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Hey,  

My name is Sheree Mack. I’m writing this zine on a Sunday in April 2020. I’m sitting on the sofa 
in my living room in the second month of lockdown during the coronavirus pandemic.  

In these uncertain times, I’ve been staying connected to myself by leaning into my creative 
practice; writing, visual journaling, painting, cooking or knitting. Through process, I‘ve been 
able to sit with all these feeling of anxiety and grief allowing them to flow through me. I’ve 
been sharing snapshots of my creative process on Instagram where the response has been 
heartfelt.  

I’ve also been sharing glimpses of my outside adventures as I continue to connect with nature, 
especially the sea.  Now, I feel the need to go further in, adopting further self-protect practices 
which have seen me well over the last five years. I’m taking a social media hiatus for the next 
few weeks. 

I’ve always carried a strong sense of responsibility, wanting to be of service to others, so as I 
leave I gift you this zine all about my relationship with the sea. I hope it can bring you some joy 
and light during these times. 

Love   

Sheree x 
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To the Seas
Some mornings, I cannot help myself. The sea is calling me from my sleep to visit her. To be 
with her, as close as can be. There are mornings when I don’t heed her call. I turn over, go back 
to sleep. But at my peril. Because the sea, she will haunt me for the rest of the day, making me 
regret my decision, making me yearn for her like no other.
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First, I hear. Sometimes soft and soothing. Other times a deafening roar of power.  I come 
down the steps to the bay, this is when I see if she is in close or out far. I prefer her in close; less 
sand to cover before I’m with her. However, I will take her in any and all her many guises. Lately, 
I’ve been taking my time before I enter. Savouring the fresh breeze, the play of light upon her 
surface. The anticipation growing.
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The North Sea along this stretch of coast is colder than anywhere else in the UK. This creates 
colder sea temperatures that average during Spring and Summer. This makes me feel even 
more hardy and brave as the sea and me meet in all weathers throughout the course of the 
year. We are both changing women. We are kin. 
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In swimsuit and my Dreadscape swimcap. I walk slowly towards the sea. My skin is already 
tingling from exposure to the air. We meet and she laps upon my feet. If I have boots on, I 
continue. If not, then I may tip-toe within the shoreline before I go any further.  This is just delay 
tactics. I’ve come too far to turn back now. Inching forward, as she inches further onto my skin, 
possessing flesh and freezing blood.  We dance, we flow, we caress. 
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Back in the sea’s embrace, fully immersed, shoulders, back and elbows bitting with the cold, my 
breaths comes out in grasps.  I grow accustomed to her coldness, her welcome. Once the 
blood departs from my extremities to fuel my core, I swim out. Relaxed. She swirls around me, 
happy to connect. I’m more present in my body, in this moment, than any other time 
throughout the day. She is loving me softly and slowly and within this, is her warmth.
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Far too soon, it is time to leave her. Staying too long is asking for trouble. Like a siren, the sea 
could sing me her sweet song all day long, keeping me close within her waves forever. But I 
know I have to leave and face my day. Sometimes, I walk slowly out only to dive right back in 
and grab a few more seconds of this feeling of elation. When I’m with her,  I’m light and joyous 
and full of love.  
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With droplets of water on red raw flesh, I rub warmth into my arms, legs and bottom. Still eyes 
fixed on the sea, sending waves of love and gratitude towards her. She brought me back to me. 
She brought me back to feeling again, to being present. Her afterglow; tingling fresh 
sensations stay within me, inside me as I go about my day. My light shines ever more brighter 
this day.



15

zine@ livingwildstudios.com


	By Sheree Mack
	To the Seas

