
  
  
      
        
          Visayan Kris  

          A Murder Mystery During Magellan Expedition

		      
          Sanchez Tristão 

        

        
          [image: image-placeholder]

          AuthorUnion

        

      

    


  
  Sanchez Tristão 

Copyright © 2025 Sanchez Tristão

All rights reserved.

ISBN:

No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.










  
    
      Contents

    

  
    Table of Contents

    
      	
        Visayan Kris
      
        	
          A Murder Mystery During Magellan Expedition
        

        	
          Sanchez Tristão
        

        	
          DEDICATION
        

        	
          Preface
        

        	
          Salt, Sweat, and Suspicion
        
          	
            First Impressions
          

        

        

        	
          Whispers Under the Moon
        
          	
            Schemes in Shadow
          

        

        

        	
          Crimson Dew
        
          	
            The Body Discovered
          

        

        

        	
          Between Hammer and Anvil
        
          	
            The Interpreter's Task
          

        

        

        	
          Eyes Through the Leaves
        
          	
            An Audience with the Datu
          

        

        

        	
          Secrets Locked Away
        
          	
            The Captain's Hidden Hoard
          

        

        

        	
          The Envious Lieutenant
        
          	
            Rivals and Resentment
          

        

        

        	
          The Priest's Confession
        
          	
            Burdens of the Soul
          

        

        

        	
          A Gift or a Threat?
        
          	
            A Calculated Offering
          

        

        

        	
          The Missing Sentry's Story
        
          	
            A Secret Bought
          

        

        

        	
          A Steady Hand, A Shifting Eye
        
          	
            Bluster and Lies
          

        

        

        	
          The Mangrove Secret
        
          	
            A Tangled Clue
          

        

        

        	
          The Woman of the Village
        
          	
            Pearls and Fear
          

        

        

        	
          The Second Captain's Watch
        
          	
            The Watchful Captain
          

        

        

        	
          The Tide Turns
        
          	
            Chaos in the Camp
          

        

        

        	
          The Chronicler's Eye
        
          	
            Ink and Insight
          

        

        

        	
          The Carpenter's Tale
        
          	
            The Secret Longboat
          

        

        

        	
          Re-examining the Kris
        
          	
            The Hilt's Hidden Truth
          

        

        

        	
          The False Ally
        
          	
            Connecting the Threads
          

        

        

        	
          Cornered Serpent
        
          	
            The Confession
          

        

        

        	
          The Admiral's Justice
        
          	
            Judgment Under the Sun
          

        

        

        	
          The Uneasy Truce
        
          	
            A Bridge of Glass
          

        

        

        	
          Loose Ends
        
          	
            Echoes and Reckonings
          

        

        

	
          Setting Sail
        
          	
            Leaving the Island Behind
          

           	
        Echoes on the Water
        
          	
            Westward into the Unknown
          

        

      

      	
        ABOUT THE AUTHOR
      

      	
        Author Notes Section
        
          	
            Thank You
          

          	
            How to Leave Your Mark (Without Inciting Mutiny):
          

        

      

    

  



  






  
  DEDICATION





For all who navigate treacherous waters, literal and metaphorical.
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  Preface





The air hangs thick with salt and secrets. The year is 1521. Three battered ships, the remnants of Ferdinand Magellan’s ambitious fleet, anchor off a tropical shore. But this is no paradise. 

Beneath the lush beauty of this Philippine island lies a powder keg of suspicion and mistrust. A Spanish captain lies dead, a Visayan kris his only epitaph. Accusations fly like poisoned darts, threatening to ignite a massacre between the weary, desperate Europeans and the wary, proud inhabitants of this land.

Caught in the treacherous currents of cultural clash and desperate ambition is Kassim, a Malay interpreter. His voice, his knowledge, is all that stands between fragile diplomacy and brutal violence. He must navigate a labyrinth of lies and ancient rivalries, uncover a killer hidden by shadows, and untangle a web of motives that reach far beyond simple greed.

For in this place where worlds collide, the stakes are far higher than a single murder. Truth, justice, survival itself hangs in the balance.

Prepare to journey into the heart of a perilous mystery, where the clash of empires echoes in every whispered word, and where the most dangerous weapon is not a sword, but the hidden blade of betrayal.
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Salt, Sweat, and Suspicion
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First Impressions





The air hung thick and wet, a suffocating blanket woven from sea salt, wood rot, and the unfamiliar, cloying sweetness of unseen blossoms. Kassim leaned against the sun-scorched railing of the Trinidad, the flagship, feeling the tremor of the anchor chain biting into the seabed far below. His thin cotton tunic clung to his back, already damp despite the shade offered by the high aftcastle. Sweat trickled down his temples, stinging his eyes as he squinted towards the land that shimmered in the hazy distance – another island, another shore, another gamble in this seemingly endless voyage across the vast, empty ocean Magellan called the Mar Pacífico. But there was nothing peaceful about the tension coiling in Kassim’s gut, a familiar knot tightened by weeks of dwindling rations, sour water, and the grating friction of desperate men confined for too long.

