e middle of the night, several months later.
.f is dark except for a little light which comes

Jhe skylight in Peter s room.

i bed. M. and Mrs. Frank lie on

g the main room, which has been pulled

 rouch i
phe 0+ < @ makeshift double bed.

out 10 S€TVE &

Margot #5 sleeping on a mattress on the floor in
e main 1007 behind a curtain str.etched across

for privac). The others are all in their accustomed,

rooms.

From outside we hear two drunken soldiers
singing “Lili Marlene. ” A girl’s high giggle is heard.
The sound of running feet is heard coming closer
and then fading in the distance. Throughout the

o scene there is the distant sound of airplanes passing
overhead.

A match suddenly flares up in the attic.
We dimly see Mr. Van Daan. He is getting his
bearings. He comes quickly down the stairs, and goes
to the cupboard where the food is stored. Again the
match flares up, and is as quickly blown out. The
dim figure is seen to steal back up the swairs.

There is quiet for a second or two, broken only

by the sound of airplanes, and running feet on the
150 street below.

Suddenly, out of the silence and the dark, we hear

Anne scream.
Anne (screaming). No! No! Don.. . . don’t take me!

(She moans, tossing and crying in her sleep. The
other people wake, terrified. Dussel sits up in bed,
furious.)

Dussel. Shush! Anne! Anne, for God’s sake, shush!
Anne (still in her nightmare). Save me! Save me!

| (She screams and screams. Dussel gets out of bed,
0 going over to her, trying to wake her.)

Dussel, For God’s sake! Quiet! Quiet! You want
someone to hear?

(In the main room Mrs. Frank grabs a shawl and
pulls it around her. She rushes in to Anne, taking
ber in her arms. M. Frank hurriedly gets up,
putting on his overcoat. Margot sits up, terrified.
Peter s light goes on in his room.)

Mrs. Frank (to Anne, in hber room). Hush, darling,
hush. It all right. It’s all right. (over her shoulder

1470 to Dussel) Will you be kind enough to turn on
the light, Mr. Dussel? (back to Anne) It’s nothing,
my darling. It was just a dream.

(Dussel turns on the light in the bedroom. Mrs.
Frank holds Anne in ber arms. Gradually Anne
comes out of ber nightmare, still trembling with
horror. Mr. Frank comes into the room, and goes
quickly to the window, looking out to be sure
that no one outside had heard Anne’s screams.
Mrs. Frank holds Anne, talking softly to her. In

1480 the main room Margot stands on a chair, turning
on the center hanging lamp. A light goes on in the
Van Daan s room overbead. Peter puts his robe on,
coming out of his room.)

Dussel (t0 Mrs. Frank, blowing his nose). Something

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 turns. I don't
1490 sleep. I spend half my night shushing her. And

now it’s nightmares!

(Margot comes to the door of Anne’s room, followed
by Peter. M. Frank goes to them, indicating that
everything is all right. Petet takes Margot back.)

Mrs. Frank (0 Anne). You're here, safe, you see?
Nothing has happened. (to 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
1500 you, but 'm going to the w.c. The one place

where there’s peace! (He stalbs out. Mr. Van Daan,

in underwear and trousers, comes down the stairs.)
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Mr. Van Daan (z0 Dussel). What is i What
happened?

Dussel. A nightm
Mr.Van Daan. I thought

her.

Dussel. Unfortunately, no.

(He goes into the bathroom. Mr. Van Daan goes

1510 back up the stairs.

sends Peter back to his own bedroom.)
Mr. Frank. Thank you, Peter. Go back to bed.

(Peter goes back to

turning out the light and looking out the window.

Then he goes back to the main room,

4 chair, turning out the center hanging lamp.)

Mrs.

Perhaps if you told me . . . ?

1520 Anne. I'd rather not talk about it.

Mrs. Frank. Poor darling. Try to sleep then.
I'll sit right here beside you until you fall asleep.
(She brings a stool over, sitting there.)

Anne. You don’t have to.

Mrs. Frank. But I'd like to stay withyou . . .
very much. Really.

Anne. I'd rather you didn'.
Mrs. Frank. Good night, then. (She leans down

biss Anne. Anne throws her arm up over
Mrs. Frank, hiding her burt, kisses
¢ There’s nothing

1530 turning away.
Anne s arm.) You'll be all righ

that you want?

Anne. Will you please ask Father to come.

