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CHARACTERS

SECRET ANNEX RESIDENTS

Anne Frank Mrs. Frank Mrs. Van Daan
Margot Frank Peter Van Daan Mr. Dussel

Mr. Frank Mr. Van Daan

The Time. July 1942-Angust 1949, November 1945
The Place. Amsterdam, the Netherlands

The scene remains the same throughont the play.

It is the top floor of @ warehouse and
building in Amsterdam, Holland. The sharply
peaked roof of the building is outlined againse
a sea of other ronfrops, stretching away fnto the
distance. Nearby is the belfry of a church rawer,

the Westertoren, whose carillon rings out the hours.
Occasionally faine sounds float up from below: the
voices of children playing in the streer, the tramp
of marching feet, @ bout whistle from the canal.

The three roams of the tap floor and a small attic
space abave are expased 1o onr view. The largest of
the rooms is in the center, with nwo small rooms,
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FRANCES GOODRICH
AND ALBERT HACKETT

WORKERS IN MR. FRANK’'S BUSINESS
Miep Gies (mép gés)
Mr. Kraler (kré'lar)

slightly raised, on either side. On the right is a
bathroam, out of sight. A narraw steep flight of
stairs at the back leads up to the attic. The rovms are
sparsely furnished with a few chairs, cots, a table or
rwo. The windows are painted over, or covered with
makeshift blackout curtains. In the main room there
is a sink, a gas ring for conking and i wond-burning
stove for warnith.

The room on the left is hardly more than a closet.
There is a skylight i the sloping ceiling. Directly
wnder this roomt is a small steep stairwell, with steps
leading down to a door. This is the only entrance

[from the building below. When the door is apened
we see thar it has been concealed on the ourer side
by u bookcase atsached 1o it.

The Diary of Anne Frank, starring Natalie Portman as
Anne, ran on Broadway at the Music Box Theatre from
December 1997 to June 1998,

The cureain rises on an empty stage, It is lare
afternaon November, 1945.

The rovms are dusty, the curtains in rag.

Chairs and tables are oerrurned.

The door at the foot of the small stairwell swings
open. M. Frank comies up the steps into view, He is a
gentle, cultured European in bis middle years. There is
still a trace of w German accent in his specch.

He stands looking slowly around, making a

10 supreme effort at self-conerol. He is weak, ill
His clothes are threadbare.

Afier a second be drops his rucksack on the couch
and moves slawly about. He opens the door ta one of
the snaller rooms, and then abruptly closes it again,
rurning away. He goes ta the window ar the back,
lnoking off ar the Westertoren as its carillon strikes
the hour of six, then he moves restlessly on,

From the street below we hear the sound of a
barrel organ and children’s voices at play. There is a

20 many-colored scarf hanging from a nail. Mr. Frank
takes it, putting it around his neck, As he starts back
for bis rucksack, his eye is canght by something lying
on the floor. It is a woman’s white glove. He holds
it in his hand and suddenly all of his self-control is
gone. He breaks down, crying.

We hear fooisteps on the stairs. Miep Gies comes
up, looking for Mr. Frank. Miep is « Duech girl of
about twenty-two. She wears a coar and hat, ready
10 go home. She is pregnant. Her attitude toward

30 Mr. Frank és protective, compassionase.
Miep. Are you all right, Mr. Frank?
M. Frank (quickly controlling himself). Yes,
Miep, yes. i
Miep. Everyone in the office has gone home . . .
It's after six. (then pleading) Don’t stay up here,

Mr. Frank. What's the use of torturing yourself
like this?
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Mr. Frank. I've come to say good-bye . . .

I'm leaving here, Miep.

Miep. What do you mean? Where are you going?
Where?

mr. Frank. [ don't know yet. [ haven't decided.
Miep. Mr. Frank, you can't leave here! This is your
home! Amsterdam is your home. Your business is
here, waiting for you . . . You're needed here . ..
Now thar the war is over, there are things that . . .
Mr. Frank. T cun't sray in Amsterdam, Micp. Tt has
too many memories for me. Everywhere there’s
something . . . the house we lived in ., . the
school . .. that streer organ playing out there . . .
I'm not the person you used 1o know, Migp.

P'm a bitter old man. (breaking off) Forgive me.

I shouldn't speak to you like this . . . after all that
you did for us . . . the suffering . ..

Miep. No. No. Tt wasn’t suffering. You can't say
we suffered. (As she speaks, she straightens a chair
which is overturned.)

Mr. Frank. I know what you went through, you
and Mr. Kraler, I'll remember it as long as [ live.
(He gives one last look around.) Come, Miep.

(He starss for the steps, then remembers bis rucksack,
going back ro ger ir.)

Miep (hurrying up to a cupboard). Mr. Frank,

did you see? There are some of your papers here.
(She brings a bundle of papers to him.) We found
them in a heap of rubbish on the floor after . . .
after you lefr,

Mr. Frank. Burn them.

(He opens bis rucksack to put the glove in it.)

Miep. But, Mr. Frank, there are letters, notes . . .
M. Frank. Burn them. All of them.

Miep. Burn this?

(She hands him o paperbound notebook.)

Mr. Frank (guiethy). Anne's diary. (He apens the
diary and begins to read.) “Monday, the sixth of
July, nincteen forty-two.” (ro Micp) Nineteen
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forey-two. Is it pos

ble, Micp?. .. Quly three
years ago. (s he cantinues his reading, he sits donen
on the conch) “Dear Diary, since you and I are
going w be great friends, 1 will start by telling
you about myself. My name is Anne Frank. [ am
thirteen years old. [ was born in Germany the
twelfth of June. nineteen nwenty-nine. As my
family is Jewish, we emigrated to Holland when
Hider came to power.”

(s Mr. Frank reads on, another voice joins his,

as if coming from the air. 1t is Anne’s Voice.)

Mr. Frank and Anne. “My father started a business,
importing spice and herbs. Things went well for
us until nincteen forty, Then the war came, and
the Dutch capitulation, followed by che arrival
of the Germans. Then things goc very had for

the [ews.

(Mr. Frank’s Vaice dies our. Anne's Voice continnes
alone. The lights dim stowly 10 darkness. The aerain
Jalls on the scene.)

Anne's Voice. You could not do chis and you
could not do that. They forced Facher out of his
business. We had to wear yellow stars.’ T had o
turn in my bike. T couldn’t go to a Dutch schnol
any mare. T couldn’t go to the movies, or nde

in an automobile, or even on a streetcar, and a
million other things, But somehow we children
still managed to have fun. Yesterday Father told
me we were going into hiding. Where. he wouldn’t
say. At five o'clock this morning Mother woke me
and rold me o hurry and ger dressed. [ was 1o pur
on as many clothes as 1 could. Ie would laok too
suspicious if we walked along carrying suitcases.
lr wasn't until we were on our way thar | learned
where we were going. Our hiding place was to

be upstairs in the building where Father used
ro have his business, Three other people were
coming in with us . .. the Van Daans and cheir
son Peter . .. Farher knew the Van Daans but we

had never mec them .. .

(Drering the last lines the cureain rises on the scene.
The lights dim on. Annc’s Voice fades out.)
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It is carly morning, July 1942. The rooms are
bare, as before, but they are now clean and orderly,
Mr. Van Daan. a tall, porely man in bis lue
forties, is in the main room, pacing up and dorn,
nervowsly smoking a cigarette. His clothes and

overcoat are expensive and well cur.

Mrs. Van Daan sits on the couch, clurching her

possessions, a harbox, bags, etc. She is a pretry woman

in her early forties. She wears a fur caar over her
other clorhes.

Pever Van Daan is standing at the window of the
room on the right, looking down ar the street below.
He is a shy, mwkward boy of sixteen. He wears a cap,

a raincoas, and long Dutch trousers, like ‘plus fours.”

At bis feet is a black case, a carvier for bis cas.

The yellow: Star of David. is conspicuous on all
of their clothes.
Mrs. Van Daan (rising, nervous, excited).
Something's happened ro them! T know it!
Mr. Van Daan. Now, Ketli!
Mrs. Van Baan. Mr. Frank said they’d be here
at seven o'clock. Hesaid . . .
Mr. Van Daan. They have two miles to walk.
You cant expece . . .
Mrs. Van Daan, They've been picked up. Thar's
what's happened. They've been taken .. .
(Mx., Van Daan indicates that he hears somenne
canting.)
Mr. Van Daan. You see?
(Peter sakes up his carrier and his schoolbag, erc.,
and goes into the main room as Mr. Frank conies
up the stairwetl fom belme Mr. Frank looks much
younger now. Hes movements are brisk, his manuer
confident. He wears an overcoat and carries his har
e a small cardboard box. He crosses to the Van
Daans, shaking hands with cach of them.)
Mr. Frank. Mrs. Van Daan, Mr. Van Daan, Peter.
(then, in explanation of their lateness) There were

1 yellow stars: Lhe six-pointed SLars of David that the Nazis ordered all Jews to wear for identi

D AND SYMBOI

160

170

roo many of the Green Palice? on the strects . .
we had to take the long way acound.

(Up the sreps come Margort Frank, Mrs. Frank,
Micp [nat pregnant now) and Mr. Kraler. All of
them carry bags, packages, and so forth. The Star of
David is conspicuaus an all of the Franks' clorhing.
Margot is eighteen, beautifid, quiet, shy. Mrs, Frank
is a young mother, gently bred, resevved. She, like
Mr. Frank, has a slight German accenr. Mr. Kraler
is & Duechinan, dependable, kindly.

As Mr. Kraler and Micp go upstage o put down
their parcels, Mrs. Frank turns back to call Anne.)
Mrs. Frank. Anne?

(Anne comes running up the stairs. She is thirteen,
quick in her movements, intevested in everyshing,
mercurial in her emations. She wears a cape, long
wool socks and carries a schoolbag,)

Mr. Frank (introducing them). My wife, Edith.

Mr. and Mrs. Van Daan (Mrs. Frank burries over,
shaking hands with them.) . . . their son, Peter . . .
my daughters, Margot and Anne.

(Anne gives a polite little curtsy as she shakes Mr, Van
Daan's band. Ther she immediately sarss off on a
tour of investigation of ler new home, going upstairs
10 the attic room. Miep and Mr. Kraler are purting
the various things they have braught on the shelves.)
Mr. Kraler. I'm sorry there is still so much confusion.
Mr. Frank. Pleasc. Don' think of it. After all,
we'll have plenty of leisure wo arrange everything
ourselves.

Miep (ro Mrs. Frank). We pur the stores of food
you sent in here. Your drugs are here . . . soap,
linen here.

Mrs. Frank. Thank vou, Miep.

Miep. [ made up che beds . . . the way Mr. Frank
and Mr. Kraler said. (She starss out) Forgive me.

I have o hurry, I've got 1o go to the other side of
rown o get some ration books' for you.
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Mrs. Van Daan. Rarion books? [f they see our
names on ration books, they'll know we're here:
Mr. Kraler. There isn'tanything . . .
Miep. Don't warry. Your names won't
be on them., (as she burries oud) Tll be
up later.

Mr. Frank. Thank you, Micp.

Mus, Frank (s Mr. Kraler). Its illegal, chen, the
ration books? We've never done anything illegal.

Together

Mr. Frank. We won't be living here exactly according
to regulacions. (As Mr. Kraler reassures Mrs. Frank,
he sakes various snall things, sich us matches, soup,
etc., from his packets, handing them to her)

Mr. Kraler. This isn't the black market.* Mrs,
Frank. This is what we call the white market . . .
helping all of the hundreds and hundreds who are
hiding out in Amsterdam.

(The carillon is heard playing the quarter-honr
before eight. Mr. Kealer looks ar his warch. Anne
stops at the window as she comes down the srairs.)
Anne. It's the Westertoren!

Mr. Kraler. I must go. I must be out of here and
downsairs in the office before the workmen ger
here. (He sturts for the stairs leading vur) Micp or
I or boch of us, will be up cach day to bring you
food and news and find our what your necds are.
Tomorrow I'll get you a better bolr for the door
at the foor of the stairs. It needs a bolt that you
can throw yourself and open ouly at our signal.
(to Mr. Frank) Oh . .. You'll tcll them about

the noise?

Mmr. Frank. I'll cell them.

Mr. Kraler. Good-bye then for the moment.

'll come up again, after the wotkmen leave.

M. Frank. Good-bye, Mr. Kraler.

Mrs. Frank (shaking bis hand). How can we thank
yow? (The others murmur their gaod-byes.)

»

Green Police: the Nazi palice who wore green uniforms.

w

ratlon books: baoks of stamps ar coupons issued by the g

in wartime. With these coupons,
people could putchase scarce items, such as foad, clothing, and gasoline

4. black market: a system for selling goods illegally, in violation of rationing and other restrictions.
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Mr. Kraler. T never thoughe I'd live ro see the day
when a man like Mr. Frank would have ro go ino
hiding. When you think—(He breaks off- gning
one, Mr. Frank follows hime down the steps, bolting
the doar after hin., In the imerval before he returns,
Peter goes orer 1o Margor, haking hands with ber.
As Mr., Frank comres back up the steps, Mis. Frank

quictly into the room ou the right ta look down onr
of the windoe, Anne runs after bim, peering out
with bim. The tramping feet pass without swopping.
The wwnsion is relieved. Mr. Frank, folfored &y Anne,
rerwns to the main rovm and resimes bis instructions
to the group.) . .. No trash must ever be thrown
oot which might reveal chat someone is living up

Mr. Van Daan. No. No. (t¢ Mrs. Van 1Jaan)
Come along, ligfje.

Ms. Van Daan. You'll be all right, Petee? You're
not afraid?

Peter (¢mbarrased). Please, Mother.

(They start up the stairs to the astic room above,

I have one . . . a daring litcle car. Bue they made me
leave her behind. 1left some food and a note for the
neighbors 10 take care of her . .. 'm going o miss
her terribly. Whar is yours? A him or a her?

Peter. He's a tom. He doesn't like strangers.

(He sakes the cat from her, putsing is back in its

320 Mr. Frank zurns to Mrs. Frank.) carrier.)

Anne (wnabashed). Then I'll have to srap being

quistions Din anxiasty.) 2s0 here . .. nor even a potaro paring. We must burn

everything in the stove at night. This is the way Mr. Frank. You too must have some rest, Edirh. You

A
2

Mrs. Frank. What did he mean, about the nois

Mr. Frank. Firsc let us take of( some of chese
lothes, (They all start w take off garment after
carntent. On each of their coats, sweaters, blonses,
susts, dresses, is anotber yellow Star of David. Mr.
and Mis, Frank arve wnderdressed quite simply.
The others wear scveral things, sweaters, extra
dresses, bathrobes. aprons, nighgatwns, ere)

Mr. Van Daan. [t's 1 wonder we weren't arrested,
walking along the streers . . . Petronella with a fur
coat in July . .. and that cat of Peter’s crying all
theway.

Anne (as she is removing a pair Q.\S:t&v A cat?
Mrs. Frank (shocked). Anne, please!

Anne. 1t's all right. 1've got on chree more.

(She pudls off rwo more. Finally, as they have all
remouwed their surplus clothes, they look 1o Mr.
Frank, waiting for hint 10 speak.)

Mr. Frank. Now. About the noise. While the men
are in the building below, we must have complete
quiet. Every sound can be heard down there, nor
only in the workroams, but in the offices too. The
men came ar about eight-thirty, and leave at about
five-thirty. So, to be perfectly safe, from eight in
the morning until six in the evening we must move
only when it is necessary, and then in stockinged
fecr. We must not speak above a whisper, We

must not run any water. We cannot use the sink,
or even, forgive me, the w.e.* The pipes go down
through the workraoms. Te would be heard. No

eash . . . (Mo Frank siops abrupily as he hears the
setnd af marching fret from the street below. Everyone
i mavionless, paralyzed with fear. Mr. Frank goes

we niust live until it is over. if we are  survive.
(There is silence for it second.)
Mrs. Frank. Unuil

Mr. Frank (reassuringly). Alier six we can move
about . . . we van ralk and laugh and have our
supper and read and play games . . . just as we
would ar home. (He lnoks at his watch.) And now

1 think it would be wise iF we all went to our
raoms. and were scttled before eight a'clack. Mrs.
Van Daan, you and your husband will be upstairs.
[ regret that theres no place up there for Perer.
Burt he will be here, near us. This will be our
common room, where we'll meet 1o ralk and eac

is over.

and read, like one family.

Mr. Van Daan. And where do you and Mrs, Frank
sleep?

Mr. Frank. [his room is also our bedroom.

Mrs. Van Daan. That isn't right. We'll

sleep here and you take the room

upstairs. Togerher

Mr. Van Daan. It’s your place.

M. Frank. Please. 1've though chis out for weeks.
It's the best arrangement. The only arrangement.

Mrs. Van Daan (re Mr. Frank). Never, never can
we thank you. (then to Mrs. Frank) T don't know
what would have happened to us, il it hadnt been

for Mr. Frank.

Mr. Frank. You don't know how your husband
helped me when [ came to this country . ..
knowing no one . . . not able 1o speak the
language. [ can never repay him for that. (going
to Van Daan} May [ help you with your things?

5 w.c.: water closel; toilet
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didn't close your eyes last nighe. Nor you, Margot.
Anne. I slepr, Father. Wasn't that funny? Tknew it
was the last night in my own bed, and ver ] slept
soundly.

Mr. Frank. I'm glad, Anne. Now you'll be able to
help me straighten things in here. (to Mrs. Frank
and Margot) Come with me . . . You and Margot
rest in this room for the dme being. (He picks up
their clathes, starting for the room on she right.)
Mrs, Frank. YouTre sure . .. 2 [ could help . ..

And Anne hasn't had her milk. ..

Mr. Frank. I'l] give it to her. (¢0 Anne and Perer)
Anne, Peter . . . i's best chat you take off your
shoes now, before you forget. (He leads the way

10 the room, followed by Margor.)

Mrs. Frank. You're sure you're no tired, Anne?
Anne, I feel fine. I'm going to help Facher.

Mrs. Frank. Peter, I'm glad you are to be with us.
Peter. Yes, Mrs. Frank.

(Mrs. Frank goes ¢o join Mr. Frank and Margoc)
(During the following scene Mr. Frank helps Margot
and Mrs. Frank to hang up their clothes. Then he
persuades them both to lie down and rest. The Van
Daans in their room above settle themselves. In the
main room Anne and Petcr remove their shoes. Peter
takes bis cat out of the carrier.)

Anne. What's your cac’s namc?

7

Peter. Mouschi.’

350 Anne. Mouschi! Mouschi! Mauschi! (She picks up

the car, walking aray with it. To Peter) [ love caws,

360 a stranger, won't 12 Is he fixed?
Peter (srartled ). Huh?
Anne. Did you have him fixed?
Peter. No.

Anne. Oh, you ought to have him fixed—to keep
him from—you know, fighting. Where did you
go to school?

Peter. Jewish Secondary.

Anne, But thar’s where Margot and I go! 1 never
saw you around.

370 Peter. | used to see you . . . sometimes . . .
Anne, You did?

Peter. ... in the school yard. You were always in
the middle of a bunch of kids. (He titkes a penkn
Jromt bis pocket.)

Anne, Why didn'c you ever come over?

Peter. I'm sort of a lone woll. (He stares o rip off
his Star of David.)
Anne. What are you doing?
Peter. Taking ic off.

380 Anne. But you can't do that. They'll arrest you
iF you go our withour your star.
(He susses his knife on the 1able.)
Peter. Who's going our?
Anne. Why, of course! You're right! Of course we
don’t need them any more. (She picks up his kn
and starts to take lier star off?) | wonder what our

riends will think when we don't show up today?

Peter. ] didn't have any dates wich anyone.