This island felt different. Greener, somehow denser, than the barren rocks and sparse shores they had encountered since rounding the treacherous strait far to the south. The vegetation crowded the white crescent of beach, a riot of unfamiliar leaves in fifty shades of emerald, jade, and moss, climbing towards hills veiled in heat-mist. Palm trees, taller and shaggier than those Kassim remembered from his home in Malacca, fringed the sand, their fronds unnaturally still in the breathless air. The silence wasn't truly silent; it pulsed with the thrum of unseen insects, the occasional cry of an exotic bird, a low, resonant hum that seemed to emanate from the very heart of the jungle. It was the silence of held breath, of watchful waiting.

Below him, the deck buzzed with a weary, ragged energy. The Trinidad, like her sister ships the Victoria and the smaller Concepción riding at anchor nearby, bore the scars of their brutal journey. Her paint was blistered and peeling, revealing weathered timbers beneath. Patches of newer, lighter wood stood out starkly where hurried repairs had been made. The intricate carvings on her stern were faded, chipped by storms and neglect. Ropes hung frayed, sails were meticulously patched yet still showed signs of wear, and a faint but persistent odour of bilge water and decay seemed baked into the very wood by the relentless sun.

The men reflected the state of their vessels. Their faces were gaunt, etched with fatigue and the lingering effects of scurvy, though the fresh provisions from the last islands had stemmed the worst of the dying. Their clothes were threadbare, stained with tar, rust, and sweat. They moved with the economy of exhaustion, yet their eyes, scanning the newly anchored shoreline, held a familiar mix of apprehension and a predatory gleam. They were hungry – for food, for water, for women, for gold, for anything this new land might offer to alleviate the crushing monotony and hardship of their voyage. And they were wary, knowing each new shore could hide hostility as easily as sustenance.

Kassim felt like a ghost drifting among them, bound to their fate yet forever apart. Since Enrique, his Malay master and Magellan’s original interpreter, had perished months ago – another life claimed by this relentless quest for spice and glory – Kassim had inherited his precarious role. His tongue, fluent in the trade Malay that bridged cultures across these eastern seas, was his only currency, his only shield. He translated the Admiral’s commands, the officers’ demands, the crew’s crude attempts at barter, the cautious queries of newfound tribes. He stood between the sharp steel of Spanish ambition and the wary pride of island chiefs, a necessary hinge, easily broken. Another shore, another gamble, he thought again, tasting the salt spray on his lips. These Spaniards are worn thin, their patience frayed like the ropes holding this ship together. The islanders… they watch. They always watch. My words feel like thin silk trying to hold back a storm.

The grinding squeal of davits lowering a longboat shattered the relative quiet. Orders were barked, rough voices cutting through the humid air. Kassim watched the preparations, his gaze inevitably drawn to one man directing the proceedings near the waist of the ship with ill-disguised impatience. Captain Alonso de Vargas. Even from this distance, Kassim could see the man’s thick neck flushed red, the cords standing out as he bellowed at a sailor fumbling with an oar. Vargas was a bull of a man, barrel-chested and perpetually sweating, his movements jerky with pent-up aggression. His doublet, once fine Spanish wool, was dark with perspiration and strained across his broad shoulders. He wiped a forearm across his brow, smearing grime, and spat onto the deck, narrowly missing a coiled rope.

“Faster, you slugs! Do you want the savages to welcome us with poisoned darts before we even taste their water?” Vargas roared, his voice carrying easily across the deck. Several sailors flinched, avoiding his eye.

A leaner, taller officer approached Vargas, his movements conveying a weary patience that contrasted sharply with Vargas’s choler. Juan Sebastián Elcano, master of the Concepción, a man whose quiet competence earned him respect where Vargas’s bluster only bred fear and resentment.

“Alonso,” Elcano began, his voice low but firm, “The Admiral ordered a cautious approach. There is no need to provoke them before we even speak. We need supplies, not a skirmish.”

Vargas rounded on him, his face contorted in a sneer. “Caution? Elcano, these are indios, naked savages! They understand force, not pleasantries. A volley from the falconets to announce our arrival, that is the diplomacy they respect. Show them iron, and they will offer us gold. Show them hesitation, and they will show us their knives!”