Mrs. Frank (after a second ). Of co

(She hurries out into the other room. Mr. Frank

comes to ber as she comes in

12.
13.
14.

15.
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someone was murdering

and gets up on

are. She was having a nightmare!

Mr. Frank, 7 the main room,

bis room. M. Frank follows him,

Frank (z0 Anne). Would you like some water?

(Anne shakes her head.) Was it a very bad dream?

Mr. Frank (sensing her purt). Edith, Liebe,
schau . . .*°

Mrs. Frank. Es macht nichts! Ich danke dem liebe,

1540 Herrgott, dass sie sich wenigstens an Dich wendes

wenn sie Trost braucht! Geh hinein, Otto, sie ist gy,
hysterisch vor Angst."* (as Mr. Frank besitates) Gejy
i it (e looks at her for a second and then goe ,
get a cup of waer for Anne. Mrs. Frank sinks "wno
on the bed, her face in ber hands, trying to keep froy,
sobbing aloud. Matgot comes over &0 her, putting he
arms around her.) She wants nothing of me. She
pulled away when I Jeaned down to kiss her.

Margot. Its a phase . . . You heard Father . . .

1550 Most girls go through it . . . they turn to their

fathers at this age . . . they give all their love to
their fathers.

Mrs. Frank. You weren’t like this. You didn’t shut
me out.

Margot. She'll get over it. .. (She smooths the bed
for Mrs. Frank and sits beside her a moment as
Mrs. Frank lies down. In Anne’ roorm Mr. Frank
comes in, sitting down by Anne. Anne flings her
srms around bim, clinging to bim. In the distance

1560 we hear the sound of ack-ack.)

to

her face,

urse, Anne dear.

Anne. Oh, Pim. I dreamed that they came to get
us! The Green Police! They broke down the door
and grabbed me and started to drag me out the
way they did Jopie.

Mr. Frank. [ want you to take this pill.

Anne. What is it?

Mr. Frank. Something to quiet you-

(She takes it and drinks the warer. In the mail
room Margot turns out the light and g0% b

1570 to ber bed.)

) Sie verlangt nach Dir! 2

ad
Mr. Frank (f0 Anne). Do you want me © 5
to you for a while?

sie verlangt nach Dir (z& fer-langt’ nakH dir) German: She is asking for you.

Liebe, schau (l€'bo shou') German: Dear, look.

Es macht . . . vor Angst (8s makut’ nTknts'! Tkn dangk's dam l&'ban h&

shtonz an dikn’ vén'dat, vén za trost’ broukkt'! ga hin-in’
German: 1t’s all right. 1thank dear God that at least she tur
Otto; sheis hysterical with fear.

Geh zu ihr (g2’ tsdo i’} German: Go to her.
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ns to you w

r'got’, dds zé ZTkn' van' TKH-
, 6t'16; 26 Tst génts hil-st&r' Tsh for angst’)
hen she needs comfort. Goin,




1580

Anne. No. Just sit with me for a minute. Was 1
awful? Did I yell terribly loud? Do you think
anyone outside could have heard?

Mr. Frank. No. No. Lie quietly now. Try to sleep.

Anne. ’'m a terrible coward. 'm so disappointed
in myself. I think I've conquered my fear . . . I
think P'm really grown-up . . . and then something
happens . . . and I run to you like a baby .. . I love
you, Father. T don’t love anyone but you.

M. Frank (reproachfilly). Annele!
Anne. It’s true. Pve been thinking about it for
a long time. You're the only one I love.

M. Frank. It’s fine to hear you tell me that you
love me. But I'd be happier if you said you loved
your mother as well . . . She needs your help so
much . .. yourlove. ..

Anne. We have nothing in common. She doesn’t

1590 understand me. Whenever I try to explain my

1600

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

Mr. Frank. You hurt her very much just now.

She’s crying. She’s in there crying.

Anne. I cant help it. I only told the truth. I didn't
want her here . . . (then, with sudden change) Oh,
Pim, I was horrible, wasn’t I? And the worst of

it is, I can stand off and look at myself doing it
and know it’s cruel and yet I can't stop doing it.
What's the matter with me? Tell me. Don't say it’s
just a phase! Help me.

Mr. Frank. There is so little that we parents can do
to help our children. We can only try to set a good
example . . . point the way. The rest you must do
yourself. You must build your own character.

