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Praise for Witches

A Kirkus Reviews Best Book of The Year

A Time Best Book of the Month

A World Literature Today Notable Book

“Beautifully translated . . . Though the book chronicles violence against women and those who present as women, it highlights, in both rural and urban communities, an atmosphere of freedom and mobility that is a pleasure to read about.”

—Rachel Nolan, The New York Times Book Review

“Feliciana’s sections are looping and abstract, while Zoe’s are as clipped and sharp as any journalist’s writing would be. The contrast between them is irresistible . . . Lozano writes their stories, and their growing connection, with such warmth that often read-ing Witches feels like sneaking into Feliciana’s house with Zoe. By the end, the novel feels like a community.”

—Lily Meyer, NPR

“A layered, kaleidoscopic and powerful story exploring relation-ships, fluidity, pain, healing, power and patriarchy.”

—Karla Strand, Ms.

“Readers of Fernanda Melchor’s form-busting, psychedelic takes on recent South American history won’t want to miss Brenda Lozano’s Witches . . . Heather Cleary fluidly translates Lozano’s spiky narrative, immersing readers in its horrors without obscur-ing its beauties.”

—Chicago Review of Books

“One of the most striking voices of a new generation of Latin American writers.”

—Pierce Alquist, Book Riot

“A terrific read from a writer who explores the power of the femi-nine in a world set on narrowly defining and belittling it.”

—Sarah Neilson, Them, a Best Book of Summer

“Braiding together the voices of two women—a mystic and a skeptic—Witches, to borrow Brenda Lozano’s words by way of Heather Cleary’s translation, runs into shadows to bring light. This is a story of the world’s repeated failure to control feminine power and the sheer magic of language itself. An enthralling, pas-sionate story about secrets both holy and profane.”

—Catherine Lacey, author of Biography of X

“I’ve always wanted to encounter a voice like this in literature, a contemporary bruja oaxaqueña, without folklore or cliché, with true feeling, complexity, and poetry. It feels like discovering that Juan Rulfo has transformed into a twenty-first-century woman, or better yet, that he has returned as one of the many voices that live in Brenda Lozano. A beautiful, painful, funny, and tender novel.”

—Francisco Goldman, author of Monkey Boy

“Brenda Lozano’s new novel is highly original, beautifully writ-ten, and graced with a hypnotically compelling narrative style. In Witches, a group of extraordinary women—Zoe, Feliciana, Paloma, and Leandra—are brought unforgettably to life. One hopes it will not be the last we see of them. A remarkable book about life’s choices, love, and the redemptive power of the imagination.”

—Jon Lee Anderson
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Translator’s Note

No matter how simple it might appear at first glance, every translation is thick with linguistic choices that carry political and aesthetic implications. Some of these choices—like leaving certain culturally specific terms in the language of the original—are immediately visible; some others are not.

Certain terms, for example, demand to be left in their original form; these are often described as “untranslatables.” Words like hyggelig, yakamoz, and Schadenfreude invite us to engage with other worldviews and think beyond familiar notions of, say, coziness, moonlight, and misanthropy; they invite us to connect across and through the difference we see before us. Literary translation is also warming to untranslatables. This change was facilitated by the ready access most readers now have to internet search engines, but its implications extend beyond the technological: it also has a political dimension. While there’s no one-size-fits-all answer for any question of translation, the choice not to translate these culturally dense terms asserts that not everything should be uncomplicated in the target language, as this sense of clarity is so often won through the violence of erasure. This is especially true when translating into a hegemonic language.

Take, for example, the milpa where several key scenes from Feliciana’s narrative occur. The word milpa is derived from the Nahuatl and refers both to the parcel of land where corn, beans, and squash are cultivated alongside complementary crops and to the traditional techniques of farming employed on that parcel to promote biodiversity and avoid exhausting the soil. The milpa, then, not only is a key source of food; it represents an intergenerational philosophy based on establishing balance between land, crops, community, and tradition. In other words, a milpa is not a cornfield; to translate it as such would efface this millenary agricultural practice and replace it with mirages of the Midwest.

