
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

THE ROAD TO SANTIAGO 
Historical Mystery 

 
SYNOPSIS 

 
 The Kingdom of Aragon (Spain), 1096. Ibrahim, a Muslim Moor, converted to 

Christianity so he could marry his beloved Eufemia. Just as they start to plan for their children's 

marriages, Ibi finds his wife murdered. Several monks have also been murdered nearby. Ibi begs 

the magistrate for justice. Instead, he is accused of killing his wife. 

 The knight Fortun proves Ibi is not the murderer. He recruits Ibi into his group of soldiers 

joining the First Crusade. Ibi accepts because of a clue that suggests one of Fortun's men killed 

his wife.   

 Fortun grooms Ibi to be his spy, and disguises him as a Muslim trader, Ibi's profession 

before his marriage and conversion, even as  Ibi investigates each of Fortun’s men. 

 Nicolás, Fortun’s squire, looks guilty, especially after he tries to beat Ibi to death in 

Aquilea. Ibi lives only because his friends Gilberto and Juan save him. Ibi recovers slowly but 

can't remember much, including who attacked him.  

 The Crusaders are lost in the Dalmatians. They starve and are harassed by 

marauders.  Nicolás proves himself an able, but sadistic strategist, and makes it possible for the 

Crusaders to reach Constantinople. By the time Ibi's memory of his attack in Aquilea returns, Ibi 

is part of a forward party entering Constantinople, while Nicolás is back in camp. 



 After the Crusaders attack Roussa, a wounded man tells Ibi something that convinces him 

that Nicolás killed his wife.  

 On his way to confront Nicolás, Ibi is conscripted by General Boutumites, who needs him 

to be his spy inside Nicea while the Crusaders besiege it.  Ibi goes deep undercover in Nicea, 

posing as a smuggler. He bonds with other Muslim smugglers. The Niceans could endure the 

siege forever, but Ibi convinces the frightened royal family to surrender.   

 General Boutumites keeps his promise and the Crusaders are forbidden from sacking the 

city. Ibi has prevented a slaughter, but his fellow Crusaders see him as a traitor. 

 At the battle of Nicea Ibi sees so much death that he considers abandoning his plan to get 

justice for his wife. What good is another dead man after so much killing? 

 But Nicolás and some other Crusaders, angry that they couldn't loot Nicea, beat up Ibi 

and take his pay. Just as Nicolás is about to finally kill Ibi, they are attacked by the Sultan’s 

army. This is the battle of Dorylaeum. Ibi kills two Turks in self defense, then passes out from 

his own wounds, only to awaken after the battle, as Nicolás again tries to kill him. Ibi fatally 

wounds him instead. Before he dies, Nicolás confesses to killing the monks at Fortun's behest for 

the tithe money, but denies killing Ibi's wife.  

 After all the carnage, Ibi's lust for revenge dissipates. Also, after posing as a Muslim for 

so long, he doubts his own conversion. The only thing he is still sure of is his love for his family. 

He abandons the Crusade and returns to Jaca. But once he's home he comes face to face with his 

wife's real killer: his wife’s brother, who wanted her farm. Ibi kills him and takes his children to 

Andalusia, where Christians and Moors can still live peacefully together. 

  



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Jaca, The Kingdom of Aragon 
March 1096 
 

 

Chapter One 

 

The ground vibrated under Ibi's feet. Horses pounded the earth like a dozen heartbeats out 

of rhythm.  

Horses meant soldiers.  

A donkey brayed from the market livestock pen. A peasant wife's goose honked and 

struggled. Farmers stood around a busker singing a mournful love song by the fountain.  

Some turned their heads, alert, like him, to the sound of horse hooves.  

   Ibi pushed his way through the crowd of gossipers and shoppers until he found his wife 

at Gelvira's herb-and-vegetable stand. Eufemia was showing her friend the fat white goat she 

wanted to sell. The goat bucked and jumped and snapped its head from side to side. Eufemia 

tossed her head in return, her red-gold hair escaping from her kerchief. Her green eyes lit up 

when she saw him, her cheeks going rosy and her mouth sparkling with a laugh. He came up and 

took control of the goat for her. 



