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A Novella by Stephen Martin.

Prologue: Captain Langsdorff’s hand had been forced. The rules of neutrality dictated that he could not remain in Montevideo much longer. Out beyond the vast estuary of the Río de la Plata, a Royal Navy armada of capital ships possibly lurked, waiting for him to make his move.

After weighing his options, Captain Langsdorff made his decision. To prevent the Admiral Graf Spee from falling into Allied hands, he would scuttle his ship.

In the estuary, three British cruisers maintained their watch. Two were still undergoing repairs from their earlier engagement with the Graf Spee, their hulls bearing the scars of battle. Whether this token force could have truly engaged and defeated the German warship remained uncertain.

As the Admiral Graf Spee was set ablaze and sank beneath the waves, a wave of relief swept through the Allied task force.

After witnessing the scuttling, Admiral Harwood sent a message in a reconciliatory tone: "Many a life was spared today."

Later that evening, other messages followed.

German Embassy Communique 

FROM: German Embassy, Montevideo 

TO: Admiral Wilhelm Canaris, Abwehr Headquarters, Berlin

DATE: December 17, 1939

TIME: 21:30 Local Time

SUBJECT: Scuttling of Admiral Graf Spee

Admiral Canaris,

At 20:55 local time, Captain Langsdorff of the Admiral Graf Spee carried out the scuttling of his vessel in Montevideo harbor. This decision was taken following the culmination of intense diplomatic and operational constraints, including pressure from British forces and local authorities.

The ship was evacuated prior to detonation, with the crew transferred to neutral or internment-safe locations. Langsdorff’s decision was influenced by a lack of viable options to break the Allied blockade or secure safe harbor. Despite diplomatic appeals and negotiation efforts, the Uruguayan government maintained its position under international neutrality laws, leaving no alternative but to prevent the vessel from falling into enemy hands.

The explosion was carried out methodically, ensuring no technology or intelligence of value could be salvaged. I will coordinate closely with local representatives to mitigate public and political embarrassment while safeguarding our nationals and maintaining discretion about the situation's true strategic elements.

Request immediate instructions regarding further handling of crew and any subsequent actions.

Langsdorff is currently under my care and has requested permission to report directly to Berlin. I will await further guidance.

Heil Hitler.

Langmann German Minister to Uruguay

British Consulate Communique

FROM: British Consulate, Montevideo  
TO: War Ministry, Whitehall  
DATE: December 17, 1939  
TIME: 22:15 Local Time
SUBJECT: Scuttling of Admiral Graf Spee

Priority Dispatch – Eyes Only

The German pocket battleship Admiral Graf Spee has been scuttled in Montevideo harbor as of 20:55 local time. Captain Langsdorff ordered the detonation after transferring his crew to safety aboard a neutral vessel. Explosions rendered the ship unsalvageable, ensuring its advanced technology and munitions would not fall into enemy hands.

Local German operatives appear to have coordinated closely with Langsdorff under the cover of diplomatic immunity, but their influence could not alter the Uruguayan government’s stance on neutrality. Pressure from the Allied naval presence likely tipped the scales in our favor.

The event has sparked significant attention among the local populace and diplomatic community. German Ambassador Langmann is actively managing the repercussions, and it is expected that the German crew will attempt to regroup in Buenos Aires under the guise of neutrality.

Recommendation: Monitor movements of both the crew and Langmann’s staff closely. This situation presents an opportunity to leverage local sentiment further against German influence in the region. Additional operatives may be required to maintain effective oversight.

Awaiting further directives.

R. Martin Operative-in-Residence, Montevideo

Reaction In Berlin

The vast office was dimly lit, the heavy curtains drawn against the gray winter morning. Adolf Hitler sat behind his immense desk, his fingers steepled, his expression as sharp and cold as the air outside. The only sound was the ticking of a grand clock in the corner.

The door opened, and Joachim von Ribbentrop, Germany’s Foreign Minister, entered, bowing slightly. “Mein Führer, you summoned me?”

