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Part 1 - A Peace Shattered tells the harrowing story of Nicolás Duarte, a young Argentine conscript thrust into the 1982 invasion of the Falkland Islands. From the anticipation of leaving home in Córdoba to the brutal reality of combat on windswept ridges, Nicolás experiences the fear, confusion, and fleeting camaraderie of war.

Through the invasion, the surrender, and the lonely journey home, he bears witness to the horrors of battle, the loss of friends, and the moral ambiguities that haunt soldiers long after the guns fall silent. Amidst the fog of conflict, letters from those once considered enemies and memories of fallen comrades guide Nicolás toward reflection, understanding, and the faint glimmer of peace.

Part 2 - To Stand Upon the Rock follows Tom Weller, a young Englishman newly trained in the army, as he is deployed to the Falkland Islands following the Argentine invasion in 1982. Filled with the pride of his nation, Tom endures the long sea voyage, a stop at Ascension Island for amphibious landing rehearsals, and the harrowing landings at San Carlos Water. From the fierce fighting at Goose Green to the brutal night assaults on Mount Longdon, Two Sisters, and Mount Tumbledown, Tom experiences the chaos, fear, and camaraderie of war firsthand. Through every battle, he witnesses the courage and loss of his comrades, confronts the human cost of combat, and carries the weight of survival. The story concludes with the surrender at Port Stanley and Tom’s return home, changed forever by the horrors of war yet bound to the memory of those who did not survive.

Two stories of youth, loyalty, and survival, Shadow Over the South Atlantic illuminates the human cost of war far from home, offering a poignant perspective on a conflict that shaped a generation.
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Dedication


[image: ]


To the young men sent far from home,

Who faced bitter winds, endless rain, and the cold shadow of war.

To those who never returned, whose names are etched in memory.

To the survivors, carrying scars seen and unseen,

And to the civilians caught between flags,

May their stories never be forgotten and may the lessons of their sacrifice endure.
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Part One


A Peace Shattered
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“Safeguarding national honour, without rancour but with firmness demanded by the circumstances, we have recovered the southern islands which are a legitimate part of our national territory....” 

Leopoldo Galtieri, President of Argentina 

From address to the Nation

2 April 1982

––––––––
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“We prey to God to give us the serenity and strength for this national enterprise which together we began on 2 April and in which we will persist in solidarity until victory....”

Leopoldo Galtieri, President of Argentina 

2 May 1982 
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Chapter One – Córdoba’s Son - 
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March 1982 – Córdoba, Argentina

I never wanted to be a soldier.

When the envelope came—thick, brown, stamped with the crest of the Junta—my mother knew before I did. She held it in her hands like it might burn her, the way women hold telegrams during wartime. My sister Lucía watched with wide eyes, her doll cradled to her chest. My father said nothing. Just took a sip of his maté and nodded toward the door. “Open it outside.”

The sun was heavy that morning, heat rising off the stones of our street in little ghostly waves. I stepped onto the cracked patio, the sound of the neighbour's rooster echoing in the distance. I knew what it said before I tore the seal. Every boy in our block knew someone who’d been called.

They said it was our duty. Our chance to make Argentina proud. But all I could think about was my mother’s face when I stepped back inside.

“It’s come,” I said softly.

Her hands trembled. Not enough to make the teacup rattle—but enough for me to see it. Lucía said nothing. She just squeezed the doll tighter.

The weeks passed like a blur of khaki and prayers. Córdoba’s autumn sun faded, and my home disappeared behind train windows and bus fumes. I saw my father cry for the first time when I left. He didn’t sob—just stood at the gate with wet eyes and a crumpled note in his coat pocket. He had slipped it to me just before I boarded the train.

"Don’t lose who you are, Nico."
"Come back."

We arrived at Campo de Mayo, north of Buenos Aires, with our heads shaved and our hearts clenched in our throats. They herded us like cattle, barked orders in voices already hoarse from shouting at boys like us. Some had never held a gun. Others boasted of hunting rabbits in the hills. Most of us were just teenagers, barely past the age where our voices stopped cracking.

The sergeant in charge of my unit was a brute called Cifuentes. He had a crooked jaw, the result of a bar fight in Tucumán, or so the story went. He told us that war was coming, and those who weren’t ready would die first.

I remember looking around the room that first night—crammed into bunks, wool blankets that stank of mildew and fear. The boy below me, Esteban, snored like an old tractor. He was from Rosario, a bricklayer’s son with too many stories and not enough fear. We’d become close, though I didn’t know it then.

I sat by the window that night and watched the stars, cold light over steel rooftops. I tried to picture the place we were going—those islands way down south, far beyond the end of the map. The Malvinas. The Falklands.

I didn’t even know what they looked like.

All I knew was that we were told they belonged to us.

The following days were filled with drills and bruises. We were taught to march, to aim, to kill. We fired rusted rifles into straw men and listened to speeches about honour and homeland. But when the gun kicked in my hand, I didn’t feel honour. I felt heat in my shoulder and the terrifying truth that I was learning how to end a life.

One morning, they issued us our final orders. Operation Rosario. We were to be part of the advance guard securing the capital—Puerto Argentino, they called it. Stanley, to the British.

We were told there would be minimal resistance. The garrison was small. The Islanders, we were told, would welcome us as liberators.

We packed our gear with trembling hands. The sky over the training camp was gray that day, like the clouds themselves were holding their breath.

When we boarded the plane in Río Gallegos, the wind screamed across the tarmac. The engines drowned out the voices in my head. Fear. Excitement. Pride. Dread. All rolled into one bitter taste at the back of my throat.

As the wheels left Argentine soil, Esteban grinned at me and said, “Can you believe it, Nico? We’re going to be in history books.”

I looked out the window, but all I could see was cloud.
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