"Worse than children, the beasties, aren't they?" Gelvira's voice was loud, but not 

unpleasant. 

Ibi put his fingers to his lips, and then dropped his hand to the hilt of his dagger. His wife 

and Gelvira saw the motion and went silent. Now everyone could hear the horsemen 

approaching, slower, coming from the south. From besieged Huesca.  

They burst into the village square, their helmets and coats of mail glinting in the sun. 

They were all armed for battle, flecked with dirt, their mail patched in places, their boots muddy, 

their horse's manes tangled and dirty. Their pointed shields had different coats of arms. 

Mercenaries. 

Ibi took a step to block his wife from their view.  

"It's not an attack, Ibi. They're buyers," Eufemia whispered into his ear. He could smell 

her orange and jasmine perfume, the perfume he made just for her, mingled with the trace of 

their hearth fire in her hair. The familiar contrast calmed him. 

And she was right. Behind the soldiers were empty wagons, the red and yellow stripes of 

the House of Aragon painted on each side. The wagons were driven by slingers: the pouches 

around their necks loaded with rocks, their slings in one hand, and their whips in the other. 

"You should have brought more goats to sell." Gelvira was already re-arranging the 

goods on her stand to display them at their best. "King Pedro's men are here to feed the siege." 

Eufemia stepped out and craned her neck. Ibi knew she wanted to see, but he held her 

back. "Huesca is a day's ride," he muttered into her ear. "Why did they have to come as far as 

Jaca?" 

The horsemen spotted him, the only Moor in the crowd, and moved toward him. "Take 

my dagger," Ibi spoke low, between clenched teeth. "Hide it." 



His wife made a questioning sound but obeyed him, unbuckling the dagger sheath from 

his belt and hiding it under her tunic. 

The soldiers' progress was slowed by the clusters of ragged pilgrims bound for Santiago 

de Compostela. The pilgrims were everywhere, crouched by the cathedral doors, huddled under 

the construction scaffolding for the unfinished cathedral, crowded around the soup stand. They 

even crept into the middle of the road, but the two horsemen did not pull back on their mounts.  

"Where are the children?" Ibi was scanning the crowd, looking for his son's reddish blond 

hair and his daughter's black curls.  

The horsemen were upon him now, naked swords in their hands.  

"What's a Moor doing this far north?" The soldier forced his horse forward to step 

between Ibi and his wife, but Eufemia pressed against his side and would not move.  

"Take the goat." Without waiting to see if his wife had the animal or not, Ibi lifted his 

arms to show he had no weapon.  

"Moor. What are you doing here?" The soldier descended from his horse, but the animal, 

pressed by a crowd on all sides, came so close that Ibi could see the whites of its eyes and its 

thick lips pulled back from its teeth. The sight of the horse made his palms tingle and go damp. 

He rubbed them against his legs, trying to calm himself.  

Eufemia must have sensed his fear, because she answered for him. "Yes, my husband is a 

Moor. You may have heard of him, Ibrahim el Moro, the finest perfumer in all of Jaca." 

"King Pedro fights to reclaim Huesca from the Moors, and here in Jaca you harbor one of 

the enemy?" Now both soldiers were on the ground, swords drawn, the blades blocking Ibi on 

both sides, Gelvira's stand blocking his back. For a moment he wished he'd run, but if he had, his 

head would be on the ground already, far from his body.  



"I'm a converso." His voice was louder and sounded more confident than he felt. "And I 

have been since I met my wife and she showed me the light." 

 Eufemia reached inside his tunic and pulled out the chain that hung around his neck. The 

chain and cross she'd given him on their wedding day. It was a fine piece of work, threads of 

silver wound in a delicate pattern, with a garnet in the middle. 

"Twenty years he's been one of us," Gelvira's powerful voice sounded behind him. "If 

you need goat meat, he's the man to see. And I have herbs and vegetables for you. What does 

King Pedro need to feed his brave men?" 

The first man looked around at the crowd. When Gelvira had spoken their body language 

had shifted, and now they crowded around Ibi. 

The warrior sheathed his sword. "What price are ye asking for the lot?" he moved to look 

over Gelvira's goods, ignoring Ibi now. 