Similarly, a güero is not simply a blond. While the term certainly applies to a person with blond hair, it is used more broadly—sometimes as a term of endearment—to indicate any light-skinned individual. In the mountains of Oaxaca, in an Indigenous community affected by colonial violence and racist state policies, this is more than merely a visual marker. It is an indication of otherness even when applied fondly, as it is when Feliciana describes the linguistically adept but culturally clueless graduate student who comes to her village as an interpreter after her healing ceremonies bring her international fame. It is certainly a mark of otherness when she uses it to describe the European academics who want her to travel across the ocean and speak in crowded lecture halls about her use of entheogenic mushrooms.

The list goes on. In recognition of both the term’s cultural specificity and the novel’s sustained reflection on gender norms and the violence that attends them, I left the term curandera (curandero when it refers to a person who identifies as male) in Spanish. This question of gender as it relates to the title of traditional healer is central to the novel’s plot: after discovering that her path is to follow in the footsteps of the men in her family, a line of respected curanderos, Feliciana has to contend with the discrimination of her family and the broader community, because according to tradition, women cannot perform the mushroom ceremonies known as veladas. Losing the gendered ending of curandera, then, would have obscured this key aspect of the text.

It was likewise important to keep bruja and its masculine counterpart, brujo, in Spanish (as much as possible). Because the title of the book is Witches, the term needed to appear in the body of the text in English as well, but I wanted to maintain a trace of the original usage for two principal reasons: for the difference in status between a brujo/a and the much more respected curandero/a and also because, despite its apparent translatability, bruja does not map exactly onto witch. A bruja might literally traffic in spells, but the term can also be used figuratively to dismiss a woman as a nag; this is true in English as well, but it is far less common these days. On the other hand, a woman with a highly developed sense of intuition might admiringly be called a bruja (this polysemy does not apply to the masculine form). It is precisely the contradictory figurative uses of the label as it is applied to women that serves as the conceptual axis of this novel. Witches is an exploration of the many ways that women and gender-nonconforming individuals are marginalized in our heteronormative patriarchy. It is also a celebration of the bonds they forge and of alternative ways of knowing.

Then there are the less obviously politically charged, but no less culturally specific, terms—as a picture is worth a thousand words, I do recommend looking these up as a supplement to this commentary. There is clothing, including traditional embroidered huipiles and tehuanas, and the iconic shoes known as huaraches made from woven leather straps; there are foodstuffs like atole, a hearty drink made with corn flour and served warm. And, of course, pulque—an unfiltered alcoholic drink made from fermented maguey that dates back to pre-Hispanic times, when it was a sacred beverage. Pulque is pulque, just like grappa is grappa and sake is sake, and if the time hasn’t yet arrived when rendering the beverage in English would seem as unnecessary as translating sake into “Japanese rice wine,” it surely won’t be long. By extension, the pulquería Feliciana mentions in her memories of her father would have been a traditional watering hole where people would gather to drink pulque; we get a sense of the state’s negligence of Feliciana’s community in her observation that between San Felipe, the town she moved to after her father died and that was later “swallowed by the city,” and San Juan de los Lagos, the village where she grew up, there were six pulquerías but not a single schoolhouse.

The festive velas that Paloma loves to dress up for are Muxe celebration-pageants where drinking and dancing go long into the night. Paloma herself is Muxe, a third gender recognized among the Zapotec peoples in Oaxaca; she was named Gaspar at birth and raised as male in the family tradition of curanderos but experienced increasing emotional and physical violence as she distanced herself from masculine gender norms. The vela is etymologically connected—by way of the candle, also vela—to velada, a term I ultimately chose to leave in Spanish only once. This single instance is meant to carry the term’s rich history into the text and also, through its placement, to highlight the connection between the pageants, Feliciana’s ceremonies, and the velorio, or wake, held after Paloma’s murder, which I translated as vigil to capture as much as I could of the resonance between these three distinct kinds of rituals.

In all these cases, I made the—visible—choice not to translate certain terms in recognition of the specificity of the practices and objects described. There was, however, an upper limit to how much I could leave in Spanish. Because the novel is written as two first-person accounts—one, the product of a recorded interview that has already gone through a process of translation (interpretation, really) into Spanish—the language needed to flow naturally and the intimacy of the conversation needed to come across. It wouldn’t do to overemphasize the foreignness of the text or to pull the reader out of the narrative by leaving too many terms in any given passage in Spanish. These decisions ultimately draw on a combination of instinct, experience, and research, as artistic choices so often do.

This is where the less visible part of the translation comes in.

