. She was a plump, short woman with strong, 
calloused hands who always wore her thinning hair tied in a thin bun at the back of her head. 
She has worked hard all her life. Every day, she used to cook for thirteen people, cleaned the 
house, fed the animals, tended their vegetable garden and, on top of all that, carried planks and 
tools to her husband in the workshop. Under her apron, the mother continued to carry a long, 
curved knife around with her. She giggled mischievously every time she pulled it out and showed 
it to people: there is always something to cut, you never know. 

Her only daughter’s wedding was a real jamboree. In the church, up on the hill, the bells were 
ringing. The church was a modern building and its towering walls were shaped in the form of the 
Virgin of Mercy. Then followed a five-course feast and schnapps. There was a lot of singing and 
dancing in the plain main hall of the local fire station. When the next day dawned, the mother 
rounded up the drunkards and forcefully sent them packing, wiping up the piles of vomit that had 
accumulated here and there. 

However, that was not the end of Hana’s story. “Surprise!”, the brothers shouted, as they 
steered the bride’s carriage in front of the new house. “What a fine opportunity, sister!” they 
cried. “Everyone going to mass up there will have to come past your house! Beer and sausage 
sandwiches for the churchgoers, ice-cream for the children, a place to stop for a snack: This 
house will make you rich!” 



At that point, in Hana’s wide eyes, joy mingled with panic. At first glance, the house seemed 
solid enough but, at second glance, it seemed like a sham, an empty shell. The obligations with 
which they had just saddled their sister were even more back-breaking than all the work they 
had put in.  

For a start, she had to pay the outstanding bills: the hire charge for the cement mixer, the sand 
and gravel deliveries and a charge for connecting the house to the mains sewer. Then she 
would have to take care of the extension, the partition walls and water pipes, the fireplace and 
electric cabling - of everything, right down to the bathroom fittings, while, at the same time, 
having to carry on cleaning in Vienna until everything was paid. That would take another four 
years.  

And now, today, when she has finally left it all behind her, comes the most difficult part of her 
duty: to hold together a family which started falling apart at the seams such a long time ago and 
to perpetuate the illusion of an idyll which, in truth, never really existed. 

The telephone is ringing, it is the local District Hospital on the line. Hana’s mother should be 
discharged today. She had a heart attack, followed by triple bypass surgery, she can count 
herself lucky that she is still alive at all. Hana nervously crumbles a series of crackers in her 
fingers, while, almost in a whisper, she makes arrangements for picking her mother up. She has 
been dreading this moment for weeks. Mother was actually safe in the hospital, but who will 
protect her from father once she returns home? 

You would not take her small, sinewy, lanky carpenter father for a wife-beater, but he has learnt 
over the decades how to aim his kicks so that they have maximum effect. True, her mother 
always fetched him his planks and tools, but she was was never fast enough, or he simply hit 
her when something got on his nerves. In recent months, things had started to get worse and 
worse, says Hana, crushing a beer can in her hand, because her mother was having increasing 
difficulties with her breathing and she started feeling weaker and weaker, which irritated her 
father even more. “The heart attack has saved her life,” says Hana.  

Hana is slender, like her father. Most of her brothers have inherited their mother’s broad 
physique. Four of them are there already, muscular, bullnecked men, but they wince and cringe 
like a dog threatened with a stick as soon as there is any mention of their father. Hana is not one 
to dramatise, but sometimes, in the evening, after her third beer, she gets flashbacks of a few 
scenes from the past. Of her father walking into the children’s room with a wood lath or a metal 
tape measure. Of her big brothers hiding. Of how, once, when things got really bad, she stepped 
in between her father and mother, brandishing a bread knife. 

Another, more sinister, panorama unfolds over the dandelion fields: her brothers left, not only 
because there was better money to be earned in Ireland or Italy, but also because they were 
afraid. And Hana did not return merely because of the beautiful view of the Tatras, but because 
she was the only one who could stand up to her father and protect her mother when she got old 
and weak. 

And suddenly, the church where she got married, up on the hill, with its gigantic outline in the 
figure of the Virgin of Mercy, takes on an oppressive and threatening aura. Home is the one 
place in which you should actually be able to feel safe, but you cannot take that for granted any 
more. The church bells ring, the whole village pours up to mass, you look at the freshly shaven 
faces, reddened by the sun and by alcohol and you see the calloused hands. How much anxiety 
do people bring with them when they come here every Sunday? And how many lies? 



From the square in front of the church, the view opens out over the whole rundown village. The 
road winds like a snake over the hill. There are many new houses there, standing lined up next 
to each other, built in the rustic style, made of wood, with bay windows, most of them 
unoccupied, interspersed by several permanent building sites. Obviously, this is where many 
people who promised to come back, but never did, started building. They leave without finishing 
the work, just letting it go, really. In the meantime, they ask neighbours and relatives to help out 
and throw a sop to their guilty conscience by offering them a generous extension, a new roof, a 
garage. Once, twice a year, they come to visit and pay the bills. One or other of the villagers 
always has an itchy palm. But, because in such villages everyone can always rely on everyone 
else to do them a good turn, you always give them something, anyway, before leaving. 

Hana, too, has lived through this phase. Her father, the proud carpenter, used to call her a 
‘whore’ when she was cleaning for a living. But, when she wanted to give up cleaning, he called 
her even worse names. He tried to force her to stay in Vienna by threatening her with physical 
violence. Why? Because the work he did on her house, the doors and windows and the wooden 
floor and wood panelling, had for a long time been practically his only source of income. “He 
despised me for cleaning, but he has been living entirely off my income,” she said, 
contemptuously slapping the living room door, which was fitted the wrong way round in its frame. 
“He charged more than all the other carpenters and, yet, his work was of a lower standard than 
theirs.”  