“A volley might announce our arrival by sending them fleeing into the jungle, taking their food and water with them,” Elcano countered, his gaze steady. “We are too few, and too far from home, to make enemies unnecessarily. The Admiral seeks trade, perhaps converts. Let us try his way first.”

Vargas scoffed, turning his back on Elcano to glare at the shore again. “The Admiral dreams of saints and spices. I dream of returning to Spain with my skin intact and my purse full. We waste time.”

Kassim watched the exchange, noting the flicker of contempt in Elcano’s eyes before he schooled his features back into a mask of pragmatic duty. He noted Vargas’s dismissive wave, the way the nearby sailors seemed to shrink away from the captain’s simmering anger. Friction, Kassim thought. Like stones grinding together. It only takes one spark.

A shadow fell beside him. Kassim turned to see Ferdinand Magellan himself, standing near the rail, observing the landing preparations. The Admiral-General looked older than his forty years. The lines around his eyes and mouth were deeper than they had been months ago, carved by doubt and the crushing weight of command. His beard was streaked with grey, his posture ramrod straight, yet Kassim sensed the weariness beneath the iron discipline. His eyes, though, still held a piercing intensity as they scanned the shoreline, then his men, then the longboat now nearly ready.

“Ensure the landing party maintains formation,” Magellan’s voice was quieter than Vargas’s, but carried an unquestionable authority. “No man is to wander. Lieutenant Espinosa, you will lead the shore party. Caution above all. We need water, fresh fruit, anything they will trade. Make it clear we come in peace, but stay alert.” He paused, his gaze lingering on the distant tree line. “This Datu… Hamiling, they called him on the last island? We must meet with him. Secure an agreement for supplies and safe passage. Failure is not an option.” Spain is far, Kassim could almost hear the unspoken thought hang in the air. The King expects results. The crew is restless.

Near Magellan, a slight figure scribbled furiously in a leather-bound notebook. Antonio Pigafetta, the expedition’s volunteer chronicler, a Lombard knight whose thirst for knowledge and novelty seemed unquenchable. His eyes shone with an eagerness that seemed almost alien amidst the grim fatigue of the professional sailors. He glanced up from his notes, his gaze sweeping the island, the ships, the men, a faint smile playing on his lips. A new land! Kassim imagined Pigafetta thinking, remembering the man’s breathless questions after every new encounter. New customs, new words to record for His Majesty King Charles! Such wonders! Though the men seem… tense today. The humidity, perhaps? Must note the angle of the sun, the colour of the sand…

The longboat finally splashed into the water, laden with a dozen soldiers in helmets and breastplates that gleamed cruelly in the sun, their arquebuses held ready. Espinosa, a stern-faced lieutenant, stood in the prow. Kassim saw Vargas arguing briefly with Espinosa, likely giving last-minute unsolicited advice, before the boat pulled away towards the beach.

As the keel scraped onto the sand, Kassim held his breath. For a long moment, nothing happened. The soldiers disembarked, forming a tight semicircle facing the jungle, weapons prepared but not aimed. The air crackled with anticipation. Then, from the shadows beneath the palms, figures emerged. Not many at first. Perhaps five or six men, brown-skinned, wearing simple loincloths or wraps, carrying long spears tipped with what looked like fire-hardened wood or bone. They stopped at the edge of the trees, watching the Spaniards with unreadable expressions. Their stillness was more intimidating than any war cry.

“Kassim!” Magellan’s voice cut through the tension. “Attend the Lieutenant. Translate.”

Taking a steadying breath, Kassim descended the ladder to the main deck and made his way to the gangway where another boat waited. The short row to shore felt longer. The humid air seemed to press down, amplifying the sound of the oars dipping into the surprisingly clear water, the nervous cough of a soldier behind him, the distant, rhythmic chirping from the jungle. Stepping onto the wet sand, the heat enveloped him entirely.

Lieutenant Espinosa gestured him forward. An older man, perhaps an elder or minor chief judging by the simple necklace of shells he wore, had stepped slightly ahead of the other islanders. His face was deeply lined, his eyes narrowed against the sun’s glare, scrutinizing the newcomers.

Espinosa cleared his throat. “Tell him… tell him we come in peace. Servants of the great King of Spain. We are voyagers who mean no harm. We seek only water and food, for which we will trade.”

Kassim chose his words carefully, using the most formal Malay dialect he knew, hoping it would be understood, or that perhaps one of them knew it. He kept his voice calm, his posture non-threatening, palms open. “Greetings, esteemed elders of this land. We are travellers from afar, followers of the great captain Magellan, servant to a mighty king across the waters. We have journeyed long, and our supplies are low. We come in peace, seeking only to replenish our water and trade for sustenance. We offer friendship and fair exchange.”

