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			Still disorientated by the shockwave from the explosions, and running our hands over our bodies in search of shards of glass that might have embedded themselves in our clothes and skin, we emerge into our impromptu shelter from below the billiard table which has provided us with cover, and set off for the Presidency building to receive the daily war communiqué. Before we leave this old café in Sarajevo, located by the tramlines in Marsala Tita road, we still manage to come face to face with a scared young militiaman who doesn’t seem to have grasped the fact that you can’t just barge into a civilian shelter armed with a Kalashnikov, because if the enemy comes in, they could wipe us all out in one fell swoop. 

			Few foreign journalists have dared to stay in the Bosnian capital waiting for the final bloody assault by the murderers under Karadzic and Mladic’s command. After negotiating a battered, bullet-riddled car, half a mile of streets under sniper fire, jagged shards of shrapnel, anti-tank barriers and people standing resignedly in bread queues, we reach the Presidency building where Izetbegovic’s advisor Senada Kreso is waiting for us at the foot of the steps: “Please, don’t leave the city, you’ll be able to save us with your eye-witness accounts”. 

			The attack took place that night. The fledgling Bosnian army put up resistance, fighting from house to house. The two satellite dishes used by the journalists, broadcast non-stop reports and pictures. The world gritted its teeth, ashamed, indifferent or outraged. Sarajevo didn’t fall into the hands of mass murderers.

			It was May 1992 and the world was beginning to discover the harsh, post-cold war reality and could not yet imagine that the world’s geopolitical strategists were thinking up new enemies and threats – the global war on terror – in order to shore up the arms industry, which is one of the most lucrative and destructive in the world. Every year it siphons 1.3 trillion dollars, or, put another way, 2.5% of the world’s GDP, or 200 dollars per inhabitant of the planet, from the pockets of the developing countries to the warlords. A trade that causes almost 400,000 violent deaths every year, not counting the material destruction and moral and economic impact of millions of wounded, disabled, missing, tortured and displaced people.

			Every day, thousands of reporters, most of them anonymous and armed only with a camera, mobile phone and laptop, camp out on the frontiers of some 20 forgotten conflicts to permeate our consciousness with the cries and eye-witness accounts of the victims of this trade. However, their voice is getting fainter. Not even the Internet, bowdlerised by the sound of unreliable accounts, censorship, a surfeit of leisure and unequal access, can provide a platform for the reporters on the front line whom the media reject, spurred on by the major corporations (they bear inconvenient witness), citing budgetary problems or media disinterest. This doesn’t mean that the Cheneys and company are opposed to the presence of newspapers and radio and television channels in the conflicts they support. After all, they need to advertise their products in the name of democracy and the defence of freedom. This is why they have reinvented war correspondents as being “embedded” with the troops that are fighting the axis of evil, and have teleported hordes of journalists to the selected battle fronts. Their own media organisations no longer provide the necessary protection or safety guarantees and this is now the only way they can enjoy their moment of military glory alongside Dan Rather, Christiane Amanpour and Peter Arnett. 

			What hope is there that the journalistic thoroughbreds – the Martin Bells, the Robert Fisks, cartoonists like Joe Sacco; or the Bosnian generation, Santi Lyon, Maggie O’Keane, Jean Hatzfeld, Enric Martí, Ramón Lobo and Gervasio Sánchez among others – will avoid being silenced by the corporations, or swallowed up by the Internet? Who will protect them so that they can spend months on the front line with the victims, or years reconnoitring the territory and risking their lives in order to condemn the macabre business of war, as Ryszard Kapuscinski, Michael Herr and Anna Politkovskaya did? This year alone, 33 journalists have died on the war fronts; 60 died in 2008, according to Reporters Without Borders. None of them earned 25 million euros a year, like Fernando Alonso will earn to risk crashing a Ferrari into a concrete barrier. Up to 260 reporters, bloggers and cyber-dissidents have been persecuted, imprisoned, tortured and had their equipment seized. This is the caseof the Sudanese Al-Jazeera journalist Sami Al-Haj, who was released without charge from the hell of Guantanamo after being held in a cage for six years.

			In the last 20 years, since the fall of the Berlin Wall and the establishment of the new order of the war against global terror, nine Spanish journalists have lost their lives carrying out their duties in battle zones: Juantxu Rodríguez (in Panama), Jordi Pujol i Puente (Bosnia and Herzegovina), Luis Valtueña (Rwanda), Miguel Gil (Sierra Leone), Julio Fuentes (Afghanistan), Julio Anguita Parrado and José Couso (Iraq), Ricardo Ortega (Haiti) and Christian Poveda (El Salvador). Those of us who worked alongside them in the trenches and shelters, were luckier or didn’t have the courage to continue observing injustices and broadcasting them into the void, still share John Lennon’s dream and would have liked nothing more than to put away our pencils and hang up our cameras, happy in the knowledge that there is nothing to kill or die for in this world. 

			+INFO

			Reporters Sans Frontières (RSF) www.rsf.org

			Federación Internacional de Periodistas www.ifj.org

			The essential site for journalists www.journalism.co.uk
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