
What Ever Happened to Johnny Diamond?      
 
Darkness 
 
Music plays – ‘Message in a Bottle’ by the Police 
 
‘Just a castaway, an island lost at sea – oh 
Another lonely day, no – one here but me – oh 
More loneliness than any man can bear – oh 
Rescue me before I fall into despair – oh' 
 
Music fades to be replaced by the sound of a knife being sharpened on a whetstone. The 
strokes are slow and deliberate, suggesting purpose. 
 
Sound effects: a seagull cawing, waves lapping against a shore.  
 
Lights up on a man, mid - thirties and dressed simply in cut away jeans and a frayed tee shirt. 
He is barefoot. 
 
The man is Johnny, alone on a small island: a palm tree, and an expanse of sand. There is a 
small table from which we see an electric kettle with a cable running away across the sand. 
Also on the table are:  stuff needed to make tea, some fishing lines, floats and a few knives 
and a pair of binoculars. Underneath the table is a first aid box, a large bucket and a toolkit. A 
washing line runs from the palm tree diagonally down to one corner of the table. A single 
chair is set a short distance from the table. A guitar leans against the palm tree. 
 
Deep in thought, he continues to strop his knife – a wicked looking affair used to gut large 
fish. He tests the edge with his thumb. 
 
Incongruously, we hear the sound of a kettle whistling. The sound distracts him and he lays 
the knife and whetstone down in front of him in the sand. 
 
He moves over to the table and makes tea, which he takes back to where the knife and 
whetstone are lying. He stares at them for a moment. 
 
A long heart felt exhaling of breath suggests that he is not at ease – he fidgets, picks up his 
guitar and strums, then puts it down, irritably.  
 
Again, he picks up the blade and begins to strop the edge, lost in thought. 
 
Johnny The ocean has ebbed and flowed two hundred and thirty times since my arrival.  
 

Johnny sets down the knife and whetstone and picks up a journal and pen. He 
settles down and starts to write. As he writes, a pre – recorded tape plays 

 
Johnny (pre – recorded tape) 
 
 She is both my friend … and my enemy. She feeds me, sustains me, but could 

kill me in a moment, with a wave of her hand. I take her gift of food but I swim at 
my peril. She seems calm today, but tomorrow, who can say? 



 
 

Johnny busies himself with a task – untangling fishing wires, but we continue to 
hear his voice. 

 
Johnny (pre – recorded) 
 
 The sun grows hotter with each day, bringing with it a new sense of uncertainty. 

Yesterday, I caught myself staring out to sea for longer than can be good for 
me, my eyes making living shapes out of shadows cast by cloud and wave. 
Time has become almost irrelevant now, as I thought it would. So be it. It 
doesn't matter. 

 
Johnny speaks these lines live – back at his journal 

 
Johnny There are times when I cannot tell the sky from the sea, so blue do they seem. 

They meet at a point too distant for my eyes to resolve. And yet, when I first 
came here, I could see the horizon quite clearly without an eyeglass. Perhaps 
this is the beginning. The time where the test begins. 

 
I must be strong now. 

 
Again, he picks up the blade and begins to strop the edge, lost in thought. 

 
Johnny (pre recorded tape) 
 
 My former life falls away as a new way of living emerges. Temptation does not 

exist for me; only the need for survival. There is so much to be done, and a day 
seems to pass in an hour. I find myself absorbed by my tasks; so simple, yet so 
vital. A purity of soul is all I require from this place. I will leave nothing of myself, 
except that which I was given when I arrived. 

 
And yet I feel afraid. 

 
We hear the drone of a small aircraft overhead. Johnny looks up, and judging that the plane 
is about to fly over the island, moves to hide himself underneath the palm tree. He stands 
there for a moment, occasionally peering out from under the tree. Satisfied that the plane has 
flown over, he sits down once again and resumes the stropping of the edge.  
 
The drone grows louder; from the noise and Johnny's reaction, we sense that the plane is in 
trouble. He picks up the pair of binoculars through which he gazes at the spectacle.  
 
Sound effects: a plane hurtling towards earth 
 
The plane crashes into the sea. Johnny looks alarmed at this. He walks to the edge of the 
island, searching the sea with his binoculars. 
 
Lights down, then up, suggesting the passing of time. 
 