The elder listened impassively, his eyes flicking from Kassim to Espinosa, then lingering on the armed soldiers. He spoke, his voice surprisingly strong, in a dialect Kassim only partially grasped, related to Tagalog perhaps, but distinct. He caught words for ‘iron men’, ‘ships like islands’, ‘water’, ‘strangers’. There was caution in his tone, but not overt hostility. Yet.

Kassim translated the gist back to Espinosa. “He acknowledges our arrival. He asks… why we are here, so many armed men, if we only seek water. He speaks of respect for their shores.”

Before Espinosa could formulate a reply, Vargas’s voice boomed from the Trinidad, drifting across the water, impatient and commanding, though his exact words were lost. The elder’s eyes hardened slightly, his hand tightening on the spear shaft.

The sun beat down relentlessly. Salt crusted on drying skin. Sweat dripped, blurring the lines between the wary Spaniards and the watchful islanders. And suspicion, thick and humid as the air itself, began to settle over the beach.

Espinosa, flustered by Vargas’s interruption from afar and the elder’s stony gaze, gestured towards the empty water casks piled near the longboat. “Show him the barrels, Kassim. Make it clear. Water. Agua. And food. Comida. We offer… offer knives, beads.” He fumbled in a pouch at his belt, producing a small, cheap-looking knife and a string of colourful glass beads, holding them out tentatively.

Kassim translated again, simplifying the offer, emphasizing the exchange. He watched the elder’s eyes flicker towards the offered goods, then dismissively away. There was no avarice there, only a deep-seated caution. More islanders had drifted silently from the trees now, perhaps a dozen or more, their presence adding weight to the elder’s unspoken authority. They carried themselves with a certain dignity, their bare, sun-darkened skin gleaming with health, a stark contrast to the pale, often sickly complexions of the Spaniards. Their spears looked less like crude tools and more like extensions of their arms, held with casual familiarity.

The elder spoke again, a longer utterance this time, his tone still measured but with an underlying firmness. Kassim strained to understand, catching phrases about ‘sacred ground’, ‘permission from the Datu’, and ‘respect for customs’.

“He says this landing place is used for ceremony,” Kassim relayed to Espinosa, keeping his voice low. “He says strangers cannot simply take water or make camp without the Datu Hamiling’s blessing. He insists we await the Datu’s word. He implies disrespect could have consequences.” Kassim felt the prickle of sweat on his neck intensify. This was the delicate moment, the point where diplomacy could easily shatter.

Before Espinosa could weigh his options, another longboat ground onto the sand. Captain Vargas practically vaulted out, splashing through the shallow water, his face thunderous. Two loyal guards, burly men with hard eyes, scrambled out behind him. Vargas ignored Espinosa completely, striding directly towards the group of islanders, stopping only a few feet from the elder, a posture of deliberate intimidation.

“Enough of this habla-habla!” Vargas bellowed, gesturing impatiently between the casks and the jungle. “Water! Now! Understand? Agua!” He pointed forcefully at the elder, then back towards the casks, as if addressing a simpleton.

The elder did not flinch, but his eyes narrowed further, and a low murmur rippled through the islanders behind him. Their grips tightened on their spears.

“Captain Vargas, please!” Espinosa hissed, stepping forward. “I am handling this. The Admiral ordered—”

“The Admiral ordered supplies, Lieutenant,” Vargas cut him off, not even glancing at him. “And I intend to get them. These savages need to understand who is in command here.” He turned back to the elder, puffing out his chest.

Elcano, arriving with Vargas’s boat, quickly intervened, placing a restraining hand on Vargas’s arm. “Alonso, por Dios, you will ruin everything! This is not the way!”

Vargas violently shook off Elcano’s hand. “Your way is the way of starvation, Elcano! I’ve dealt with their kind before. A show of strength is the only language they heed. Stand aside!”

“Threatening them will only harden their resolve, or worse!” Elcano insisted, his voice tight with frustration. “We need their cooperation. Think, man!”

The argument crackled between the two captains, Spanish oaths mixing with the incomprehensible murmurs of the islanders and the lapping waves. Kassim felt trapped in the crossfire, acutely aware of the dozens of dark eyes watching, measuring the division amongst the newcomers. He saw Pigafetta, who had also come ashore, standing slightly apart, his pen flying across his notebook, capturing the escalating conflict with avid intensity. He sees a scene for his chronicle, Kassim thought bitterly. I see the prelude to a massacre.

Finally, Magellan’s voice, amplified by the clear air over the water, cut through the dispute. “Captains! Enough! Return to the flagship at once! Lieutenant Espinosa, establish a secure perimeter on the beach. Send out scouts – cautiously. We will await the Datu’s decision, but we will be prepared.” The Admiral’s tone allowed no argument.