6. liefJe 181'ya) Dutch: little dacling
7. Mouschi (m&J'shél
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Mr. Frank. lc doesn’t marter. T don't wanr you ever ta bim wnd pours some of the milk ffom her glass

Anne. Oh, [ didl. T had a date with Jopie to go and Mr. Frank. We have some bread and butter. )
. ) g 10 go beyond thar door. 510 inso the saucer for the cat. Peter squats on the floor,
wa play ping-pong at her house. Do you know Jopic Peter. No, thank vou. y ne the milk before 1) Mr. Frank i
de Waal sE— L Anne (sobered). Never . .. 2 Not even at putting the milk before the car. M. Frank gives
B A 130 Mr. Frank. You can have it for luncheon then. 7 nightrime, when everyane is gone? Or on Annc bis fountain pen, and then goes into the room
eter. INo. And tonight we will have a real supper . . . Sundays? Can’t I go down to listen 10 the radio? at the right. For a second Anne warches the cai, then

Anne. Jopic’'s my best |
she'll chink when she telephones and ther

nd. | wonder what our first supper together. she gaes over 10 the center table, and opens her diary,

. : Mr. Frank. Never. 1 am sorry, Anncke. It isn't safe.
g Peter. Thanks. Thanks. No, you must never go beyond thar daor. In the room at the right, Mrs. Frank bas sat up

answer? . Probably she'll go over o the house . . . quickly at the sound of the carillon. Mr. Frank comes

int and sits down beside her on the settee, bis arm

(He goes into bis room. During the following scene

. - I (For the firss time Anne realizes whar “going insw
he armnges bis posiessians in his new room.)

I wonder what she'll think . .. we left everyihing

as i we'd suddenly been called away . . . breakfast hiding” meuss.) X

shes | Sl ) ! Mr. Frank. That's a nice boy, Peter. comfortingly arotnd her.

dishes in thesink . .. beds not made . . . (As she i Anne. | see. Usiairs. in dhe arti Mr. and Mrs. Vi

s B wiillvshv s star. the attic room, Mr. and Mrs. Van
pulls off ber star, the cloth wnderneath shows clearly Anne. He's awfully shy, isn't he? Mr. Frank. 171l be hard, 1 know. But always AALlies QU oL gl
/.y d firin of the ssar) 1ook! It still there) k. You'll like him. [ k ) . . . o s20 Daan have hung their closhes in the closer and are

wo the colorund form of the star) Look! 1s still there! Mr. Frank. You'll like him. [ know. remember this, Anneke, There are no walls, there sl ol ironlbed MissVan Daan foams

{Peter gous aver ta the stove with bis star)) What're Anne, | certainly hope sa. since he'’s the only boy are no bolts, no lacks that anyone can purt on your buck exbansted. Mr. Van Daan fans her with a

3 ‘1 & 7 » . - ’ - . - . . 7] - . o
you going 1o do with yours? ) I'm likely 1o see for months and monchs. 130 mind. Micp will bring us books, We will read

. y netspaper.

i WL (Mr. Frank sits dawn, tuking off his shaes.) history, poetry, mythology. (He gives her the gluss Ananc starts to write in her diary. The lights dim
Anne (She starts to throw hers in, and cannor.) 1t's Mr. Frank. Annele,? there’s a box there, Will vou of milk) Here's your milk, (With his arm about ol Uekaria il
. . 7 M . ’ d J )i ingl : s -
tunny, Tean chrow mine away. 1 don’t know why. Bl el icareaeartomiont et A ber. they go uver to she couch, sitting down side by Lo .

g . 5 ; s ) stde.) As a mauter of face, between us, Anne, being I the darkness Anne’s Voice comes to us again,
Peter. You can't throw . .. 7 Somerhing they brings it ta the center table. In the street below there y y i 5 ineh d then with growing strengrh.)

) : 3 ) . e ] here has cerrain advaneages for you. For instance, Jaintly at first, and then with grawing strengrh.
branded you with . . . 7 Thar they made you wear is the sound of children playing) he bactl d widl i I should be describi h
s0 they could spit an yous Anne (as she opens the carron), You know the way you remember the bactle you —E. wich your ”p:.:m ma.\o_nm. [ expect | should be describing what
N Tk Tk But afeer all. ic is the § v v .ﬂ .r el 8 I ’ i r mother the other day on the subject of overshoes? it teels like 10 go into hiding. But 1 really don't

nne, now, naw. but atcer all, e s the Star re’ . . S

David. s i ¢ M: mo_:m_w o _a._: _c it F_./n m mo.:“m to thin You said you'd rather die than wear overshoes. s30 know yet myself. T only know it's funny never
of David, isn'rir? as . A very pec G 3 N P 5 G .
' w, :.ﬂ a V_opﬂ _:_m.. ::wz. ! (n*_., feeu :M.\E.\:_:Ma Buc in the end you had to wear them? Well now, be able 10 go ourdoors . . . never 10 breathe fresh
e e 7 4 Mrs, Frank 07 se. e the one that we—i{(S0e Hreaks Y . .
(i the biedroom. right. Margot and M. Frank 2ar _\:m. :MV_ Eh :n\ . _.:\ ,urm A_ N_./“‘__: s o you see, for as long as we are here you will never air. .. never to run and shout and jump. It's the
are lying dotn. Mr. Frank srars quictly out.) fh Q\\mw e \_:_ _::: s “\ \wtﬁh._\. - _3 2eT _., have to wear avershoes! Isn't that good? And the silence in the nights that frightens me most. Every
Peter. Maybc ics different for a girl, “::E.,_Z.ﬂ.”,. ,ms; 4_,5.:: n_: ng where they «,c.mn. coat that you inherited fram Margot, you won't time [ hear a creak in the house, or a step on the
" . . N was looking 1ar them this morming .. . an . . .

(M, Frank comes into the main roant) Queen é\._:._w_:::,__ How :5_.%._.?”, ‘ have to wear that any more, And che piano! You street outside, I'm sure they're coming for us. The
Mr. Frank. Forgive me, Perer. Now let me sce B bl ’ won't have to practice on the piano. |ell vou, this days arent so bad. At least we knaw that Miep and
L = i Mr. Frank. There's something more. Go on. Bs o fine | ) NN, — =
We must find a hed for your cat. (He gocs 1 a N R e | N e sinky pomnin is going ta be a fine life for you! Wv:.. Kraler are down M__ﬁrn rn_n_vs ﬂvb:ﬂ}_n oa_ﬂ:

- : 0ok o1, (£ s oLe ’ , by . SCHOTS, WE . ] asked Father what
cupboard) U'm glad you brought vour cat. Anne & ’ ¢ (Anne’ punic is gone. Peter appears in the daorway Jur protectors, we call theni. 1 asked Father what

@ gltss af milke from a thernos Intdde. . . i ] " . . if the Nazis fe -
@ ghiss af milk f ) of his voam, withy a saucer in his band. He is carrying would happen to them if the Nazis found out they

Anne (pulling out a pasteboard-bawund book). his car) 540 were hiding us. Pim said thac they would suffer the
A diuey! (She throws her arpis aroind ber futher.) same fate tharwe would . . . Imagine! They know

was feeling so badly about hers. (gesting a used
mall washtudy Here we are, Will it be comformble

20 in that? Peter.[...[...1chought I'd beter ger some

. I've never had a diary. And Pve always longed for ) s this, and yet when they come up here, thevre

Peter (gathering up bis things). Thanks. . : N sua water for Mouschi before . . . P a-r ¥ come up el

N d ! wu one. (She laoks arownd the ranmn ) Pencil, pencil, i always cheerful and gay as if there were nathing in
Mr. Frank (apening the door of the roam on the lefi) pencil, pencil. (She searts deten the stain) I'm Mr. Frank. Of course. the world to bother them . . . Friday, the twenty-
And here is your room. Bur [ warn you, Peter. you woing down 10 the office 10 ger a pencil. (As be stures toward the sink the cariflon begins ro first of August. nineteen forty-rwo. Today I'm
A Lerowany < Not an eh o vou'll have B . ) - . . . ) L K :
can’t grow any maore. Not an inch, or Y ow'll have Mr. Frank. Anne! No! (He goes afier ber, _S:.\{:h chime the hour e\.\\h\:. He siptoces to the window ar going to tell you our general news. Mother is
(o sleep wich your feet our of the skylight. Are you her by the arm and puelling her buck.) ’ the buck and looks doton at the street below. He turns unbearable. She insists on treating me like 2 haby,
hungry? i s . 1o Peer, indicaring in pantomime that it is 1o late. which 1 loathe. Otherwise chings are going better,

i Anne (startfed). But there's no one in the . K . = N i

Peter. No, Peter starts buck for bis room. He steps on a creaking The weather is . . .

building now. - ‘ 0 R .
8 board, The three of them are frozen for a minute in

Jear. As Peter starrs mway again, Anne tiptoes over

$

>
3

(s Anne's Voice is fading out, the curtain rises
on the scene.)

8 Jople de Waal |;;

9. Annele/Anneke: a nickname for Anne
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It is a little after six o'thock in the cvening,
tew months laier.

Margot ss in the bedroom at the vight, studying.
Mr Van [

above,

an s lying down in the attic room
The rest af the “fam. i the main vaom, Anne
and Perer sit opposire eacl other ar the center table,
where they bave been doing their lessons, Mrs. Frank
is ot the couch, Mrs, Van Daan is seated with her
fier coar, on which she has been sewing, in her lap.
None &\. them are wearing their shoes,

Their eyes are on M. Frank, waiting for him to
give them the sgnal which will release them from
their day-tong quice, Mr. Frank, his shoes in bis
hand. stands loaking down out of the window at the
buck, watching to be sure that afl of the workmen
have left the building befow,

Apter a fero seconds of mationless silence,

M. Frank turns from the windoe.,

Mr. Frank (quictly, to the group). 1ts safe now.

The last workman has lefr. (There is an immediare
star of relief)

Anne (Her peni-up energy explodes) WHEEL!

Mrs. Frank (startled, immused ). Anne!

Mrs. Van Daan. T'm first for the w.c. (She burries off
ta the barhroon:, Mrs. Frank puts on ber shoes and
starts 1up to the sink to prepare supper. Anne sueaks
Petery shoes from wnder the table and hides them
bebind her back. Mr. Frank goes in to Margots room.)
M. Frank (to Margon). Six oclock. School’s over,
(Margot gets up, strerehing. Mr, Frank sits down

to put an his shoes. In tie main room Peter rries

ta find hris)

Peter (tv Annc). Have you seen my shoes?

Anne (innacently). Your shoes?

Peter. You've raken them, haven’t you?

Anne. | don't know what you're talking about.

Peter. You're going 1o be sorry!

so0 Anne. Am 17 (Peter goes affer her. Anne, with bis
shoes in her hand. runs from him, dodging bebind
ber inother.)

Mrs. Frank (protesting). Anne, dear!

Peter. Wair till T get you!

Anne. I'm waiting! (Peter snukes i lunge for her.
They both fall to the floor. Dever pins ber down,
wrestling with her to get the shoes) Don't! Don't!
Teter, swp it. Ouch!

Mrs. Frank. Anne! . . . Peter!

600 (Suddenly Peter becomes self-conscious, He grabs bis
shoes ronghly and starts for his room.)

Anne (following him). Peter, where are you going?
Come dance with me.

Peter. I tell you T don't know how.

Anne. Pl teach you.

Peter. I'm going ro give Mouschi his dinner.
Anne. Can [ wacch?

Peter. He doesn't like peaple around while he eats.
Anne. Peter, please.

c10 Peter. No! (He goes into bis room. Anne slanss his
door after him.)

Mrs. Frank. Anne, dear, | think you shouldn't play
like that with Peter. Ivs not dignified.

Anne. Who cares if it’s dignificd? [ don’t want to
be dignified.

(Mr. Frank end Margot come from the room on the
right. Margot goes to help her mother. Mr. Frank
stares for the center ttble to correct Margor's school
papers.)

620 Mrs. Frank (to Anne). You complain that I don't
treat you like a grownup. Buc when [ do, you
resent it
Anne. 1 anly want some fun . . . someone to laugh
and clown with . . . After you've sau still all day
and hardly moved, you've goc to have some fun,

[ don’t know what’s the marter with that boy.
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Mr. Frank. He iso't used to girls. Give him a lietle
time.

Anne. Time? [sn't rwo months rime? [ could cry.
a0 {cueching holdd of Margot) Come on, Margot. ..
dance with me. Come on, please.

Margot. I have 1o help with supper.

Anne. You know we're going to lorger how 1o

dance . . . When we ger out we won't remember

a thing,

(She starts 10 sing and dance by henself Mr. Frank

takes her in his arms, waltzing with ber. Mrs, Van

Daan comes in from the bathroom.)

Mrs. Van Daan. Nexe? (She looks around as she starts
0 purring on ber shoes) Where's Peter?

Anne (as they are dancing). Where would he be!

Mrs. Van Daan. He hasn't finished his lessons,

has he? His facher'll kill him if he catches him

in there with that car and his work not done.

(M. Frank and Annc finish their dance. They bow
s0 each other with extravagans formaliry.) Anne, get
him out of there, will you?

Anne (at Peter's door). Perer? Peter?
peter (opening the door a crack). What is ic?

o050 Anne. Your mother says to come out.
Peter. I'm giving Mouschi his dinner.
Mrs. Van Daan. You know whar your father says.
(She sits on the couch, sewing on she lining of her
Sur coat)
Peter. For heaven's sake, [ haven't even looked
at him since lunch.
Mrs. Van Daan. I'm just telling you, thac’s all.
Anne. I'll feed him.
Peter. [ don’t want you in there.

a0 Mrs. Van Daan. Pecer!
Peter (r6 Anne). Then give him his dinner and
come right out, you hear? (He comes back to the
table. Anne shuts the door of Peter’s room after ber
and disappears behind the curiain cavering his closer.)

670

(A1)

[221]

Mrs. Van Daan (e Peter). Now is that any way w©
talk to your licte girl friend?

Peter. Morher . . . for heaven’s sake . . . will you
please stop saying thae?

Mrs. Van Daan. Look at him blush! Look at him!
Peter. Please! I'm not .. . anyway . .. let me alone,
will you?

Mrs. Van Daan. He aces like it was something 1o be
ashamed of. It's nothing to be ashamed of. w have
alittle girl friend.

Peter. You're crazy. She's only thirteen.

Mrs. Van Daan. So what? And you're sixteen, Just
perfect. Your facher's ten years older than Tam. (v
Mr. Frank) I warn you, Mr. Frank. if this war lasts
much longer, we're going, to be related and then . . .
Mr. Frank. Mazeltov!"®

Mrs. Frank {(deliberately changing she conversation).

1 wonder where Miep is. She's usually so prompr.
(Suddenly everyshing else is forgoreen as they hear the
sound of an automobile coming to a screcching siop
in the strees below. They are tense, mosionless in their
terror. The car starts away. A wave of relief sweeps
over them. They pick up their occupations again.
Anne flings apen the door of Perers room, making

a dramasic ensrance. She is dressed in Peter § clothes.
Peter looks ut her in fury. The others are amused.)

Anne. Good evening, everyone. Forgive me if

I don’e stay. (She jumps up on a chair) L have a
friend waiting for me in there, My friend Tom.
Tom Cat. Some people say chac we look alike.
Bur Tom has the most beautiful whiskers, and ]
have only a lictle fuzz. T am hoping . . . indime ...
Peter. All right, Mrs. Quack Quack!

Anne (ontraged—jumping down). Peres!

Peter. [ heard about you . . . How you wlked
so much in class they called you Mrs. Quack
Quack. How Mr. Smitter made you write a
composition . . . “'‘Quack. quack,’ said Mrs.

Quack Quack.

10, Mazeltovl (md'zal 10} Hebrew: Congratulations!
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Anne. Well, go on. Tell them the rest. How
so pood he read it out loud 1o the class and chen

s

read it to all his other classes!
Peter. Quack! Quack! Quack ... Quack . ..
Quack . ..

(Anne pulls off the coat and tronsers.)

Anne. You arc the mose intolerable, insulferable
boy I've ever med!

(She thraws the clathes down the staivwell. Perer goes

down after them.)

Peter. Quack, quack, quack!

Mrs. Van Daan (1o Anne). That's right, Anncke!

Give it to him!

Anne. With all the boys in the world . . . Why

I'had o ger Jocked up with one like you! . . .

Peter. Quack, quack. quack, and from now on sty
“x out of my room!

(els Perer passes her. Anne puts our her foot, tripping

him. He picks himself up, and goes on inta his room.)

Mrs. Frank (qgreietly). Anne. dear. .. your hair.

(She feels Anne’s forehead.) You're warm. Are you

feeling all right?

Anne. Please, Mother, (She goes over 1o the coner

wable, slipping mite her shoes)

Mrs. Frank (fafloiing her). You havens a fever,

have you?

s Anne (prllmg wweay). No. No.

dactor

Mrs. Frank. You know we can't call
here, ever. Th
watch carefu

“sonly one thing o do . ..
Iness before it comes.

. Preventan

ler me see your tongue

Anne. Morher. this is perfectly absurd,

Mrs. Frank. Anne, dear, don't be such a baby, Let

me sce your wongue. (As Anoe refises, Mrs, Frank
appeals to Mr, Frank) Owo ., 7
M. Frank. You hcar your macher, Anne. (Anne

w flicks out ber tongse for a second, then mns atoay,)
Mrs. Frank. Come on—open up! (s Aane opens
her mouth very wide) You seem all nighe . . but
perhaps an aspirin . . .

v

)

“6H

Mrs, Van Daan. For heaven’s sake, don’t give that
child any pills. T waited for fificen minutes this
morning tor her to come auc of the w.e.

Anne, [ was washing my hair!

M. Frank. 1 think there's nothing the matter
with our Anne that a ride on her bike, or a

visit with her friend Jopic de Waal wouldn't cure.
Tso't that so, Anne?

(Mr. Van Daan comes down into the room.

From awside we hear fitins sounds of bombers going
aver and a burst of ack-ack.)

Mr. Van Daan. Miep not come yet?

Mrs. Van Daan. The warkmen just lefr, a lirde
while ago.

Mr. Van Daan. What's for dinner ronighe?

Mrs. Van Daan. Beans.

Mr. Van Daan. Nor again!

Mrs. Van Daan. Poor Pucti! T knaw. Bur what can
we do? Tha's all thac Miep broughe us,

(Mr. Van Daan searss o pace, hic hands belind his
buck. Anne follaws bebind him, imitaring hine.)

Anne. Weare now in what is known as the “hean

cycle.” Beans boiled, beans en casserole. heans
wirh strings, heans without strings . ..

(Peter has came ous of bis raam. He slides into his
place ar the table, becoming immediately absorbed
in his studdies))

Mr. Van Daan (to Perer). [saw you .. . in there,
playing with your cat.

Mrs. Van Daan. He just went in for a second.
putring his coat awav. He's been out here all the
time, doing his lessons.

Mr. Frank (loaking up fram the papers). Anne, you
got an excellent in your history paper today . . .
and very good in Larin.

Anne (sirting beside him). How about algebra?

v Mr. Frank. ['ll have o make a confession. Up until

now ['ve managed 1o stay ahead of you in algebra.
Today you caught up with me, We'll leave ic to
Maigor to correct.
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Anne. Isn't algebra vife, Pim!
Mr. Frank. Vile!
Margot (ro Mr. Frank). How did [ do?

Anne (getting up). Excellent, excellent, excellent,
excellent!

Mr. Frank (20 Margor). You should have used the

290 subjunctive here . . .

Margot. Should I2.. . . I thought.. . . look here . . .
I didn'c use it here . . . (7he two beconte absorbed
in the papers)

Anne, Mrs. Van Daan, may | try on your coar?
Mrs. Frank. No, Anne.

Mrs. Van Daan (giring it to Aone). It's all righe . . .
but carcful with it. (Anne puss it on and seruss with
ity My father gave me chac the year before he died.
He always bought the best that money could buy.

so0 Anne. Mrs. Van Daan, did you have a lot of boy

(riends before you were married?

Mrs. Frank. Anne, that’s a personal question.
It's not courteous to ask pesonal questions.
Mrs. Van Daan. Oh [ don’t mind. (te Anne)
Our house was always swarming with boys.
When I was a girl we had . . .

Mr. Van Daan. Oh, God. Not again!

Mrs. Van Daan (good-humored ). Shut up!
(Withvut a pause, to Anne. Mr. Van Duan

swomimics Mrs, Van Daan, speaking the first fow

words i unison with her) One summer we had
a big housc in Hilversum. The boys came buzzing
round like bees around a jam por. And when 1
was sixeeen!, .. We were wearing our skirts very
shorr those days and T had goed-looking legs.
(She pulls up her skirt, going to Mr. Frank.) 1
still have ‘e, [ may not be as preccy as 1 used
1o be, but 1 still have my legs. How about it
Mr. Frank?

20 Mr.Van Daan. All right. All right. We see them.

Mrs. Van Daan. I'm not asking you. I'm asking
Mr. Frank.

