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The Island of Ashes

A long time ago there was a grey island 

set in a grey sea.  On the island there 

lived a princess.  Her name was Opal and 

her home was a cold grey castle in the 

middle of a cold grey moat.  
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The castle towers were defended by 

six big grey cannons and a troop of grey 

soldiers.  There were grey gardens, grey 

trees and grey flowers.

The name of the island was the 

Island of Ashes.
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Princess Opal sat on her grey granite 

throne in a grey granite room at the top 

of one of the towers.  She looked out to 

the far-off horizon and wished somehow 

for her life to be different.

Something was missing.



5

The cold grey sea washed up against 

the granite rocks at the shore just as it 

did every day.

Life was always the same for 

Princess Opal.

It was always November.

It was always grey, cold and wet.
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Every day, her father, the King, 

went up into the sky in his grey hot air 

balloon and shouted at the rain to stop.

Every day, the island’s fishermen 

landed their silver-grey fish in the 

harbour near the castle.  Princess Opal 

would sneak down to the harbour in a 

long grey cloak just to have something 

lively to watch.
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Then, one very wet grey afternoon, 

life turned out not to be always the 

same for Princess Opal.