Hitler gestured to the chair in front of him. “Sit, Ribbentrop. We have much to discuss.”

Ribbentrop obeyed, his usual polished demeanor giving way to a hint of unease. “What requires my attention, Mein Führer?”

Hitler leaned forward, his eyes blazing with intensity. “The humiliation of the *Admiral Graf Spee* must be avenged. The British have made a mockery of German power in South America. This is unacceptable.”

Ribbentrop nodded cautiously. “Indeed, Mein Führer. The loss was... regrettable. But what do you propose?”

Hitler rose abruptly, pacing behind his desk. “Uruguay must be destabilized. The government there, so friendly to the British, must fall. And we will use Argentina as our instrument.”

Ribbentrop blinked, startled. “Argentina? You believe they will cooperate?”

Hitler stopped and turned sharply, his voice rising. “They will have no choice. Argentina is ripe for persuasion, with its desire for greater influence in the region. We will convince their leaders that toppling Uruguay is in their interest, a step toward dominance in South America.”

“And the method?” Ribbentrop pressed, leaning forward.

“We will send advisors, military, logistical, and engineering experts—disguised as Argentines. Two thousand men, enough to prepare for an incursion into Uruguay,” Hitler said, his tone turning calculating. “They will operate in secret, so no trace of German involvement can be proven. If we succeed, Montevideo becomes a foothold for the Reich in South America. If not...” He shrugged. “We deny everything.”

Ribbentrop hesitated. “The British are likely to respond, Mein Führer. Their naval presence in the region—”

“Let them,” Hitler snapped. “By the time they act, it will be too late. Uruguay will fall, and the British will be powerless to prevent it.”

He paused, his voice softening slightly. “This is not just about Uruguay. It is about showing the world that Germany’s reach extends far beyond Europe.”

Ribbentrop inclined his head. “As always, your vision is clear, Mein Führer. I will ensure that Berlin’s diplomats make the necessary arrangements in Buenos Aires.”

Hitler returned to his seat; his expression grim. “Do so quickly, Ribbentrop. Time is not on our side. The Reich cannot afford hesitation.”

The Offer That Could Not Be Refused

The Argentine ambassador to Germany, Ricardo Olivera, sat stiffly in the grand office of Joachim von Ribbentrop, the Reich Foreign Minister.

“This is not a request,” Ribbentrop intoned, his voice cold and clipped. “It is an opportunity for Argentina to reclaim its rightful place as the dominant power in South America.” 

He leaned forward, fixing Olivera with a steely glare. “Uruguay has betrayed its neutrality. 

By aiding Germany, Argentina will strengthen its position globally and secure the Reich’s enduring friendship.”

Olivera hesitated, the weight of his nation’s neutrality heavy on his shoulders. “And if we refuse?”

Ribbentrop smiled thinly. “Refusal is not an option. Berlin has made... investments in Buenos Aires. It would be a shame if they were to be reconsidered.”

The Secret Journey:

On January 10th, 1940, under cover of darkness three neutral flagged cargo ships quietly slipped out of Kiel.  Their perilous journey up over the North Sea through the Denmark strait and out into the mid-Atlantic.  At the 38th parallel the ships were met by one of Germans surviving Panzerschiff, their escort of the remainder of the perilous journey.

There was an ever-present danger of running into Admiral Harwood's cruiser squadron, but luck favored the secretive voyagers.

Catwalk on the SS Guayas

The SS Guayas, lead ship of the Axis convoy, moved stealthily through the darkness of the Atlantic.  The rhythmic thrum of its engines blended with the steady crash of waves against the hull.  The ship, though neutral on paper, carried a mission far from peaceful.

On a narrow catwalk along the forecastle, Colonel Erich Vollmer summoned his executive officer Major Rossi to an impromptu midnight meeting.  The wind howled around them, salty spray misting their uniforms as the vessel pitched gently with the Atlantic swells.

Vollmer did not turn to greet Rossi. Instead, he kept his gaze fixed on the void ahead, his hands gripping the cold steel railing.  When he finally spoke, his voice was low, but there was no mistaking the conviction behind it.