Readers familiar with the cultural history of Mexico and/or the cultural history of psilocybin might sense something familiar in the story of a woman of indeterminate age living somewhere in the mountains of Mexico and performing ritual healing ceremonies with entheogenic mushrooms she refers to as “Children.” Such a woman did, in fact, exist: her name was María Sabina Magdalena García and she was a Mazatec curandera born in Huautla de Jiménez in the state of Oaxaca toward the end of the nineteenth century. She lived through the Mexican Revolution; she married, bore children, was widowed, and then dedicated her life to traditional healing. A banker and his wife did travel from New York to participate in one of her sacred mushroom ceremonies and wrote about her for Life magazine in 1957; she was later immortalized on film and sought after by prominent artists of the 1960s. As a result of all this attention—for bringing waves of foreigners to her mountain village, for sharing millenary rituals with güeros—María Sabina was ostracized from her community, threatened, and persecuted by the Mexican police. Her home was burned to the ground. She also became an international icon and, in her way, a prominent defender of women’s and Indigenous People’s rights.

To be clear, Witches is not biographical or historical fiction, but one of its central characters does bear a striking resemblance to a person who inhabited this planet for a time, a person who left an archive after she passed. And so, just as Lozano draws inspiration for her novel from certain details of María Sabina’s life, I used certain details of María Sabina’s physical and linguistic gestures to anchor my translation. Particularly useful was the video footage I was able to find of the renowned curandera: the flickers of mischief in her unflinching gaze, the cigarettes she took such pleasure in smoking, the sneakers she wore under her traditional dress, the rhythms of her speech and the way she looked, or not, at her interlocutor as she spoke. I also perused existing translations of her chants and descriptions of her ceremonies in English. I did not follow the model of these materials literally—Lozano’s approach to this figure is elliptical, so mine needed to be, too—but I wanted to engage them just enough that some of the resonances that would strike a reader in Mexico from, say, a demographic similar to Zoe’s would at least be traceable back to this root in English.

Thinking about the multiple processes of triangulation at work in this novel, as well as in its writing and translation, I couldn’t help but imagine the processes of triangulation involved in its reception in this new cultural and linguistic context. And to hope that Zoe and Feliciana’s exchange of stories will offer to the readers of Witches a chance to connect across and through difference.

—Heather Cleary




Best Witchcraft is Geometry

To the magician’s mind—

His ordinary acts are feats

To thinking of mankind.

EMILY DICKINSON

The nameless is the origin of Heaven and Earth.

The named is the mother of all things.

TAO TE CHING
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It was six at night when Guadalupe came to tell me they had killed Paloma. I don’t remember times or dates, I don’t know when I was born because I was born like the mountain was, go ask the mountain when it was born, but I know it was six at night when Guadalupe came to say they killed Paloma as she was getting ready to go out, I saw her there in her room, I saw her body on the floor and the shine for her eyes on her fingers and I saw her hands they were two in the mirror and the shine was on both like she had just put it on her eyes, like she could get up to put some on mine.

Paloma loved many men who didn’t love her back and she loved many men who did, they came one after another to her vigil and her vigil was like a vela. My sister Francisca and I had Paloma from my father’s side, she was the only thing we had from his family, she was the daughter of my father’s brother Gaspar, who also is dead. Paloma was the only one who carried the curandero blood of my father and my grandfather and of my great-grandfather the curandero, she was the one who taught me what I know, she was the one who told me, Feliciana, you’re a curandera because you carry it in your blood. She told me, This is how you do this thing or the other and that’s not how you do that, and she told me, You have the Language, love, she was the one who said, Feliciana, you are the curandera of the Language because yours is the Book. Paloma healed many men who didn’t love her and many men who did, she healed many people and told others their future and told them the future of affections in bloom or of affections that had wilted and turned to hate, and people liked her for that, because she was good at giving advice about love, people laughed with her and they went to her because she was good at giving advice about love.

