This document was supplied for free educational purposes.
Unless it is in the public domain, it may not be sold for profit
or hosted on a webserver without the permission of the
copyright holder.

If you find it of help to you and would like to support the
ministry of Theology on the Web, please consider using the
links below:

https://www.buymeacoffee.com/theology

I. PATREON https://patreon.com/theologyontheweb

PayPal https://paypal.me/robbradshaw

A table of contents for Challenge and Counter-Challenge can be
found here:

https://missiology.org.uk/journal_challenge-and-counter-challenge-01.php



https://www.buymeacoffee.com/theology
https://patreon.com/theologyontheweb
https://paypal.me/robbradshaw
https://paypal.me/robbradshaw
https://missiology.org.uk/journal_challenge-and-counter-challenge-01.php
https://www.buymeacoffee.com/theology
https://patreon.com/theologyontheweb




CHALLENGE AND COUNTER-CHALLENGE

A Bi-monthly Magazine for Young People desirous of
learning more about the challenge of Islam, and of helping
to counter it by the proclamation of the Gospel.

Issued jointly by the following Societies :—

ALGIERS MISSION BAND

Campfield, Great Barton, Bury St. Edmunds,
Suffolk

BRITISH SYRIAN MISSION
119, Victoria Street, London, S.W.1.

CENTRAL ASIAN MISSION
47, Victoria Street, London, S.W.1.

EGYPT GENERAL MISSION
106, Highbury New Park, London, N.j5

FELLOWSHIP OF FAITH FOR MOSLEMS
624, Tuddenham Road, Ipswich, Suffolk.

FRIENDS OF THE MOSLEMS IN CHINA
53, Poets Road, Highbury, London, N.s.

NORTH AFRICA MISSION
34, Bisham Gardens, Highgate, London, N.6.

Copies may be obtained from the Young People’s Secretaries
of any of the ahove Societies.

Price : 4d. per copy. 2/- per year,



Wbat the Garden said.

A)2) .

I WONDER if you like gardening ? I do, and I spend a

great deal of time alone in my garden. It is rather dull
if there is no one to talk to for hours at a time, so I have got
into the way of listening to what the garden has to say to me,
and sometimes I talk back . . . not aloud of course, in case
anyone should overhear. Our Lord Jesus told His disciples
and others some of the lovely things the flowers and birds
told Him : I expect you have read about them in the parables.

The other day I was doing a very dull job, one which I
don’t think anyone likes. I was weeding a lawn, and there
were not even any flowers near it to talk to me. I was having
a very boring time and getting more and more conscious of
an aching back and lots and lots of lawn still to do. Presently
I looked at the basket full of weeds I had taken out. There
were such a lot that I couldn’t help giving myself a pat on the
back, so to speak, while I murmered, ‘* Well, I have done a
good job.”” Just then I heard a chuckling laugh. I looked
around but there was no one there. The robin which had
kept me company all winter was too busy building a nest to
take any interest in my affairs, and my little neighbour Jenni-
fer, aged two, who occasionally lends me a hand, had gone
out with her mother. Who could it be who laughed ?

I told myself I must have imagined it, and again looked
complacently at my pile of weeds, when I heard quite a chorus
of chuckles, coming right from the lawn where I was kneeling.
I knelt forward to hear more clearly and I heard one cheeky
little weed say to the others, “‘ It’s just too funny to see her
so pleased about the things she has taken out ; she doesn’t
seem to realise that we who are left are the important ones.”
And of course when I thought it over, the little weeds were
perfectly right. We like to judge our work by what we have
done, but the real test is what we have left undone.

How many times have we tried to rid ourselves of bad
habits ? We have said, ‘I won’t tell any lie : T won't use
bad words : I won't lose my temper : I won't do this or that
or the next thing.’’ only to find that even if we have managed
to do all we intended, lots of other wrong things have cropped
up and we are really no better than we were. You see it’s the
things that are left behind that matter.
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O1f course it might be possible to take out every single
weed {rom a little patch of lawn, though I have never managed
1o do it, but 1 ahn quite sure we can never get rid of every sin
and bad habit by our own efforts. Only ‘the Lord Jesus can
dc that for us, and He does it by giving us new hearts, made
clean by His precious blood.