Peter. Mother, for heaven’s sake.
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Mrs. Van Daan, Oh, | embariass you, do I? Well,

I just hope the gitl you marry has zs good. (shen ro
Anne) My father used to worry abouc me, with sa
many boys hanging round. He 1old me, if any of
them gets fresh, you say o him . . . “Remember,
Mr. So-and-So, remember I'm a lady.”

Anne. "Remember, Mr. So-and-So, remember
I'm a lady.” (She gives Mrs. Van Daan ler coat.)
Mr. Van Daan. Look at you, talking chac way in
front of her! Don't you know she pas i all down
in that diary?

Mrs, Van Daan. So, if she does? I'n: only telling
the truth!

(Anne stretches ous, pusting her ear to the flooy;
listening to what is going on below. The sound of
the bambers fades aray)

Mrs. Frank (setting the table). Woulc you mind,
Peter, if [ moved you over to the couch?

Anne (lrstening). Miep must have the radio on.
(Peter picks up his papers, going over 1o the couch
beside Mrs. Van Daan.)

Mr. Van Daan (accusingly, to Peter). Haven't you
finished yer?

Peter. No.

M. Van Daan. You ought to be ashamed of yousclf.

Peter. All nghe, All right. I'm a dunce. I'ma
hopeless case. Why do 1 go on?

Mrs. Van Daan. You're not hopeless. Don't talk
that way. It's just that you haven't anyone ta help
you, like the girls have. (to Mr. Frank) Maybe you
could help him, Mr. Frank?

Mr. Frank. I'm sure that his facher .. . ?
Mr. Van Daan. Not me. 1 can’t do anything with
him. He won't listen to me. You go ahead . . . if
you want.

2

Mr. Frank (going ro Peter). Whar abour it, Pe
Shall we make our school coeducar:onal?
Mrs. Van Daan (kissing Mr. Frank). You're an
angel, Mr. Frank. An angel. [ don't know why
I didn't meet you before I mer that one there.




Here, sit down, Mr. Frank .. (She forces bim
eddoron on the conch beside Pewer)) Now. Peter, you
listen o My Frank.
M. Frank. It might be betrer for us to ga into Peter’s
1oom . (Peter jumps up eagerly, feading the way.)
Mrs. Van Daan. Tha's right. You go in there, Peter.
a0 You listen to Mr. Frank. Mr. Frank is a highly
educated man. (As Mr. Frank is about to follow
Perer into his room, Mus. Frank stops hint and wipes
the lipstick fimm bis lips. Then she closes the door
after ther.)
Anne (on the floor, listening). Shht T can hear a
man'’s voice talking,
Mr. Van Daan (i0 Anne). Tsn't ic bad enough here
withaur your sprawling all aver the place? (Anne
Sis =\L
w0 Mrs, Van Daan (re Mr. Van Daan). [{ you didn't
smoke so much, you wouldn't be so bad-tempered,

Mr. Van Daan. Am [ smoking? Do you sec me
smoking?
Mrs. Van Daan. Don't tell me you've used up all

those cigarettes.

Mr. Van Daan. Onc package. Micp anly broughe
me one package.
Mrs. Van Daan. It's a filthy habivanyway. Is a
goad time 1o break yoursell

S Mr. Van Daan. Oh, siop ir, please
Mrs. Van Daan. You're smoking up all our money.
You know thar, don't you?
Mr. Van Daan. Will vou shut up? (During this,
Nis, Frank and Margor have studiously kept their
eyes dawen. But Avve, seated ou the floor, bas been
following the discussion brterestedly. Mr. Van Daan
terns to see by staving up at him.) And what are
vou staring at?

Anne. [ never heard grownups quarrel before.

v I ehoughe only children quarreled.

Mr. Van Daan. T
And T never h

a quarrel! 10y a discussion.

ren so rude before.

Anne (rising. indignantly). I, rude!

Rl

Mr. Van Daan. Yes!

Mrs. Frank (guickly). Annc, will you get me my
knitting? (Anne goes to get ir) 1T must remember,
when Miep comes, 1o ask her o bring me some
more wool.

Margot (going to her roam). | need some hairpins
and some soap. 1 made a list. (She goes into her
bedroom to get the Iist.)

Mrs. Frank (to Anne). Have yvou some library
books for Miep when she comes?

Anne. I's a wonder that Miep has a lite of her own,
the way we make her run errands tor us. Please,
Miep. get me some starch, Please take my hair out
and have it cut. Tell me all the latese news, Miep.
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(She gaes over, kneeling on the couch beside Mrs, Van
Daan.) Did you know she was engaged? His name
is Dirk, and Miep’s afraid che Nazis will ship him
off to Germany to worl in one of their war plancs.
That’s what they’re doing with some of the young
Dutchmen . . . they pick them up off the streets—
Mr. Van Daan (interrupting). Don't you ever get
tired of talking? Suppose you try keeping scill for
five minutes. Just five minutes. (He starts 1o pace
again. Again Anne follows him, mimicking him.
Mrs. Frank jumps up and takes ber by the arm

up to the sink, and gives her a glass of mitk.)

Mrs. Frank. Come here, Anne. It’s time for your
glass of milk.

Mr. Van Daan. Talk, talk, ralk. I never heard such
a child. Where is my . .. ? Every evening ic’s the
same, talk, alk, calk. (He looks around) Where
ismy...?

Mrs. Van Daan. What're you Jaoking for?

Mr. Van Daan. My pipe. Have you seen my pipe?

Mrs. Van Daan. What good’s a pipe? You haven’t
got any twobacco.

Mr. Van Daan. Ac least I'll have something to hold
in my mouth! (opening Margoc's bedroom door)
Margor, have you seen my pipe?

Margot. It was on the table last night. (Anne puss
bher glass of milk on the table and picks up his pipe,
hiding it bebind ber back)

Mr. Van Daan. I know. | know. Anne, did you set
my pipe? .. . Anne!

Mrs. Frank. Anne. Mr. Van Daan is speaking

{0 you.

Anne. Am I allowed to talk now?

Mr. Van Daan. You're the most aggravating . . .
The trouble with you is, you've been spailed.
Whar you need is a good old-fashioned spanking.
Anne (mimicking Mrs. Van Daan). “Remember,
Mr. So-and-So, remember I'm a lady.” (She
thrusts the pipe into his mouth, then picks up her
glass of milk.)
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Mr. Van Daan (restraining himself with difficulty).
Why aren’t you nice and quicr like your sister
Margot? Why do you have to show off all the
time? Let me give you a lictle advice, young lady.
Men don't like that kind of thing in a girl. You
know thac? A man likes a girl who'll listen to him
once in a while . . . a domestic girl, who'll keep
her house shining for her husband . . . who loves
to cook and sew and . . .

Anne. I'd cur my throat first! I'd open my veins!
I'm going to be remarkable! I'm going ro Paris . . .
Mr. Van Daan (scoffingly). Paris!

Anne. ... wo study music and art,

Mr. Van Daan. Yeah! Yeah!

Anne. I'm going to be a famous dancer or

singer . . . or something wonderful, (She rmakes

# wide gesture, spilling she gluss of mille on the fur
coat in Mrs. Van Daan’s lap. Margot rushes quickly
over with a towel, Anne tries to brush the milk off
1with her skirt.)

Mrs. Van Daan. Now look what you've done . . .
you clumsy little fool! My beauciful fur coar my
father gave me . . .

Anne. I'm so sorry.

Mrs. Van Daan. What do you care? Tt isn’t yours
... $o go on, ruin it Do you know what thar coac
cost? Do you? And now look at it! Look at it!
Anne. I'm very, very sorry.

Mrs. Van Daan. [ could kill you for this. T could
just kill you! (Mrs. Van Daan gaes up the stairs,
clurching the cons. Mr. Van Daan starts after her)
Mr. Van Daan. Petronella . . . fiefje! Liefje! . . .
Come back . . . the supper . . . come back!

Mrs. Frank. Anne, you must not behave in

that way.

Anne. It was an accident. Anyone can have an
accident,

Mrs. Frank. 1 don’t mean thae. [ mean the
answering back. You must not answer back.

They are our guests. We must always show the




1060

HU)

1026

=

greatest courtesy te them. We're all living under
werrible wnsion. (She staps as Margot indicares thar
‘an Daan can hear. When be is gone, she continues)
That’s why we must control ourselves . . . You don't
hear Margot gerting inco arguments wich them, do
you? Watch Margot. She's always courreous with
them. Never faniliar. She keeps her distance.
And they respect her for i, Try 10 be like Margor.
Anne. And have chem walk all over me, the way
they do her? No. than

Mrs, Frank. ['m nor afraid thac anyone is going
to walk all over vou, Anne. I'm afraid for orher
people, that you'll walk on them. [ don't know
what happens ro you, Anne. You are wild, self-
willed. 1f T had ever talked to my mother as you
wlktome. ..

Anne. Things have changed. People aren’t like
“No, Mother!

“Anything you say. Mother.” I've got o fight

that any more. “Yes, Mothe

things out for mysell! Make something of mysclf?
Mrs. Frank. Tt isn't necessary to fight 1o do it

ot doesn't fight, and st she .. .2

Anne (riolently rebeflions). Margo! Margot!
Margot! Thats all T hear from everyone . . . how
wonderful Margot is ... “Why aren't you like
Margoe?”

Margot (proresting). Oh, come on, Anne, dont
beso ...

Anne (paving no attention), Excrything she docs
is right, and everyching T do is wrong! I'm the

goac around here! ., . You're all against me! . ..

And you worst of all!

(She rushes aff inta ber voom and thraws bevself’
dotwn on the settce, stifling ber sobs. Mrs, Frank
sighs and staris toward the stove.)

Mrs, Frank (ro Margat). Ler's put the soup on

the stove . .. if chere’s anyone who cares to eat.
Margot, will you take the bread our? (Margor gets
the bread from the cuphourd) T don't know how
we can go on living this way . .. I can’t say
aword 1o Anne . ., she flicsatme.. . .

Margot. You know Anne. In half an hour she'll
110 be out here, laughing and joking.

Mrs. Frank. And . .. (She makes @ motion wpwards,
indicaring the Van Daans) . . . 1 told your father
it wouldnt work . .. butno ... no ... he had
to ask them, he said . . . he owed it 1o him, he
said. Well, he knows now thar I was right!
These quarrels! . . . This bickering!
Margot (with a warning look). Shush. Shush.
(The buszer for the door sounds. Mrs. Frank gasps,
startled.)
1050 Mrs. Frank, Every cime I hear that sound, my
heart stops!
Margot (stureing for Peters door). 1c's Miep.
(She knacks at the door.) Farher
(M. Frank comes quickly from Peter’s room.)
Mr. Franik. Thank you, Margor. (as hie goes down the
steps 10 apen the onter door) Has everyone his list?
Margot. I'll ger my books. (giving her nosher a
lisy Here's vour list. (Margot goes into ber and
Anncs bedroont on the vight. Anne sits up, hiding
weu Der rears, as Margot comes in) Miep’s here.
(Margot picks wp her books and goes back. Anne
hurries over 1o the mirror, smoothing ber hair.)
Mr. Van Daan (coming down the stair). Is it Micp?
Margot. Yes, Facher's gone down to let her in.
Mr. Van Daan. At last I'll have some cigarettes!
Mrs. Frank {to Mr. Van Daan). T can't tell you
how unhappy T am about Mes. Van Daan's coar.
Anne should never have touched it.
Mr. Van Daan. She'll be all righe.
i0va Mrs. Frank. Is there anything I can do?
Mr. Van Daan. Don't worry.
(He turns to meet Miep. But it is nor Miep who
comes up the steps. Tt is Mr. Kraler, followed by M.
Frank. Their fuces are grave. Anne comes from the
bedraom. Deter comes from his raont.)

Mrs. Frank, Mr. Kraler!
Mr. Van Daan. How are you, Mr. Kraler?
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Margot. This is a surprise.
Mrs. Frank. When Mr. Kraler comes, the sun
1uso begins to shine.
Mr. Van Daan. Miep is coming?
Mr. Kraler. Not tonight.
(Kraler goes to Margot and Mrs. Frank and Anne,
shaking hands with them.)
Mrs. Frank. Wouldn’t you like a cup of coflee? . . .
Or, betrer still, will you have supper with us?
Mr. Frank. Mr. Kraler has something to talk over
with us. Something has happened, he says, which
demands an immediate decision.
190 Mrs. Frank (fearftd). Whar is ic?
(Mr. Kraler sies dawn on the couch. As be talks be
rakes bread, cabbages, milk, erc., from bis briefease,
giving them 1o Margot and Anne to put aieay.)
Mr. Kraler. Usually, when 1 come up here, | try o
bring you some bit of good news. What's the use
of telling you the bad news when there’s nothing
that you can do abour it? Bur today something
has happened . . . Dirk . .. Mieps Dirk, you
know, came to me just now. He tells me thar he
1100 has a Jewish friend living near him. A denrist.
He says he’s in crouble. He begged me, could 1
do anything for chis man? Could I find him a
hiding place? . . . So I've come 1o you . .. ] know
it’s a terrible thing ro ask of you, living as you are,
bur would you rake him in with you?
Mr. Frank. OFf course we will.
M. Kraler (rising). 1C1l be just For a night or two
... until T find some other place. This happened
50 suddenly thar I didn’t know where to tum.
1o Mr. Frank. Where is he?
Mr. Kraler. Downstairs in the office.
Mr. Frank. Good. Bring him up.
Mr. Kraler. His name is Dussel . . . Jan Dussel.
Mr. Frank. Dussel . . . T think I know him.
Mr. Kraler. Vil ger him, (He goes quickly down
the steps und ous. Mr. Frank suddenly becomes

conscious of the others.)
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Mr. Frank. Forgive me. I spoke without consulting
you. Buc I knew you'd feel as | do.

Mr. Van Daan. Therc's no reason for you ro
consult anyone. This is your place. You have a
right to do exactly as you please. The only thing
I feel . . . there’s so little food as it is . . . and 1o
take in another person .. .

(Peter turns away, ashamed of his father)

M. Frank. We can stretch the food a lictle.

It’s only for a few days.

Mr. Van Daan. You want to make a ber?

Mrs. Frank. [ think ic’s fine to have him. Bu,
Otto, where are you going to pur him? Where?
Peter. He can have my bed. 1 can sleep on the
floor. T wouldn't mind.

M. Frank. That's good of you, Peter. But your
room’s too small . . . even for yon.

Anne. [ have a much better idea. I'll come in
here wich you and Mother, and Margot can take
Perer’s room and Peter can go in our room with

Mr. Dussel.

Margot. Thar's right. We could do tha.

Mr. Frank. No, Margot. You mustn'e sleep in
that room . . . neicher you nor Anne. Mouschi
has caughe some rats in there. Perer’s brave.

He doesn't mind.

Anne. Then how about #is?'ll come in here with
you and Mother, and Mr. Dussel can have my bed.
Mrs. Frank. No. No. Mo/ Margot will come in
here with usand he can have her bed. It's the
only way. Margot, bring your things in here.
Help her, Anne.

(Margot burries into her room to get her things.)
Anne (t0 ber mother). Why Margor? Why can't

I come in here?

Mrs. Frank. Because it wouldn's be proper for
Margot 10 sleep with a. .. Please, Anne. Don't
argue. Please. (Annc starss slowly away.)

Mr. Frank. (ro Anne). You don't mind sharing
your room with Mr. Dussel, do you, Anne?




Anne. Na. No, al course not.
Mr. Frank. Good. (Anne goes off into ber bedrovm,
e Mefping Margor, Mr. Frank starts to search in the

cuphaards) Wher

the cognac?

Mrs. Frank. It's there, Bug, Otro, T was saving it
in case of illness

Mr. Frank. [ cthink we couldn’t find a better rime

to use it Pecer, will you get five glasses for me?
(Peter goes far the glasies. Margot comes out of

her bedraom, carrying her possessions, which she

hangs bebind a curtain in the main room, Mr.
Frank finds the cognac and pours ir into the five
asses that Pever bringe him. My, Van Daan

& 14

stabnds fooking on sonrly. NMrs. Van Daan conres

dwewnsitirs and looks around at all the bustle.)

Mrs. Van Daan. What's happening? Whar's
going on?

Mr. Van Daan. Somcone’s moving in with us.
Mrs. Van Daan. In here? You're joking.
Margot. It's only for a night or two . . . until
Mr. Kraler finds him another place.

Mr. Van Daan. Yeah! Yeah!

1180 (Mr. Frank burries over as Mr, Kraler wnd
Dussel come up. Dussel is a man in bis Luse fiffies,
maticulons, finicky . .. bewildered now. He wears
d raincoat. He currics a briefcase, stuffed fiull, and
a small medicine case.)

Mr. Frank. Come in, Mr. Dussel.

Mr. Kraler. This is Mr. Frank.

Dussel. Mr. Ouo Frank?

Mr. Frank. Yes. Let me rake your things.

(He tikes the fas and briefiase. bur Dussel clings

190 1o his medicine case.) This is my wife Edich ., .
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Mr. and Mrs. Van Daan . .. their son, Peter . ..
and my daughters, Margot and Anne.
(Dussel shakes bands with everyone.)

M. Kraler. Thank you, Mr. Frank. Thank you all.
Mr. Dussel, ] leave you in good hands. Oh . . .
Dirk’s coat.

(Dussel hurricdly takes off the raincoat, giving it to
Mr. Kraler. Underneath is his white dentist’ jackes,
with a yellow Star of David on it.)

1200 Dussel (¢o Mr. Kraler). Whac can 1say o thank

you...?

Mrs. Frank (t0 Dussel). Mr, Kralerand Miep . ..
They're our life line. Wichout them we couldn't
live.
M. Kraler. Please. Please. You make us seem very
heroic. It isn't that at all. We simply don’t like
the Nazis. (ro Mr. Frank, who offers him a drink)
No, thanks. (¢hen going on) We don't like their
methods, We don't like
1210 Mr. Frank (smiling). 1 know. [ know. “No one’s
going to tell us Dutchmen what to do wich our
damn Jews!”

M. Kraler (o Dussel). Pay no atcention to Mr.
Frank. ['ll be up tomorrow to see thar they're
treating you right. (ro Mr. Frank) Don't trouble
to come down again. Peter will bolt the door afrer
me, won't you, Peter?
Peter. Yes, sir,
Mr. Frank. Thank you, Peter, T'l] do it.
1220 Mr. Kraler. Good night. Good nighr.
Group. Good night, Mr. Kraler. We'll see you
tomorrow, (efc., eic.)
(Mr. Kraler goes out with Mr. Frank. Mrs. Frank
gives each one of the ‘grownwps” 4 glass of cognac.)
Mrs. Frank. Please, Mr. Dussel, sit down.
(Mr. Dussel sinks into a chair. Mrs. Frank gives
him a glass of cognac.)
Dussel. I'm dreaming. 1 know it. I can't believe
my eyes. Mr. Octo Frank here! (¢0 Mrs. Frank)
130 You're not in Switzerland then? A woman told
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me . . . She said she'd gone to your house . . . the
door was open, everything was in disorder, dishes
in the sink. She said she found a picee of paper
in the wastebasket with an address scribbled on
it. .. an address in Zurich. She said you must
have escaped o Zurich.

Anne, Facher put thar there purposely . . .

just so people would think that very thing!
Dussel. And you've been here all che cime?

Mrs. Frank. All the time.. . . eversince July.
(Anne speaks to her father as be comes back.)
Anne. It worked, Pim . . . the address you left!
Mr. Dussel says that people helieve we escaped
to Switzerland.

Mr. Frank. I'm glad . . . And now let’s have a lictle
drink to welcome Mr. Dussel. (Before they can
drink, Mr, Dussel bolts bis drink. Mr. Frank smiles
and raises his glass.) To Mr. Dussel. Welcome.
We're very honored to have you with us.

Mrs, Frank. To Mr. Dussel, welcome.

(The Van Daans murniier a welcome. The “grown-
wps” drink.)

Mrs. Van Daan. Um. That was good.

Mr. Van Daan. Did Mr. Kraler warn you chat you
won't get much to eat here? You can imagine . . .
three ration books among the seven of us . . . and
now you make eight.

(Peter realks away, humiliated. Queside a sreet
organ is heard dimly.)

Dussel (rising). Mr. Van Daan, you don't realize
what is happening outside that you should

warn me of a thing like that. You don't realize
what’s going on . .. (As Mr. Van Daan starns

his characteristic pacing, Dussel turns to speak 10
the others) Right here in Amsterdam every day
hundreds of Jews disappear . . . They suriound

a block and search house by house. Children
come home from schoal to find their parencs
gone. Hundreds are being deported . . . people
that you and I know . . . the Hallensteins . . .

the Wessels . . .
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Mrs. Frank (in tears), Oh, no. No!

