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T H E  F A L K L A N D S  W A R
I N  N E W S P A P E R S

The Falklands War began on Friday April 2, 1982 when Argentine forces invaded and occupied 
the Falkland Islands and the associated island of South Georgia. British Prime Minister Margaret 

Thatcher launched an immediate response to retake the islands. Seventy-four days after the  
invasion, British troops forced the surrender of Argentina and ended the conflict.

This book gives you a fascinating insight into the Falklands War, using in-depth coverage 
reported by The Daily Telegraph at the time, and provides an important reminder of a period 

that would shape the futures of both Argentina and the United Kingdom.
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“There is no such thing as a little war for a great nation,” 
said the first Duke of Wellington. After victory in the 
Falklands, Margaret Thatcher joyfully quoted his words.

They did not sound vainglorious in the context. The 
Falklands story was remarkable for several things – the 
suddenness of the Argentine invasion, the distance 
covered, the feats of arms, the almost complete absence 
of civilian deaths, the completeness of British victory, 
and the leap in reputation for the United Kingdom and 
its first female prime minister.

The war had another unusual aspect for a modern 
conflict: there was no way the media could get near 
the islands except under the protection – and mild 
censorship – of the task force. As a result, most of the 
reporting was much less subjective and varied than it 
would be today, and photographs were rare. Dispatches 
were often pooled. Even at the time it felt old-fashioned.

This did nothing to reduce the story’s innate drama, 
however. Indeed, the fact that news had to be pushed 
through such a narrow funnel made it even more 
precious to eager recipients back home. The courage of 
the troops was all the more impressive for being rather 
tight-lipped. This comes across very clearly in the pages 
of the highly professional and informative journalism 
that this book reproduces.

So far as I know, I am the only journalist who was on 
the staff of The Daily Telegraph then and is still on it 
now. As a 25-year-old leader writer new to the task, the 
Falklands was the first really big story I had experienced. 
I must admit that I found it immensely exciting.

One thing that struck me was a generational difference. 
Many of the most senior staff at that time, including the 
editor, W.F. Deedes, had served in the Second World 
War. They tended to be pessimistic about the chances of 

British success. They knew first hand how terribly wrong 
a campaign could go. They had spent their subsequent 
careers in a period of almost continuous British decline. 
They had learnt to fear the worst.

We young men (we were almost all men in the 
relevant sections of staff ) were more ardent, and 
probably enjoyed “fighting the war” from the safety of 
Fleet Street too much. We were convinced that, once 
sent, the task force must not be turned back and could 
prevail. In the daily editorial conference, we tended to 
challenge, despite our ignorance, dear Bill Deedes’s 
forebodings. The weird thing was that we turned out, by 
no virtue on our part, to be right. I often wonder what 
would have happened if Mrs Thatcher had been a man, 
and had therefore joined the Armed Forces aged 18 in 
1943. Would that experience have inclined her, as it did 
her foreign secretary, Francis Pym, who had won the 
Military Cross, to sue for peace? It was, in part, her fierce 
motherly devotion to the men she called “our boys” that 
made her so determined to win.

The Falklands victory did seem almost miraculous. 
People felt elated. A week afterwards, the Princess 
of Wales gave birth to her first son, Prince William. 
Unprecedentedly, the Telegraph’s anonymous editorial 
column broke into verse for that occasion. I can now 
reveal that I was the poem’s author. I am glad it is not 
reproduced in this vivid book.

CHARLES MOORE

T H E  F A L K L A N D S  W A R
F O R E W O R D





The Falklands War between Britain and Argentina lasted 
just 10 weeks and was fought some 7,000 miles away over 
a patchwork of islands roughly the size of Yorkshire, to 
defend inhabitants who were resolutely British.

Like so many conflicts, it seemed to come out of 
nowhere, and 40 years later our recollections are hazy.