It was really this same lesson of the importance of what is
left that the Lord taught His disciples one day in the temple.
They were all watching the worshippers putting their gifts
into the treasury. Some very rich men brought large gifts
and the disciples were so impressed that they scarcely noticed
a poor widow who timidly put in the smallest coin. But the .
Lord Jesus noticed her and said to ‘the disciples, ‘‘ She hath
put in more than they all.”’  You see, Jesus judges not by
the amount people give but by the amount they have left after
giving. The poor widow had given all she had, so she had
nothing left, and therefore her gift was more precious than
those of the rich men who had probably more left than they
had ever given. Do you count the value of what you give to
the Lord by the amount left?

The same lesson is taught by the trees in harvest time.
How we love to have full baskets and of course we take them
from the lowest branches. Then when we see the pile of fruit
we are content with what we can reach easily and don’t bother
about the fruit still hanging from the top branches. That is
what the Church has been doing all down the centuries in the
harvest fields of the world. How we rejoice over the plentiful
harvest which has been gathered in from the heathen lands ;
thousands and thousands of boys and girls in mission schools,
learning daily of the Lord Jesus. But what of the Muslim
children ? Don’t we say, ‘ They are so difficult to reach ! ”’
— just like the apples on the topmost boughs—‘‘ and there are
so many others ready to be gathered in ? ~’ Will not the
Lord of the Harvest judge our success, not by the ones gathered
in, but by the ones who are left ? Remember the Lord’s
parable of the Lost Sheep : the Good Shepherd left the ninety
and nine in the fold to go after the one in the wilderness.
Does He not expect His followers to do the same ?

B. Collinson.






But it is of a small section of the great army of burden-
bearers about whom 1 want to tell you. We, who live in
Beirut, call them the '* porter-boys.”” There being no com-
puisory education in these lands, many parents send out their
small sons to earn a few piastres . . . by fair means or foul . . .
almost as soon as they can walk. For the most part they run
the streets bare-footed, clad in filthy ragged clothes. Those
who frequent the markets carry a tall basket, almost the height
of the boy himself. Here he eagerly awaits the shopper,
fcllowing a likely customer from shop to shop. If you
succumb to his pleading charms all your goods are piled into
his basket. then he deftly winds a long cord around the
basket and around his head, and with a jerk he gets the
basket on his back and trots off at a great pace !

Under the auspices of a certain organisation a large room
has heen obtained where these *‘ porter-boys '’ can gather in
the evenings when the day’s work is done. Here some of the
more enterprising learn to read and write their native tongue.
JUthers play team-games organised by an efficient club-leader.
They are medically examined regularly, and once a week
those who attend consistently are given a good meal. Alas !
the rest of the week they exist largely by begging for food or
stealing it.

Some Christians go to this club and give a Bible talk
after the evening’s games are over. There are few people who
through the day have shown them any consideration, let alone
love, for after all they are only beasts of burden to the
majority. How almost unbelievable to their ears are those
lovely words, ““ Come unto Me, all ye that labour and are
heavy laden.”

Qur Lord Jesus must have often seen small boys and older
cnes too, bowed beneath the weight of heavy burdens. He
saw too, what we cannot, the burden of sin and shame on the
heart. It was that great burden with which He was loaded,
as He bare our sins in His own body on the tree. He is the
great Burden Bearer and He calls those who follow in His
steps to ‘‘ bear one another’s burdens.”” Will you share in
prayer and sacrifice the burdens of those who know not the
Burden Bearer ?