Dussel. They get their call-up norice . . . come
10 the Jewish theatre on such and such a day
and hour . .. bring only what you can carry in
ck. And if you refuse the call-up norice,
then they come and drag vou [tom your home
and ship vou off 1o Mauthausen.”* The death
mp!

Mrs, Frank. We didn'c know that things had got
so much worsc.

Dussel. Fargive me for speaking so.
Anne (comming to Dussel), Do you know the
de Waals? L. What's become of them? Their
daughter Jopic and I are in the same class.
Jopic’s my bese friend.

Dussel. They arc gone.

Anne. Gone?

th all the others.

Anne. (.

. no. Not Jopie!

. Frank suotions

(She turns avay, in tears, N
1o Margot 0 comfore her. Margot gues fo Annc,
Jutting her arns comfortingly avound ber)

Mrs. Van Daan. There were some people called
Wagner. They lived nearus .. .7

Mr. Frank (raterrepting, witl a glance ar Annc).

I think we should put this off until Jacer. We all
have many questions we wancto ask ., . But I'm
sure that Mr. Dussel would like to get settled
before supper.

Dussel. Thank you. I would. I brought very little
wirth me.

M. Frank (giving him bis bat and bricfease). Tm
sorry we can’t give vou a room alone. Buc | hope
vou won't be too uncomfortable. We've had to
make serict rules here . . . a schedule of hours . . .
We'll el you after supper. Anne, would you like
o take Mr. Dussel ro his room?

Anne (conrralitng her tears). I you'll come with
me, Mr. Dussel? (She stires for her room.)

Dussel (shaking hands with each in turn). Forgive
me if] haven't really expressed my gracitude to
all of you. This has been such a shock 10 me. I'd
always thought of myself as Ducch. [ was born in
Holland. My father was born in Holland, and my
grandtather. And now .. . afrer all chese years . .
(He breaks off7) 1 you'll excuse me.

(Dussel gives o lietle bore und buvries off afrer
Aunne, Mr. Frank and the others are subdued.)
Anne (turning an the light). Well, here we are,
(Dussel looks araund the rovw. In the main roam
Margot spedks to ber mother.)

Margot. T'he news sounds preity bad, doesn't ie?
It's so different from what Mr. Kraler vells us.
Mr. Kraler says chings are improving.

Mr. Van Daan. [ like it better the way Kraler tells it
(They resume their occupatians, quietly. Peter goes
off inta his roum. It Anne’s raom, Anne tirns to
Dussel.)

Anne, You're going 1o share the room with me,
Dussel. ['ma man who's always lived alone.

I haven't had o adjust myself to others. 1 hope
you'll bear with me undil 1 learn.

Anne. Ler me help you. (She takes bis briefease)
Do you always live all alone? Have vou no family
aall?

Dussel. No one. (He opens his medicine case and
spreads liis boseles on the dressing table)

Anne. How dreadful. You must be terribly lancly.
Dussel. I'm used 1o it

Anne. I don't chink I could ever get used to it.
Didn't you even have a pet? A cat, or a dog?
Dussel. [ have an allergy tor fur-bearing animals.
They give me asthma.

Anne. Oh, dear. Peter has a cat.

Dussel. Here? He has it here?

Anne, Yes. Buc we hardly ever sce it. He keeps itin
his room all the time. I'm sure e will be all vight.

1. Mauthausen it &

u'zoni: 3 Nazi concentratlon camp in Austria,
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Dussel. Ler us hope so.
1330 (He takes same pills to fareify himself)

Anne. That's Margot’s bed, where you're going
wo sleep. | sleep on the sofa there, (indicating the

clothes hooks on the wall) We cleared these off for

your things, (She goes over to the window.) The
best parc abou this room . . . you can look down
and see a biv of the street and the canal. There's
a houseboat . . . you can sce the end of it . .. a
bargeman lives there wich his family . .. They
have a baby and he’s just beginning to walk and
160 [t so afraid he's going to fall inco the canal some
day. [ waich him ...
Dussel (/nterrupting). Your father spoke of a
schedule.

Anne (coming away from the window). Oh, yes. It's

mostly abouc the times we have to be quict, And
times for che w.c. You can use it now if you like.
Dussel (stiffly). No, thank you.
Anne. [ suppose you think ic's awful, my calking
about a thing like chat. But you don'c know

1370 how important it can get to be, especially when
you're frightened . . . About this room, the way
Margotand I did . . . she had it to herselfin che
afternoons for studying, reading . . . lessons, you
know . .. and I took the mornings. Would that
be all right with you?

Dussel. I'm not at my best in the morning.

Anne. You stay here in the mornings then.
I'll take the room in the afternoons.

Dussel. Tell me, when you're in here, what
1380 happens to me? Where am I spending my time?
In there, with all che people?
Anne. Yes.
Dussel. [ see. | see.
Anne. We have supper at half past six.
Dussel (gning over to the sofd). Then, if you don't

mind . .. I like ro lie down quietly for ten minures

before eating, I find i helps the digestion.
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Anne. Of course. [ hope I'm not going to be wo
much of a bother 10 you. 1 seem 1o be able o get
everyone's back up.

(Dussel lies down an the sofa, curled up, his back
10 her.)

Dussel I always get along very well wich children.
My patients all bring cheir children o me.
because they know [ get on well with them.

So don’t you worry abour that.

(Aune leans orer him, taking his hand and shaking
it grasefilly)

Anne, Thank you. Thank you, Mr. Dussel.

(The lights dim ta darkness. The curtain falfs on the
scene. Anne’s Voice comes to us fainely at first, and
then with increasing power.)

Anne's Volce. . . . And yesterday I finished
Cissy Van Marxvelts latest book. [ chink she

is a firse-class wrirer. 1 shall definitely ler my
children read her. Monday the rwenty-first of
Seprember, nineteen forty-two. Mr. Dussel

and I had another battle yesterday, Yes, Mr.
Dussel! According to him, noching, I repeat. . .
nothing, is right about me . . . my appearance,
my character, my manners. While he was going
on at me | thoughe . . . somecime U'll give you
such a smack thar you'll fly right up to the
ceiling! Why is it that every grownup thinks he
knows the way to bring up children? Particularly
the grownups thac never had any. I keep
wishing chat Peter was a girl instead of a boy.
Then I would have someone to talk to. Margor's
a darling, but she takes everything too seriously.
To pause for a moment on the subject of Mrs.
Van Daan. I must tell you that her attemprs 1o
flire with Father are getting her nowhere. Pim,
chank goodness, won't play.

(As she is saying the last lines, the curtain rises on
the darkened scene. Anne's Voice fades out.)




It is the middle of the night, several months later.
The stage is dark except for a litele light which comes
through the skylight in Peter s room.
Everyone is in bed. Mr. and Mrs. Frank lie on
Vis0 the conch i the main room, 1which has been \E\\s.&
it 10 serve as a makesbifr double bed.

Margoc is H\mm\.m:h on a maetvess an the floor in
the main voom, bebind a curtain sireiched across
Sor privacy. The athers are all in their accustamed
rooms.

From ontside we hear two dvunken soldiers
singing “Lifi Mavlene.” A girl’s high giggle is heard.
The sound of vunning feer is heard coming closer
and thewu fiding in the distance. Throughout the

Vo seene there is the distunt sownd of airplanes passing
overhead.

A match suddendy flares up in the aric.
We dimly see Mr. Van Daan. He is getting bis
bearings. He comes quickly down the stairs, and goes
to the cupboard where the food is stoved. Again the
el flares up, and is as quickly blown ont. The
dion figure is scese to steal back up the stairs.

There is quiet for a second or two, broken only
by the sound of nirplanes, and rinining fect on the
street below.

Swucldenly, out of the silence and the dark, we hear
Anne seream,
Anne (screaming). Nol Nol Don't . . . don't uike me!
(She nioas, tossing and crymg in her steep. The
ather people wake, terrified. Dusscl sits up in bed,
Sfurious)
Dussel. Shush! Ann

Anne (srill in her nightmare), Save me! Save me!

Anne, for God's sake, shush!

(She screams and screams. Dussel gets ont of bed,
1160 going aver to her, trying 10 wake her)

Dussel. For God’s sake! Quiet! Quiet! You want

someone to hear?

1980

1500

(In the main room Mrs. Frank grabs a shawl and

pulls it arouned ber. She rushes in to Anne, taking

her in ber arms. Mr. Frank hurriedly gets up,

putting on bis overcont. Margot sirs up, terrificd.

Peters light goes on in his room.)

Mrs. Frank (te Anne, in ber room). Hush, darling,

hush. Its all right. Ic’s all right. (over her shoulder

ro Dussel) Will you be kind enough to turn on

the light, Mr. Dussel? (back ts Arne) It's nothing,

my darling, It was just a dream.

(Dusscl turns on the light in the bedvoor. Mrs.

Frank bolds Anne in her arms, Gradually Anne

comes out of her nightmare, still membling with

horror. Mc. Frank comes into the room, and goes

quickly to the window, looking out ta be sure

that no one outside had heard Anne’s screans.

Mrs. Frank holds Anne, talking softly to her. In

the main room Margot stands on a chair, turning

on the center hanging lamp. A light goes on in the
fan Daan s roarm overbead. Peter puis his robe o,

coming out of his roont.)

Dussel (r0 Mrs, Frank, blnwing his nase). Somahing

must be done about that child, Mrs. Frank. Yelling

like that! Who knows but there’s somebody on the

streets? She's endangering all our lives,

Mrs. Frank. Anne, darling.

Dussel. Every night she twists and curns, 1 don't
sleep. I spend half my night shushing her. And
now ir's nightmares!

(Margot comes to the door of Annes room, followed
by Peter. Mr. Frank goes to them, indicating that
cveryrhing is all right, Peter takes Margot back.)
Mrs. Frank (r0 Anne). You're here, safe, you see?
Nothing has happened. (10 Dussel) Please, Mr.
Dussel, go back to bed. She'll be herself in a
minute or two. Won't you. Anne?

Dussel (picking up a book and a pillow). Thank
you, but I'm going to the w.c. The one place
where there’s peace! (He stalks out. Mr. Van Daan,
in underwear und trousers, comes down the stairs.)
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Mr. Van Daan (¢o Dussel). Whac is i What
happened?

M. Frank (sensing her hurs). Edith, Liebe,

schaw . ..

Mrs. Frank. Es mache niches! Ich danke dem lieben
Mr.Van Daan. I thought someone was murdering 130 Herrgat, dass sie sich wenigstens n Dicly wender,
her. wenn sie Trost brawchs! Geb binein, Onto, sic ist ganz
bysterisch vor Angst." (s M. Frank hesitases) Gelr
su ihr'® (Fe looks at her for a second and then goes to
get a cup of water for Anne. Mrs. Frank sinks dawn
on the bed, her face in her hands, trying 10 keep from
sobbing aloud. Margot comes over to ber, pussing her
arms around ber.) She wants noching of me. She
pulled away when 1 leaned down to kiss her.

Dussel. A nightmare. She was having a nightmare!

Dussel. Unfortunately, no.

(He goes into the bathroom. Mr. Van Daan goes
back up the stasrs. Mr. Feank, in the main room,
sends Peter back to his own bedroom.)

Mr. Frank. Thank you, Peter. Go back to bed.
(Peter goes back to his room. Mr. Frank follaws him.
turning out the light and laoking out the window.
Then he goes back to the main room, and gets up on
a chatv, turning out she center hanging lamp.)

Margot. It's a phase . . . You heard Father . .,
1550 Most girls go through ic. . . they wrn wo their

fathers ar this age . . . they give all their love o
Mrs. Frank (o Anne). Would you like some water? their fathers.
(Anne shakes ber head.) Was it a very bad dream?

Perhaps if you told me . . .2

Mrs. Frank. You weren't like this. You didn't shut

me out.

Anne. I'd rather not talk about it. Margot. She'll get over it . . . (She smooths the bed
Sfor Mrs. Frank and sits beside her a moment as
Mrs. Frank les down. In Anne’s reon Mr. Frank
comes in, sitting down by Anne. Annc flings ber
arms avound him, clinging to him. In the distance

1560 1we hear the sound of ack-ack.)

Mrs. Frank. Poor darling. Try to sleep then.

T'll sic right here beside you until you fall asleep.
(She brings a stool over, sirting there.)

Anne. You don't have to.

Mrs. Frank. But [d like to stay with you . ..
: i Anne. Oh, Pim. | dreamed that they came ro get

very much. Really. S S k £

us! The Green Police! They broke down the door

Anne. I'd rather you didn'.
’ and grabbed me and started to drag me our the

Mrs. Frank. Good night, then. (She leans down to
kiss Anne. Anue throws her arm up over her face,

turning away. Mrs. Trank, biding her huns, kisses

Aunne’s arm.) You'll be all right? There’s nothing

that you want?

way they did Jopie.

Mr. Frank, | want you to rake this pill.

Anne, What is it?

Mr. Frank. Something to quict you.

(She takes ir and drinks the water. In the matin

roam Margot turns out the light and goes back
1570 t0 her bed.)

Mr. Frank (so Anne). Do you want me 1o read

to you for a while?

Anne, Will you please ask Father to come.
Mrs.Frank (affer a second ). Of course, Anne dear.
(She hutrries our into the ather room. Mr. Frank
comes to her as she comes in.) Sie verlangs nach Dir!*?

12. Sie verlangt nach Dir (z8 fer-langL” naku dir) Germon: She Is asking for you.

13. Uebe, schau (I&'bo shou’) German: Dear, iook.

14. Esmacht. .. vor Angst (65 macnl’ nikata'l Yew dangk's dam 1&'bon hdr'got’, daa 2& =Tkw” van'Tk-
shtenz &n dikw’ vén'dat, van 28 rasi’ brouskt'l gl hin-In', SULS; z& st gdnts hd-sIBr' fsh 167 dngst’)
German: IU's all right. Ithank dear God that at least she turns to you when she needs comfort. Goin,
Otto; she Is hysterlcal with fear.

15. Gehzu ihr(gad' 1550 Ir') German: Go to her.
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Anne. No. Just sit with me lor a minuee. W
awtulz Did T vell werribly loud? Do you think
anvone outside conld have heard?

Mr. Frank, No, Na. Lie quictly now. Try to sleep.
pai

ted
B

own-up ... and then something

Anne. I'm a wrrible coward, P so di

n mysell ] chink [ee conquered my fe:
think I'm really

el T oun 1o sou like ababy Lo | ove

happens ..

vou, Father, T don't love anyone bue you.

M. Frank {reproachfidly). Annele!

Anne. [1's true, Tve been thinking abour it for
along dme. You're the only one 1 love,

Mr. Frank. [0 fine 1o hear vou cell me that you
love me. Buu 1'd be happicer il you said you loved
vour mother as well
Cvour love ..

She needs your help so
much

Anne. W have nod common, She doesn't
undenstand me, Whenever T ery to explain my

views an life to her she asks me if I'm constipated.

Mr. Frank. You hu )

She's arying, Shes in there crying,
ying b

her very much just now.

Anne. [ can't help it Tonly 1old the truth. 1 didn’t
want herhere .o (then, with sudden change) Oh,
Pim, I was horrible, wasn't [2 And the worst of
ivis, [ can stand off and look ar myself doing it
and know irs crucl and yer | can't stop doing it.
Whars the macrer with me? Tell me. Don't say it's
justa phase! Help me

Mr. Frank. There is so litde that we parenis can do
to help our
example . . poine the way, The rest you must do

Iren. We can anly try 10 seta good

vourself. You niust build vour own characrer.

Anne. I'm wving, Really I am. fvery nighe I ihink
back over all of the things [ did thar day that
swere wrong . like putting the wee mop in Mr.
Duss - and this thing now with Mothet.
[ say w0 myself, thar was wrong, | make up myv
mind. I'm never going 1o do that again. Never!

s hed

UUNET S THIEMY AND SYNBOL

120

e

1650

Of course I may do something worse . . . bur at
least T never do that again! . . . [ have a nicer side,
Father . .. a swecter, nicer side. But I'm scared 10
show ir. I'm afraid that people are oing to laugh ac
me it I'm serious. So the mean Anne comes to the
outside and the goad Anne stys on the inside, and
I keep on trying to switch them around and have
the good Anne outside and the bad Annc in
and be what I'd like to be . .. and mightbe . . if

<

only ... only ... (She is asteep. Mr. Frank warches
ber for a maoment and then tons off the light, und
starts our, The lights dim out. The curtain falls on the
scene. Aanes Voice i beard dimly at firse. and then
it gratwing sirength.)

Anne's Voice. . . . The air raids are getting worse.
They come aver day and nighe. The noise is
terrifying. Pim sayys it should be muwsic to our ears,
The more planes, the sooner will come the end of
the war, Mrs. Van Daan pretends to be a faalist.
Whar will be, will be. But when the planes come
over, who is the most frightened? No one else but
Petroncllal . . . Monday. the ninth of November,
nineteen forty-two. Wondertul news! The Allies
have landed in Africa. Pim says that we can look
for an carly finish to the war. Just for fun he asked
each of us whar was the first thing we wanted to
do when we got out of here. Mrs, Van Daan longs
1o be home with her own things, her necdle-point
chairs, the Beckstein piano her father gave her
the best that money could buy. Perer would like
to go ta a movie. Mr. Dussel wants to gec back 10
his dentists drill. He's afraid he is losing his vouch.
For mysclf. there are so many things . . . to ridea
bike again . . . to laugh till my belly aches . .. 10
have new
hot tub filled ta overflawing and wallow in it for
hours . . . 1o be back in school with my friends . . .

thes from the skin out. .. 10 have a

(s the lust lines are bemg said, the cursain rises on
the scene, The lights dine an s Annc's Voice fades
arway.)

[[q<i
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Ivis the first nigh of the Hanubkka#'® celebration.
Mr. Frank is standing at the head of the table on
which is the Menorah."” He lights the Shawos, or
servant candle, and holds it as he sdys the E«hi*
Seated listening is afl of the “family " dressed in their
best. The men wear hars, Peter wears bis cap.

M. Frank (reading from u prayer book). “Praised be
Thou, oh Lord our God, Ruler of the universe,
who has sancrified us with Thy commandments
and bidden us kindle the Hanukkah lights.
Praised be Thou, oh Lord our God, Ruler of the
universe, wha has wroughe wondrous deliverances
for our fathers in days of old. Praised be Thou, oh
Lord our God, Ruler of the universe, that Thou
has given us life and sustenance and brought

us to this happy season.” (Mr. Frank /ights the

ane candle of "the Menarah as be continues.) “We
kindle this Hanukkah light to celebrate the

great and wonderful deeds wroughe through

the zeal with which Ged filled the:hearts of the
heroic Maccabees, two thousand years ago. They
fought against indifference, against tyranny and
oppression, and they restored our Temple to us.
May these lights remind us that we should. ever
lack to God, whence cometh our help.” Amen.
[Pronounced O-mayn.]

All, Amen.

(Mr. Frank hands Mrs. Frank the prayer book.)

Mrs, Franik (reading). *[ lift up mine cyes unto

the mountains, from whence cometh my help.

My help cometh from the Lord who made heaven
and earch. He will not suffer thy foot to be moved.
He that keepeth thee will not slumber. He thar
keepeth Israel doth neither slumber nor sleep. The
Lord is thy keeper. The Lord is chy shade upon thy
right hand. The sun shall not smite thee by day,

1690

1700

1710

1720

nor the moon by night. The Lord shall keep diee
from all evil. He shalt keep chy sou’. The Lord shall
guard thy going out and thy coming in, from chis
time forth and forevermore.” Amen.

All. Amen,

(Mrs. Feank puts down the prayer book and goes to
get the food and wine. Margot belps her. Mr. Frank
takes the mens hats and puts then aside.)

Dussel (rising). That was very moving,

Anne (prlling bim back). It isn't over yet!

Mrs. Van Daan. Sit down! Sit down!

Anne. There’s a lot more, songs and presents,
Dussel. Presents?

Mrs. Frank. Noc this year, unforcur ately.

Mrs. Van Daan, Bur always on Hanukkah
QNH%O—.—W mm(&m rdﬂﬂmmq._.ﬂm P ﬂ<.ﬂ—.v~OUm_

Dussel. Like our St. Nicholas' Day." ( There is

a chorus of “nos” from the group.)

