
A Boat Adventure in London – 3rd 

Delicious smells wafted from the kitchen door. John and Maria ran down for their dinner 
excited to fill their bellies.  

“Calm down kids!” Dad said. “I have an announcement to make. Mother and I will be going 
out tomorrow so we have arranged for Uncle Peter to look after you.”  

John and Maria loved Uncle Peter! He always entertained them so they could not wait to 
see him.  

The following morning, John and Maria woke up to the sunlight that shone through the 
crack of the curtains. They quickly ate their breakfast of toast dripping with butter and 
strawberry jam followed by succulent peaches.  

“Ding dong,” the doorbell rang. Uncle Peter was here!  

Hopping into the car, Uncle Peter drove them to the River Thames for their first ever boat 
ride! They all jumped into their boat and Uncle Peter started rowing. It was all idyllic but it 
wasn’t long before the water began to get choppy. Now the crystal blue sky was overcast 
and dreary. The tempestuous waves rocked the boat. Uncle Peter nervously exchanged 
glances with John and Maria. They could see gloomy clouds that looked as if they were 
pure soot.  

“Crash, bang, boom!” came thunder that made all three jump!  

“We should head back!” Uncle Peter suggested.  

It was then the wind blew the river as though she was commanding the water to sway and 
dance.  

“Look!” Maria said pointing to a glow ahead of them.  

“There’s no time to look at any fish or shells Maria!” John spoke seriously.  

“But look!” Maria pointed once more. “It might be something useful”.  

As they got closer they all saw a glowing pot! It was rainbow coloured as if there were disco 
lights shining from it! It almost blinded their eyes like the sun. It really was exquisite. The 
rainbow colours were gleaming and luminous. It definitely was the most beautiful thing 
they had ever seen.  

Uncle Peter, John and Maria were all too busy looking at the pot to have noticed the 
weather changing again. The water was now as fresh as a spring leaf. The sky was pure blue 
as if it was painted! Not a single cloud. Uncle Peter carefully put his hands in the water and 
gingerly lifted the pot. It was so light! The children gathered round him as he opened it.  

“What!” the children gasped.  

There was dust. Grey dust.  



“I thought there would be treasure!” John said as his mouth dropped open in awe. Maria 
dipped her hand into the dust. Suddenly she felt happier than ever.  

Peter and John looked confused.  

“What is it?” they both asked.  

“I don’t know. I just feel so happy!” giggled Maria.  

Both John and his uncle then touched a bit of the dust and also turned happy! They all 
knew what they had to do….  

So for the rest of the day they had fun sprinkling the dust around London. They watched 
the stressed, worried and sad people turn happy. Everyone was happy! 
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