J. Wakefield
(British Syrian Mission).
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The Christians of those early days had no easy time;
some were called to suffer persecution, and others even to give
their lives for their belicfs. At Tipasa, some seventy miles
along the coast from Algiers, built on the sheer cliffs over-
looking the bluc of the Mediterranean, there are to be seen
the ruins of what must have been at one time an important
township. It included a cathedral—of which some of the
carved Roman pillars still remain—and also another smaller
church. And with this little building is linked the name of
Salsa, a girl, living in the fourth century who, in defiance of
her pagan family, became a Christian.

Not only had she accepted Jesus Christ as her Lord and
Saviour, but she had given Him also all the love and passionate
loyalty of her young heart, and it was hard indeed for her to
see her people worshipping, as they did, images made by man.

One day, when she was fourteen years old, am idol, in
the image of a bronze dragon was set up, and all day and well
into the night celebrations in its honour were carried on, with
feasting and dancing and wild rioting. Salsa was a reluctant
witness of the scene, for she was not allowed to stay away from
the camp on the cliff that was its centre, and the horror of it
all gripped her until she could scarce bear it.

At last, wearied by their orgy, the revellers, one by one,
{21l asleep ; all but Salsa, who, burning with indignation and
longing to show that she at least had no part in this idolatry.
arose with a sudden determination, and creeping past the
sleepers, seized the dragon’s hideous head, wrenched it off and
bore it to the cliff’s edge, where she flung it over into the
waters far below. Then, speeding back unnoticed, she next
succeeded in dragging the heavy bronze body to the same
spot. But her efforts must have disturbed the slumberers for
as with a final gathering of her strength she sent it crashing
down into the sea, the noise of its descent brought the popu-
lace rushing to the spot. Realising that their god had been
dishonoured and assaulted, they were overcome with fury and
fell upon Salsa, stoning her, piercing her with swords and
trampling on her as she fell. '

Finally they flung her body into the sea to follow that of
the idol against which she had pitted her young strength and
which, even by her very death, she had surely overcome. For
her high courage and zeal for the cause of God could not but
speak of Him Who had aroused it, and some time later the
little Christian church was built upon the spot where she died,
and engraved on an old stone in its chancel can be seen to
this day the name of Salsa, the girl martyr.
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Needless to say, I was wide-eyed at what was going on all
around. Porls always are, to me at any rate, fascinating
places, and all the coming and going in Port Said harbour made
it no exception. However, we were not left long to gaze at
other people working, as a troop of piratical-looking dockers
came on board to get the heavy kit on to the quay. The
strength of these men has to be seen to be believed ; they
would pick up heavy crates and trunks and cart them off with
as little concern as we would a suitcase. The result was that
it was not long before we were trampling through the sand at
the back of the dock, round behind warehouses, over cables
and through fences to the railway siding, where a train was
waiting to take us to Cairo.

By this time we had left behind the small boys swimming
in the dock for coins thrown to them by the troops. Those
other traders, however, who had come out to us in small
rowing boats filled with bananas and oranges, dates and
turkish delight, handbags, sandals, wallets, silk scarves and
all manner of gaudy wares, were ashore as soon as we were,
and were plying their trade at closer quarters.

Something that struck those of us who were new to the
East, was that many of these traders werd quite young boys.
Running about in bare feet all over the railway track, wearing
just a pair of grimy shorts and a shirt, these youngsters would
ccme trotting along by the train yelling at the tops of their
voices. They had picked up a fair smattering of English from
the thousands of troops who had been that way during the
war, and they delighted to produce some of the coster cries
they had been taught. ‘' Cheap at half the price,”” they would
tell their prospective customers as they displayed their cases
of rings and trinkets. This, of course, bewildered us still
further, but the persistent efforts of the smaller ones were
irequently rewarded.

This sense of humour hiding behind the grubby face and
ragged clothes, but betrayed by twinkling eyes, is continually
showing itself, though one rather elderly greengrocer did not
think it very funny when a few of us borrowed one of his
water melons to play rugby with. But that took place in
another part of Egypt much later on, and does not really come
in here at all.

