In the end, Hana asked somebody else to do the kitchen. For her father, that was the ultimate 
humiliation, the final break. She describes it as if it were a particularly difficult ordeal. He could 
not believe that she actually meant it seriously. But, at this moment, he must have suddenly 
realised that the Hana who had returned from Vienna was a different person from the one who 
had left so many years ago. Because what she brought back was not just money, but also 
experience and self-confidence. 

Then the car that has just brought mother from hospital pulls into the driveway. She is only 55, 
but she creeps about with tiny little, silent, old woman’s steps. She has wasted away. Her 
mischievous grin is still there, or at least a shyer version of it. But, this time, she does not 
produce the ever-useful knife from under her kitchen apron, but a plastic gadget from under her 
bra. It has two handles. The doctors have told her that, when she coughs, she should press it 
firmly, so that the surgical scars do not tear, and use it to protect her bruised ribcage.  

Hana leads mother gently to the table. It is made of birchwood and is a bit lopsided, one of 
father’s pieces of work, the last piece of furniture he dared make for her. Mother gently strokes 
the surface of the tablecloth, she sighs and then her eyes light up. For the first time in her life, 
she has flown! she says with glistening eyes, and without falling, too! They fetched her in a 
helicopter. She soared high up in the air, quite far above the earth, and felt free, “like Valentina 
Tereshkova, the first female Soviet cosmonaut. Now, I am the first female Polish cosmonaut!” 
she shouts, her voice is thin, but she stretches her arm in the air as far as the scar will let her. 

Mother enjoys the moment. They treated her very well in the hospital. They cared for her and 
looked after her and asked her how she was feeling every day. She reckons she will only have 
another half an hour with her daughter, perhaps one hour, to catch her breath before one of her 
sons picks her up and takes her home. There, a lot of work will have been left undone in the 
weeks while she was in hospital and she is afraid that father will be in a bad mood because of 
that. 

She has not yet noticed that the balance of power in the village, in the family, on the hill, has 
shifted in the meantime. She still does not know that Hana talked to the doctors on the phone 



and that she visited a counselling centre for victims of domestic violence. That she has enquired 
about home nursing services and found out that the charges might be covered by insurance. 
She does not yet know that Hana has made her brothers promise that they would help her while 
she has mother staying with her for the time being, and that they were so taken aback by her 
audacity that they made a firm promise that they would. 

They will expose father for the bully that he is, they will be the talk of the village, but for the first 
time in their lives, her siblings really could not care less about that. For the first time in her life, 
mother will not have to be afraid.  

Suddenly, it seems that so many things have changed since Hana left cleaning behind her. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Winner AV 

Georgia Schultze 

Report title: "Zwangsprostitution" (“Betrayed, enslaved, sold: 

women as goods”) 

Published in: ORF, 02/02/2010 

Georgia Schultze (born in Austria) is a political scientist and committed journalist. Above all she 
attracted attention with her numerous stories for the ‘Journal Panorama’, a programme of the 
Austrian Broadcasting Corporation radio channel ‘Oe1’. Her special focus is on of the excluded 
and unprivileged: from native Chileans to migrants in Europe, especially those residents of 
Austria. In autumn 2010 she switched her focus to television reports, working for the Austrian 
based Servus TV, she enjoys covering stories for a wide region combining the Alps, Adria and 
Danube.   

She has already earned some awards for her reporting: the first prize of the Austrian Hilfswerk 
2009, the press award 2007 of the medical association in Vienna, the press award of the 
Austrian hunting association, the promotion prize ‘Spitze Feder 2005’. 

Summary: “Zwangsprostitution” (“Betrayed, enslaved, sold: women as goods”) 

Men love prostitutes from Russia or other east-European countries. Many of them are regularly 
found in night clubs and striptease bars. They are said to be more permissive and to have better 
bodies. The numbers of foreign sex workers are rising constantly. They serve an increasing 
demand. 

Natia had so many clients that she can’t count them anymore. She is a young woman from 
Georgia, with dark eyes, black hair and heavy make-up.  For months she sold her body in 
Turkey as a sex-captive in a brothel. To pay off her debts for a fake visa – with which she 
actually wanted to make big money. Born in a small rural village near Kutaisi she learned typing 
and sewing there but found no job. She was in her early twenties when she met a friend who 
promised to find her a supposedly legal occupation in Turkey: The women offered to take her to 
the casino, where she was already working. Natia had not the faintest idea what a casino was. 
And: She had no passport, had never been abroad. Her friend, told her to care about her papers. 
When she was asked for 1.000 $ to issue a passport, she trustfully gave it to her friend. Money 
she should pay back later. Natia was clueless about that being the prize for which she was sold 
to another woman, who took her in a van to a Turkish sex-club. There Natia was in agony. She 
was never left alone and always warned of attempting to escape. 

Natia is a victim. Like many girls. Two to four million people worldwide every year are victims of 
human trafficking. People, who dream of a better life, but are ordered for prostitution. Human 
trafficking is together with arms trading and drug dealing one of the most lucrative criminal 
businesses – with an annual volume of 35 billion $. 80 % of the victims are women and children, 
forced to work in a foreign country as prostitutes on the street or in brothels. Only few of them 
turn to local authorities.  

 

 



The national winners were selected by a national jury which consisted of: 

- Barbara Gansfuss-Kojetinsky, Audiovisual editor, Austrian radio Ö1 (previously involved in 
the EY2010 campaign) 

- Maria Zimmermann, Editor, Salzburger Nachrichten 

- Gisela Kirchler-Lidy, NIB Representation 

- Renate Welsh Rabady, National ambassador, childrens' author 

- Julya Rabinowich, National ambassador, author and artist 

- Annemarie Huber, EC Representation 