A second man, Kerrigan is about the same age as Johnny, and dressed in 
shorts and a sports shirt. He, too, is barefoot. His clothes are wet – it seems 
that he has swum ashore.  

 
Johnny is holding the knife to Kerrigan’s throat 

 
Johnny So who sent you?  
 

Kerrigan is too terrified to speak 
 

Come on! Who sent you – MacAndrew, Williams?  You know who I mean! 
 
Kerrigan I swear to God… 
 
Johnny How did you get here? How did you find me? 
 
Kerrigan I don’t know who you are. My plane came down. You must have seen me 
 

Johnny shakes Kerrigan like a dog 
 
Johnny Who else knows you’re here? Come on! 
 
Kerrigan There is… no – one else. The plane was a single – seater. 
 
Johnny Then who are you? 
 
Kerrigan The name…My name is Kerrigan. My plane got hit by lightning – I lost power. I 

had to put down in the sea 
 

Uncertain now, Johnny continues to hold onto Kerrigan,  
 
 Look at my passport – see for yourself 
 
Johnny (to himself) Kerrigan? Kerrigan? Where have you come from? 
 
Kerrigan From England 
 
Johnny From England – in a one seater! 
 
Kerrigan I swear down. I’ve come from England 
 
Johnny So what are you doing here?  
 
Kerrigan I told you – I had no choice! I’m flying around the world single handed 
 
Johnny  Did you radio for help? (shakes Kerrigan viciously, then shouts as he does not 

answer) Did you radio for help! 
 
Kerrigan No – the power failed. I’ve been flying blind looking for somewhere to land. 
 



Johnny seems satisfied by this answer. He releases Kerrigan who falls to the 
floor, massaging his neck. Johnny looks on.  

 
Johnny Are you hurt? 
 

Kerrigan pulls himself together 
 
Kerrigan No. No – I’m alright. But I’m dying of thirst – do you have any water? 
    

Johnny looks at him for a moment 
 
Johnny Wait here. 
 

He walks to the table and pours a glass from a large container. He hands it to 
Kerrigan who drinks deeply 

 
Kerrigan Thanks 
 

He holds the glass out for Johnny to take. Johnny ignores it. The men 
consider each other for a moment. Kerrigan cracks first 

 
 Please - tell me. Where am I? And how do I get away from here? 
 
Johnny You can’t. Not without a boat 
 
Kerrigan Right. Right. So there’s a boat, yeah?  
 

Johnny stares, still suspicious 
 
Kerrigan A boat to take me back to the mainland? I need to get on it 
 

A pause. Johnny turns away and resumes stropping his knife. 
 
Johnny No boat. 
 
Kerrigan What do you mean, ‘no boat’? How are you going to get back? 
 
Johnny I’m not 
 
Kerrigan How come? 
 

Johnny considers this question carefully 
 
Johnny I live here 
 
Kerrigan (incredulous) You live here?  
 

Pause as Kerrigan stares around him 
 
 On a bloody island? 



 
A pause 

 
Why? 

 
Johnny I’ll live where I like 
 
Kerrigan Why this Godforsaken place? 
 
Johnny This place is many things, Kerrigan, but it is not Godforsaken 
 
Kerrigan I don’t get it. You live here, but there’s no boat. How did you get here? 
 
Johnny Never mind how I got here. 
 
 Kerrigan looks at him, starting to panic 
 
Kerrigan All right, all right – none of my business – but please - just tell me – what am I 

going to do? There must be a plane that lands here. A helicopter, maybe?  
  

Johnny shakes his head. Kerrigan breathes deeply, trying to control himself. 
 
 Look, mate. I don’t know what I have done to upset you, and I don’t want to 

cause you any more bother. So can we stop the games – hmmm? I need to find 
away back to the mainland so I can make arrangements.  

 
Abruptly, Johnny turns and walks away. Kerrigan calls after him 

 
Kerrigan Is it money you’re after? You want money – yeah? Look – I have plenty at home 

– plenty. Let me make a call and have them wire some. Anywhere in the world, 
not a problem. Just let me get off this place 

 
 Johnny looks on disdainfully 
 
Johnny I don’t want your money. What use would I have for money? 
 
Kerrigan (starts to lose his temper)  Then tell me where I am and I'll sort out a rescue 

party. You've got a phone, yeah? A radio?  I need to get off this place. 
 