Anne.’m trying. Really I am. Every night [ think
back over all of the things I did that day that
were wrong . . . like putting the wet mop in Mr.
Dussel’s bed . . . and this thing now with Mother.
[ say to myself, that was wrong. I make up my

1610 mind, I'm never going to do that again. Never!

1620

1630

Of course I may do something worse . . . but a¢ |
least I'll never do that again! . . . T have a nicer sid
Father . . . a sweeter, nicer side. But I'm scared ¢,
show it. 'm afraid that people are going to laugh
me if I'm serious. So the mean Anne comes to th!
outside and the good Anne stays on the inside, 4
I keep on trying to switch them around and hgy.
the good Anne outside and the bad Anne insjge |
and be what I'd like to be . . . and might be . ;¢
only...only. .. (She is asleep. Mr. Frank weyeh
her for a moment and then turns off the light, 4, &
starts out. The lights dim out. The curtain falls oy, 4
scene. Anne’s Voice is heard dimly at first, and they
with growing strength.) '

Anne’s Voice. . . . The air raids are getting worse,
They come over day and night. The noise is
terrifying. Pim says it should be music to our ear
The more planes, the sooner will come the end of
the war. Mrs. Van Daan pretends to be a fatalist,
What will be, will be. But when the planes come
ovet, who is the most frightened? No one else bug
Petronella! . . . Monday, the ninth of November,
nineteen forty-two. Wonderful news! The Allies
have landed in Africa. Pim says that we can loo
for an carly finish to the war. Just for fun he askd
cach of us what was the first thing we wanted to
do when we got out of here. Mrs. Van Daan long
to be home with her own things, her needle-poil
chairs, the Beckstein piano her father gave her . 4
the best that money could buy. Peter would like
to go to a movie. Mr. Dussel wants to get back @
his dentist’s drill. He's afraid he is losing his ©0U¢
For myself, there are so many things . . - ride
bike again . . . to laugh till my belly aches .. - @
have new clothes from the skin out . - - ¥ h':t\';'-o
hot tub filled to overflowing and wallow I 1€

: : riends 4
hours . . . to be back in school with my f §
the curtai rises 8
’5 V{)EC‘? ‘J

1640

(As the last lines are being said,
the scene. The lights dim on as Anne
1650 away.)



e first night of the Hanukkah'® celebration.
i ok is standing at the head of the table on
M- ‘l;r;ls the Menorah."” He lights the Shamos, or
whic” + candle, and holds it as be says the blessing.
;,;;‘-r-'ff::; Jistening is all of the “family,” dressed in their
g::': The men wear bhats, Peter wears his cap.

N:T- frank (reading from a prayer book). “Praised be
Thou, oh Lord our God, Ruler of the universe,
who has sanctified us with Thy commandments
and bidden us kindle the Hanukkah lights.
Praised be Thou, oh Lord our God, Ruler of the

who has wrought wondrous deliverances

LLNIVELSE,

nor the moon by night. The Lord shall keep thee
from all evil. He shall keep thy soul. The Lord shall
guard thy going out and thy coming in, from this

1690 time forth and forevermore.” Amen.

All. Amen.

(Mrs. Frank puts down the prayer book and goes to
get the food and wine. Margot helps her. Mr. Frank
takes the men’s hats and puts them aside.) i

Dussel (rising). That was very moving.

Anne (pulling him back). It isn’t over yet!
Mrs. Van Daan. Sit down! Sit down!

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

Dussel. Presents?

for our fathers in days of old. Praised be Thou, oh  ; pr erank. Not this year, unfortunately.

Lord our God, Ruler of the universe, that Thou
has given us Jife and sustenance and brought

us to this happy season.” (Mr. Frank lights the
one candle of the Menorah as he continues.) “We
kindle this Hanukkah light to celebrate the
great and wonderful deeds wrought through

the zeal with which God 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
look to God, whence cometh our help.” Amen.
[Pronounced O-mayn.]

All. Amen.
(Mt. Frank hands Mrs. Frank the prayer book.)

Mrs. Frank (reading). “I lift up mine eyes unto

0 the mountains, from whence cometh my help.

My help cometh from the Lord who made heaven
" and earth. He will not suffer thy foot to be moved.
- He that keepeth thee will not slumber. He that
keepeth Israel doth neither slumber nor sleep. The

Lord is thy keeper. The Lord is thy shade upon thy

- right hand. The sun shall not smite thee by day,

Mrs. Van Daan. But always on Hanukkah
everyone gives presents . . . everyonel

Dussel. Like our St. Nicholas’ Day.'® (There is

a chorus of “no’s” 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 the food). I remember
particularly the candles . . . First one, as we have

1710 tonight. Then the second night you light two

candles, the next night three . . . and so on until
you have eight candles burning. When there are
eight candles it is truly beautiful.