But newspapers are famously the first draft of history and 
here, from the archives of The Daily Telegraph, the conflict 
comes into focus. The war lasted a short enough time to 
deliver a broad account that holds the reader’s attention. 
The layout and the typefaces are an immediate gauge to 
the significance of the unfolding story.

Telegraph reporters covered the war from every angle. 
Kenneth Clarke was presciently in Port Stanley before 
the Argentine invasion, until they promptly expelled 
him. A.J. McElroy sailed with the British Task Force and 
Charles Laurence was aboard the troop ship Canberra. 
Frank Taylor reported developments in Argentina 
and Washington. For analysis, the Telegraph had no 
less than a major-general as defence correspondent: 
Edward Fursdon.

We have told the story essentially through the front 
pages of the paper, with occasional excursions to the 
inside pages to extend coverage. This means some 
stories are cut off at the turn – frustrating for some, but 
the pace of war and the pace of journalism is brisk. The 
aim is to bring clarity, convey drama, and deliver an 
outline of history.

We hope it appeals to those who served in the 
Falklands, those who remember the war, to the younger 
generations who look back on it, and not least those 
Falkland islanders who lived through the conflict.

How I wish The Daily Telegraph had been around in 
centuries past to guide me with bold headlines through 

the complexities of war and peace, particularly when I 
was a history student. This volume deserves a place in 
every school and college library.

At the forefront of reflections on war comes the 
human cost. In all, 255 British military personnel gave 
their lives in the Falklands, 775 were wounded and 115 
taken prisoner. A total of 649 Argentines were killed, 
1,657 wounded and 11,313 taken captive. Three Falkland 
islanders were killed by friendly fire.

The British had been around in the South Atlantic 
since the late 18th century. The first recorded British 
landing on the islands was in 1690 by Captain John 
Strong, who named the islands after Viscount Falkland, 
Treasurer of the Navy.

East Falkland and West Falkland are the main 
settlements in the archipelago of more than 700 
windswept islands. The territory subsequently changed 
hands between Britain and Spain, and Argentina 
inherited the claim to the islands they called the 
Malvinas. Buenos Aires still declares them an Argentine 
province under the 1994 constitution.

Britain has held the Falklands since 1833 and the 
islanders, many of whom are the descendants of Welsh 
and Scottish settlers, are proudly British. Everyone 
speaks English and there is a picture of the Queen in 
every home, reported Ken Clarke in an early dispatch. 
Sheep farming was the main occupation, reflected in 
the Falklands flag, which prominently depicts a woolly 
sheep as well as the Union Jack. The population at the 
time of the 1982 invasion was 1,850. Three policemen 
kept order and there was only one man in jail.

Trouble surfaced in late March when a group of Argentine 
scrap merchants landed on isolated South Georgia, 800 
miles east of Port Stanley, ostensibly to dismantle an old 
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whaling station. But our reports begin just a couple of 
days before the Argentine invasion on April 2, 1982, when 
5,000 troops landed at 6am (overwhelming the garrison 
of around 80 Royal Marines).

Back home, the foreign secretary, Lord Carrington, 
was an early political casualty, and Tony Benn pops up 
soon on the anti-war front. We’ve included some inside 
pages from early April in the immediate aftermath of 
the invasion and the dispatch of the naval task force to 
give some background and expand on detail. On April 
6, we reported how the Falklands’ quixotic governor, 
Rex Hunt, dressed in ceremonial uniform, prepared for 
surrender with a white curtain tied to his umbrella.

But as the fleet steamed towards the South Atlantic 
there were protracted negotiations for peace. I well 
remember door-stepping General Alexander Haig, the 
US Secretary of State, in Downing Street, and someone 
waving his hat and shouting “Is the fleet turning back?” 
in the pointless way reporters do outside No 10.

They did not, of course, and on April 26 we splashed 
on the recapture of South Georgia and Mrs Thatcher’s 
hymnal reaction: “Rejoice, Rejoice…” Charles Moore, 
the former editor of The Daily Telegraph, tells me she 
actually said “Just rejoice” but this did not restrain the 
headline writers.