Johnny No phone. No radio 
 
 Kerrigan stares 
 
Kerrigan Well then what about internet? GPS? I can give them my last bearings. They’ll 

find me if I give them my bearings. 
 
 Head shake from Johnny. Disbelief from Kerrigan 
 
Johnny So how do you communicate with the rest of the world?  
  



Johnny shakes head again. Kerrigan looks around desperately 
 
Kerrigan Look, is there anyone else I can talk to?  
 
Johnny No. I’m on my own.  
 
Kerrigan I don't get it. You’re here on your own? With no communication? 
 
 Kerrigan thinks for a moment, trying to keep calm.  
 
 Okay. Okay. I refuelled on Tahiti. I flew for three hours due west, heading for 

Samoa. My last radio log would be at 14 -00 hours. I made air speed of 250 k’s 
for two hours before the storm, after that the instruments died. I flew on for 
another two hours, then saw the leaking tank. I took her down lower to try to 
spot a ship when she started to pack up on me. Four hours at 250. Jesus, I 
could be bloody anywhere.  

 
 (to Johnny) 
 
 Look – do you have any idea where we are? I assume this place doesn’t have a 

name. Where is the nearest island with an airfield? 
 
Johnny I have no idea. 
 

Kerrigan stares at Johnny, hostile 
 
Kerrigan I don’t believe you 
 

Johnny shrugs. 
 

(aggressively, as if about to become violent) You know, you are starting to 
upset me (looks at Johnny’s knife, thinks better of it). You can appreciate the 
situation I am in, yeah? I need your help. I need to get off this place. Sooner 
rather than later. 

 
 Johnny looks at him indifferently 
 
 You live alone on an island with no ‘copter, no plane or any other way off. You 

have no radio, phone or nothing.  
 

Johnny stares. Kerrigan looks at Johnny as if he seems to recognise him, but 
says nothing. 

 
 Okay, alright, so just tell me – what am I going to do? 
 
Johnny You don’t have much choice. 
 
Lights down – time passing 
 



The men build a rough looking raft made of wood. It has a crude sail and an oar. As they 
work, they talk. From time to time, Kerrigan looks at Johnny, puzzled as if he can't quite 
place him. The tone of the conversation should be terse, as if the two men dislike each other 
 
Johnny  We should be finished by midday. When do you plan to go? 
 
Kerrigan As soon as I can 
 
 Johnny looks out to sea 
 
Johnny You see the smoother water to the right of the rocks? Go for that then paddle 

out beyond the surf 
 
Kerrigan What happens after that? 
 
Johnny Head out as far as you can and keep a lookout for a  plane.  
 
Kerrigan How long is that going to take? 
 
 Johnny shrugs 
  
Johnny I haven't seen one in all the time I've been here. Except yours, that is. 
 
Kerrigan What about boats? 
 
 Johnny shakes his head 
 
Kerrigan And you really don't know where you are?  
 
 Gesture from Johnny suggesting that he doesn't know or care 
 

As Johnny works on the raft,  Kerrigan wanders to the edge of the island and 
looks out  to sea. 

       
 That water's starting to swell. The storm's whipped up the waves. I'd've virtually 

no chance on that thing, even if I could get past the surf. Another couple of 
hours and they'll be fifteen feet high. 

 
 Kerrigan thinks about this for a moment. 
 
 I'm going to have to wait.  
 
Johnny How long for? 
 
Kerrigan For as long as it takes. I need to give myself a chance 
 
Johnny (reluctantly) Okay. Then try again in couple of days.  
 
Kerrigan (to himself) Bollocks.  I don't have a lot of choice, do I? 
 



 Kerrigan thinks about this 
 
 There's a problem. Even if the water is calmer – there's no way I can do this on 

my own. You're going to have to come with me 
 
Johnny Not a chance, Kerrigan. I told you – I live here. 
 
Kerrigan You’re going to have to. At some stage I'll need to sleep, assuming I don't get 

picked up straightaway. I'll need someone to keep look out and help paddle. 
There's no way I can do it alone.  

 
Johnny You don't have a choice. I’m not leaving this island 
 
 Kerrigan looks mean 
 
Kerrigan And I think you are. 
 
Johnny No way. You're on your own on this one. You can do it - you flew this far without 

help. 
 
