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PROLOGUE


	She appeared through the branches of the fragrant and resin-laden fir trees, armor shining and saddle high, terrible to behold with the stag antler on her helmet and an upright, heavy spear by her side. She had reached the final fount; from here on there was nothing but the sea, and then the island to which she was headed.
	She had explored distant lands and acquired wisdom; witnessed mysteries and come to know secret things. She was one of the Twelve, and the Twelve were her; the Dream reverberated from the Empress into her and the world, and she herself was the Empress’s eye and hand. While on horseback, she was the world itself, and space, and time. In the gait of her horse and the line of her gaze were every horizon and road, the beginning and end of all stories. She was every knight, and hero, and warrior; every traveler, vagabond, and fool who travelled forth from the center to the borders; every woman, man, animal, or thing that might carry a newborn of great destiny far away from danger.	Comment by Oonagh S.: Register/genre: I like the capitalization here; it helps create the world we, the readers, are entering into	Comment by Oonagh S.: Meaning. The Italian is “la linea dal centro al fuori” which indicates some kind of trajectory, and as such a conscious choice to undertake this journey from the accepted to that which is new.   
	Once, the world had been just a child’s drawing on the palm of her hand, but now the world was changing day by day, growing larger and more unknown, while her armor grew colder and heavier, the valleys longer and deeper, and the road more dangerous and complex.	Comment by Oonagh S.: Style: This beautiful and long sentence would flow better in English if you used parallel adjectives, instead of less and more. For example: “more complex and dangerous”. If you read the text aloud, you can hear how it flows better. 
	They emerged from the bushes along the edges of the path. There were five of them: four with pitchforks and one with a pike. Never, in the past, would brigands or villagers have dared to raise wood or iron against someone like her—against one of the Twelve.
	She lifted the bundle from her saddle, taking great care to do so gently as her glove was lined with metal. While the armor was a symbol and reflection of the purity of her intentions, every day she found herself becoming more and more like the metal it was made from—a pile of steel that, when not fighting, was better left elsewhere or given to a squire and his mule to carry. The five brigands, or villagers, began to advance.	Comment by Oonagh S.: Meaning: Shod has to do with shoes, her glove was reinforced with iron, or lined, or studded. This harkens back to the first line, and the “resin-laden” fir trees, things in this story clearly have layers, levels, depth. We need to be attentive to this. What were some other things you noticed while you were working on the translation? 	Comment by Oonagh S.: Syntax: Here I would make a syntactical change to underscore the realization: “While the armor was a symbol and reflection of the purity of her intentions, every day she…”	Comment by Oonagh S.: Style: Awkward! Mule? Donkey? Or simply “…given to a squire to transport”?
	Holding the bundle in one hand, she brandished her spear in the other. Once, the mere sight of the shining armor, helmet bearing a stag’s horn, and a warhorse ready to attack, would have been enough to make them flee. Now, even a drawn blade was not enough. They advanced because they wanted what she had for themselves: her spear, armor, helmet, and horse.	Comment by Oonagh S.: Word choice: war horse or charger, maybe? 	Comment by Oonagh S.: Style: redundant. “They advanced” is sufficient.	Comment by Oonagh S.: Style. wordy: “They advanced because they wanted what she had.”
	She looked down at the bundle, at the newborn inside, the conch shell hanging around her neck. If only you all knew what this is worth, she thought to herself, but just then, she was struck by a pitchfork. Unharmed, she remained in the saddle, the pitchfork lodged in her armor but failed to penetrate it. She snapped it in half with her elbow. The man who had brandished it took a step back, along with his companions.	Comment by Oonagh S.: Careful, there are two “all.” Also this sentence is wordy. “If you knew what this is worth.” 
	She turned her horse towards the man with the pike. After a moment of trepidation, the villagers pushed forward again; the man she faced was the first to lunge. It was a good lunge, made with the intention to kill. She parried the tip of the weapon with her spear while signaling her horse to rear up, cracking the man’s head with its hooves.	Comment by Oonagh S.: Meaning: Titubanza suggests fear. Trepidation or anxiety or apprehension would capture it better.	Comment by Oonagh S.: Style: Wordy. “…the man she faced was the first to lunge.” 	Comment by Oonagh S.: Style: This is a beautiful and powerful image, but it gets lost in the wordiness. “She parried the tip of the weapon with her spear while signaling her horse to rear up, cracking the man’s head open with its hooves.”
	The other four, before even realizing that their companion had fallen, charged together below her. Their pitchforks hit their marks, but her armor was impervious to their blows and her position upon her saddle solid. Sunlight glinted on the metal as she raised her spear high, and then brought it down on one of her enemies, splitting his skull in two. The survivors fled, hurling insults and curses as they ran.	Comment by Oonagh S.: “protected her”	Comment by Oonagh S.: “position in her saddle”	Comment by Oonagh S.: Italianism!
	She removed her helmet and set it on the pommel of the saddle. Her long hair tumbled freely over her shoulders. Then she removed one of her gloves and reached down to caress the newborn with fingers that had once been fair and smooth, befitting of a lady and maiden, but were now beginning to bear marks from the gloves and the weapons. She gently caressed the baby’s head and thin brown hair, and her cheek, and her chin.	Comment by Oonagh S.: “her long hair tumbled down freely over her shoulders.” Hair is one of those topics that needs to be anglicized… or else it sounds bizarre.	Comment by Oonagh S.: …but which were now…
	“Killing peasants—how far we have fallen. But then again, it is said that this will be the Age of Men. What do you think, little one?”	Comment by Oonagh S.: This feels to me like a powerful phrase, a major assessment for the novel. The Age of Man? The era of man? Not having read the novel in its entirety, I don’t know the full significance of this yet. Often when I’m translating a book, without reading it all the way through first, I realize, at the end, that there I need to make modifications to the early part of the text. Did you experience this at all while you were translating? 
	The baby simply nibbled her finger in response.	Comment by Oonagh S.: I like the way you did this; you didn’t translate word for word, you brought a certain kind of finality to the section. 