Mrs. Van Daan. And the potato pancakes.

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

Mrs. Van Daan. I make the best /azkes"” you ever
tasted!

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

1720 Mr. Frank. God willing!

Mrs. Van Daan. God willing,

16. Hanukkah (ha'na-ka): a Jewish holiday, celebrated in December and lasting eight days.
17. Menorah (ma-nor's): a candleholder with nine branches, used in the celebration of Hanukkah.

18, st. Nicholas’s Day: December 6, the day that Christian children in the Netherlands receive gifts.

19. latkes (lat'kaz): potato pancakes.
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Margot. What I remember best is the presents
we used to get when we were litle . . . eight days
of presents . . . and each day they got better and
better.

Mrs. Frank (sitting down). We are all here, alive.
That is present enough.

Anne. No, it isn't. I've got something . . .

(She rushes into her room, hurriedly puts on a little
1730 bat improvised from the lamp shade, grabs a satchel

bulging with parcels and comes running back.)

Mrs. Frank. What is it?

Anne. Presents!

Mrs. Van Daan. Presents!

Dussel. Look!

514  UNIT 4: THEME AND SYMBOL

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

Anne (She picks out one at random). Th}s is for
Margot. (She hands it to Margot, pulling her 10
her feet.) Read it out loud.

Margot (reading).

“You have never lost your temper:

You never will, I fear,

You are so good.

But if you should,

Put all your cross words here.

(She tears open the package.)

‘v()ll

k! Wher€ did }

A new crossword puzzle boo
get it?




g Itl’s one that you've done.

. all out, and if you wait a little
P et you can do it all over again.

an . (j;ttfﬂg)- [¢s wonderful, Anne. Thank
'Marg:rou'ﬂi never lknow it Wwasn't new.

you
;( From outside We hear the sound of a streetcar

assing)
Anne (with unother giff). Mrs. Van Daan.

Mrs. Van Daan (taking if). This is awful . . .

[ havent anything for anyone . . . [ never
chought - - -

Mr. Frank. This is all Anne’s idea.

Mrs. Van Daan (holding up a bottle). What is it?
Anne. It’s hair shampoo. | took all the odds and
ends of soap and enixed them with the last of my
toilet water.

Mrs. Van Daan. Oh, Anneke!

Anne. | wanted to write a poem for all of them,
but I didn't have time. (offéring a large box to
Mr. Van Daan) Yours, Mr. Van Daan, is really
7 something . . . something you want more than
anything. (as she waits for him to open it) Look!
Cigarettes!

Mr.Van Daan. Cigarettes!

Anne. Two of them! Pim found some old pipe

tobacco in the pocket lining of his coat . . . and
we made them . . . ot rather, Pim did.

MrS.Van Daan. Let me see . . . Well, look at that!
Light it, Putti! Light it.
(Mr. Van Daan hesitates.)

\ e ]
780 Anne. It’s tobacco, really it is! There’s a little fluff
in it, but not much.

(Everyone watches intently as Mr. Van Daan
cautiously lights it. The cigarette flares up. Everyone
laugbs,)

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

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

(Anne rushes back to ber satchel for another

1790 present.)

1800

1810

1820

Anne (handing her mother a piece of ‘paper).
For Mother, Hanukkah greeting. (She pulls her
mother to her feet.)

Mrs. Frank (She reads.) “Here’s an 1.O.U. that 1

promise to pay. Ten hours of doing whatever you

say. Signed, Anne Frank.” (Mis. Frank, touched,
sakes Anne in her arms, holding her close.)

Dussel (to Anne). Ten hours of doing what you're

told? Anything you're told?
Anne. That’s right.

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

Mrs. Frank. Never! This is the most precious gift

T've ‘ever had!

(She sits, showing her present 1o the others. Anne
burries back to the satchel and pulls out a scarf;
the scarf thar M. Frank found in the first scene.)

Anne (offering it 1o her father). For Pim.

Mr. Frank. Anneke . . . T wasn't supposed to have

a present! (He takes it, unfolding it and showing
it to the others.)