"Argentina has been hesitant for too long. Their government wavers, their military lacks discipline, and their so-called neutrality is nothing more than indecision wrapped in cowardice."

Rossi, ever the measured pragmatist, took a step closer. His response was thoughtful, his tone calm but firm.

"You overestimate our strength, Colonel.  We are not sailing with an army; we are an expedition.  We are meant to advise and support, not conquer."

Vollmer scoffed, finally turning his head slightly toward the Italian.

"Support? Advise? A polite way of saying we are at the mercy of Argentine indecision. No, Major. I intend to correct that indecision. This country will fall in line,by persuasion or force."

Rossi exhaled sharply, shaking his head.

"You speak as though we are bringing the full weight of Berlin with us.  Our force is small, our position precarious. Buenos Aires is no Warsaw."

Vollmer smirked in the darkness, the expression unseen but unmistakable in his voice.

"Warsaw fell in weeks.  Argentina would not last days against even a token show of strength.  Their generals are old men clinging to outdated notions of honor.  Their soldiers are poorly trained. A firm hand is all that is required."

Rossi crossed his arms, his voice carrying a sharp edge now.

"And when their old men rally their young soldiers? When their people resist?  The Führer desires allies, not an occupation.  If you force Argentina’s hand, you may well find it closing into a fist, against you."

Vollmer’s confidence did not waver. His voice remained steady, unwavering.

"Then we crush that fist before it can tighten.  The fate of South America is not decided by diplomats in Buenos Aires.  It will be decided by those bold enough to act."

A long silence followed, punctuated only by the steady thrumming of the engines and the rhythmic crash of waves. The ship, now buffeted by heavier swells, plowed forward into the night.

Finally, Rossi spoke again, his voice almost lost in the wind.

"You are dangerous, Colonel.  Dangerous men often meet unfortunate ends."

Vollmer exhaled, amused.

"Then let us hope fortune favors the bold.  You are dismissed, Major."

Without another word, Rossi saluted turned and disappeared into the shadows of the ship, leaving Vollmer alone on the catwalk, staring into the abyss of the Atlantic.

The Secret Arrival

After 35 perilous days the “neutral flagged merchantmen” docked at Buenos Aires.

14 days earlier their escort had been disengaged to commerce raiding.  The presence of the ships of off Punta Del Este, noted by British friendly watchers, but arousing no undue suspicion. 

The docks lay silent, save for the gentle lapping of the Río de la Plata against the piers. Three unmarked cargo ships emerged from the predawn mist, their engines a low hum. Local fishermen, accustomed to the sight of merchant vessels, paid them little mind. Unknown to them, these ships carried more than grain or textiles.

The convoy had sailed into the estuary under cover of darkness. 

Onboard the lead cargo ship, Colonel Erich Vollmer of the Wehrmacht watched the lights of Buenos Aires draw nearer. “Signal the harbor authorities,” he ordered. 

“Inform them we’re delivering industrial machinery.” The truth, 1,200 Wehrmacht soldiers, 120 Italian infantry, and specialized support units, were hidden below the merchantmen’s deck.

The harbor bustled as the Axis forces disembarked under the cover of night. German engineers and Italian infantrymen shuffled quickly into waiting transport trucks, their uniforms exchanged for hastily sewn replicas of Argentine army fatigues.

Colonel Erich Vollmer barked orders in crisp Spanish, ensuring that his men blended seamlessly with their Argentine counterparts.

“No slip-ups,” he warned. “If a single rifle bears the wrong insignia, this entire operation is compromised.”

At the docks, an Argentine general addressed a group of assembled officers. “Gentlemen,” he began, his voice low, “this cooperation is temporary. 

Once the Uruguayans are subdued, the foreign advisors will leave. Argentina will reap the rewards of its rightful claim.”

The officers murmured their agreement, though unease lingered in their eyes.

An Uneasy Alliance

In a hastily commandeered warehouse, Colonel
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