Vargas shot Elcano a look dripping with venom, spat on the sand again, and turned stiffly back towards his boat, barking orders at his guards. Elcano lingered a moment, gave Espinosa a look of grim acknowledgement, and followed Vargas. The immediate crisis ebbed, but the poison had been sown. The islanders watched Vargas depart, their faces like carved masks, then slowly, deliberately, began to melt back into the shadows of the trees, the elder giving one last, long look before disappearing. The beach felt suddenly emptier, yet more menacing.

Espinosa, regaining his composure, directed his men. A perimeter was marked out. Sentries were posted, peering nervously into the dense foliage. Small groups began the laborious task of rolling the empty water casks further up the beach, while others started clearing brush for a temporary camp, the rhythmic chop of axes echoing unnaturally in the stillness.

Aboard the Trinidad, the routine continued, yet underscored by the tension from shore. Kassim, returning briefly for orders, passed the makeshift sick bay near the forecastle. The air inside the cramped space was fetid, thick with the smells of sickness, stale sweat, and the harsh tang of vinegar used for cleaning. Men lay on thin pallets in the gloomy light filtering through a single grate, their low moans a constant, miserable chorus. A surgeon’s mate, his apron stained, moved among them, forcing spoonfuls of watered wine between cracked lips, examining limbs swollen and bruised from scurvy’s lingering touch, or feeling brows for fever. Two men had died since the last landfall, their bodies summarily committed to the deep, and several more looked unlikely to see the dawn. This grim reality fueled the desperate need for the resources the island held, sharpening the edge of impatience embodied by Vargas.

Hidden from the Spaniards’ view, deeper within the cool green shade of the jungle, the islanders who had withdrawn from the beach gathered. Warriors, elders, even some women peered through screens of leaves, observing the activity on the shore. They noted the metal shells the soldiers wore, the strange fire-sticks they carried, the way the angry one – Vargas – commanded fear among his own men. They discussed the iron men’s arrogance, their haste, their lack of respect. Was this the Datu’s test, allowing them ashore to see their nature? Or was it a danger that needed to be met swiftly? Weapons were checked – the smooth shafts of spears, the sharp edges of woven cane shields, the heavy weight of hardwood clubs. They were watchful, waiting for Hamiling’s wisdom, but prepared.

As the afternoon bled into evening, the sun dipped towards the horizon, painting the sky in lurid streaks of orange, pink, and violet. Long shadows stretched from the jungle, swallowing the beach inch by inch. The heat began to lessen, replaced by a damp chill that seemed to rise from the earth itself. The jungle’s daytime hum subsided, giving way to a new chorus of night sounds – the chirping of unseen creatures, the croak of frogs, rustles in the undergrowth that made the Spanish sentries jump.

Torches were lit in the small Spanish encampment, casting flickering, uncertain light, creating dancing shadows that seemed to writhe just beyond the perimeter. The flames reflected in the nervous eyes of the guards, their hands tight on their arquebuses. The mood shifted from the weary activity of the day to the tense vigilance of the night. The islanders were gone, vanished into the black wall of the jungle, but their presence felt heavier than ever.

Kassim stood near the edge of the torchlight, looking from the small, vulnerable camp towards the vast, inscrutable darkness of the land, then back towards the imposing silhouettes of the three ships riding at anchor, their lanterns like distant, watchful eyes on the water. Salt still coated his skin, the day’s sweat had dried leaving him feeling grimy and chilled, and the suspicion he’d felt earlier had now solidified into a cold certainty. Tonight would be long. The air was thick not just with humidity, but with unspoken anxieties, simmering resentments, and the dangerous unknown. He drew his thin cloak tighter around his shoulders, feeling profoundly alone, caught between the restless sea and this waiting, watchful shore. The meeting with the Datu, planned for the morrow, felt a lifetime away, separated by a night pregnant with possibilities, none of them comforting.
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Whispers Under the Moon
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Schemes in Shadow





The moon, nearly full, climbed high above the jagged silhouette of the jungle canopy, bathing the scene in a cool, silvery light that seemed only to deepen the shadows. Stars, more brilliant and numerous than Kassim had ever seen in the smog-choked skies of Malacca or the often-overcast Atlantic, glittered like scattered diamond dust against the black velvet expanse. The oppressive heat of the day had eased, replaced by a clinging humidity that felt heavy on the skin, carrying the rich, damp scent of earth, decaying leaves, and the ever-present salt tang of the sea. 

