
The Challenge

In a tavern, private room, Cadiz, Spain. 1506

T
he room was dimly lit: 
only one candle burned. 
Wax dripped onto the 
middle of a dirty, 
wooden table. Two of 

the world’s greatest explorers, Luis 
Jimenez and Solomon Clegg, stared at 
each other. No one else was in the room. 
It was a hot evening but all the windows 
were closed. This meeting was private. The 
conversation had to be secret. As secret as 
the two maps they slowly unrolled onto the 
table in front of them.

“Gosh,” whispered Clegg.

“Mmmm,” growled Jimenez in a Spanish 
accent.

This was all that was said for at least half 
an hour. Perhaps they were in shock. 
No one knew except for Clegg and 
Jimenez and they weren’t telling.

These were maps that could 
change the world! Only two 
people knew about them and 
they were staring at each other 
right now across the old wooden 
table. Someone had to break 
the silence, someone had to say 
something.

“Splatter me with rat vomit and leave 
me for the buzzards,” said Clegg, 
“I’m transflooxed!”

Jimenez, who was clearly not amused, 
made low growling noises like a 
wild dog. His dark eyes darkened 
even more as he looked at the map 
again. “Oro,” he whispered, rubbing his 
hands greedily. “¡Estupendo!”

Silence fell again. The candle was nearly burnt out. 
The room seemed hotter, the air thicker. Sweat drops 
plopped from Solomon’s beard onto the table. He 
looked at his letter again. Christopher Columbus’ 
handwriting was thin and spidery but the message 
was strong and clear.

This is what he wrote.
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Valladolid, Spain.

20th day of May in the year of Our Lor
d 1506.

Dear Solomon and Luis,

My old friends, I am dying. I won’t see 
the morning, of that I am sure. I have 

lived a full, 

exciting life and have enjoyed many amazi
ng, unbelievable opportunities. I discovered

 the other 

side of our great planet. Crossing giganti
c oceans, I found the Americas, its peop

le and its 

riches! But there is one mystery I didn’t
 solve.

There is a city made of gold! A place k
nown as El Dorado. Everything in the city

 - the 

houses, roads, temples, flowers - is all m
ade of solid gold. The natives have loads

 of it, more 

than you could ever imagine. I am sending
 you both a copy of a map I stole from

 a black-

hearted pirate in the Caribbean. 

This is what I want you to do. Meet in 
secret. Along with your letter you both h

ave a 

map. Do not open it until you are togethe
r. The map shows a land known as Colom

bia, named 

after me. There you will find El Dorado. 
If you travel from the north, you will fa

ce the most 

evil pirates in the world. If you travel f
rom the south, you will take on the gigan

tic Amazon 

River with its rainforest full of deadly c
reatures. One of you must travel from th

e north and 

the other from the south. Whoever arriv
es first gets all the gold they can lay th

eir hands 

on. The man who is second must leave em
pty-handed and never return. Be warned:

 Follow 

these rules or else I will have my reveng
e in the next life!

Good luck my friends,

Christopher Columbus.
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“So, we must decide who travels from 
the north and who arrives from the south. Don’t even 
think about going halves on the gold,” said Luis. 
“This gold will be mine, all mine!” 

“Perhaps we could have a quiz? The winner chooses 
north or south?” asked Solomon. Luis glared at him 
as if he was ready to attack. Solomon puffed out his 
chest, “Or throw knives at each other and see who gets 
closest?” Luis glared at him again, this time so hard 
that Solomon almost jumped! “Always worked for 
me,” said Solomon quietly, “apart from when I sliced 
off my first mate’s ear. I gave him the week off and his 
ear to the ship’s cat.”

Luis took two dice from his jacket pocket and rolled 
them across the table. The dice said eleven. “Highest 
score has first choice,” he cried.

“Eleven! That’s odd!” Solomon laughed, 
but Luis wasn’t in the mood for jokes. 
“Roll the dice, my friend,” he said.

Solomon held the small, worn 
dice and rattled them in both 
his strong, battle-scarred hands. 
Throwing them, he closed his 
eyes and threw them. The first 

showed a six. The second one spun on one corner and 
then another before landing...

“Two sixes! Golly gosh!” said Solomon Clegg, his eyes 
now open wide. “Lucky old me! I’ll go from the north. I 
want the sea and the pirates. Shake hands and may the 
best man win!” Solomon grinned. Luis smiled too, the 
sort of smile that said, “I know something you don’t 
know and if you did know what I know, you would 
not want to know, you know?”

They left as friends. Whether they stayed friends for 
long was another matter.
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