Anne. It's a muffler . . . to put round your

neck . . . like an ascot, you know. I made it myself

out of odds and ends . .. I knitted it in the dark

cach night, after I'd gone to bed. I'm afraid it
looks better in the dark!

M. Frank (putting it on). It’s fine. It fits me
perfectly. Thank you, Annele.

(Anne hands Peter 4 ball of paper, with a string
attached to it.)

Anne. That's for Mouschi.

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

I thank you.

Anne (besitant, banding him a gify). And . . . this
is yours . . . from Mirs. Quack Quack. (as he holds
it gingerly in bis hands) Well . . . open it. .. Aren’t

you going to open it?
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peter. I'm scared to. I know something’s going
to jump out and hit me.
1a30 Anne. No. It’s nothing like that, really.

Mrs. Van Daan (as be is opening if). What is it,

Peter? Go on. Show it.

Anne (excitedly). It's a safety razor!

Dussel. A what?

Anne. A razor!

Mrs. Van Daan (looking at it). You didn’t make
that out of odds and ends.

Anne (z0 Peter). Miep got it for me. It’s not new.
I¢s second-hand. But you really do need a razor

1840 NOW.

Dussel. For what?

Anne. Look on his upper lip . . . you can see the
beginning of a mustache.

Dussel. He wants to get rid of that? Puta lictle
milk on it and let the cat lick it off. |
Peter (starting for his room). Think you're funny,
don’t you.
Dussel. Look! He can’t wait! He’s going in to
try it!

1850 Peter. ’m going to give Mouschi his present!
(He goes into his room, slamming the door
behind him.)

Mr. Van Daan (disgustedly). Mouschi, Mouschi,
Mouschi.
(In the distance we hear a dog persistently barking.
Anne brings a gift to Dussel.)
Anne. And last but never least, my roommate,
Mr. Dussel.
Dussel. For me? You have something for me?

1860 (He opens the small box she gives bim.)

_ Anne.] made them myself.

Dussel (puzzled ). Capsules! Two capsules!
Anne. They're ear-plugs!
Dussel. Ear-plugs?
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Anne. To put in your ears so you won't hear

me when I thrash around at night. I saw them

advertised in a magazine. They’re not real

ones . . . I made them out of cotton and cand]e

wax. Try them . . . See if they dont work . ,
1870 see if you can hear me talk . . .

Dussel (putting them in bis ears). Wait now ungj

I get them in . . . so.

Anne. Are you ready?

Dussel. Huh?

Anne. Are you ready?

Dussel. Good God! They've gone inside! T can’

get them out! (They laugh as M. Dussel jumps

about, trying to shake the plugs out of his ears.

Finally he gets them out. Putting them away,)
1880 Thank you, Anne! Thank you!

Mr.Van Daan. A real Hanukkah!

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

Mrs. Frank. 1 don’t know when she Toget

did it.

Margot. I love my present.

Anne (sitting at the table). And now let’s have

song, Father . .. please . . . (0 Dussel) Have

heard the Hanukkah song, Mr. Dussel? The s

is the whole thing! (She sings.) “Oh, Hanukka
1890 Oh Hanukkah! The sweet celebration . ... .

Mr. Frank (quieting her). I'm afraid, Anne, W¢

shouldn’t sing that song tonight. (f0 Dusscil)

It’s a song of jubilation, of rejoicing. One 1s

to become too enthusiastic.

Anne. Oh, please, please.ILet’s sing the song:

I promise not to shout!

Mr. Frank. Very well. But quietly now - -~

an eye on you and when . . .

(As Anne starts to sing, she is interrt
1900 who is snorting and wheezing.) | e

¢
Dussel (pointing to Peter). You . - - Y";‘;‘ :
coming from his bedroom, ostentatio®)."
: Jding s
bulge in his coat as if he were holdt

I'll

,:!Dl'ﬂ'ﬁj b)l [0



¢’ present before it.) How many Anne (singing). “Oh, Hanukkah! Oh, Hanukkah!

e AND K
s . Out! Out! The sweet celebration.”

! told you - -

i paan (going 10 Peter). What’s the matter Mr. Frank (rising). I think we should first blow

i nu’ Haven't you any sense? Get that cat out out the candle . . . then we'll have something for
1 a8 tomorrow night.

erc.

i (iﬂngcently). Cat? Margot. But, Father, you're supposed to let it

, n Daan. You heard me. Get it out of here! burn itself out.

