DEAR DIARY

Dear Diary (1)

I’m sitting under a tree writing to you. I can see the walls of our beloved Jerusalem, and it feels very peaceful and quiet here. The only sounds are the bleating of sheep and the song of birds. But there are terrible troubles inside the city. Things are changing—and not for the best. 

Of course, the grownups don’t think we children know what’s going on. They don’t tell us very much. Maybe they don’t want to upset us or maybe they don’t trust us. But we can work it out for ourselves. We can hear the worry in their voices and see the fear on their faces. And sometimes we hear bits of conversation when they think we’re not listening!

Must go now. I’ll tell you more later. Bye.

Rebecca

Dear Diary (2)

I wish they’d go away—these horrible people. They’re in OUR little country and they’ve completely taken it over. Just because they have a big army and a big empire… They’re like bullies!

They seem to think life is just about enjoying yourself and not caring about other people. They have these loud drunken parties that keep us awake at night—or wake us up. They make a terrible noise on their way home, shouting at the top of their lungs. Sometimes, they throw up in the doorway and we have to clean it up in the morning. Yuk! THEY don’t do it because they’re the ‘boss’. If they want to be like that, they should do it in their own country and not in ours. 

I’m so mad I’m going to stop now.

Michael

Dear Diary (3)

They had the ‘Games’ again today. They’re really into sport in a big way. In fact, they’re big on anything to do with their bodies and they really fancy themselves, with their new-fangled clothes and everything. Mum says they play sports and compete in the games completely naked! With all those people watching them—I think it’s disgusting. 

Trouble is you can tell that some Jews think they’re not so bad and they quite like what they do and what they have. I think these Jews are taken in by them because they’re top dogs. They want to be in with the ‘in’ crowd. They’ve even started copying their fashions and hairstyles—and going to the Games. That can’t be good. 

Will write again soon. 
Rebecca

Dear Diary (4)

There’s a rule that we have to eat pork. They know Jews don’t and it’s against our religion but they’re trying to make us, just the same. They want to stop us praying and keeping our traditions, as well—can you believe it? We’re not hurting them and we’re not forcing our ways on them, are we? They want us to be like them, to do what they do… Why don’t they buzz off? I’m telling you if they try to get ME to eat pork, they’ll have to get their whole army to force my mouth open and shove it down my throat! And I’ll bite their hands!  

Talk to you in a bit. 

Michael

Dear Diary (5)

I’m back under my tree. . . They won’t let us go to our Temple and so at least I can look at it, as |I write to you. They’ve completely taken it over and are using it for their stuff. I’m so upset about it—well, I think we all are. I don’t know how long it’s been going on but I only found out this morning… Mum was crying and I asked her what the matter was but she didn’t answer. Then Dad came back into the room and I said, “What’s the matter with Mum?” Mum looked up and nodded to Dad so he told me. 

It was about our Temple… It used to be really beautiful. It has a huge menorah, with seven branches. Each branch has a little bowl for pure olive oil and the flames in the menorah used to burn brightly all the time. It’s a symbol of holiness, like a message that God’s presence is always there. Now we’ve heard that the special oil has been spilled or used for something else. The Temple curtains have all been torn down, too, and—wait for it!—there are sacrifices of PIGS in the Temple—I’m serious! They’re rubbishing our Temple. 

But the worst thing is that they’ve brought in their statues that look human, and they pray to them. How can a PERSON be a god? How can a STATUE be a god? It’s stupid! There is only one God and God does not have a body. Even I know that! 

When I heard this, I could see why Mum was crying and it started me off, too… I don’t know if there’s anything we can do… Why doesn’t GOD do something?  

Rebecca

Dear Diary (6)

Sorry I haven’t written for a while… A lot’s been happening. Last night I couldn’t sleep but it wasn’t THEM and their drunken parties that kept me awake this time. It was Dad and my big brother, and some of their friends, talking late into the night. I’d known something was going on, as there’s been a lot of whispering, code words and stuff. A plot of some kind—top secret, like.  

I had to listen in, didn’t I? So I crouched down in the doorway. They were totally engrossed in their conversation so there was no way they were going to notice me.   