The other fighter looked Eufemia up and down. "If you're with him you must be a 

whore." He spat at her feet. Eufemia started, but Ibi held her back. The goat bucked and broke 

free of her grasp. Ibi grabbed it again. 

"I'll sell that goat for you, my friend," Gelvira came over and grabbed the goat’s horn 

with a firm hand.  

Ibi saw his daughter jostling through the crowd towards them, her dark face such a 

contrast to everyone around her. Dark like his own. He felt his chest loosen with relief. "There's 

Teresa," he whispered to his wife.  

"And there's Joaquín."  

Joaquín was now taller than he, with his mother's eyes, red-blond hair and freckled 

complexion.  



His son was oblivious to the tension in the air. Ibi put his hand on the boy’s arm. "Let's 

go home."  

They turned their backs on the soldiers. Ibi walked with an even step, listening to see if 

the soldiers would come after them. 

He heaved a sigh of relief when they reached the village gate. 

  



 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Two 

 

The path climbed through an almond grove, then met up with the more traveled Roman 

way that followed the top of the ridge.  

The cathedral builders had taken stone from the ancient wall that bordered the old road, 

leaving gaps through which Ibi could see farmers working a field of artichoke.  

Eufemia took his belt and dagger off her shoulder and handed it back to him without 

meeting his eyes.  

He took the belt, but held her hand. "If I'd been armed, they would have run their swords 

through me, without taking the time to find out who I was." 

"He called me a whore. In front of the entire village." Her voice was hard, sour.  

"Do you remember our first year married?" He strapped on his belt, checked his dagger, 

but kept his eyes on her. "People said worse things than that." 

Teresa and Joaquín must have noticed they'd stopped, because they walked back to see 

what was the matter. 

"Do you know where we are?" Ibi asked them. He took his wife's market bundle and 

heaved it onto his back, then picked up his own, and hobbled around Eufemia, stooped over. "I 



was a poor, Moorish peddler from Al-Andalus. I'd been walking through the valley and lost my 

way. And then I saw your mother, right here, on this very spot. She looked like an angel, aglow 

with golden light." 

His children had heard the story many times before, but they put down their own bundles 

and grinned. 

"I found her so beautiful, that I offered her my best perfume." 

"Orange and jasmine." Teresa said. "But you never make any for me!" 

"Every woman has her own special scent." Ibi leaned in and kissed the back of his wife's 

neck. "Orange and jasmine is your mother's. When you marry, you'll have your own." 

He looked at Eufemia to see if she was relenting, but she stared down at the village of 

Jaca below them. 

The cathedral bells of Jaca rang the Angelus. Ibi put his hands together, closed his eyes 

and said the words his wife had taught him: Ora pro nobis, Sancta Dei Genetrix. Ut digni 

efficiamur promissionibus Christi. The call of the Angelus echoed the calls to prayer from his 

youth that had floated down from the minarets. He pushed the memory away, pushed it down 

into the depths where he pushed back everything about his other self. 

When he opened his eyes he saw his wife watching him. 

"Do you ever regret it?" 

He picked up his bundles and hers. "Regret what?" 

She waved at the children who were already moving ahead. "This. Us. Staying here." 

Her question made something flutter in his belly. Yes, there were times he had regretted 

it. There were times he felt like the two-faced Janus, one face looking forward, the other face 

looking back. A stranger pulled between two lands.  



He thought he had managed to conceal all that from her. From their children. "I would 

never leave you." 

"But do you ever wish you could go back?" She waved toward the peak of Oroel that 

broke up the line of the horizon. 

He cursed the soldiers who brought her this anxiety.  

"I do wish I could have taken you to there. Just for a visit." He started walking. "I should 

have. Before the war." 

King Pedro's father had laid siege to Huesca two years ago. No one knew how long it 

would last. But since the siege has started it had gotten harder to be a Moor among Christians. 

Even if he was a Christian himself. 

"Yes, too dangerous now." Eufemia agreed.  

Up ahead, Joaquín turned onto the path that led to their farm. They were almost home.  

Ibi lowered his voice to a conspiratorial whisper. "We have some tasks ahead of us." 