Mr. Frank. P’m sure that God understands

1950 shortages. (before blowing it our) “Praised be
Thou, oh Lord our God, who hast sustained us
and permitted us to celebrate this joyous festival.”

|1 , [ have no cat. (Delighted with his joke, he

b is coat and pulls out a bath towel. The group
b suble laugh, enjoying the joke.)

eel (still wheezing). It doesn’t need to be the

L his clothes are enough . . . when he comes (He is about to blow out the candle when suddenly
%

there is a crash of something falling below. They all
freeze in horror, motionless. For a few seconds there
is complete silence. Mr. Frank slips off his shoes.

_ ’ The others noiselessly follow his example. Mr. Frank
:El'At last you listen to me. (e goes off into turns out a light near him. He motions to Peter
pedroom.) to turn off the center lamp. Peter tries to reach it,

Van Daan (calling after him). I'm not doing 1960 realizes he cannot and gets up on a chair. Just as he
r you. That’s all in your mind .. . all of it! is touching the lamp he loses his balance. The chair
starts back to bis place at the table.) 'm doing goes out from under him. He falls. The iron lamp
ecause I'm sick of sceing that cat eat all our shade crashes to the floor. There is a sound of feet

L below, running down the stairs.)

ar. That’s not true! I only give him bones . . . Mr. Van Daan (under bis breath). God Almighty!
ps . .. (The only light left comes from the Hanukkah

Van Daan. Don't tell me! He gets fatter every candle. Dussel comes from his room. M. Frank

' Damn cat looks better than any of us. Out creeps over to the stairwell and stands listening.
oes tonight! The dog is heard barking excitedly.) Do you hear
. No! No! 1970 anything?

e. Mr. Van Daan, you can't do that! That’s Mr. Frank (in @ whisper). No. I think they've gone.

3r's cat. Peter loves that cat. Mrs. Van Daan. I¢’s the Green Police. They've

« Frank (quietly). Anne. found us. ‘

8r (to Mr. Van Daan). If he goes, I go. Mtr. Frank. If they had, they wouldn’t have left.
Theyd be up here by now.

Van Daan. Go! Go! o
Mrs. Van Daan. I know it’s the Green Police.

» Van Daan. You’re not going and the cat’s , : )
, : . 1
going! Now please . . . this is Hanukkah . .. E:CZVC gonefmgevhielp. Thatsll Tiigsilibe

nukkah . . . this is the time to celebrate . . .
lat’s the matter with all of you? Come on,
he. Let’s have the song.

Mr. Van Daan. Or it may have been the Gestapo,”
1980 looking for papers . . .

Gestapo (ga-st&'pd): the Nazi secret police force, known for its terrorism and brutality.
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Mr. Frank (interrupting). Or a thief, looking for
money.

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

Mr.Van Daan. There isn't anything to do. Just
walit.

(Mr. Frank holds up his hand for them to be quiet.
He is listening intently. There is complete silence

as they all strain to hear any sound from below.
Suddenly Anne begins to sway. With a low cry she

Jalls to the floor in a faint. Mts. Frank goes to her

quickly, sitting beside her on the floor and taking
her in ber arms.)

Mrs. Frank. Get some water, please! Get some
water!
(Margot starts for the sink.)

Mr. Van Daan (grabbing Margot). No! No! No
one’s going to run water!

Mr. Frank. If they've found us, they’ve found us. -
Get the water. (Margot starts again for the sink.
Mr. Frank, getting a flashlight) I'm going down.
(Margot rushes to him, clinging to him. Anne
struggles to consciousness.)

Margot. No, Father, no! There may be someone
there, waiting . . . It may be a trap!

Mr. Frank. This is Saturday. There is no way for
us to know what has happened until Miep or Mr.
Kraler comes on Monday morning, We cannot
live with this uncertainty.

Margot. Don't go, Father!

Mrs. Frank. Hush, darling, hush. (Mr. Frank s/ips
quietly out, down the steps and out through the door
below.) Margot! Stay close to me.

(Margot goes to her mother.)

Mr. Van Daan. Shush! Shush!

(Mrs. Frank whispers to Margot ro get the water.
Margot goes for it.)

Mrs. Van Daan. Putti, where’s our money? Get
our money. I hear you can buy the Green Police
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off, so much a head. Go upstairs quick! Gey the
money!

Mr. Van Daan. Keep still!