Mrs. Van Daan. No! Not like St. Nicholas!

What kind of a Jew are you that you don’t know
Hanukkah?

Mrs. Frank (as she brings rhe food). ¥ remember
particularly the candles . . . First 01¢, as we have
tonight. Then the second night you light two
candles, the next night three . . . and so on until
you have eight candles burning. When therc are
cight candles it is truly beautiful.

Mrs, Van Daan. And the potato pancakes.

Mr. Van Daan. Don't talk abour them!

Mrs, Van Daan. I make the best /ut#es' you ever
tasted!

Mrs. Frank. Invite us all next year . .. in your own
home.

Mr. Frank. God willing!

Mrs, Van Daan. God willing.

16, Hanukkah {ha'no-kal: a Jewish holiday, celebrated in Decembec and lasting eight days

17 h {mo-nbr'aj:ac
8. St.Nicholas's Day: December 6, the day that Christian cl
19, latkes liat"ka2): potalo pancakes

with nine branches, used in the celebration of Hanukkah
reninthe Netherlands receive gifts.
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Margot. What | remember best s the presents
cipht ¢
of presenes .. and each day they gotbetter and

we used w0 get when we were lule

betrer.
Mrs. Frank (siszing down), We are all here, alive.
Thac is present enough.

Anne. No, it isnl. I've got something . . .

(She rushes ineo her room. hurviedly puss on a lietle
lure improvised fram the lamp shade, gmbs a sutchel

budging with parcels and comes runming back.)
Mrs. Frank. What is ir?

Anne. Presents!

Mrs. Van Daan, Presents!

Dussel. [.aok!

UNIT 2

I AND SYMBOT

Mr. Van Daan. What's she goton her head?
Peter. A lamp shade!

Anne (She picks aut one ar sundom). This is for
Margor. (She humds is to Margot, pulling her 1o
her feet.) Read iv our loud.

Margot (reading).

“You have never lost your temper.
You never will, I fear,

You are so good.

Buc if you should,

Put all your cross words here.

(She tears open che package.)

A new crossword puzzle book! Where did you
get i)

1750
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Anne. It isn't new. Ic’s one that you've done.
Buc I rubbed it all out, and if you wait a little
and forget, you can do it all over again.
Margot (sizting). It's wonderful, Anne. Thank
you. You'd never know it wasn't new.

(From outsidle we bear the sound of a strectear
passing.)

Anne (with another giff). Mrs. Van Daan.
Mrs. Van Daan (teking if). This is awful . . .

[ haven't anything for anyane
thoughe . ..

Mr. Frank. This is all Anne’s idea.

Mrs. Van Daan (holding up a bottle). What is i

. Tnever

Anne. It’s hair shampoo. [ ook all the odds and
ends of soap and mixed chem with the last of my
toilet water.

Mrs.Van Daan. Oh, Anneke!

Anne.] wanied to write a poem for all of them,
buc I dida't have time. (offering i large box to
Mr. Van Daan) Yours, Mr. Van Daan, is really
something . . . something you wanr more than
anything, (as she waits for him to open if) Look!
Cigarertes!

Mr. Van Daan. Cigarertes!

Anne. Two of them! Pim found some old pipe
tobacco in the pocket lining of his coat . . . and
we made them . . . or rather, Pim did.

Mrs.Van Daan. Let me see . . . Well, look at that!
Lighe it, Puted! Light ir.

(Mr. Van Daan besisates.)

Anne. I¢'s tobacco, really it is! There’s a licde fluff
in jt, but not much.

(Everyone watches intenrly as Mr. Van Daan
cautiously lights ir. The cigarette flares up. Everyone
laughs.)

Peter. It works!
Mrs. Van Daan. Look ac him.

Mr.Van Daan (splurtering). Thank you, Anne.
Thank you.

(Annc rushes buck so her satchel for another

1790 present.)

1800

1810

1820

Anne (hunding ber mother a piece of paper).

For Mother, Hanukkah greeting. (She pufls her
mather ta her feet.)

Mrs. Frank (She reads.} “Here's an 1.OU. thar [
promise w pay. Ten hours of doing wharever you
say. Signed, Anne Frank.” (Mrs. Frank, sowched,
takes Anne in her arms, bolding ber close.)

Dussel (2 Anne). Ten hours of doing what you're
told? Anything you're wold?

Anne. That’s right.

Dussel. You wouldn't want to sell thac, Mrs,
Frank?

Mrs. Frank. Never! This is the mose precious gilt
I've ever had!

(She sits, shatwing her present to the others. Anne
hurries back 1o the satchel and pulls out a scarf,
the searf that Mr. Frank found in she fint scene.)
Anne (offering it to her father). For Pim.

Mr. Frank. Anneke . .. T wasnt supposed o have
a presend (He takes it, swnfolding it and showing
it to the arhen.)

Anne. It's a mufller . .. o put round your

neck . . . like an ascot, you know. I made it myself
out ot adds and ends . . . T knitted it in the dark
cach nighr, after I'd gone to bed. 'm afraid it
looks beueer in the dark!

Mr.Frank (putting it on). [t's fine, It fis me
perfecdy. Thank you, Annele.

(Anne hands Peter a ball of paper, with a string
artached to 1t.)

Anne, That's for Mouschi.

Peter (rising to bow). On behalf of Mouschi,

1 thank you.

Anne (besitant, handing bim a giff). And . . . this
is yours . . . from Mrs. Quack Quack. (as he holds
it gingerly in bis bands) Well . .. openiir. .. Arent
you going to open it?
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Peter. I'm scared ro. | know something’s going
to jump out and hit me.

Anne. No. [t's nathing like that, really.

Mrs.Van Daan (as he is apening it), What is it
er? Ga on. Show it

Anne (excriedly). s a safery razor!
Dussel. A whac?
Anne, A razor!

Mrs. Van Daan (fuoking ar i), You didn't make

that out of odds and ends.

Anne (i Peter). Micp got it for me. 1s not new,

Tt's second

1<l But vou really do need a razor

now

Dussel. For whae?

Anne. Look on hisupper lip . . . you can sec the

beginning of a mustache.

Dussel, He wanes to get rid of that? Puc a lictle

nilk on i and ler the cat lick it off.

Peter (starting for his raom). Think you're tunny,

dont you.

Dussel. Look! He can't wait! He’s going in 10
il

try il

Peter. I'm going to give Mouschi his present!

(He goes into bis room, slammiing the door

belind him.)

Mr.Van Daan (disgustedly). Mouschi, Mauscl

Mouschi,

(I the distasice we hear i dag persistentdy barking.
Anne brings a giff ta Dussel.)

A8, My roomma

Anne. And last but nev,
Mr. Dusscl

Dussel. 'or me? You have something for me?

(He apens ihe small box she gives him.)

Anne. ] made them myself.

Dussel (prrezled ). Capsules! Twvo capsules!

Anne. They're

Dussel. Far-plugs

UNTT M AND SYMBOI

Anne. [ put in your cars 5o you won't hear

me when Leheash around ac night. 1saw chem
advertised in a magazine. They're not real

ones . . . | made them our of cotton and candle
wax. Try them . .. Sce if they don'twork . . .

see il you can hear me talk . ..

Dussel (purting thent in hix cars). Wait now until
I get themin. .. sa.

Anne. Are vou ready?

Dussel. Huh?

Anne. Arc you ready?

Dussel. Good God! They've gone inside! I cant
get them owt! (They laugh as M. Dussel jumps
about, trying to shake the plugs out of bis ears.
Finally he gets them ous. Puriing them aweay.)
Thank you, Anne! Thank you!

Mr. Van Daan. A real Hanukkah!

Mrs. Van Daan. Wasn't it cute of her?

Mrs. Frank. [ don’t know when she Together
did it.

Margot. | love my presenc.

Anne (sitring at the table). And now let's have the
song. Father . . . please . . . (o Dussel) Have you
heard the Hanukkah song. Mr. Dussel? The song
is the whole thing! (She sings.) “Oh, Hanukkah!
Oh Hanukkah! The sweet celebration .. .7

Mr. Frank (guieting her). I'm afraid, Anne, we
shouldn't sing that song ronight. (f0 Dussel)

Its 2 song of jubilation, of rejoicing, One i

ape
to become wo enthusiastic,

Anne. Oh. plase, please, Lets sing the song.

1 promise not to shout!

Mr. Frank. Very well. Bur quictdy now ... Tl keep
an eye on you and when .

(As Anne starts o sing, she is interrupted by Dussel,
1ho is snovting and wheezing.)

Dussel (poineing to Peter). You .. . You! (Peter /s
coming from his bedroom, ostemtationsly holding a
faddge i bis coat as ifhe were holding his cat, and

"

dangling Anne present before it.) How many
times ... [ old you ... Oud Out!

Mr.Van Daan (going to Peter). What's the macter
with vou? Haven't you any sense? Ger thar cac out
of here,

Peter (innocently). Cav?

Mr. Van Daan. You heard me. Get it out of here!
Peter. I have no cat. (Delighted with his joke, he
npens his cout and pulls out a bath towel. The group
at the table laugh, enjaying the joke.)

Dussel (stifl wheezing). It doesn need to be the
cat . . . his clathes are enough . . . when he comes
out of that room . .,

Mr. Van Daan. Don't worry. You won't be bochered
any more. We're getring rid of it,

Dussel. At last you listen to me. (He goes off inta
his bedroom.)

Mr. Van Daan (calling after him). I'm not doing

it for you. Thar's all in your mind . . . all of it!
(He starss back to his place ar the table.) I'm doing
it because I'm sick of seeing that cat car all our
food.

Peter. That's not true! [ only give him bones., ..
scraps . . .

Mr. Van Daan. Don't tell me! He gets farter cvery
day! Damn cac looks becter than any of us. Ouc
he goes tonight!

Peter. No! No!

Anne. Mr. Van Daan, you cantdo that! Thacs
Peter’s car. Peter loves that cat.

Mrs. Frank (quicrly). Anne.

Peter (o Mr. Van Daan). It he goes, 1 go.

Mr. Van Daan. Go! Go!

Mrs. Van Daan. You're not going and the cat’s

not going! Now please . . . this is Hanukkah . . .
Hanukkah . . . this is the time 10 celebrate . . .
What's the maccer with all of you? Come on,
Anne. Let’s have the song,

Anne (singing). “Oh, Hanukkah! Oh, IManukkah!
The sweet celebration,”

Mr. Frank (rising). [ think we should first blow
out the candle . .. then we'll have something for
tomorrow night.

Margot. But, Father, vou're supposed o let it
burn itself out.

Mr. Frank. I'm sure that God understands
shortages. (before blowing it ous) “Praised be
Thou. oh Lord our God, wha hast sust
and permitred us to celebrate this joyous festival.”

ved us

(He is abour to blne vur the candle when suddenty
there is & crasl of something falling below. They all
freeze in borror, motionless. For a fore seconds theve
is complere silence. Mr. Frank slips of* bis shoes.
The others naiselessly follaw bis example. Mr. Frank
suris ous a light near him. He motioas to Peter

to turn off the censer lamp. Veter tries to reach it
realizes he cannor and gers up on a chair. Just as he
i touching the lamp he loses bis balance. The chair
goes out fram under him. He fulls. The iron lamp
shade crashes to the floor. There is i scund of feet
below, running down the stairs.)

Mr.Van Daan (under bis brearh)). God Almighty!
(The only light left comes from the Hanukkah
vandle. Dussel comes from bis reom. Mr. Frank
creeps aver to the stairwell and stands listening.
The dog is heard barking excitedly.) Do you hear
anything?

Mr.Frank (in & whisper). No. 1 think they've gone.
Mrs. Van Daan. [t's the Green Police. They've
tound us.

Mr. Frank. If they had, they wouldn have left.
Theyd be up here by now.

Mrs.Van Daan. [ know it's the Green Police.
They've gone to ger help. That's all. They'll be
back!

Mr.Van Daan. Or it may have been die Gestapo,

e

an looking for papers. . .

20. Gestapoigo slé’nai: the Nazi secret police farce, known farits Lerrorism and brutality.
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Mr.Frank (/nterrupting). Ora thicf, looking for
money,

Mrs. Van Daan. We've got to do something . ..
Quick! Quick! Before they come back.

Mr. Van Daan. There is
walit,

tanything w do. Just

{(Mr. Frank hoicds up his hand for then w be quier.
He is listening intenaby. There is complete silence

as they all strain 1o hear any sonnd from helow.
Steeledenly Anne \:u,:.:... to weay. With a low cry she
falls to the floor tu a faine. Mrs. Frank goes ta her
quickly. sitting beside her on the floor and taking
hev in herarms )

Mrs. Frank. Gert some water, please! Ger some

water!

(Macgot starts for the sink.)

Mr. Van Daan ( grabhing Margod). No! Nol No

ONC’s LOINg 1o TN water,

Mr. Frank. [f they've found us, they've found us.
o Giew the water. (Margou srarts again for the sink.

Mr, Frank, gerting a flashlight) Tm going down.

(Marpot rushes to hina, clinging to him. Avne
seruggles to conscionsness.)
Margot. No, Father, no! There may be someone
there, waiting . . It may be a rap!
Mr. Frank. This is Sarurday. There is no way for
us to know what has happened until Miep or Mr.
Kraler comes on Monday morning. We cannot
live with chis uncerrainty.

o Margot. Don't go. Facher!
Mrs. Frank, Hush, darling, hush. (Mr. Frank s/ips
quietly out, down the steps and out through the door
helpre) Margat! Stay close to me.
(Margor goes ta her maother.)
Mr. Van Daan. Shush! Shush!
tMrs. Frank swhispers to Margot o get the water:
Margot goes for ir.)
Mrs. Van Daan. Pucti, wherc's our money? Get
our money. I hear vou can buy the Green Police
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2020 off, so much i head. Go upswairs quick! Ger the
money!
Mr. Van Daan. Keep stilll
Mrs.Van Daan (kneeling befare bim, pleading).
Do you want 1o be dragged off o a concencration
camp? Are you going, to sand there and wait for

them to come up and get you? Do something,

I rell you!

Mr.Van Daan { pushing her aside). Will you keep

scilll (He goes over ta the stairwell to listen. Pever
200 goes ta his mosher, helping ber np anto the sofa.

There is a second of silence, then Anne can stund ir

no \\S..G.l

Anne, Someone go after Father! Make Facher

come —qu—ﬁr_

Peter (srarting for the door). Ull go.

Mr.Van Daan. Haven't you done enough?

(He pushes Peter roughly away. In his anger against

his father Deter grabs a chair as if'ta hit hint with

i, then puts it daien, burying Inis face in his hands.
200 Mrs, Frank begins ro pray sofily.)

Anne. Please, please, Mr. Van Daan. Ger Father.

Mr.¥an Daan. Quiet! Quiet!

(Anune is shocked into silence, Mrs. Frank pulls her

closer, holding ber prosecsively in her arms.)

Mirs. Frank (soffly, praying). “1 lilt up mine eyes unto

the mountains, from whence cometh my help. My

help cometh from the Lord who made heaven and

carth. He will not sufter thy foor to be moved . . .

He that keepeth thee will notslumber . .. " (She
2056 stops as she hears someone coming. They all watch the

doar wensely. Mr. Frank comes quietly in. Anne rushes

to him, holding him tight.)

RMr. Frank. It was a thief. Thac noise musc have

scared him away.

Mrs. Van Daan, Thank God.

Mr. Frank. He taok the cash box. And the radio.
He ran away in such a hurry thac he didn'e stop
to shut the stecer door. It was swinging wide

open. (A brearh of relief sweeps over them.) 1 think
2060 it would be good to have some ligh,

Margot. Are you sure it’s all right?

M. Frank. The danger has passed. (Margot goes ro

light the small lamp.) Don’t be so terrified, Anne.

We're safe.

Dussel. Who says the danger has passed? Don’t

you realize we are in greater danger than ever?

Mr. Frank. Mr. Dussel, will you be sdll!

(Mr. Frank rmkes Anne back ro the 1able, making

her sit down with him, rrying to calm her.)

1070 Dussel (pointing ro Peter). Thanks co this clumsy
tool, chere’s someone now who knows we're up
here! Someone now knows we're up here, hiding!
Mrs, Van Daan (gaing to Dussel). Somcone knows
we're here, yes. But who is the someonc? A thief!
A thief! You think a thief is going to go to the
Green Police and say . . . [ was robbing a place
the other night and 1 heard a noise up over my
head? You think a thief is going to do thar?
Dussel. Yes. I think he will.

k0 Mrs. Van Daan (bysterically). You're crazy!

(She stumbles buck to her seat at the table. Peter
Sollotws protectively, pushing Dussel aside.)

Dussel. [ think some day he'll be caught and then
he'll make a bargain with the Green Police . . . if
they'll lec him off, he'll tell them where some Jews
are hiding!

(He goes off into the bedroom. There is a second of
appalled silence.)

Mr. Van Daan. He's right.

2090 Anne. Father, let’s get out of here! We can't stay

here now. .. Letsgo ...

Mr. Van Daan. Go! Where?

Mrs. Frank (sinking into ber chair ar the table).

Yes. Where?

Mr. Frank (rising, ta them all). Have we losc all
faith? All courage? A moment ago we thought

thac they'd come for us. We were sure it was the
end. Bur it wasn't the end. We're alive, sale. (Mr.
Van Daan goes to the table and sits. Mr. Frank
2100 prays.) “We thank Thee, oh Lord our God, that
in Thy infinite mercy Thou hast again seen (ic
to spare us.” (He Dlows our the candle, then turns
to Anne.) Come on, Anne. The song! Let's have
the song! (He starts to sing. Annc finally starss
Sfalteringly to sing, as Mr. Frank urges her on. Her
voice is hardly audible at first.)
Anne (singing). “Oh, Hanukkah! Oh, Hanukkah!
The sweet . . . celebracion . . . ™ (As she goes an
singing, the others gradually join in, their voices
2010 srifl shaking with fear. Mrs. Van Daan sobs as
she sings.)
Group. “Around the feast. .. we . .. gather
In complete . . . jubilacion . . .
Happiest of sea . . . sons
Now is here.
Many are the reasons for good cheer.”
(Dussel comes fram the bedroom. He comes over to
the table, standing beside Margou, listening to them
as they sing.)
2120 “Together
We'll weather
Whatever tomorrow may bring.”
(As they sing on 1eith growing courage, the lights
start to dim.)
“So hear us rejoicing
And merrily voicing
The Hanukkah song that we sing.
Hoy!”
(The lights are ons. The curtain starts slowly
2130 o fall)
“Hear us rejoicing
And merrily voicing
The Hanukkah song that we sing.”
(They are still singing as the curtain falls.)
The Curtain Falls.
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In the dirkoess we hear Annc's Voice, again reding
Sfrom the diary.

Anne's Voice. Saturday, the first of January,
Another new y

ninewen forty-fo s begun
lin our hiding place.

We have been here now for one year, five months
and twenty-five days. It seems that our life is ata

standstill,

and we find ourselves st

The curtain rises on the scene, It is late A\.mpi:s:.
Everyone is bundled up againse the colel. In the
matin room Mrs. Frank is raking doton the laundry
whick is hiung across the back. Mr. Frank sits in
the chitr down lefi, reading. Margot i lying an the
conch with a blankee aver her and the many-colored
knitted scrf avound her throat. Anne is seated at
the center table, writing in her diary. Peter, Mr. and
Mrs, Van Daan, wnd Dussel are all in their oum
rovs, reading or lying down.

As the lights dini on, Anne’s Voice continues,
withowe a break,

Anne's Voice. We are all a lircle thinner, The Van

Daans” “discussions” e as violent as ever. Mother

still does not understand me. But then 1 don'
underseand her either. There is one great change.
however. A change in myself. | read somewhere
thar g )
themselves. That they become quiet within and

s of my age don’ feel quite cerrain of

begin to think of the miracle thar is aking place
in their bodies. T chink thar what
ro me is so wonderful - .. not only what can be

happening

seen, but what is aking place inside. Each time it

has happened 1 have a feeling that [ have a sweer
scerct. (\We hear the chimes and then a bymn being
Plaved on the earilfon ontside) And in spite of any
pain, ['long for the time when 1 shall feel chac
sccrer within me again.