Night had transformed the island’s soundscape. The incessant buzzing and chirping of the day insects had subsided, giving way to a different chorus: the rhythmic croaking of unseen amphibians, the high-pitched trill of night birds, sudden rustles in the undergrowth that might be small animals or might be something else entirely. And beneath it all, the constant, soothing shush of waves collapsing onto the sand, a sound that had become the backdrop to Kassim’s life these past months, yet here, felt less like a lullaby and more like the island breathing.

Against this natural symphony, the sounds of the Spanish presence seemed harsh and intrusive. The sputtering crackle of torches planted around the small shore encampment, casting pockets of wavering orange light. The low murmur of voices as men huddled together, seeking comfort in shared complaints or nervous speculation. The occasional clink of metal as a sentry shifted his weight or checked his arquebus. A hacking cough from one of the makeshift lean-tos.

Kassim moved quietly through this landscape of light and shadow, a necessary phantom navigating the currents of mistrust. His role demanded he be present both on the flagship and in the shore camp, relaying messages, translating minor requests, but mostly, observing. He had just returned from the Trinidad in a small boat, the brief journey across the moonlit water feeling strangely exposed. The three ships loomed like sleeping behemoths on the dark water, their anchor lanterns tiny sparks against the vastness. Looking back at the shore camp, its few fires seemed a fragile assertion of human presence against the immense, brooding darkness of the jungle behind it.

The camp itself was little more than a cleared patch of sand and sparse grass above the high-tide line. A few rough shelters had been erected using sailcloth and branches. A larger fire burned in the center, around which a handful of off-duty soldiers gambled with worn cards, their voices kept low. Sentries paced the perimeter, their figures alternately illuminated by torchlight and swallowed by shadow, their eyes constantly scanning the impenetrable wall of trees. The air hung thick with woodsmoke, the smell of roasting fish – a meager supplement to the dwindling ship’s biscuit – and the undeniable miasma of unwashed male bodies. Despite their exhaustion, an electric tension hummed beneath the surface. Every snap of a twig from the jungle, every unfamiliar night sound, caused heads to turn, hands to reach for weapons.

Suddenly, the relative quiet was shattered by Captain Vargas’s voice, sharp with rage. He emerged from the gloom near the jungle edge, practically dragging a young sailor by the scruff of his neck. The sailor, barely more than a boy, stumbled, his face pale with terror in the flickering light.

“Imbecile! Look at this!” Vargas roared, shaking a dented helmet in the boy’s face. “Did I not order all equipment cleaned and ready? Does this look ready? It looks like you used it for a chamber pot!”

“N-no, Captain,” the sailor stammered, trembling. “It… it must have happened during the landing, sir. A rock, perhaps…”

“A rock? Or perhaps your thick skull knocked against it while you were dreaming of your village milkmaid?” Vargas shoved the boy hard, sending him sprawling onto the sand. “You are careless, lazy scum! Maybe a taste of the lash will improve your attention to duty!” He drew back his heavy boot, as if to kick the downed sailor.

Several nearby soldiers looked away, pretending not to notice. Others watched with a mixture of fear and sullen resentment. No one moved to intervene. Vargas thrived on such displays, reinforcing his authority through casual cruelty.

Kassim watched from the shadows near one of the boats, his hand instinctively tightening into a fist. This was Vargas unchained. Away from Magellan’s immediate oversight on the ship, his arrogance and temper flared unchecked. He makes enemies like a dog picks up fleas, Kassim thought, his gaze sweeping the faces illuminated by the firelight. Fear, yes, but hatred too. How many men here would gladly see him silenced? The sailor scrambled to his feet, clutching the helmet, tears of humiliation and fear streaking his dirty face, and scurried away into the darkness. Vargas glared after him, then surveyed the rest of the camp, daring anyone to meet his eye. His gaze swept past Kassim without recognition, his mind clearly elsewhere. He seemed agitated tonight, his usual bullish anger overlaid with a restless energy.

Feeling the need for the relative solidity of the flagship, Kassim soon arranged passage back to the Trinidad. The ship felt calmer, the routines more established. Sailors swabbed the decks, officers conferred in low tones near the helm, and the anchor watch kept their vigil. Yet even here, the underlying tension was palpable. Kassim found a moment near the stern, where a lone guard leaned against the rail, looking out towards the dark island. He was an older man, weathered, with tired eyes. Kassim offered him a waterskin he’d refilled.

“A quiet night, thankfully,” Kassim remarked casually in Spanish, keeping his tone light.

The guard, whose name Kassim thought was Mateo, took a grateful swallow before answering, his voice raspy. “Quiet… for now, interpreter. Too quiet, maybe.” He nodded towards the island. “Don’t like this place. Feels… watchful.”

“All new shores feel watchful,” Kassim said. “Do the men worry about the Datu? About the meeting tomorrow?”