Death called to Paloma three times. The first time it called to her was when she fell in love with a politician, death laid its egg in her then. It called for her the second time when she loved a loveless man and that time death trilled its song in her ear. The third time death called to her was when she loved a man from the city who had a disease still unborn but soon to be, and death sang to her as clear as the sun that it would come to her at six the night Guadalupe came to me to say they killed her with the shine on her fingers and I saw her in the mirror two times and two times she looked so alive except for the stain of blood spreading under her. A terrible hour, I remember that terrible hour. For me, it was six at night everywhere in the world, six at night today and yesterday and tomorrow, and for all time, and even though each place has its own clock, its own time and its own tongue, for me the only time and tongue and the only words were those ones because Guadalupe had come to say they killed Paloma. It was six at night and shadows fell across the milpa, it was exactly six at night when the Language left me.
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I agreed to write the article about Paloma’s murder because gender-based violence sends me into a rage. I couldn’t take the unending stream of news stories about femicide, rape, and abuse anymore—or the sexist jokes I’d hear around the office, for that matter. Any situation or remark that targeted a woman or someone who identified as one would set me off, and I wanted to do whatever I could from the trench I’d dug at the newsroom. Plus, I wanted to meet Feliciana. I was fascinated by her. When I took the assignment, I didn’t know any more about her than anyone else did: I knew she was the legendary curandera of the Language and the most famous shaman alive. I knew that the words she used in her veladas, the ceremonies she performed, had miraculous healing powers, and I knew the stories about the artists, writers, directors, and musicians who’d traveled halfway around the world to meet her. The professors and linguists from other countries who’d gone to see her in the mountains of San Felipe. I knew that books, films, songs, and paintings had come out of these visits—I didn’t know exactly which ones, but I knew they existed. I received a photo of Paloma lying on the ground in a pool of blood next to a bed draped with a peacock throw.

A coworker wrote me a two-line email saying that Paloma was related to Feliciana and had initiated her as a curandera, but that was all the information he had.

I’ve never been into supernatural stuff, definitely not fortune-tellers or whatever. Making money off a person’s faith always felt like a scam to me. I’ve never had my tarot read or looked up my horoscope in a magazine. Someone once explained to me what a birth chart was. I couldn’t focus on what they were saying, I just kept wondering how they could have gotten so interested in astrology. Someone else once asked me what sign my two-year-old was. I had no idea, so they looked it up right there on their phone, and that was how I learned that Felix is a Libra. One time, when Leandra and I were kids, a drunk with a gravelly voice “read our palms” in the park. The only thing I remember is the alcohol on the breath of this so-called psychic, who wore enormous square sunglasses and spat when he talked. I’ve always been a skeptic, but there were a few moments with my mother and sister that made me wonder about the power of intuition. Where it came from, how to explain it. I wanted to learn more about this famous curandera of the Language and I wanted to cast as much light as possible on what had happened to Paloma, to find out who she was. I’d like to say that Paloma’s murder led me to Feliciana—at least that’s how the interview began. But this isn’t the story of a crime. I’ll admit that I thought I was going to make a difference with my article, that I was going to help someone, but I was the one who found help through my conversation with Feliciana. I had no idea how badly I needed it. All this, everything that’s written here, is what I came to understand because of her. This is the story of who Feliciana is, and of who Paloma was. I had wanted to get to know them, but I realized right away that the people I needed to know better were my sister Leandra and my mother. Myself. I came to understand that you can’t really know another woman until you know yourself.

Before leaving, I tied up a few loose ends at the office. I made a plan with Manuel and my mother: he would take Felix to day care on his way to work, and my mother would pick him up and take him to her job at the university, where she would watch him as long as necessary, even take him home with her, until Manuel came to get him. That was more or less how we organized things while I was in San Felipe. I had no idea what I was in for. I couldn’t anticipate the power of Feliciana’s presence, not even remotely. She’d known my real reason for being there from the first night I interviewed her, which might have been why she started asking me questions back, questions that drew me out of my skepticism and into her ceremonies.

