





TRANSLATIONS (FRIDAY)

Virgil

What of the groves of the Aethiopians, white with soft wool, and of how the Seres comb off the fleeces from thin leaves? 

Lucan

You rise from the middle region [ie. the tropics];
having dared to lift your banks towards burning Cancer, you go directly north with your waters towards the middle of Boötes (your course bends to the west and to the east, now favouring the Arab peoples, now the Libyan sands) and the first to see you are the Seres, although they also search for you (i.e. try unsuccessfully to find the source of the river) and you strike the Ethiopian fields with your alien stream and the world does not know to which land it owes you.
C.S. Lewis

At last, most esteemed father, there has come to hand that copy of Friend (Oct), which contains your tract (article) on that Chinese disaster. I at least used to hope for many things from that nation since missionaries had worked there for many years not unsuccessfully. Now it is clear, as you write, that everything is going in reverse and many people have reported to me many atrocities in letters on that subject, nor was that misery absent from our thoughts and prayers. But it did not happen, however, without sins on our part, for that justice and care for the poor which the communists (most falsely) advertise, we should really have brought about many centuries ago.  But far from it: we westerners preached Christ with our mouth but brought the slavery of Mammon with our deeds. We are more guilty than the infidels, for there is greater punishment for those who know the will of God but do not do it. Now the only refuge is in contrition and prayer. We have long been in error. In reading Europe’s history,       a succession of destructive wars, of-avarice, of fratricidal persecution of Christians by Christians, of extravagance, of gluttony, of pride, who would detect the rarest traces of       the Holy Spirit?  Let-us-pray always.  Farewell