Mateo shrugged, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. “Some talk. Mostly, they worry about Vargas.” He lowered his voice, glancing around the empty stretch of deck. “He’s pushing too hard. Stirring them up. The indios, I mean. And our own men. He promised easy riches, quick passage. This… this isn’t it. Just more heat, more jungle, more waiting.”

“He seems… restless tonight,” Kassim probed gently.

Mateo snorted quietly. “Restless? He’s been like a caged tiger all week. Snapping at everyone. Arguing with the Admiral, arguing with Elcano.” He leaned closer, his voice barely a whisper. “Heard him earlier, down by the boats… shouting at someone. Couldn’t see who in the dark.”

Kassim felt a prickle of interest. “Shouting? About what?”

Mateo hesitated, looking uneasy. “Didn’t catch much. Sounded angry. Something about… ‘won’t stand for it!’ he said. And then something about… ‘Magellan promised…’ Sounded like trouble brewing, if you ask me.” He straightened up abruptly, as if regretting saying even that much. “Best get back to my watch. Never know what’s hiding in those shadows.”

Kassim thanked him and moved away, the guard’s words echoing in his mind. Won’t stand for it… Magellan promised… Promised what? Land? Gold? A position of greater power? Vargas’s ambition was well known, as was his simmering resentment towards Magellan’s cautious approach and Elcano’s rising influence. Was it mutiny Vargas was contemplating? Or something more personal, some secret deal or betrayal? The fragment of conversation, combined with Vargas’s volatile behaviour and the sailor Mateo's nervousness, painted a disquieting picture. The whispers under the moon carried hints of conspiracy, sharp and dangerous as a hidden blade.

Okay, here is Part 2 of Chapter 2, continuing directly from the previous response and aiming for a total chapter word count of approximately 3,000 words.

Kassim continued his rounds, his senses on high alert. He needed to return ashore, to be near the main encampment should anything arise. As he waited for a boat near the Trinidad’s waist, keeping to the shadows cast by the mainsail, he saw Vargas again. The Captain emerged from the direction of the officers’ stern cabins, glancing quickly left and right. Seeing the deck relatively clear near the gangway, he moved with surprising stealth for a man his size, not towards the main shore camp landing point, but further aft, towards where the smaller, faster pinnace was tied. He exchanged a few hushed words with a figure waiting there – too dark to make out features, but the man’s build seemed slight – before disappearing over the side into the boat. Kassim heard the soft dip of muffled oars, and the pinnace slipped away from the flagship, not towards the main beach encampment, but angling further down the coast, towards a darker, seemingly uninhabited stretch of shoreline fringed by dense mangroves. Private business, the carpenter Enrique’s words from the future echoed back with chilling prescience, though Kassim did not know it yet. At the time, it was just another piece of the captain's suspicious behaviour, another secret layered upon the night's tension. Where was he going? Who was he meeting?

Returning to the shore camp, Kassim found a semblance of quiet had fallen. Most of the soldiers off-duty were wrapped in blankets, attempting sleep despite the humidity and the insects. The central fire had burned down to glowing embers. Only the sentries remained fully alert, pacing their assigned sectors, their figures stark against the moonlit sand.

Near the edge of the camp, partially illuminated by a single torch thrust into the ground, sat Father Valderrama, the expedition’s chaplain. His head was bowed, fingers tracing the beads of a rosary, his low Latin prayers a soft counterpoint to the jungle’s nocturnal symphony. The priest looked as weary as any of the soldiers, his face etched with worry, his robes seeming heavy in the humid air. He represented faith, solace, the promise of God’s protection in this strange and hostile land, yet the fear in the camp felt far more potent than any prayer tonight.

Kassim saw Magellan himself standing nearby, having come ashore sometime earlier to inspect the defenses. The Admiral-General stood with his arms crossed, gazing towards the dark jungle, his expression unreadable in the flickering light. Father Valderrama looked up as if sensing his presence.

“Admiral-General,” the priest’s voice was soft but carried. “May God watch over our endeavors and grant us wisdom in our dealings tomorrow.”

Magellan turned, his face grim. “Wisdom, Father? Or perhaps sharp swords and loaded cannons are what’s required. We need their cooperation, freely given or compelled. Pray for supplies, Father. Pray that this island does not become another grave for my men.”

“God favors the just, Admiral, not just the strong,” Valderrama replied gently, though a hint of disapproval tinged his words. “Let us not mistake our needs for His will. Caution, and respect, may serve us better than force.”

Magellan merely grunted, a noncommittal sound, before turning back to stare into the darkness, the weight of his command seeming to press down on his shoulders. Father Valderrama sighed softly and returned to his prayers, his murmured Latin weaving a fragile thread of piety through the thick fabric of tension.