(The bu of the door below suddenly sounds.
Everyane is startled, Mr. Frank tiptoes cantiowsly
to the np of the steps wnd listens. Again the busser

a0 sounds, in Micep s Vfor-Victory signal.
Py S8
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Mr.Erank. Tv's Miepl (He goes quickly doren the steps
10 1ribolt the dvar. Mrs. Frank calls ipstairs to the
Van Daans and then to Peter.)

Mrs. Frank, Wake up, everyone! Miep is here!
(Anne quickly puss ber diary away. Margot sits

up, pufling the blanker around her shoulders.

Mr. Dussel sits on the edge of his bed, listening,
disgruntled. Micp comes up the steps, followed by
Mr. Kraler. They bring flowers, books, navspapers,
ete. Anne rushes to Micp, throwing her arms
dffectionately around her.) Micp . . . and Mr.
Kraler . . . Whar a delightful surprise!

Mr. Kraler. We came to bring you New Year's
greevings.

Mrs. Frank. You shouldn™® . . . you should have

at least onc day to yoursclves. (She goes quickly

to the stowe and brings down teacups and tea for

all of them.)

Anne. Don't say that, it's so wonderful o see them!
(sniffing ar Miep’s coar) [ can smell the wind and
the cald on your cloches.

Miep (giving her the flowers). There you are.

(rhen to Margor, feeling ber forehcad) How are yon,
Margot? . . . Feeling any bevter?

Margot. I'm all right.

Anne. We filled her full of every kind of pill so she
won't cough and make a noise. (She runs inro her
rom to put the flowers in water. Mr. aned Mrs. Van
Daan come from npstairs. Outside there is the sound
aof a band playing:)

Mrs. Van Daan. Well, hello, Miep. Mr. Kraler.
Mr.Kraler (giving a bouquer of flowers to Mrs. Van
Daan). Wich my hope for peace in the New Year.
Peter (owvionsly). Miep, have you seen Mouschi?
Have vou seen him anywhere around?

Miep. I'm sorry, Perer, [ asked everyone in the
neighborhood had they seen a gray cal. But they
said no,

(Mrs. Frank géves Micp a cup of tea. Mr. Frank
comes up the steps, carrying a small cake on a plare.)
Mr. Frank. Look what Miep's brought for us!

Mrs. Frank (taking if). A cake!

W
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Mr.Van Daan. A cake! (He pinches Micp 5 checks
gaily and hurries up to the cupboard) T'll get some
plates.

(Dussel, i1 bis room, hassily puts a coas on and
starts out 10 join the others.)

Mrs. Frank. Thank you, Miepia. You shouldn't
have done ir. You must have used all of your sugar
ration for weeks, (giving ir ro Mrs. Van Daan)

I¢’s beaudiful, isn’t ic?

Mrs.Van Daan. It's been ages since [ even saw

a cake. Not since you brought us one last year.
(without looking ar the cake, to Miep) Remember?
Don't you remember, you gave us one on New
Year’s Day? Just this time last year? Ull never forget
it because you had “Peace in nincween forry-three”
on it. (She looks at the cake and reads.) “Peace in
nineteen forcy-tour!”

Miep. Well, it has to come sometime, you know.
(as Dussel comes from bis room) Hello, Mr. Dussel.
Mr. Kraler. How are you?

Mr. Van Daan (bringing plates and a knife). Here's
the knife, liefie. Naw, how many of us are there?
Miep. None for me, thank you.

Mr. Frank. Oh, please. You must.

Miep. [ couldn’.

Mr.Van Daan. Good! That leaves one . . . two . . .
three . . . seven of us.

Dussel. Eighd Eight! It’s the same number as it
always is!

Mr. Van Daan. | left Margot out. 1 take it for
granted Margot won't cat any.

Anne. Why wouldn’t she!

Mrs. Frank. 1 think it won't harm her.

Mr.Van Daan. All right! All right! I just didn't want
her ro stact coughing again, that's all.

Dussel. And please, Mrs. Frank should cut the cake.
Mvr. Van Daan. What's the difference?
Mrs. Van Daan. It's not Mrs. Frank’s
cake, is it, Miep? It's for all of us.

Tagether

Dussel. Mrs. Frank divides things better.
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Mrs.Van Daan (going to Dussel). What

are you trying 1o say? ..
. ) Togerher

Mr. Van Daan. Oh, come on! Stop [

wasting time! )

Mrs. Van Daan (re Dussel). Don't 1 always give

evervbady exactly the same? Don't [2

Mr. Van Daan. Forget it, Kerli.

Don't [2

Mrs. Van Daan. No. [ wancan answ
Dussel. Yes. Yes. Everybody gets exactly the

same . . . except Mr. Van Daan always gets a licdle
bit more.

(Mr. Van Daan advances an Dussel, rhe knife seill
in bis band.)

Mr.Van Daan. Thar’s a lie!

(Dussel remreats before the anslaught of the Van
Daans.)

Mr.Frank. Dlease, please! (shen to Miep) You sce
what a little sugar cake does to us? Zt goes right to
our heads!

Mr.Van Daan (banding Mrs. Frank che knife).
Here you are, Mrs. Frank.

Mrs. Frank. Thank you. (then to Miep as she goes
10 the suble to cur the crke} Are you sure you won't
have some?

Miep (drinking ber sea). No, really. ! have 1o go

in a minure.

(The sound of the band fades aut in vhe distance.)
Peter (to Micp). Maybe Mouschi went back 10 our
house . .. they say that cats . .. Do you ever get
over there . .. 2 L mean . . . do you suppose you
could . ..?

Miep. I'll try, Peter. The first minute Tget T'll wry.
Bur I'm afraid, with him gone awezk .. .

Dussel. Make up your mind. already someone has
had a nice big dinner from that cm!

(Peter 7s furious, inarticulate. He stavcts toward
Dussel as if e bir him. Mr. Frank stops bin.

Mrs. Frank speaks quickly to ease the sitnation.)

Mrs. Frank (ro Miep). This is delicious, Miep!

Mrs. Van Daan (cating hers). Delicious!
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Mr.Van Daan (finishing 1t in one gilp). Dirk's in

luck to get a girl who can bake like this!

Miep (putting down her eompty reacup), T have 1o
run. Dark’s taking me to a party tonight.

Anne. How heavenly! Remember now whac
everyone is wearing, and what you have w cat
and everything, so you can tell us amorrow.
Miep.T'll give vou a full report! Good-bye, evervond!
Mr.Van Daan {to Micp). Just a minute, There's
something 1'd like you 1o do for me. (He hurries
aff up the stairs to hic room.)

Mrs. Van Daan (siarply). Puiti, where are you

@ (She rushes up the stairs after him, calling
hyseerically) What do you wanr? Putdi, what are

vou going to do?

Miep (70 Peter). What's wrong?

Peter (his sympathy ic wisth his mother). Father says
hes going to sell her tur coar. She's crazy about
thar old fur coar.

Dussel. Is it possible? Is it possible chat anyone
so silly as to worry about a fur coat in times
like chis?

Peter. [t's none of your darn business . . . and if
you say one more thing ., Il Tl ke you and
T Umeanice,  PH

(There is a piercing scream from Mrs. Van Daan
above. She grabs at the fier coar as Mr. Van Daan
fvatarting downstafrs witly i1.)

Mrs. Van Daan, No! No! No! Don' you dare tike

that?

You hear? It's mine! (Downstairs Peter trns
away, eprbarrassed, miserable.) My father gave me
that! You didn't give it to me. You have no right.
Letpo of it ... vou hear?

(N Van Daan pdls the coar from ber bands and
Iuerries downstasrs. Nus, Van Daan sinks ro the floor,
sobbing. As Mr. Van Daan comes into the main
vaom the others look away, embarrassed for him.)
Mr. Van Daan {s0 Mr. Kraler). Jusr a little—-
discussion aver the advisability of selling this coat.
As T have often reminded Mis, Van Daan, ids very
seltish of her ta keep it when people outside are in
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such desperate need of clothing . . . (He gives the

cont to Miep.) So if vou will please to sell it for us?
It should ferch a good price. And by the way, will
you get me ¢i
are .. geca

rerwes. T don't care what kind they
you can,

Miep. Tt's terribly difficult o get them, Mr, Van
Daan. But ['l] try. Good-bye.

(She gnes. M, F.'_:r.\m‘\\::q her down the steps 1o
bolr the door ufier her. Mrs. Frank gives Mr, Kraler
acip § ted.)

Mrs. Frank. Are vou sure vou won't have some
cake, Mr. Kraler?

Mr. Kraler. 1'd better not.

Mr. Van Daan. You're still fecling badly? What does
vour doctor say?

Mr. Kraler. [ haven't been to him.

Mrs. Frank. Now, Mr, Kraler! . . .

Mr.Kraler (sirting ur the table). Oh, 1 tried. Buc
you can't get near a docror these days . . . they're
50 busy. After weeks [ finally managed ro gee

one o the telephone. T rold him Td like an
appointment . . . I wasn't feeling very well. You
know what he answers . . . over the telephone . . .
Stick our your tonguc! (They leugh. He turns to
Mt. Frank as Mr. Frank comes back.) 1 have some
contracts here . ., T wonder if you'd look over
them with me . . .

Mr. Frank (purting out his hand). OF course.
Mr.Kraler (He rises.) [F we could go downstairs . . .
(M. Frank starts ahead, Mr. Kraler speaks to the
athers.) Will you forgive us? [ won't keep him but

a minute. (He srarss 1o followe Mr. Frank down
the steps.)

Margot (with sudden foreboding). Whats happened?
Something’s happened! Hasn't it, Mr. Kraler?

(M. Kraler srops and comes back, trying to reassure
Margot with a pretense of casnalness.)

Mr.Kraler. No, really. | want your facher’s
advice . . .

Margot. Somethings gone wrong! I know it!
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Mr.Frank (coming back, to Mr. Kraler). If it's
something that cancerns us here, its beter that
we all hear it.

Mr. Kraler (surming to him, quierly). Buc . .. the
children .. .2

Mr. Frank. What theyd imagine would be worse
than any reality.

(As M. Kraler speaks, they all listen with intense
apprebension. Mrs. Van Daan comes down the
stairs and sits on the baston step.)

M. Kraler. [t's a man in the stor¢room . . . | don't
know whether or not you remember him . .. Carl,
about fifty, heavy-set, near-sighted . . . He came
with us just before you left.

Mr.Frank. He was from Utreche?

Mr. Kraler. That's the man. A couple of weeks ago,
when 1 was in the storcroom, he closed the doar
and asked me . . . how’s Mr. Frank? What do you
hear from Mr. Franl? 1 old him 1 only knew there
was a rumor that you were in Switzerland. He said
he'd heard that rumor too, but he thoughe I mighe
know something more. 1 didn't pay any actention
toit. .. buc then a thing happened yesterday . . .
He'd brought some invoices to the office for me to
sign. As [ was going through them, I looked up.
He was sanding staring at the bookcase . . . your
bookease. He said he thought he remembered a
door there . . . Wasn't there a door there thar used
to go up to the loft? Then he told me he wanted
more money. Twenty guilders' more a week.

Mr. Van Daan. Blackmail!

Mr. Frank. Tiventy guilders? Very modest blackmail.
Mr.Van Daan. Thar's just the beginning,

Dussel (coming 10 Mr. Frank). You know what 1
think? He was the thiel who was down there that
night. That's how he knows we're here.

Mr. Frank (0 Mr. Kraler). How was it lett?

Whar did you tell him?

Mr. Kraler. [ said | had to think about it. What
shall T do? Pay him the money? . .. Take a chance
on firing him ... or what? I don't know.

-
[

Dussel {fruntic). For God’s sake don't fire him!

Pay him whac he asks . . . keep him here where
you can have your eye on him,

Mr.Frank. [s it so much that he's asking? Whar are
they paying nowadays?

Mr. Kraler. He could get it in a war plant. Bur chis
isn’t a war plant. Mind you, I don't know if he
really knows . . . or if he doesn't know.

Mr. Frank. Offer him halt. Then we'll soon find
our if it’s blackmail or not.

Dussel. And if ic is? We've got to pay it, havenT we?
Anything he asks we've got to pay!

Mr.Frank. Let's decide that when the time comes.
Mr. Kraler. This may be all my imagination.

You get to a point, these days, where you suspea
everyone and everything. Again and again . .. on
some simple look or word, I've found myself

(The relephone rings in the office below:)

Mrs.Van Daan (hurrying to Mr. Kraler). There’s the
telephone! What does that mean, the welephone
ringing on a holiday?

Mr. Kraler. That's my wife. 1 told her [ had o go
over some papers in my office . . . to call me there
when she got out of church. (/e starts out.) I'll
offer him half then. Good-bye . . . we'll hope for
the b
(The group call their good-byes half-heariedly.

Mr. Frank follows Mr. Kralex, to bolt the door
below. During she following scene, Mr. Frank comres
back up and stands lissening, disturbed.)

Dussel (to Mr. Van Daan). You can thank your son
for this. .. smashing the lighd I tell you, ir’s just

a question of time now. (He goss to the window ar
the back and stands loaking vut.)

Margot. Sometimes I wish the end would come

.. . whatever it is.

Mrs. Frank (shocked). Margot!

(Anne goes ro Margor, sitting beside ber on the couch
with her wrms around her.)

Margot. Then ar least we'd know where we were,

1 guilders igli'aa
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Mrs, Frank. You should be ashamed of yourscllt
Talking thac way! Think how lucky we are! Think
of the thousands dying in the war. every day.

Think of the peaple in concentration camps.
Anne (inrerrpring). What's the good of thar?
30 What's the good of chinking of misery when
vou're already miserable? Thacs scupid!

Mrs. Frank. Anne!

(s Anne goes on raging at her mother, Mrs. Frank
tries 1o break in, in aw effort to guiet her)

O

Anne. We're young, Margot and Perer and T!

‘ou grownups have had vour chance! Bur look
agus .. IFwe begin thinking of all the horror in
the world, we're lost! We're uying to hold onta
some kind of ideals . . . when everything

ideals, hopes .. everything, ave being destroyed!
Ieisn't our faule that che world is in such a me
| this started! So don

We weren't around when

ty 1o take it our on us!

(She rushes off to ber raom. slamming the dovr aficr
her. She picks up i brnsh_from the chest and hurls

it 10 the floor. Then she its on the sertee. trying 1w
control her anger.)

Mr.Van Daan, She talks as if we started the war!
Did we stare the wa? (He spats Anne's cake. As be
starts 1o take dt, Pever qnticipates him.)

Peter. She left her cake. (He starts for Anne s room
with the cake. There s silence in the main room
Mrs. Nan Daan goes up to her room, follawed by
Van Daan. Dussel seays fookeng nur the windos
Mu. Frank brings Mis. Frank ber cake, She eats ie
stowly, 1withoue relich. Mr. Frank takes bis cake 1o
Margot and sits quietly on the sofu beside her. Peter
steonde in the dosrway of Aane's darkened room,
lnoking at he
her kenane he is dweve. Anne sits up, quickly. mying 1o
hide the signs of ber tears. Pever halids out the cuke to
her) You lefi this.

Anne (dully). Thanks.

(Peter stares 1o go ouet, then cames back.)

then wuidkes a Lictle suovement 1o ler

=

Peter. I thought vou were fine just now. You know
just how o alk to them. You know just how to say
it. 'm no good . .. T never can think . . | especially
when Pmomad . .. Thar Dussel . . . when he said
that about Mouschi . . . someone eating him . . . all
I could think is . . . I wanred to hir him. T wanted
rogive himsucha...a...thathed ... Thars
what I used to do when there was an argument at
school ... Thats the way 1. . . bucherc . .. And an
old man like thac. . . ic wouldn't be so good.

Anne, You're making a big mistake about me, I do
it all wrong. I say too much. 1 go roo far. [ hure
people’s feclings . . .

(Dussel leaves she window, going to his room.)

Peter. [ think you're just fine . . . Whar [ want to
330 say . . . it it wasn't for you around here, T don't
know. What T mean . ..

(Peter is interrupred by Dussels rurning on the lighs.

Dussel stands in the doorway, startled to see Perer.

Pever advanices soward him forbiddingly. Dussel bucks

ont of the room. Peter closes the door on bint.)

Anne. Do you mean it, Peter? Do you neally mean itz

Peter. [ said ir, didn’ I?

Anne. Thank you, Perer!

(In the main room Mr. and Mrs, Frank collect the
300 dishes and take them so the sink, washing them.

Margot Jies dotn again on the couch. Dussel, lost,

wanders into Peter s room and rakes up a book,

starsing to read.)

Peter (looking ar the photagraphs on the wal).

You've ot quite a collecdon.

Anne, Wouldn't you like some in your room?

1 could give you sonte. Heaven knows you spend

enough time in there . . . doing heaven knows

what. ..

o Peter.Ic’s casier. A fight starts, or an argument . . .
[ duck in there.

Anne. You're lucky, having a room to go to.

His lordship is always here . . . 1 hardly ever get a
minute alone, When they start in on me, [ can't
duck away. I have o stand there and rake ir.
Peter. You gave some of it back jusc now.

Anne. I ger so mad. They've formed their
opinions . . . about everything . . . butwe . ..
we're sill trying to find our . . . We have problems
here that no other people our age have ever

had. And just as you think you've solved them,
something comes along and bang! You have to
start all over again.

a

H

Peter. At |eust you've got someone you can ralk ro.
Anne. Not really. Mother . . . | never discuss

. . - . »
anything serious with her. She doesn't understand.
Father's all right. We can ralk about everything . . .
everything but one thing. Mother. He simply
won't talk about her. I don think you can be
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420 really intimate with anyone if he holds something
back. do you?
Peter. I think your father’s fine.
Anne. Oh, he is, Peter! He is! He's th only one
who's ever given me the feeling that ~ have any
sense. Bur anyway, nothing can ke the place of
school and play and friends of your own age . . .
or near your age . . . can ic?
Peter.I suppose you miss your friends and all.
Anne. Icisn't just . . . (She breaks off, staring up

430 at bim for a second.) Isn't it funny, you and 12
Here we've been secing each other every minute
for almost a year and a half, and this is the first
time we've ever really aalked. It helps a lot wo have
someone fa talk to, don't you think? It helps you
to let off steam.

Peter (going so the doar). Well, any time you want

to let off steam, you can come into my room.

Anne (following him). 1 can gec up an awful lot of

steam. You'll have to be careful how vou say thar:
0 Peter. Ic’s all right wich me.

Anne. Do you mean i?

Peter. | said it, didn't 12

(He goes ont. Anne stands in her doorey looking

after him. As Peter gess 1o bis door be scands for a

minute looking back at ber. Then he gees inta bis

roam. Dussel rises as he comes in, and quickly passes

bim, going vnt. He starts across for bis raom. Anne

sees hint coming, and pulls ber door shar. Dusscl

turns back taward Peters room. Petec pulls his door
iso shur. Dussel stands there, bewildered, forlorn.

The scenc slowly dims out. The cureein fulls on the
scene. Annc’s Voice comes aver in the darfeness . . .
Saintly as fisst, and then with growing irength.)

Anne’s Voice. We've had bad news. The people
from whom Micp got our ration books have been
arrested. So we have had to cur down on our food.
Our scomachs are so empty thac they rumble and
make strange noises, all in different keys. Mr. Van
Daan’s is deep and low, like a bass fiddle. Mine is
460 high, whistling like a flute. As we all sit around




waiting for supper, its like an orchestra wining

. Tt only needs Toscanini? to raise his baton and

wed be oft in the Ride of the Valkyries,* Monday.
the sixth of March, ninereen forty-four. Mr., Kraler
in the hospital, Ir seems he has ulcers, Pim says

we are his ulcers. Micp has to run the business
and us too. The Americans have landed on the
southern tp of Ttaly. Father looks for a quick
finish to the war, Mr. Dussel is waiting every day

for the warchouse man w demand maore money.
Have [ been skipping too much from one subject
toanother? T ean't help i 1 feel

at spring is
my whole body and soul. 1 feel
utterly confused. Lam longi

coming, | feel i
.50 longing . ..
for everything . . . for friends . . . for someone

w0 talk to . . . someone who understands. . .
someanc young, who feclsas [do .. .

(As these last lines are being said, the curtain rises on
the scene. The lights dim on. Anne's Voice ftdes out)

fe1s eventing, .S‘.a.ﬂz\‘\:\n From outside we hear
the sound of children playing. The “grotwnwps,” with
the exception of Mr. Van Daan, are all i the main
roam, Mrs. Frank is doing somne mending, Mrs, Van
Daan is reading a fashion magazine, Mr, Frank fs
going aver business acconnts. Dussel, in lis dentists
jacker, is pacing up and down, impatient to ger info
his bedroom. M, Van Daan is upstairs working on
a picee af embroidery ne an embroidery frante.