Mrs. Van Daan (kneeling before him, Pleading),
Do you want to be dragged off to a concentrygg,
camp? Are you going to stand there and waj; for
them to come up and get you? Do something

I tell you!

Mr.Van Daan ( pushing her aside). Will yoy keep
stilll (He goes over to the stairwell to listen, Peter

2030 goes to his mother, helping her up onto the sofa.
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There is a second of silence, then Anne can stand j;
no longer.)

Anne. Someone go after Father! Make Father
come back!

Peter (starting for the door). Tll go.

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

(He pushes Peter roughly away. In his anger against
his father Peter grabs a chair as if to hit him wis)
it, then puts it down, burying his face in bis hand,
Mrs. Frank begins to pray sofily.)

Anne. Please, please, Mr. Van Daan. Get Father.
Mr. Van Daan. Quiet! Quiet!

(Anne 7s shocked into silence. Mrs. Frank pulls her
closer, holding her protectively in her arms.)

Mrs. Frank (softly, praying). “1 lift up mine eyes unto
the mountains, from whence cometh my help. My
help cometh from the Lord who made heaven and
earth. He will not suffer thy foot to be moved . . .
He that keepeth thee will not slumber . . . > (She
stops as she hears someone coming. They all watch the
door tensely. Mr. Frank comes quietly gn. Anne rushes
10 him, holding him tight.)

Mr. Frank. It was a thief. That noise must have
scared him away.

Mrs. Van Daan. Thank Gad.

Mr. Frank. He took the cash box. And the radio-
He ran away in such a hurry that he didn’t stop
to shut the street door. It was swinging wide



of relief sweeps over them.) 1 think
d to have some light.

. (4 breas?
) ,Guld be goo
Are you sure it’s all right?

k. The danger has passed. (Margot goes to
[l lamp.) Don'’t be so terrified, Anne.

rgot.
. Fran
)¢ the STHA
We're safC.

ssel. Who says the danger has passed? Don't
o realize we are in greater danger than ever?

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

;. Frank zakes Anne back to the table, making
by sit down with him, trying to calm her.)

Bussel (pointing to Peter). Thanks to this clumsy
fol, there’s someone now who knows we're up
bere! Someone now knows we're up here, hiding]

Mrs. Van Daan (going to Dussel). Someone knows
We're here, yes. But who is the someone? A thiefl
thief! You think a thief is going to go to the
Green Police and say . . . I was robbing a place
the other night and I heard a noise up over my
iead? You think a thief is going to do that?
Dussel. Yes. I think he will.

Mrs. Van Daan (fysterically). You're crazy!
(She stumbles back to ber seat at the table. Peter

4

ollows protectively, pushing Dussel aside.)

ussel. I think some day hell be caught and then
ic'll make a bargain with the Green Police . . . if

)

re hiding]

le goes off into the bedroom. There is a second of
ippalled silence.)

Mr. Van Daan. He’s right.

nne. Father, let’s get out of here! We cant stay
here now . .. Letsgo. ..

Wr. Van Daan. Go! Where?

Mrs. Frank (sinking into her chair at the table).
Yes. Where?

Mr. Frank (rising, to them all). Have we lost all
faicth? All courage? A moment ago we thought

ey'll let him off, he'll tell them where some Jews

that they'd come for us. We were sure it was the

end. But it wasn’t the end. We're alive, safe. (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 fit

to spare us.” (He blows out the candle, then turns

to Anne.) Come on, Anne. The song! Let’s have

the song! (He starts to sing. Anne finally starts o

falteringly to sing, as M. Frank urges her on. Her

voice is hardly aundible at first.)

Anne (singing). “Oh, Hanukkah! Oh, Hanukkah!

The sweet . . . celebration . . . ” (As she goes on

singing, the others gradually join in, their voices
2110 still shaking with fear. Mrs. Van Daan sobs as

she sings.)

Group. “Around the feast . . . we . . . gather

In complete . . . jubilation . . .

Happiest of sea . . . sons

Now is here.

Many are the reasons for good cheer.”

(Dussel comes from the bedroom. He comes over to
the table, standing beside Margot, listening to them
as they sing.)
2120 “Together
We'll weather
Whatever tomotrow may bring.”
(As they sing on with growing courage, the lights
start to dim.)
“So hear us rejoicing
And merrily voicing
The Hanukkah song that we sing.
Hoy!”
(The lights are out. The curtain starts slowly
2130 to 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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