Kassim lingered near the edge of the light, considering approaching the few islanders who had been allowed near the camp earlier in the day. A small group had arrived tentatively before sunset, apparently sent by the Datu as observers or perhaps an initial offering of goodwill – a few woven baskets containing unfamiliar fruits. They had been kept at a distance, regarded with open suspicion by most soldiers, but Kassim had managed a brief exchange. Now, he saw two of them huddled near the tree line, clearly uncomfortable but obeying their Datu’s instructions to remain nearby until dawn.

He approached them slowly, palms open, using the same respectful Malay phrases he’d employed earlier. “The night is long,” he said softly. “Your Datu shows patience, allowing you to wait here.”

One of the men, slightly older, with intricate tattoos Kassim hadn’t noticed in the daylight covering his shoulders, looked at him warily. He replied in the local dialect, which Kassim was slowly beginning to parse. “The Datu is wise. He watches. He learns.”

“The Captain Magellan also wishes to learn,” Kassim said. “To understand your customs, so we do not give offense.” He paused, choosing his words carefully. “The other captain… the loud one… his manner is rough. It is the way of some soldiers. It does not reflect the Admiral’s heart.”

The islander’s companion spat discreetly onto the sand. “He shows no respect. He shouts like a pig stuck in mud. Our spirits of the forest are angered by such noise.”

“He carries his own burdens,” Kassim offered, trying to smooth the waters. “Did he… interact with any of your people today? Aside from shouting?”

The tattooed man exchanged a look with his companion before answering. “He tried to trade. Metal for pearls. Our women wear pearls, but not for men like him. He grew angry when refused.”

Pearls, Kassim noted. Another thread. Was Vargas trying to procure valuable trade goods outside of Magellan’s authority? It fit his pattern of greed and self-interest. “I understand,” Kassim said simply. “May the spirits forgive his ignorance. We pray the meeting tomorrow brings understanding between our peoples.” He gave a slight bow and retreated, leaving the two men to their silent vigil. Their information was slight, but confirmed Vargas’s aggressive attempts at personal trade and his capacity for giving offense.

As Kassim found a relatively sheltered spot to rest, leaning against a smooth log near the beached boats, he allowed himself to imagine Vargas’s own thoughts. He pictured the Captain pacing restlessly, perhaps back on the Trinidad now, or maybe still engaged in his clandestine meeting down the coast. Fools! All of them! The imagined voice was thick with contempt. Magellan is weak, dreaming of conversions while his men starve and rot. Elcano, that calculating Basque weasel, waits only for his chance to usurp command. They don’t see the opportunity ripe for the taking! These islands… there’s more than just spices here. Gold, pearls… enough to make a man rich beyond measure, if he has the courage to seize it. Magellan promised glory, but glory doesn’t fill your purse or secure your future back in Spain. I’ll make my own arrangements. Secure my own future. Let them follow their maps to oblivion; I will follow the scent of gold. The internal justification felt chillingly plausible, a dangerous blend of ambition, frustration, and perceived necessity.

He glanced at a young Spanish sailor nearby, tasked with guarding the longboats. The boy looked utterly exhausted, his head nodding periodically, though he jerked awake guiltily each time. His eyes darted constantly towards the jungle. Kassim could guess his thoughts easily enough. Sweet Mother Mary, keep us safe tonight. Hope the savages don’t attack. Just want to get the spices, find the passage, and go home. See Maria again. Feel rain that isn’t seawater. Captain Vargas… he’s pushing them too hard. Poking the hornet nest. Hope the Admiral keeps him leashed tomorrow. Simple fears, simple hopes – a world away from Vargas’s complex, dangerous schemes.

Miles away, deeper inland, lay Kampung Matahari, the Datu’s village. It was nestled in a clearing, protected by a sturdy wooden palisade. Unlike the Spaniards’ tense, temporary camp, the village pulsed with a contained, watchful energy. Torches burned steadily along the pathways between the raised wooden houses. In the large central longhouse, Datu Hamiling sat with his council of elders and chief warriors. Smoke from a ceremonial fire curled towards the thatched roof. They spoke in low, serious tones, discussing the newcomers. The besi – the iron men. Their powerful ships, their strange weapons, their arrogant captain and their more measured Admiral. Scouts reported on the shore camp, the sentries, the palpable nervousness. They discussed the demand for a meeting, the need for supplies. Hamiling, a man weathered by years of leading his people through storms, both literal and political, listened patiently. He weighed the potential benefits of trade against the undeniable threat the Spaniards represented. For now, the strategy was caution. Observe. Wait. Let the iron men reveal more of their nature before committing to friendship or hostility. Warriors checked the edges of their kris blades, tested the tension of their
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