11 hus room Peter s sitting before the mirror,;

by sinaothing his hair. As the scene goes an, he puts au his

tie, brushes his cone and puts it on, preparing himself
meticulously for a viste fron Anne, On his wall are
noe \._::h SO \m\‘\/ ::ﬂ”—. \;EN\.\‘: \uN.N.Nu\NH. Sty

I her romr Anne o is getting dresed. She stauds
before the mivvar in ey slip, trying various ways
of dr

Demming o skive for Anne w0 wear.
3

e ber buiv, Margot is seated on the sofa.
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In the main room Dussel can stand it no longer.
He comes over, rapping sharply on the door af his and
Anne s bedroom.

Anne (calling tw him). No, no, M. Dussel' I am
not dressed yet. (Dussel walks aicap furious, sitting
down and burying his head in his hands, Anne turns
to Margot,) How is tha? How does thar look?
Margot (glancing at her brigfly). Fine.

Anne. You didn't even look.

Margot. Of course I did. It’s fine.

Anne. Margor, tell me, am T terribly ugly?
Margot. Oh, stop fishing.

Anne. No. No. Tell me,

Margot. OF course you're nat. You've got nice

eyes : .. and a lot of animation; and . . .

Anne. A licdle vague, arent you?

(She reaches over and takes a brassidre out of
Margot s sewing basket, She holds it up to herself,
studying the effect in she mirvor. Queside, M.
Frank, .\ml?% sarry for Dussel, comes over, knocking
at the girls’ door.)

Mrs. Frank (outside). May I come in?

Margot. Come in, Mother.

Mrs. Frank (shueting the door behind her).

Mr. Dussel’s impatient to get in here.

Anne (seill with the brassiere). Heavens, he takes
the room for himself the endre day.

Mrs. Frank (gently). Anne, dear, youTe not going
in again tonight to sce Perer?

Anne (dignifred). That is my intention,

Mrs. Frank. But you've already spent a great deal
of time in there today.

Anne. [ was in there exacily twice, Once 1o get
the dictionary, and then three-quarters of an hour
before supper.

Mrs. Frank, Aren't you afraid you're disturbing him?

Anne. Mother, 1 have some inruition.

2

3. Ride of the Valkyries ivai-<r's
tompaser,

Artura Tascanini, a famous lalian archestral conductor

amoving passage from an opera by Richard Wagnes, a German
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Mrs. Frank. Then may ] ask you this much, Anne.
Please don't shurt the door when you go in.

Anne. You sound like Mrs, Van Daan! (She throws
the brassiere back in Margots sewing basker and
picks up her blouse, putting it on.)

Mrs. Frank. No. No. I don’t mean to suggest
anything wrong. [ only wish that you wouldn
expose yoursell to criticism . . . that you wouldn't
give Mrs. Van Daan the opportunity to be
unpleasanr.

Anne. Mrs. Van Daan doesn need an opportunity
to be unpleasant!

Mrs. Frank. Everyone’s on edge, worried abour
Mr. Kraler. This is one more thing . ..

Anne. ['m sorry, Mother. I'm going to Peter’s
room. I'm not going w let Perronella Van Daan
spoil our friendship.

(Mrs. Frank besitates for a second, then goes out,
closing the door after her. She gets a pack of playing
cards and sits at the cenver sable, playing solitaire.
In Anne’s room Margoc hands the finished skirt to
Anne. As Anne is putting it on, Margot takes off her
high-heeled shoes and seuffs paper in the toes so thar
Anne can wear them.)

Margot (10 Anne). Why don't you two talk in the
main room? Itd save a lot of trouble. 1t's hard on
Mother, having to listen to those remarks from
Mrs. Van Daan and not say a word.

Anne. Why doesn't she say a word? T think ics
ridiculous to take itand ke ir.

Margot. You don't understand Mather av all,

do you? She cant talk back. She’s not like you.
It's just not in her nature to tighe back.
Anne.Anyway . . . the only one I wory about is
vou. I feel awfully guilty about you.

(She sits on the stonf near Margot, putting on
Margoc s high-heeled shoes.)

Margot. What abour?

Anne. [ mcan, every time [ go into Peter’s room,
1 have a feeling [ may be hurting you. (Margot

shakes ber head.) [ know if it were me, ['d be wild.
I'd be desperately jealous, if it were me,

Margot. Well, I'm not.

Anne. You don’t fecl badly? Really? Truly?
You're not jealous?

ss0 Margot. Of course I'm jealous . . . jealous thac
you've got something to ger up in the morning
for . .. But jealous of you and Peter? No,
(Anne goes back to the mirror.)

Anne. Maybe therc’s nothing to be jealous of.
Maybe he doesn't really like me. Maybe 'm juse
taking the place of his cat . . . (She picks up a pair
of short white gloves, putting them an.) Wouldn't
you like to come in with us?

Margot. [ have a book.

500 (The sound of the children playing outside fades
out. In the main room Dussel can stand it no
longer. He jumps up, going ro the bedroom door
and knocking sharply)

Dussel. Will you please ler me in my room!
Anne. Just a minure, dear, dear Mr. Dussel. (She
picks up her Mother's pink stole and adjusts it
elegantly over ber shoulders, then gives a last look
in the mirrar.) Well, here T go . . . 1o run the
gauncler.* (She starts ont, followed by Margor.)

o Dussel (as she appears—sarcastic). Thank you
so much,
(Dussel goes into bis rawmn. Anne goes toward Perer s
room, passing Mrs. Van Daan and her purents a she
center tiable.)
Mrs. Van Daan. My God. look at her! (Anne pays no
antention. She kocks at Peer’s door) 1 don't know
what good it is to have a son. [ never see him. He
wouldn't care if T killed myself, (Peter opens the door
and stands aside for Anne so comne in.) Justa minute,
w10 Anne. (She goes 1o them at the door.) 1d like to say
a few wards to my son. Da you mind? (Peter and
Anne stand waiting.) Peter, | don't want you staying
up rill all houss ronighr. You've got to have your
sleep. You're a growing boy. You hear?

4. to run the gauntlet; to endure a sedes of troubles or dilficulties
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Mrs. Frank. Anne won't stay late. She's going to
bed promprly at nine. Aren't you, Anne?

Anne. Yes, Mother . .. {20 Mrs. Van Daan)
Muay we go now?

Mrs. Van Daan. Are you asking me? 1 didn't know
I had anything w say about ic

Mrs. Frank. Lisren for the chimes, Anne dear,
(The vwo young people go off into Petec’s room,
shusting the dnoy afier the,)

Mrs. Van Daan (1o Mrs., Frank). In my day it was
the boys who

ed on the girls, Not the girls on

the bovs

Mrs. Frank. You know how young people like 1o

feel thar they have secrets. Peter’s room is the anly
3 )

place where they can wlk.

Mrs. Van Daan. Talk! That's not what they called it

when [was young,

(Mrs. Van Daan goes off to the bachroom. Margo
serdles dpren 1o yead fer book, Mr. Frank puces iy
papers away aud brongs a chess game ta the center
rable. Tlo and Nis, Frank start to play. In Deter's
roam, Anne speaks to Pever, sndignant, huniliared.)

Ve they awlul? Aren't they impossible?

Treating us as i we were saill in the nursery.

(She sits on the cor. Peter gets a bortle of pop and
e .,\\:...,. ;

Peter. Don't let it bocher vou, It deesn’t bather me.
Anne, | suppaose you can't really blame them

they think back to whar they were like ar our age.
They don't realize how much more advanced
weare . .. When you think what wonderful
discussions we've had! . .. Oh, T forgor, | was
going o bring you same more pictures.

Peter. Oh. these are fine, thanks,

Anne. Don't you want some mare? Miep just
brought me same new ones,

Peter. Maybe later. (He gives her a glass of pop and,
taking some for himself. sits down facing her.)

Anne ooking up at one of the photogriphs).

I remember when T got thae . . . [won ic. 1 bet
Jopic that T could eat five ice-cream cones, We'd

all been playing ping-pong . . . We used o have
heavenly times , . . we'd finish up with ice cream
at the Delphi. or the Oasis, where Jews were
allowed . . . thered always be a lot of boys . . .
wed laugh and joke . .. I'd like to go back to it for
a few days or a week. Bur after thar T know 1d be
bared ro death. I think more seriously abour life
now, I want to be a journalist . . . or somerhing.
I'love ta write. What do you want ro do?

Peter. | thought I might go off some place . . .
work on a farm or something . . . some job that
doesnt take much brains.

Anne. You shouldn't 1alk that way. You've got the
mosr awtul inferiority complex.
Peter. | know I'm not smart.

Anne. That isn't true. You're much better than 1
am in dozens of things . . . arithmetic and algebra
and ... well, you're a million times berter than
Lam in algebea. (eith sudden directness) You like
Margor, don't you? Right from the starr you liked
her, liked her much beaer than me,

Peter (uncomfortably). Oh, [ dont know.

Un the main yoom Mis. Van Daan comes from
the batlraom and goes over to the sink. polishing
a coffee pot.)

Anne. It’s all right. Evervone feels that way.
Margot’s so goad. She's sweet and brighe and
beautitul and I'm not.,

Peter. | wouldn't say that.

Anne. Oy, no. I'm not. [ know chat. [ know quite
well thae I'm not 1 beauty. 1 never have been and
never shall be.

Peter. | don't agree at

. [ think you're pretty.
Anne. That's not truc!

Peter. And another thing. You've changed . . . from
at firse, 1 mean,

Anne. | havc?

Peter. I used 1o think you were awful noisy.

Anne. And whar do you think now, Peter?

How have I changed?

Peter. Well .. . er.. . you're . . . quicrer.
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(u his room Dussel rakes his pajamnas and toiles
articles and goes inta the bathroom to change.)

Anne. I'm glad you don't just hate me.

Peter. never said that.

Anne.] ber when you get out of here you'll never
think of me again.

Peter. That's crazy

Anne. When you get back with all of your friends,
you're going to say . . . now what did [ ever see in
thar Mrs. Quack Quack.

Peter. | haven't got any friends.

Anne. Oh, Peter, of course you have. Everyone
has friends.

Peter. Not me. | don’t want any. I get along all
right without chem.

Anne. Does that mean you can get along without
me? T think of myself as your friend.

Peter. No. If they were all like you, i’'d be
different.

(He rakes the glasses and the bottle and puts them
away. There is a seconds silence and then Anne
speuks, hesieantly, shyly.)

Anne. Peter, did you ever kiss a girl?

Peter. Yes. Once.

Anne (to cover her frelings). That pictures crooked.
(Peter goes orex straightening the photogruph.)
Wias she pretry?

Peter. Huh?

Anne. The girl that you kissed.

Peter.] don't know. [ was blindfolded. (He contes
back and sits down again.) It was ava pariy. One of
those kissing games.

Anne (relicved). Oh. 1 don't suppose that really
counts, does it?

Peter. It didn't with me.

Anne. |'ve been kissed twice. Once a man I'd
never scen before kissed me on the cheek when
he picked me up off the ice and T was crying. And
the other was Mr. Koophuis, a friend of Father's
who kissed my hand. You wouldn' say those
counced, would you?
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Peter.] wouldn't say so.

Anne. [ know almost for certain that Margo
would never kiss anyone unless she was engaged
to them. And I'm sure too char Mother never
touched a man before Pim. Buc I don't know . . .
things are so different now . . . Whaz do you
think? Do you think a girl shouldn'r kiss anyone
except if she's engaged or something? [es so hard
o try to think what to do, when hene we are with
the whale world falling around our ears and you
think . .. well . . . you don't know what's going to
happen tomoarrow and . .. What do you think?
Peter.[ suppose ird depend an the girl. Some girls,
anything they do’s wrong, But others . .. well ..,
it wouldn't necessarily be wrong with them. (The
carillon starts ta strike ninc aclock.) I've always
thought that when two people.. . .

Anne. Nine o'clock. T have to go.

Peter, That’s right.

Anne (withour moving), Good night.

(There is a second’s pavse, then Pever gess up and
moves towird the door)

Peter, You won' let them stop you coming?
Anne. Na. (She vises and starts for the door.)
Sometime I might bring my diary. There are so
many things in it that [ wanr 1o @mlk over with
you. Theres a lor abour you.

Peter. What kind of things?

Anne. ] wouldn't want you to see some of ir.

1 chought you were a nothing, just the way you
thought abour me.

Peter, Did you change your mind, the way |
changed my mind abour yow?

Anne. Well ... Youlll see . ..

(For at second Anne stands looking up at Peter,
longing for hint ta kiss her. As he makes no move she
turns arvay. Then suddenly Peter grabs ber aokwandly
in his arms, kissing ber on the cheek. Acne walks onr
dazed. She stands for & minute, her back to the people
in the main room. As she regains ber poise she goes to
ber mosher and father and Margor, sitewrly kissing
them. They murmsr their good nights to her. As she




s dcahout w open her bedvoon doar. she eatehes sight of
Mrs. VYan Daan. She goes quickly her, taking her
Jace in her hands and kissing ber first an one check
ane thes on the other. Then she burries off into her

'

ronm, Mrs. Van Daan looks after hev, and then looks
orer at Peters raom. Her suspicions are confirmed)
Mrs. Van Daan (She knows.) Ah hah!

(The lights dim out. The curtain falls on the scene
e the darkiess Anne's Voice romes faintly at firse
and then with growing strengtl.)

o Anne’s Voice. By this time we all know each other
so well that if anyane stares w tell a story, the rest
can finish it for him. We're having 1o cut down
still further on our meals. Whae makes it worse,
the rats have been ar waork again. They've carried
off same of our precious food. Fven Mr. Dussel
wishes now thar Mouschi was here. Thursday, the
twentieth of April, nineteen forty-four. Invasion
fever is mounting every day. Miep tlls us thar
people outside talk of nothing clse. For myself,

e has hecome much more pleasant. Toften go to
Perer’s room after supper. Oh, don't think ['m in
love, hecause I'm not. But it does make life more

8
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exchange views. No more ronight. PS. ... [ must
be honest. T must confess that T accually live for the
next meeting. Is there anything lovelier than to sit
under the skylight and feel the sun on your cheeks
and have a darling boy in your arms? [ admic now
that I'm glad the Van Daans had a son and not a
daughter. I've outgrown another dress. That’s the
third. 'm having ta wear Margot’s clothes after
all. I'm working hard on my French and am now
reading La Belle Nivernasse.

(As she is saying the last lines—the curtain rises on vhe
scene. The lights dim om, as Annc's Voice fades out.

Iz is nighs, a few weeks later. Everyone is in bed.
There is complete quiet. In the Van Daans’ room a
ratch flares up for a momenr and then is quickly pus
our, Mr, Van Daau, in bare feet, dressed in underwear
and trousers, is dimly seen coming stealthity down the
stairy and inta the main voom, where Mr. and Mrs.

B3
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Frank anmd Margol are sleeping. He goes ta the food
safe and again lights a match. Then he cautionsly
apens the safe, taking out a half-loaf of bread. As be
closes the safe, it creaks. He stands rigid. Mrs. Frank
sits up tn bed. She sees him.

Mrs. Frank (sereaming). Oreol Ouo! Komme schnellt
(The rest of the peaple wake, hurriedly gesting up.)
Mr. Frank. Was ist los? Was ist passiers? ¢

(Dussel, followed by Anne, comes from his room.)

Mrs. Frank («s she rishes over to Mr. Van Daan).
Er siichlt dus Essen!’

Dussel (grsbbing Mr. Van Daan). You! You!
Give me that.

Mrs. Van Daan (coming down the stairs). Putti . . .
Puui . .. whatis ie?

Dussel (his bands on Van Daan s neck). You
dirty thief . . . stealing food . . . you good-for-
nothing . . .

Mr.Frank. Mr. Dussel! For God's sake! Help me,
Pecer!

(Peter comtes over, mying, with Mr. Frank, ro
separate the two seruggling men.)

Peter. Let him go! Lec go!

(Dussel draps Mr. Van Daan, pushing him away.
He shows them the end of a leaf of bread thut he has
taken fram Van Daan.)

Bussel. You greedy, selfish . . .!

(Margox tuss on the lights.)

Mrs.Van Daan. Putdi . . . whatis i?

(Al of Mrs. Frank gentlenes, ber self-control, is
gone. She is aurraged. in a frenzy of indignation.)
Mrs. Frank. The bread! He was stealing the bread!
Dussel. [t was you, and all the time we thoughe it
was the racs!

Mr. Frank. Mr. Van Daan, how could you!
Mr.Van Daan. I'm hungry.

C1eg
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Mrs. Frank. We're all ot us hungry! 1 see the children
getdng thinner and thinner. Your own son Peter . ..
I've heard him moan in his sleep, he’s so hungry.
And you come in the night and steal foad thar
should go ro them . . . to the children!

Mrs. Van Daan (going ro Mr. Van Daan
prosectively). He needs mare food chan the rest of
us. He's used to more. He's a big man.

(Mr. Van Daan breaks away, going over and sitting
on the couch.)

Mrs. Frank (surning on Mrs. Van Daan). And

you . . . you're worse chan he is! You're a mother,
and yet you sacrifice your child ro this man . ..
this. .. dhis. ..

Mr. Frank. Edith! Edith!

(Margot picks up she pink woolen stole, putting it
over her mothers shoulders.)

Mrs. Frank (paying no attenrion, guing on to Mrs.
Van Daan). Don't think 1 haven't seen you! Always
saving the choicest bies for him! 1've warched you
day after day and T've held my rongue. But not
any longer! Not after this! Now [ wanr him ro go!
[ want him to get out of here!
Mr. Frank. Edich!

Mr.Van Daan. Get out of here? Together
Mrs. Van Daan. What do you mean?
Mrs. Frank. Juse thad! Take your chin

gs and ger out!
Mr. Frank (so Mrs. Frank). You're speaking in
anger. You cannot mean what you are saying.

Mrs. Frank. T mean exactly that!

(Mrs. Van Daan takes @ cover from the Franks' bed,
pulling it abous ber.)

M. Frank. For two long years we have lived here,
side by side. We have respected each ocher’s
rights . . . we have managed o live in peace. Arc
we now going to thraw it all away? I know this
will never happen again, will it, Mr. Van Daan?

S. Xomme schneflf (x3m’e shnél’j German: Come quickly!

o

What has happened?

~
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Erstiehit dos Essenl (&r shtdit’ abs ds'en) German: He I stealing food!

. Was It fos? Was Ist passiert? (vas Tst 13s'? vils Yst pasért'?) Germon: What's the matier?
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Mr. Van Daan. No. No.

Mrs. Frank. He seeals once! He'll steal again!

(Mr. Van Daan, bolding bis stomach, staris for the
bathroom. Anne puts her arms avound hin, helping

hie up the step.) 20
Mr. Frank. Edith, please. Lee us be calm, We'l

1 go o our roows .. . and afierwards we'l sit

down quicdy and calk this out . . well find

some way . .
Mrs. Frank. No! No! No more talk! L want them
ro leave!

Mrs. Van Daan. You'd pur us out, on the stree

Mrs. Frank, There :

ather hiding places.

Mrs. Van Daan. A cel . acloser. Tknow,

And we have no maney left even to pay for char, 59

Mrs. Frank. 1'l] give you money. Que of my own
pocket Ull give it gladly. (She gers her purse from

a shell wnd comes back wish i)

Mrs. Van Daan. Mr. Frank, you told Putd you'd
never forget what he'd done for you when you
came to Amsterdam. You said you could never
repay him, that you . . .

Mrs. Frank (caronting ont moneyd. I my husband had
any obligation to you, he's paid it over and over.

Il

Mr. Frank. Edith, I've never seen you like t
before. T don't know you.

Mrs. Frank, [ should have spoken out long age.
Dussel. You can't be nice to some people.

Mrs. Van Daan (turning an Dussel). There would
have been plenty forall of us, if yow hadn't come
in here!

Mr. Frank. We don't need the
Woe're destroy
(Fle sits down, with bis head in bis hands. Mrs. 97l
Frank goes 1o Mis. Van Daan,)

Mrs. Frank (giring Mrs. Van Daan some money).

Give this 1o Miep. Shelll find you a place,

azis to destray us,

g ourselves,

Anne. Mother, you'te not putting Perer our.
Peter hasnt dooe anything.