Anyway, there really IS a plot! To get rid of THEM, to stop all these bad things happening, to get our Temple back so we can make it right and worship God there properly. Two of my cousins are in a group of some kind and that’s why they were over at our place—talking to Dad and Bro. I couldn’t catch everything they said but they’re going to fight or something. And I got the name of the leaders—Judah someone and his brothers. 

Just then, I got this dreadful cramp in my foot from having been squatting on it. So I shifted my weight over to the other side. Dad must have heard that, as he turned around fast and saw me—and told me to go back to bed. So I never heard any more. Pain!    

Michael

Dear Diary (7)

The most amazing thing has happened and I’m so glad I’ve finally got something good to tell you. One thing that’s changed is that Mum and Dad are telling us a lot more now. I suppose they realise they can’t keep us in the dark any longer and maybe they trust us more, too. 

Anyway, there’s this group of Jews that decided to take things into their own hands. We can’t go on being put down and having our religion put down, they said. We also can’t go on feeling sorry for ourselves and doing nothing. We have to ward off the enemy. We have to do it for our families and our future. We have to do it for God. 

It started with just one family that lives north of Jerusalem. Sadly, the father was killed last year in the fighting but his son, Judah Maccabee, has taken over command. It seems Judah is really special—very courageous and not easily discouraged, and he inspires the guys who’ve joined in. There weren’t many of them at first but soon their numbers grew. They’ve been nicknamed the ‘Maccabees’—after the name of Judah. They haven’t got powerful weapons like ‘them’ but they’ve got a fighting spirit. Who knows… maybe they will beat the enemy. That would be great, of course. It would also be great if it meant that the Jews who’ve stopped living a Jewish life would come back to us and be real Jews again. I so hope so. The Maccabees are our heroes! 

I was helping Mum get dinner ready yesterday and we were talking about this. Suddenly she put her arms around me and said the best thing, “Rebecca, I’m so proud of you. You love God and you love your people. And you’ve got a fighting spirit. You’re MY Maccabee!”

Rebecca

Dear Diary (8)

It’s been a fabulous week—like a festival. We’ve made it! The Maccabees won—YEAH! The bullies finally have to go…How the Maccabees beat them is a big mystery. It must be a miracle.

I can’t describe what we saw when we went to the Temple…the state they’d left it in! I’m telling you, those people had no respect. 

First there had to be a massive clean up so it would be OK to worship God again there. Then the seven bowls of the menorah had to be filled with olive oil and lit again. But of course there wasn’t any olive oil —or hardly. But guess what! The little bit of oil lasted until a new batch was pressed from fresh olives. It made it! That was eight days later and the flickering little flames in the menorah held out. Just like we held out all this time. Is that a miracle, or what?

Some of the Jews who had drifted away from our community have heard about this and are drifting back now—or even hurrying back. Mum says this is a new beginning—and that’s a miracle, too. 

As far as I’m concerned, there’s another miracle. Dad has finally said that I’m old enough to stay up late when the guys are round at our place, talking into the night. I’ve made it! 

Michael

These eight imaginary diary entries are set in and after the year 166 BCE, in Jerusalem, the capital of Israel. As far as we know, people did not keep diaries then but, if they did, some young Jewish people might have written things like Michael and Rebecca. These two children from over 2000 years ago describe what happened, according to what we know about that time. They also express what Jews in the Land of Israel thought and felt at that time. 

Rebecca and Michael write about ‘the enemy’, the ‘bosses’, ‘the bullies’ or simply ‘them’. They mean ‘the Seleucids’. These were people from Syria (north of Israel) who did not believe in one God but who worshipped idols. The Seleucids had occupied the Land of Israel and forced their religion and their way of life on the Jews. 

1. Read the diary entries of Rebecca and Michael, and the information box at the end. 

2. Why do you think that some Jews were attracted to the fashions and customs of the occupiers and drift away from Judaism? Give as many reasons as you can.

3. Why is it important for people to keep the traditions of their family and their community? Give as many reasons as you can

4. Rebecca describes (in diary entry 5), what happened to the Temple in Jerusalem. Explain why she was so angry and upset.   

5. Michael (in diary extract 8) writes about miracles that happen. Which one do you think is the most important? Explain why. 

6. What do you think is a miracle might be? Give one or more examples.  

7. Pretend you are the diary of either Michael or Rebecca—and that you can write! Write back to either Rebecca or Michael to say what you think and feel about what he or she has written. 

