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    Water Colour was first produced by Byre Theatre in partnership with Playwrights’ Studio Scotland and Pitlochry Festival Theatre, and performed at Pitlochry on 9 May 2025, with the following cast:


    
      
        	
          ESME

        

        	

        	
          Molly Geddes

        
      


      
        	
          HARRIS

        

        	

        	
          Ryan J Mackay

        
      


      
        	
          Director

        

        	

        	
          Sally Reid

        
      


      
        	
          Designer

        

        	

        	
          Natalie Fern

        
      


      
        	
          Lighting Designer

        

        	

        	
          Adam Bowers

        
      


      
        	
          Sound Designer

        

        	

        	
          Ross Brown

        
      


      
        	
          Associate Director

          & Movement Director

        

        	

        	
          Steve Lauder-Russell

        
      


      
        	
          Dramaturg

        

        	

        	
          Frances Poet

        
      

    


    It was revived at the Traverse Theatre, Edinburgh, on 6 August 2026, as part of the Edinburgh Festival Fringe.

  

  
    
      
    


    Characters


    ESME


    HARRIS


    Setting


    Glasgow, Scotland.


    Here, now.


    A Note on Text


    A dash ( – ) indicates the character coming in sharply on cue.


    An ellipsis ( … ) indicates a non-verbal response or pause.


    This ebook was created before the end of rehearsals and so may differ slightly from the play as performed.

  

  
    
      
    


    


    
      PART ONE


      ESME. There’s graffiti along the railing.


      HARRIS. Padlocks eh promises, Mr and Mrs carved intae the concrete.


      ESME. Your feet make the bridge creak as you wander and you wonder


      What if?


      What if?


      HARRIS. Naturally, a drug deal beneath the arches…


      ESME. And the ever-present stench of marijuana…


      HARRIS. Cocktailed wae the salty sea air.


      ESME. The water, once sailed by notorious ships now sits undisturbed.


      As birds skim the surface, cooling down, nesting by the river bank.


      HARRIS. A breeze, n’ the trees n’ the bugs, who never seem tae die oot during winter, pester ye aw the while.


      ESME. It’s miles and miles and miles, always moving, never still.


      HARRIS. At midday, she catches the sun and just glitters, cyan blue


      Cue the picnics n’ toe-dips n’ riots…


      ESME. At nighttime she’s quiet. Eerily black and suspect, subject to contemplation and


      What if?


      What if?


      HARRIS. The Clyde is made up eh three rivers…


      ESME. Two strangers…


      HARRIS. Wan moment.


      ESME. A moment that starts…


      HARRIS. now.


      A shift.


      ESME. It’s late.


      HARRIS. Esme cannae sleep.


      ESME. It must be about two o’clock in the morning. I say ‘must’ because I left my phone in the microwave in an attempt to eliminate distraction. A poor effort, it turns out, considering the primary source of procrastination seems to be coming from my own mind.


      HARRIS. The city is asleep.


      ESME. And I am staring at my canvas. I am staring at my canvas, the paintbrush drying in my hand, my pallette parched, starved for water like the Sahara desert.


      You would think after five years studying such a thing, I would be able to muster up one last painting for my final uni submission. My panic-Masters. We’re at the final stretch, the finish line in sight, so near… yet so far. The canvas remains blank. And all I have to show for the last five years of my life are Pot Noodle packets, imminent student debt, and the sertraline prescriptions from my doctor stacked up in the bathroom cabinet.


      The canvas is taunting. It’s obnoxiously white. I contemplate slashing some paint on it, claiming it’s abstract and chancing my luck. The first draft is due tomorrow, after all. But I’d never do such a thing, because infuriating as it is, painting is the only thing that matters to me right now. Sometimes I think it’s the only thing that has ever mattered. What becomes of the artist who can’t paint?


      Beat.


      I take the canvas down, admit defeat. Check my phone. Confirmed. It’s 02:12 a.m. I haven’t taken my meds yet today. I wasn’t intentionally putting off taking them, but…


      I’m starting to conspire that maybe they’re the reason I can’t paint. When I was an unmedicated, slightly deranged, closeted teenager, stuck in her small town, I could pump out pictures like clockwork. Now I just feel… well that’s just the thing. I don’t feel. I don’t…


      HARRIS. She doesnae…


      ESME. Feel.


      HARRIS. Feels dead different than I thought. Kept imagining it like the movies, wae the big U-Haul truck and a load eh cardboard boxes. But half my stuff is bin bags, and we’ve managed tae squeeze most eh it intae ma maw’s motor.