Eufemia looked up at the mountains that loomed over Jaca. "Yes, we have to bring the 

goat herd up to the spring pastures."  

"I meant them." He pointed at Teresa just as she turned onto their path and disappeared 

into the woods. "We should plan for their marriages." 

Eufemia stopped and stared at him, her eyes wide, her mouth open. When she saw his 

serious expression she burst into laughter.  

The motion made her kerchief slip off and her long red-gold hair uncoiled. 

She draped the kerchief over her head and reached back to retie it but Ibi stopped her. 

"We're almost home. Leave it be." He ran his hands through it, brushed the hair out of her face. 



She dropped the kerchief into her basket. "What kind of preparations were you 

considering?" 

"If our son brings a wife home, he will need his own room. That means adding to the 

house. And if a young man comes for Teresa, his father will want a dowry." He continued to 

stroke her hair, her face. 

The sparkle in her eyes faltered a little. "You mean it." She glanced ahead at their 

children. "It seems so soon." 

"You weren't much older than Teresa when I found you." 

The laughter returned to her eyes. "Ibrahim, as I remember it, it was I who found a 

certain Moorish peddler, lost in the woods. It was I who led him to our village, and it was I who 

convinced him to stay." 

Ibi kissed her forehead. She leaned into his kiss with a smile. Then her expression 

became serious again. 

"Maybe we should send Joaquín to my brother. Let him find a wife in another village." 

"Where they don't know he's half-Moor, you mean?" 

She stared at the path in front of her, her face red.  

He wrapped his arm around her. "Let him find a wife here. Let him take as long as he 

wants. The longer, the better." The children were no longer in view. By now they'd have reached 

the farmhouse. 

He pushed his wife off the path, into the woods, kissing her cheeks, her eyes, her lips. 

She did not resist him, but returned kiss for kiss.  

"My love," he murmured as he lowered her onto the golden pine needles. "My angel." 

  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Three 

When he got back to the farm he found trouble. He'd put the donkey out to forage before 

they'd gone to the market, and it had managed to knock over several fence rails and get out. The 

goats had followed it and now they were scattered all through the woods. 

Joaquín managed to find the donkey and bring it back to the stable while Teresa and her 

mother went after the goats. Ibi studied the damage to the fence. 

"It will take at least a day," he told his wife as she emptied the baskets from the market. 

Eufemia looked out at the goats Teresa was herding. “Stay here and fix it. I’ll take the 

goats up alone.”  

Even with his son's help, it was almost sundown by the time the fence was fixed again. 

Ibi tossed the wooden mallet he'd been using to Joaquín. "That's enough. Go home." 

"Are you certain?" His son picked up the mallet and tossed it in the air, over and over 

again, as if it weighed nothing. "I can go up the mountain with you." 

"I'll go get your mother. Stay with your sister. Have food ready for us." 



Ibi watched his son walk back to the farmhouse, then made his way across the meadow to 

the path that would take him up into the mountains. There was a hint of warmth in the breeze, 

splashes of color where the first crocuses pushed through the last snow. 

Eufemia had shown him this trail when they were courting. After they were married 

they'd come up often to harvest the sap of the silver firs and he'd taught her to make balm and 

scented oils. He'd built their farmhouse here because she loved this place so. 

He thought of their lovemaking earlier. The warm memory made him climb faster. Up 

and up he climbed, though his knees creaked and his thighs ached. The mountains loomed over 

him, green, shadowed, still cold. 

The light was fading when he reached the spring pastures and looked around for his wife. 

A high-pitched, plaintive bleat caught him off guard. A little goat snarled in a bush. He 

uncoiled the vine and checked its legs. Nothing broken. The kid's fur was all dusty sunlight, its 

tongue wet and warm.  

He made his way to the stream, still holding the goat. "Eufemia, my love, I've one of your 

babies here." 

That's when he saw the shoes by the stream's edge. Her shoes. He'd cut and oiled the 

leather bottoms for her. She'd sewn the canvas top and straps on herself, the way she did for him 

and their children. She’d only set them aside if she had to go to the stream for water, or perhaps 

to rescue a goat that had stumbled in. 

He looked upstream, then down. 

There she was.  

 