The first things I found on the internet the afternoon I agreed to write the article about Paloma were images of Feliciana with a well-known film director and a series in black and white of her smoking, taken by a photographer who’d been famous in the nineties. I came across the same portrait of her with Prince several times—he’s dressed all in white and has his symbol, a combination of masculine and feminine, hanging from a chain around his neck—along with several photos of her with a banker from the United States named Tarsone, some Wall Street big shot married to an eminent pediatrician; I read that they had played a large role in introducing the world to Feliciana after seeing the first documentary about her life and ceremonies. In one picture, she’s standing between the banker and his wife and doesn’t look more than five feet tall. When I met her in person, she turned out to be even shorter. I found only one photo of Paloma, standing with a rock band from Argentina—I’d listened to their Unplugged thousands of times when I was thirteen, while practicing on my drum set in the garage I shared on Saturdays with my father, who’d be in there taking apart and putting together cars or appliances that belonged to my mother or his coworkers—and I was surprised to discover, in that same search, that a song of theirs I’d learned by heart and had always thought was about space travel was dedicated to her. I tried to figure out how old Feliciana was and searched for any record of where or when she was born, but there was nothing.
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I don’t know when I was born, what day I came into the world, but it was in the last century. I know that my mother was almost thirteen when I was born and my father was sixteen, maybe a little more or less, and then my sister Francisca was born a few years later and we were the only ones because my father died when my sister Francisca was just learning to walk and my mother never wanted another man. I didn’t know my father much, time passed and I heard he was hard-working, I heard he sold the harvest from our milpa at market one town over and that at night he was a curandero, just like my grandfather and great-grandfather were curanderos. Paloma helped my father in the ceremonies. Time passed and I heard that he’d healed many people, when I was a girl they came to me again and again to thank me for something my father had healed, and one time someone thanked me on their knees blessing my grandfather’s name for the fog in their eyes that he’d healed.

What you say about your mother was the same for me, when I was a girl I had the intuition. People would ask my mother things and I would answer, the people wouldn’t see me and I would answer and they would feel afraid. One time a man came to visit my mother, a man named Fidencio who sold thatch. Fidencio was sad and his face was heavy like thatch grows heavy with rain, my mother served him a plate of beans and I touched his arm and when I touched Fidencio’s arm I closed my eyes and I saw a white dog near a mountain, and I told him that the dog was small, Just this big, I said, and I said that I saw a boy walking toward the mountain and the dog was following the boy. Fidencio cried and cried, How do you know, he said and I told him that I saw it when I touched his arm. I remember that time because Fidencio cried and he got angry. I already knew when I was a little girl that I was a curandera because I carry it in my blood like Paloma, from that side, from my father and my grandfather and my great-grandfather, I carry it in my blood but it wasn’t until I was Nicanor’s widow did I know this was my path. What is your husband’s name? Manuel. It was Paloma who showed me my path, my father pointed me to it, he passed it to me in my blood, but it was Paloma who showed me. I was twenty years old when I became a widow, or maybe I was more than twenty, I don’t know but I already had my three children Aniceta, Apolonia, and Aparicio, I took care of them and of my sister Francisca and of my mother, and then later I took care of Paloma even though she didn’t live with us, she lived with José Guadalupe, her husband, and she couldn’t heal people anymore because she chose nights with him over the ceremonies. Yes, he has two names. It was José Guadalupe who came to say they killed Paloma at six at night, at exactly six he came to tell me and I know because that is the only time now and that was when the Language left me.

I never met my grandfather or my great-grandfather and I have few memories of my father, but it was those three who received me when I was initiated as a curandera. I never met them, my grandfather and my great-grandfather who were known curanderos, until the day of my initiation, I saw them there at the ceremony when I was initiated, I was already a widow, and in that same ceremony I saw how my youngest grandson, who is named Aparicio like my youngest child, looks most like my great-grandfather. Paloma stopped being a curandera when she started to love men, but that’s not a thing you can take or give away, it comes with you, it wakes up in the night like a dog at the slightest noise. Paloma said to me, Feliciana, love, if I have to choose between being a curandera and going with men at night, and if the world’s ending anyway, then I choose to get laid. And so she stopped making ceremonies, from one day to the next. People went to One-eyed Tadeo, people crossed the milpas and the cane fields and they crossed the gullies and the mist and they went to see him in his hut before I was initiated, they went to see him so he could throw his kernels of corn and tell them tales in exchange for liquor, and then later the people from town came here to see me, and then from other towns they came, and then from the cities and even from other tongues they came.

