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When, however, one reads of a witch being ducked, of a woman possessed 
by devils, of a wise woman selling herbs, or even of a very remarkable man 

who had a mother, then I think we are on the track of a lost novelist, a 
suppressed poet, of some mute and inglorious Jane Austen, some Emily 
Bronte who dashed her brains out on the moor or mopped and mowed 
about the highways crazed with the torture that her gift had put her to. 
Indeed, I would venture to guess that Anon, who wrote so many poems 

without signing them, was often a woman.

-Virginia Woolf







 The creation of the mental domain of phantasy has a complete counterpart 
in the establishment of ‘reservations’ and ‘nature-parks’ in places where the 
inroads of agriculture, traffic, or industry threaten to change the earth 
rapidly into something  unrecognizable. The ‘reservation’ is to maintain the 
old condition of things which has been regretfully sacrificed to necessity 
everywhere else; there everything may grow and spread as it pleases, 
including what is useless and even what is harmful. The mental realm of 
phantasy is also such a reservation reclaimed from the encroaches of the 
reality principle

-Sigmund Freud













April 4, 2016
When I’m afraid of the dark, I’m aftraid of men. Not coyotes or mountain 
lions or bulls, I’m afraid there’s a man stalking me. I had this same feeling 

being alone in the Marin Headlands. This is not innate, but it is inside me. 

No one knows where I am and yet I have a fear of random men hiding in 
the shadows. Fuck this, there is literally nowhere I feel safe from attack. I 

have been taught to fear attack, to fear men and to fear shadows. 

Fuck that. 



September 28, 2015
“Is this an endurance performance?”
“I hope not, that sounds super hard.”

April 11, 2016
It’s going to be overcast and rainy until I leave. I want to cry.

April 12, 2016
My bed is completely sodden and the storm might not pass for another two 
hours. FUCK THIS. Nature is a dick. 

April 18, 2016
Look, I didn’t choose to be a pirate captain adrift on the stormy grassy seas 
of Central South Texas, that life chose me. And in that life waking up on a 
wet sheepskin because your boat house floor leaks, well that’s an inevitability 
that you just have to deal with. 

April 20, 2016
Is it even worth writing about the thunderstorm this morning? The wind, 
the tarp stakes ripping out, how I don’t know if the floor has new leaks or 
if it’s wet because my body is wet. Fuck things being wet, I don’t even care 
anymore. Oh that’s wet? Over there where it’s never ever been wet? Weird. 
Okay. Oh that’s wet? And ruined? Okay. Oh my bed is now just a barrel of 
rainwater? Okay, whatever. If I had a cow I would kill it to appease Thor. I 
really would. 

April 22, 2016
I have sprung two leaks from the floor. It’s not raining. Maybe I’ll move into 
my hammock and let the house sink. I’ll live in a net in the air where the 
only direction water goes is down. 

April 27, 2016
At 3:00AM CDT Doppler radar was tracking a line of strong 
thunderstorms moving SE at 40MPH. Wind gusts of 50 - 55 MPH will be 
possible with these storms. Torrential rainfall is already occuring with these 
storms and may lead to flash flooding. Do not drive your vehicle through 
flooded roadways. Frequent cloud to ground lightning is occuring with 
these sotrms. Lightning can strike 10 miles away from a thudnerstorm. Seek 
a safe shelter inside a building or vehicle. These storms may intensify. 

HANG IN THERE BABY







They say miracles are past; and we have our philosophical persons
to make modern and familiar, things supernatural and causeless

-Shakespeare Alls Well That Ends Well













Dear Ken, 
Remember when you started a joke that I was feral? Be careful what you 
wish for. Also, those witch brooms they have in Paris actually work really 
well. I made one, it’s awesome. 
       Love, Cat







April 22, 2016
I broke my mirror trying to take an old school selfie wearing a mosquito 
net as a scarf. 

Is it a sign? That I’m on the right track? Is it break a mirror seven years bad 
luck or break a mirror skyrocket to fame? I can never remember. 

See a penny, pick it up
Break a mirror, have good luck. 





For a transitory enchanted moment man must have held his breath in the 
presence of this continent, compelled into an aesthetic contemplation he 
neither understood nor desired, face to face for the last time in history with 
something commensurate to his capacity for wonder.

-F. Scott Fitzgerald The Great Gatsby







Cat Glennon
Witch House
photographic evidence from a 30 day site specific installation and 
performance secluded in Kingsbury, TX during April of 2016.

Thank you to Habitable Spaces and the Wassaic Project for all the support. 