      ESME. Harris is moving out of his mum’s.


      HARRIS. It’s been a long time coming, I’ll tell you that, but I couldnae afford it until now. Just got a new job – kitchen porter at a pure fancy restaurant. I’m talking Michelin-star shite, so the pay’s decent. Me and ma pal Dougie got ourselves a two bedroom, right by the river, just like we always talked about. Think whoever was in it last must huv popped his clogs or something. The rent is like, pennies cheap. Still, I’d take a haunted flat over one that would break the bank, you know whit I mean? I’m jist happy tae be gettin’ ootae Garvin. Garvin Cross is situated a wee ten minute drive fae the city centre. Just north eh the Clyde. But where the toon has vintage shops and vegan coffee houses and aboot a hunner overpriced student accommodation flats, Garvin Cross has… a big Aldi. And that’s aboot it.


      Maw keeps greetin’. She’s trying tae hide it fae me. She’ll pure disappear behind the bin bags, and then like, emerge wae a


      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      
    
  

  
    
      
    


    


    MILLY SWEENEY


    Milly Sweeney (she/her) is a multi-award-winning writer, performer and theatre-maker from Glasgow. Since graduating from New College Lanarkshire in 2024, Milly has built up an impressive portfolio career spanning playwriting, acting and facilitation.


    In 2024, she won the St Andrew’s Playwriting Award for her professional debut, Water Colour. Milly then went on to win the Stage Debut Award for Best Writer in 2025, a Scottish Emerging Theatre Award, and the CATS Award for Best New Play. Milly was named as The Scotsman’s One to Watch playwright for 2026, and her sophomore play, Someone’s Knockin’ at the Door had a sold-out Scottish Tour produced by A Play, A Pie and A Pint.


    As an actor, Milly has performed with organisations such as Dundee Rep, Cumbernauld Theatre and the Scottish Mental Health Arts Festival. She is an alumnus of Youth Theatre Arts Scotland’s Next Generation programme, and currently facilitates on a freelance basis for youth theatres around Glasgow. Milly is keen to create socially engaged work, exploring themes such as feminism, queerness, neurodiversity and mental health. Presently, she co-runs a grassroots theatre company called Cuttin’ Aboot.

  

  
    
      
    


    A Nick Hern Book


    Water Colour first published in Great Britain in 2026 as a paperback original by Nick Hern Books Limited, The Glasshouse, 49a Goldhawk Road, London W12 8QP


    Water Colour copyright © 2026 Milly Sweeney


    Milly Sweeney has asserted her moral right to be identified as the author of this work


    Cover image by Sonny Vermeer


    Designed and typeset by Nick Hern Books, London

    A CIP catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library


    ISBN 978 1 83904 630 8 (print edition)

    ISBN   978 1 80640 033 1 (ebook edition)


    CAUTION   This ebook is copyright material and must not be copied, reproduced, transferred, distributed, leased, licensed or publicly performed or used in any way except as specifically permitted in writing by the publishers, as allowed under the terms and conditions under which it was purchased or as strictly permitted by applicable copyright law. Any unauthorised distribution or use of this text may be a direct infringement of the author’s and publisher’s rights, and those responsible may be liable in law accordingly. This ebook may not be used, in whole or in part, for the development or training of artificial intelligence technologies or systems.


    Amateur Performing Rights   Applications for performance, including readings and excerpts, by amateurs in the English language throughout the world should be addressed to the Performing Rights Department, Nick Hern Books, The Glasshouse, 49a Goldhawk Road, London W12 8QP, tel +44 (0)20 8749 4953, email rights@nickhernbooks.co.uk, except as follows:


    Australia: ORiGiN Theatrical, email enquiries@originmusic.com.au, web www.origintheatrical.com.au


    New Zealand: Play Bureau, 20 Rua Street, Mangapapa, Gisborne, 4010, tel +64 21 258 3998, email info@playbureau.com


    United States and Canada: Brennan Artists, see details below


    Professional Performing Rights   Applications for performance by professionals in any medium and in any language throughout the world should be addressed to Brennan Artists, Canal House, 2 Speirs Wharf, Glasgow G4 9UG, email info@brennanartists.com


    No performance of any kind may be given unless a licence has been obtained. Applcations should be made before rehearsals begin. Publication of this play does not necessarily indicate its availability for amateur performance.
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