Mrs. Frank. ¢l sray, of course, When [ say
I must proteer the children, T mean Peter too.

(Peter rises from the steps where he has been sitting.)
Peter. I'd have to go if Father goes.

(Mr. Van Daan comes from the bathroom, Mrs, Van
Daan hurries 10 him and takes him ta the couch.
Then she gets water from she sink to bathe his face)
Mrs. Frank (ihile this is going on). He's no father o
you . . . that man! He doesn’t know what it is ro

¥

be a father!

Peter (starzing for his room). 1 wouldn't feel right.

[ couldn

y.

Mrs. Frank. Very well, then, 1'm sorry.

Anne (rushing over to Peter). No. Peter! No!

(Peter gaes juto bis room, closing the door after him.
Anuae tiuris back to her mather, orying) 1 don't care
abour the food. They can have mine! | don't wanc
it Only dont send them away.
soan. They'll be caught

Margot (putring her arms comfortingly wownd
Anne). Please, Mather!

Mrs. Frank. They're not going now. They'll stay
here until Micp finds them a place. (re Mrs, Van
[Yaan) But onc thing [ insisr an! He musr never
come &C;.: _:u—-ﬁ.. 21—?&:.—_ Iﬁ. miust never come (o
this room where the food is stored! We'll divide
what we have . . . an equal share for each! (Dussel
hurrics over 10 get a sack of potasacs from the food
sufe. Mrs. Frank goes an, to Mrs. Van Daan.)

You can cook it here and ke it up to him.
(Dussel brings the sack of pataroes back 5o the center
1ble.)

Margot. Oh. no. No. We havent sunk so far

that we're going to fight over a handful of rocten
potaros.

Dussel (diriding the potatoes into piles). Mrs. Frank,
Mr. Frank, Margor, Anne, Peter. Mrs. Van Daan,
Mz, Van Daan, myself .. . Mrs. Frank . ..

(The buzzer sounds in Micp s signal.)

Mr. Frank. [v's Micp! (He hrrries over, getting

his overcoat and puiting ir on.)

Margot. Ar this hour?

Mrs. Frank. 1t is trouble.

PHE DIARY OF ANNE FRANK: ACT TWO 559

Mr. Frank (as be starss down to unbolt the door).
I beg you, don't lec her see a thing fike this!
Mr. Dussel (counting withous stapping). . . . Anne,
vs0 Peter, Mrs. Van Daan, Mr. Van Daan, myself . . .
Margot (z0 Dussel). Stop it! Stop it!
Dussel.... Mr. Frank, Margor, Anne, Peter, Mrs.
Van Daan, Mr. Van Daan, myself, Mrs. Frank . . .
Mrs. Van Daan. You're keeping the big ones for
yourself! All the big ones . .. Look ar the size of
that! . .. And that! .. .
(Dussel continues on with bis dividing. Peter, wish
his shirt and trousers on, comes from bis room.)
Margot. Stop it! Stop i
vt (We hear Micp 3 excited voice speaking to Mr.
Frank helow.)
Miep. Mr. Frank . . . the most wonderful
news! . .. The invasion has begun!
Mr. Frank. Go on, tell them! Tell them!
(Micp comes running up the steps, ahead of Mr.
Frank. She bas a man’s mincout on over her
nightclothes and a bunch of orange-colored flowers
in her hand.)
Miep. Did you hear that, everybody? Did you hear
1000 what I said? The invasion has begun! The invasion!
(They all seare as Miep, unable ta grasp 1whar she is
selling thon. Peter is the first to recover his wits.)
Peter. Where?
Mrs. Van Daan. When? When, Miep?
Miep. It began carly this morning . . .
(As she talks on, the realization of what she bas
said begins 1o dawn on them. Everyonc goes crazy.
A wild demonstrution takes pluce. Mrs. Frank bugs
Mr. Van Daan.)
1010 Mrs, Frank. Oh, Mr. Van Daan, did you hear tha?
(Dussel embraces Mrs. Van Daan. Peter grubs «
Sfrying pan and parades around the room, bearing on
it, singing the Dutcl) National Anthenr. Anne and
Margor follow bim, singing, weaving in and ot
among the excited grownups. Margot breaks away
10 tuke the flowers from Miep and distribuse them
to everyone. While rhis pandemonivm is going on
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1030
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Mrs. Frank tries to make berself heard above the
excitesnent.)

Mrs. Frank (20 Miep). How do you know?
Miep. The radio . . . The B.B.C.! They said they
landed on the coast of Narmandy!

Peter. The Brirish?

. Americans, French, Dutch. Poles,
Norwegians . . . all of them! More :han four
thousand ships! Churchill spoke, and General
Eisenhower! D-Day they call ic!

Mr.Frank. Thank CGod, it’s come!

Mrs. Van Daan. At last!

Miep (starting our). I'm going to tell Mr. Kraler,
This'll be becter chan any blood transfusion.
Mr.Frank (sropping her). What part of Normandy
did they land, did they say?

Miep, Normandy . . . thats all [ knew now . . .
I'll be up the minute T hear some more! (She gaes
huwrriedly out.)

Mr.Frank (o Mrs. Frank), What did T tell you?
What did I tell you?

Mrs. Frank indicares thar be bas forgatsen 1o bolt
she door afier Miep. He hurries down the steps.
Mr. Van Daan, sitting on the couch, suddenly
breaks into a canvulsive seb. Everybady looks ar
him, bewildered.)

Mrs. Van Daan (bunying to him). Poui! Puni!
What is itz What happened?

Mr, Van Daan. Please. I'm so ashamed.

(Mr. Frank comes back up the steps.)

Dussel. Oh, for God’s sake!

Mrs. Van Daan. Dan’, Pucti.

Margot. It doesn't matter now!

Mr.Frank (going ro Mt. Van Daan). Didn't you
hear what Miep said? The invasion has come!
We're going to be liberared! This is 1 time 10
celebrate!

(He embraces Mrs, Frank and then burries to the
cupboard and gers the cognac and a glass.)
Mr.Van Daan. To steal bread from caildrent




fuen

1o

Mrs. Frank. We've all done things thar we're
ashamed of.
Anne. Look at inc. the way T've treated
Morther . . . so mean and horrid to her.
Mrs. Frank. No, Anncke, no.
(Annc runs to her mother, putring her arms
wrowndd her)
Anne. Oh, Mother, T was. T was awful.
M. Van Daan. Not like me. No one is as bad as me!
Dussel (ro Mr. Van Daan). Stop it now! Ler’s be
happy!

P . ) - 3
Mr. Frank (giving Mr. Van U.:E a glass of cognac).
Here! Herel Sehuapps! Lehaim!
(Van Daan rakes the cogmee. They all wateh him.
He gives them  feeble smile. Anne purs up her
fingers v Vofor-Vietary sign. As Van Daan gives
wn answering V-sign, they are starifed 1o hear a
Jond sob from bebind ther, It fs Mrs, Frank,
stricken with remorse. She is sitting on the other
side of the room.)
Mrs. Frank (chrotgh her sobs). When 1 rhink of the
terrible

as Tsaid .
Me Trank, Anne, and Margot hurry o her, trying
D

ta comfors her. Mr.
cognar.)

Mr. Van Daan, No!
Mrs. Frank. That [ should speak chac way o
. Owr f

1o cry auain.)

! You were right!

you!

Dussel. Scap it. you're spoiling the whale invasion!
(As they are comfarting her, the lights dim on.

The «.~‘~.\\:,~\,\x.\\.,..v

Anne's Voice (firintly at first and then with growing
strengeh). We're all in much beuter spiries these
days. Theres still excellent news of the invasion.
The best parr about it is that 1 have a fecling that
friends arec coming. Who knows? Maybe I'll be
back in schaol by fall. Ha, ha! The joke is on us!

The warchouse man doesn’t know a thing and we

are paying him all that moncey! ... Wednesday,

V brings her his glass of

the second of July, nineteen forty-four, The
invasion seems emporarily o be bogged down.

1160 Mr. Kraler has to have an operarion, which looks

bad. The Gestapo have found the radio that was
stolem, Mr. Dussel says they'll erace ic back and
back to the thicf, and then, if’s just a mawer of
time till they get to us. Everyone is low. Even
poor Pim can’ raise their spirits, I have often
been downcast myself . . . but never in despair. 1
can shake off everything if [ write. Bur. .. and
that is the great question . . . will Tever be able
to write well? I want to so much. [ want o go
 on living even after my death. Anocher birthday
has gone by, sa now I am fiftcen. Already [ know
whar | want. | have a goal, an opinion.
(els this is being said—uihe curtain rises on the scene,
the lights dim on, and Anne’s Voice fades out.)

It is an affernoon a few weeks later . . . Everyone
but Margot is in the main room. There is a sense of
.Ru.\\\\ tersion.

Both Mrs, Frank and Mr. Van Daan are
nervousty pacing back and forth, Dussel is sumding

V120 ar the windoiw, looking down fixedly at the streee

below. Veter is at the center table, trying to do his
lessoms. Anne stts apposite him. writing in her diary.
Mrs. Van Daan 5s seated on the couch, her cyes on
M. Frank as he sits reading.

The sound of a telephone ringing comes from
the office belmo. They all are rigid, lisiening tensely;
M. Dussel rushes down te Mr. Frank.
Dussel. There ir goes again, the relephone!
Mr. Frank. do you hear?

130 Mr. Frank (grederly). Yes. T hear.

Dussel (pleading, insistent). Burt this is the

third time, Mr. Frank! The third time in quick
succession! [ts a signal! T tell you it's Miep, trying
to get us! For some reason she can’t come to us
and she’s trying to warn us of something!

8. Schnapps!ishnics) German: Brandy! Lehaimf lle kni'yim] Hebrew: To
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Mr. Frank. Please. Please.

Mr.Van Daan (s Dussel). You're wasting your
breach.

Dussel. Something has happened, Mr. Frank.

For three days now Micp hasi't been 1o see us!
And roday not a man has come to work. There
hasn’t been a sound in the building!

Mrs. Frank. Perhaps ic's Sunday. We may have lost
track of the days.

Mr.Van Daan (ro Anne). You with the diary there.
Whac day is it?

Dussel (gning ro Mrs. Frank). I don't lose track of
the days! 1 know exactly what day it is! It's Friday,
the fourth of August. Friday, and not a man at
wark. (He rushes back to Mr. Frank, pleading
with bin, whnost in tears) 1 tell you Mr. Kraler's
dead. Thar’s the only explanation. He's dead and
they've closed down the building, and Miep's
trying 1o tell us!

Mr. Frank. She'd never wlephone us.

Dussel (ffanric). Mr. Frank, answer that! | beg
vou, answer it

Mr. Frank. No.

Mr. Van Daan. Just pick it up and listen. You don'
have o speak. Just listen and see if ic's Miep.
Dussel (speaking at the same time). For God's

sake .. . 1ask you.

Mr. Frank. No. 1've told you, no. I'll do nothing
that might ler anyone know we're in the building.
Peter. Mr. Frank’s right.

Mr.Van Daan. There's no need to tell us whae side
you're on.

Mr. Frank. If we wait patientdy, quietly, 1 believe
that help will come.

(There is sitence for a minute as they all liston to the
telephone ringing.)

Dussel. I'm going down. (He rushes down the steps.
Mr. Erank tries ineffectually ro hold him. Dussel runs
t0 the lower door, unbolting ir. The telephone stops
ringing. Dusscl bolts the door and comes slowly back
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up the steps.) Too lace. (M. Frank goes 1o Margor in
Annce’s bedroont.)

Mr. Van Daan. So we just wait here until we die.
Mrs. Van Daan (Mystericafly). 1 can'tstand i I'll
kill myself! 'l kill myself!

Mr. Van Daan. For God’s sake, stop it!

(Jn the distance, a German milisary band is heard
playing a Viennese waltz.)

Mrs, Van Daan. I think youd be glad if I did!

1 think you want me to die!

Mr. Van Daan. Whose faule is it were here? (Mrs.
Van Daan starts for her room. He follows, talking
at her) We could’ve been safe somewhere . ..

in America or Switzerland, But no! No! You
wouldn't leave when T wanted to. You couldn'
leave your things. You couldn't leave your
precious furniture.

)

Mrs. Van Daan. Don't touch me!

(She hurries up she stairs, followed by Mr. Van
Daan. Pewer, unable to bear it, goes 1o bis roam.
Anne looks after him, deeply concerned. Dussel
returns fo bis past ar the windaw. Mr. Frank comes
back into the main room and takes a book. trying m
read, Mrs. Frank sits near the sink, starting to peel
some potatoes. Anne quierly goes ta Pewer & oo,
clasing the door after her. Pexer is lying face down
on the cot. Anoe leans over him, holding him in her
arms, trying to bring bim ont of his despair.)

Anne. Look, Peter, the sky. (She looks up through
the skylight.) What alovely, lovely day! Aren't the
clouds beauriful? You know whac T do when it
seems as if | coulda't stand being cooped up for one
more minute? [ think myself out. 1 think mysclf
on a walk in the park where T used to go with
Pim. Where the jonquils and the crocus and the
violets grow down the slopes. You know the most
wonderful part about shinking yourself out? You
can have it any way you like. You can have roses
and violets and chrysanthemums all blooming ac
the same time .. . It's funny . . . [ used to rake it
all for granted . . . and now I've gnne crazy abour
everything to do with nacure, Haven't you?




Peter. 've just gone crazy, | think if something
doesnt happen soon . . . iF we don't get out of
here ... 1 can’t stand much more of

Anne (softfy). | wish you had 4 religion, Peter.

Peter. No. thank « me!

Anne. Oh, 1 don't mean vou have to be

Orthodox™ .. ar behieve in heaven and hell

and purgatory and things . .. | just mean some
religion L it doesn’t matter what. Just 1o

helieve in something! When | chink of all thacs
out there ... the trees .. and Nowers ., . and
.o when Tihink of the dearness of vou,

seagt
Peter. . and the goodness of the people we
know M. Kraler. Nliep, Dirk, the vegetable
man, all ris
When T think of these good chings, U'm not alraid
cand God.and 1. ..

(Pever interrupis, vetting up and watking au
X A4 i

g their lives for us every day

any morc ., . 1 find mys

Peter. Thats finc! Bur when | begin to think,
I'get mad! Look ac us. hiding out for two years.
Not able o move! Caughe here like . . . waiting
for them to come and ger us . . . and all for whac?
Anne. We're not the only people that've had
here've always been people thatve

o sulter.

had 10 .. . sometimes ang race . . . sometimes
another . and ver . .,
Peter. That doesnt make me feel any beeer!

Anne {going 1o him). [ know it's werrible, trying
w0 have any faith . . . when peaple are doing such
horible . . . But you know what I sometimes
think? I think the world may be going through
a phase, the way I was with Mother. Iell pass,
maybe not for hundreds of years, but some
day . . I siill believe, in spirc of everything,
that people are really good an heare,

Peter. [ want ta see something now . .. Nota
thousand years from now! (He goes over, sitring
down ugain ou the cot.)

Anne. But, Peter, it youd only look ac itas part of
a grear pattern . .. chat we're just alitde minure

in the life . .. (Sbe breaks off) Listen to us, going
at cach other like a couple of stupid grownups!
120 Look at the sky now. lsn't it lovely? (She holds out
v hand ta him. Deter takes it and rises, standing
with her at the window looking out, his arms
around her) Some day. when were outside again,
I'm goingro ...
(She breaks off s she hears the sound of a car, its
brakes siyuealing as it cames to a sidden siop. The
people in the orher rooms abso become aware of the
saned. They listen tensely. Anather car roars up i
soeeching siop. Anne und Pecer comne fom Deter's
270 oo Mr. and Mus, Van Daan crecp dowen the
stairs. Dussel carnes ont from bis roomt. Everyone i
listening. bardly breathing. A dourbell clangs ugiin
and again i the butlding below. Mr. Frank starss
quictly dowent the steps to the dvor. Dussel and Peter
Soltow bim. The others stand rigid. waiting, rerrificd.
I a few seconds Dussel comers ssumbling back
up the sieps. He shakes off Deter s help and goes
to bis room. Mr. Frank bolts the door below, and
cames slowly buck up the steps. Their eyes are all on
1280 b as he stands shere for a minute. They realize
thit what they frared has happened. Mrs. Van
Daan starts to whimper. Mr. Van Daan pus her
gently in a chair, and then burries offup the stairs
1o thety voam 1o collect their things. Peter gaes to
comfore his mether. There is u sound of vielens
ponnding on & door below.)
Mr. Frank (guicrly). For the past two years we have
lived in fear, Now we can live in hope.
(The panunding below becornes more insistens. There
220 are nuffled sounds of voices, shouting conmands.)
Men’s Voices. Auf 'machen! Da drinnen! Auf
machen! Schuell! Schnell! Schnell! etc., ere.
(The street door below is forced open. We bear the
heary sread of foossteps coming up. Mr. Frank gets
rwo school bags from she shelves, and gives one 10
Aune and the other to Margor. He goes to ges a bag
for Mrs. Frank. The sound of feet coming up grotws
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louder. Peter comes 1o Anne, Fissing her good-bye,

then he gues ta his room 1o collect his things. The
1300 buzzer of vheir door starts to ring. Mr. Frank brings

Mrs. Frank a bag. They stand sogether, waiting.

We hear the thud of gun butts o the door, trying

10 break it down.

Anne stands, holding her schoal satchel, laoking
aver at ber father and mother with a sof, redssuering
sutile. She Is no longer a child, but a woman with
courage to meet whatever lies ahead.

The lights dim ont. The curtain fulls on the scene.
We hear a mighty crash as the door is shattered.

1310 After a second Annc’s Voice /s heard.)
Anne’s Voice, And so it scems our stay here
is over. They are waiting for us now. They've
allowed us five minutes to get our things. We
can each rake a bag and whatever it will hold
of clothing. Nothing else. So, dear Diary, that
means [ must leave you behind. Good-bye for a
while, PS. Please, please, Micp, or Mr Kraler, or
anyone else. [f you should find this diary, will you
please keep it safe for me, because some day
1520 1 hape.. ..
(Her woice stops abruptly. Theve is silence. After 4
second the curtain rises.)

It is ugain the afiernoon in November, 1945. The
rooms are as we saw them.in the first scene. Mr.
Kraler bas joined Micp and M. Frank. There are
coffee cups on the table. We see a grear change in M.
Frarik. He is cabn now. His bitterness is gone. He
slowly surns a few pages of the diary. They are blank:
Mr. Frank. No more. (He closes the diary and puts it
1330 dotvn on the couch beside him.)
Miep. I'd gonc 1o the country to find food, When
I got back the block was surrounded by police . . .
Mr.Kraler. We made it our business to leain how

they knew. It was the thief . . . the thief who
told them,
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(Miep goes up 10 the gas burner, bringing back a pot
of coffec.)

M. Frank (afeer a pause). It seems stra nge to

say this, that anyone could be happy in a
concentration camp, Bur Annc was happy in

the camp in Holland where they first took us.
After two years of being shuc up in chese rooms,
she could be ouc. .. out in the sunshine and
the fresh air thar she loved.

Miep (offering the coffee ro Mr. Frank). A hirtle
more?

M. Frank (holding out bis cup to her). The news
of the war was good. The British and Americans
were sweeping through France. We felt sure
thar they would gert to us in time. Tn September
we were told that we were 10 be shipped to
Poland . .. The men to one camp. The women
to another. T was sent to Auschwitz. They wen
to Belsen. In January we were freed, the few of us
who were left. The war wasnt yer over, so it took
us a long time to get home, We'd be sent here
and there behind the lines where we'd be safe.
Each time our train would stop . . . at a siding,
or acrossing . . . we'd all get out and go from
graup to group . . . Where were you? Were you
at Belsen? At Buchenwald? At Mauthausen? Is it
possible that you knew my wife? Did you ever see
my husband? My son? My daughter? That's how
T found our abour my wifek death . . . of Margot,
the Van Daans . . . Dussel. BurAnne. . . [ sill
haped . . . Yesterday T-wene o Rotrerdam. I'd
heard of a woman there . . . She'd been in Belsen
with Anne . . . T kriow now.

(He picks up the diary again, and turns the pages
back to find a certain passage. As be finds it we hear
Anne's Voice.)

Anne's Voice. In spite of everything, [ still believe
that people are really good ac heart.

(Mr. Frank slowly closes the diary)

Mr. Frank. She puts me to shame. (They are silent.)
The Curtain Falbs,