I am a shaman but most call me curandera, that is how I am known. Some call me a bruja, a witch. Yes, there’s a difference between being a curandera and being a shaman, a curandera heals with elixirs and herbs, a shaman does this also but a shaman can heal things that are not of the body, a shaman can heal things of deeper waters. I heal things people have lived in the past, so I heal what they live in the present. And so people say also that I heal their future. I look at you and see that Paloma brought you here, but others bring you also, others led you here by the hand. Paloma once said to me, she said, Feliciana, love, shaman, curandera, witch, those words are all too small for you because yours is the Language, you are the curandera of the Language, and yours too is the Book. And Paloma also said once, Feliciana, love, it’s not always necessary to cure mankind because men aren’t always ill, but men are always necessary and good for what ails the Muxe in me, my dear.
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My mother’s intuition has shaken me up three times, maybe more. The first was when I was sixteen. I’d just been at María’s, the friend I started a rock band with when we were thirteen. The band was called Neon, and it had no future. I had gotten home late—I’d been smoking weed and didn’t want my mother to know. I managed to keep the lie going until she made a comment about the decorations in María’s living room. She had dropped me off at María’s house for band practice plenty of times before, but she’d never been inside. That afternoon, we’d smoked up and I’d stared at a floral still life for what seemed like forever. My mother described the painting in detail. Then, as if that weren’t enough, she repeated a phrase I’d reached at the end of a long train of thought, something I never said out loud, but which had seemed like a hidden truth, a truth as important as the invention of the wheel. In my moment of enlightenment, I’d written on the back of a receipt: We’re all different. I felt ashamed when I heard those words come out of my mother’s mouth and asked her how she’d guessed.

The second time was when I was twenty-three, a few months after I got my degree in journalism. Four years had passed since my father’s death, and I’d slipped into a depression. I didn’t fully realize how deep a hole I was in, but I had things around me I could use as a flashlight. Or at least I thought so. I was at my second job, working as the assistant to an editor who called me at all hours or over the weekend to look into something or another, to write an article for him, or to finish up his work on a Saturday or Sunday. He was forty-six, married, neurotic, insecure, and sexist. He never called me by name, he only addressed me as Sugar. Hey, Sugar, do this. Sugar, do that. That was how I ended up writing several articles he turned around and published under his own name. My modest salary allowed me to pay the rent on a small apartment; I wrote for a few different publications on the side and even though I was just scraping by, I was happy. One Friday night, as I was leaving the office on my way to a friend’s party, I got a call from Rogelio, the guy I was dating after things ended with my first boyfriend. As soon as he got to the party, he pulled me aside to tell me that he wanted to break up because he was into someone else. I was crushed. Drunk as I was, I remember vividly how, even while he stood there in front of me, the idea of him kissing someone else cut right through me and I left without saying a single goodbye. I thought about Julian, my first boyfriend. We’d been together for years and I still wasn’t entirely over him. I was thinking about some silly thing he used to say that always made me smile as I walked my broken heart to the car my father gave me when I turned eighteen. The car was a heap when he bought it and he’d restored it in his spare time, out in the garage. A silver 1978 Valiant. It was like an unpaid third job to maintain, but it had a magnet of Maggie Simpson on its metal dashboard that my father had put there when he gave it to me. It was a summer night, and it was hot. I didn’t know how much time had passed since I’d left the party. The car’s air conditioner was broken and it had rained, so I needed to wipe the windows down with a red cloth I kept in the glove compartment. I remember being at a traffic light, about to reach for the cloth, and thinking for the first time how I could kill myself right there, drive blind into the intersection with the windows fogged and end it all, just like that. Now when I say the word suicide it sounds so distant, so absurdly big, but when you desperately need a way out, even a flickering reminder that escape is possible—whatever form that exit takes—can offer a sense of peace. Just the thought that it’s always possible to end it all can be calming, it can even give a person strength in their bleakest moments. I’d been in that hole for weeks. Months, really. When I hit bottom, it wasn’t because Rogelio and I broke up or because my workload was overwhelming. It just happened without warning from one moment to the next, the way important things do, as I was about to drive through an intersection a little tipsy at the end of a long day of work followed by a party, one hot Friday night after a storm. Something had nudged the glass to its tipping point, and I could suddenly see how dark the hole I had sunk into really was. The sadness I felt was immense. I didn’t know where it came from, but it seemed to grow just by acknowledging it. Looking back, I can see that crossing that intersection was my entry into adulthood, a small explosion. Leandra had given my parents so much trouble that I never got a clear look at the powder keg I was sitting on. I’d begun to cry, thinking that maybe suicide was my way out, when my phone rang; I thought it was Rogelio and was surprised by my mother’s voice.

“Zoe, what’s going on? I was just about to fall asleep and I got a feeling
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