Kerrigan That's different. It was a single seater. There's no way I can do without help 

from you 
 
Johnny You're on your own, Kerrigan. And in forty eight hours, so am I. 
 
Kerrigan (menacing) No. No – we are going to do it my way. You will be on this raft as 

soon as the storm waters have gone. You and I, my friend, are heading for 
home. 

 
Johnny I refuse. There's nothing you can do about it. 
 
 Kerrigan makes towards Johnny as if to assault him 
 
Johnny I really wouldn't do that, if I were you. If you were to accidentally kill me you 

would last about two days before dying of thirst. You don't know how to work 
the desalination unit. 

 
 Kerrigan backs down 
 
Kerrigan The what? 
 
Johnny It’s the unit I use to take the salt out of sea water 
 
Kerrigan I don’t give a shit about your bloody unit whatever it is. I’d rather be dead than 

stuck on some miserable bloody island in the middle of the ocean. I'm on that 
raft, mate 

 
Johnny Fine. On your own. You can do it 
 
   A long pause whilst Kerrigan weighs up the situation 



 
Kerrigan Let me get this straight. Either I take a massive risk by striking out on my own or 

I spend the rest of my natural living with some nutter on a desert island? 
 
Johnny I am not a nutter, Kerrigan. I am a recluse. I want to take no further part in the 

world I have left behind 
 
Kerrigan But that's your choice, not mine. I have no wish to leave everything behind. 
 
Johnny Then you can leave. In forty eight hours time, the water will be calm enough for 

you to get going. We will never meet again after that. 
 
 Light down and then up. The men sit apart - Johnny busy with fishing wire, 

Kerrigan staring out to sea, a picture of self pity. 
 When he speaks, Johnny's tone of voice is calmer, more conciliatory. 
 
Kerrigan But why?  
 
Johnny Look around you Kerrigan. What do you see? 
 
 Kerrigan looks around. 
  
Kerrigan Sea. Sand. Trees. Fuck all else. 
 
Johnny And what do you hear? 
 
 A pause 
 
Kerrigan Nothing much 
 
Johnny Exactly. Nothing much. That’s why I am here 
 
Kerrigan How can you live with nothing? Sitting here on your own. It's so pointless. 
 
Johnny That would depend on your definition of pointless. What is the point of your life? 
 
 Kerrigan looks at him blankly 
 
Kerrigan The point? To work, make money. To get on. Same as everyone else. 
 
Johnny That’s not the point of my life. 
 
Kerrigan Your life is just… ticking away 
 
Johnny No it isn’t. 
 
Kerrigan So what do you do all day? 
 
Johnny If I don’t catch fish I don’t eat, so I fish. I sleep. I read. Failing that, I just sit and 

think. Tell me, Kerrigan, when was the last time you sat down to think? 



 
 Kerrigan looks at him in disbelief 
 
Kerrigan And you gave up everything at home to live here? You had a job I take it, and a 

house, a car. You said goodbye to all of that? Nah – Nah, I’m not having this. 
You’ll change your mind. Sooner or later, you’ll want to get back to civilisation. 
You've got to. It’s not natural living out here, wondering what the hell’s going on 
back home. What about all the people who knew you – don’t you think about 
them, ever? What about your family – how do you think they’re feeling? 

 
Kerrigan looks around him, appalled at what he sees 

 
It’s like … it’s like…you're dead. What do you get from living out here like Billy 
No Mates for the rest of your days? What was wrong with your old life? 

 
 Johnny is starting to get just a touch irritated by Kerrigan 
 
Johnny You don’t know the first thing about me or my old life. 
 
 Kerrigan thinks for a moment 
 
Kerrigan Tell me – how long have you been here? 
 
 Johnny is uncertain 
 
Kerrigan Come on – what does it matter if you tell me? I’m going to be gone in another 

day 
 
 More hesitation from Johnny 
 
Johnny Sixteen weeks, give or take a day 
 
Kerrigan On your own, for sixteen weeks? No company, no – one to talk to? That would 

drive me mad. 
 
Johnny My old life would have driven me mad, Kerrigan. Not this place. 
 
 Kerrigan stares at Johnny 
 
Kerrigan Don’t I know you? I seem to know your face from somewhere 
 
Johnny No. We’ve never met before. 
 
 Johnny turns away, as if to hide his face 
 

The sea looks a lot calmer now. Maybe it’s time you went 
 