The conflict became full-scale war in May. On May 
3, we reported the sinking of the venerable Argentine 
cruiser Belgrano – although in more restrained terms 
than The Sun’s controversial headline: “Gotcha!”

The next day, HMS Sheffield was hit by an Exocet 
missile, becoming the first Royal Navy vessel to be sunk 
by enemy action since the Second World War.

The Telegraph’s subheadings reflect a darker political 
mood by May 11. Cabinet gloom on peace talks. Junta 
“playing for time”. The Pope dithered about a visit to 
Britain – but he came anyway. The Common Market 

was divided on continuing sanctions against Argentina 
and, in the meantime, the UN was striving for a peaceful 
settlement as late as May 20.

Of course there were other things happening in the 
world too, so you can enjoy spotting sidelights such as 
the sale of Hever Castle and the defeat of “Red Ted” 
Knight in the London elections. Towards the end, 
Princess Diana displays immaculate timing by giving 
birth to Prince William in the glow of victory.

We’ve added a letters page to give a snapshot of what 
Telegraph readers thought as the “into battle” order was 
reported on May 21.

The following week’s dramatic headlines convey the 
Battle of San Carlos as 5,000 British troops stormed 
ashore. They were unopposed on land but there was 
fierce fighting in the air and at sea with the loss of 
the frigates HMS Ardent and HMS Antelope and the 
destroyer HMS Coventry within the space of four days, 
along with the supply vessel SS Atlantic Conveyor. Six 
Argentinian planes were shot down in a day.

A couple of bold front-page maps help tell the story 
as they do throughout the book. Note the strategic 
position of Goose Green and Darwin, a settlement of 
100 people and 100,000 sheep at a narrow isthmus en 
route to Port Stanley.

The following day came the sombre news of the death 
in battle of the Paras commander Colonel H. Jones. He 
emerged as one of the heroic figures of the war and was 
awarded a posthumous Victoria Cross. This was before 
the Telegraph established its famous obituaries page, 
but he is portrayed in a news obit on May 31.

Headlines in June plot the daily march towards 
Port Stanley, and a new word enters the vocabulary 
– yomping, meaning to trek with a heavy military 
backpack, so Royal Marine Commandos told our 
reporter Charles Laurence.



We get a flavour of boots on the ground now. At one 
point a brigadier improbably found a phone box, put 
some coins in and called a local farmer to ask if there 
were any Argentines ahead. He was told “No, and any 
advance would be a bloody good idea.” Also on June 9, 
A.J. McIlroy gives a first-hand account of a cold night in 
a trench with the troops.

But then tragedy struck with an air attack on two 
landing ships, RFA Sir Galahad and RFA Sir Tristram, 
which were carrying hundreds of soldiers preparing to 
disembark and join the main advance. The Battle of Bluff 
Cove, reported on June 10, marked the greatest loss of 
life among British forces in a single incident since the 
Second World War with a final toll of 56 dead, including 
32 men of the Welsh Guards, and 150 wounded.

The Telegraph was still recording the grim aftermath 
days later when the mood changed again and Mrs 
Thatcher told Parliament that the Argentines were 
flying the white flag. “Argentine forces surrender” is the 
splash headline on June 15.

Next day we printed Max Hastings’s account of his 
march into Port Stanley, one of the most famous 
dispatches of the war. A commentary by Matthew 
Symonds wraps up the campaign. It was all over. And all 
over for the Argentine leader. “Junta oust Galtieri” is the 
June 18 splash.

We conclude the story with a Falklands service at St 
Paul’s Cathedral and Mrs Thatcher’s triumphant visit to 
the islands in January 1983.

This book is principally the work of Gavin Fuller, the 
Telegraph’s librarian, who also contributes the daily 100 
Years Ago column. As the paper’s long-standing former 
syndication editor selecting stories for a worldwide 
news service, I am pleased to help editorially and write 
this introduction.

JOHN EIFION JONES
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