In the darkness we hear Anne’s Voice, again reading
from the diary.

Anne’s Voice. Saturday, the first of January,
nineteen forty-four. Another new year has begun
and we find ourselves still in our hiding place.

We have been here now for one year, five months
and twenty-five days. It scems that our life is at a
standstill.

The curtain rises on the scene. It is late afternoon.
10 Everyone is bundled up against the cold. In the

main room Mis. Frank is taking down the laundry
which is hung across the back. Mr. Frank sits in
the chair down left, reading. Margot 7s lying on the
couch with a blanket over her and the many-colored
Enitted scarf around her throat. Anne is seated at
the center table, writing in her diary. Peter, Mr. and
Ms. Van Daan, and Dussel are all in their own
rooms, reading or lying down.

As the lights dim on, Anne’s Voice continues,
20 without a break.

Anne’s Voice. We are all a little thinner. The Van
Daans’ “discussions” are as violent as ever. Mother
still does not understand me. But then I don't
understand her either. There is one great change,
however. A change in myself. I read somewhere
that girls of my age don't feel quite certain of
chemselves. That they become quiet within and

l begin to think of the miracle that is taking place
i their bodies. I think that what is happening

\ 50 to me is so wonderful . .. not only what can be

seen, but what is taking place inside. Fach time it
has happened I have a feeling that I have a sweet

l secret. (We hear the chimes and then a hymn being
. played on the carillon outside.) And in spite of any
‘ll | pain, I long for the time when [ shall feel that

secret within me again.

h (The buzzer of the door below suddenly sounds.

\ Everyone is startled, Mr. Frank tiptoes cautiously

|l to the top of the steps and listens. Again the buzzer
\.I| 40 sounds, in Mieps V-for-Victory signal.)
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M. Frank. It’s Miep! (He goes quickly down the stepq
+0 unbolt the door. Mirs. Frank calls wpstairs to the
Van Daans and then to Peter.)

Mrs. Frank. Wake up, everyone! Miep is here!
(Anne quickly puts her diary away. Margot sits
up, pulling the blanket around her shoulders.
Mr. Dussel sits on the edge of bis bed, listening,
disgruntled. Miep comes up the steps, followed by
Mr. Kraler. They bring flowers, books, newspaper
s etc. Anne rushes to Miep, throwing ber arms
aﬁctionately around her.) Miep . . . and Mk,
Kraler . . . What a delightful surprise!
Mr. Kraler. We came to bring you New Year’s
greetings.
Mrs. Frank. You shouldn’t . . . you should have
at least one day to yourselves. (She goes quickly
10 the stove and brings down teacups and tea for
all of them.)
Anne. Don’t say that, it’s so wonderful to see ther
60 (smiffing at Miep’s coat) I can smell the wind and
the cold on your clothes.

Miep (giving her the flowers). There you are.
(then to Margot, feeling her forehead) How are yo
Margot? . . . Feeling any better?

Margot. I'm all right.

Anne. We filled her full of every kind of pill so
won't cough and make a noise. (She runs into h
room to put the flowers in water. M. and Mrs.
Daan come from upstasrs. Outside there is the S04
70 of @ band playing.)
Mrs. Van Daan. Well, hello, Miep. Mr. Kraler.

;
Mr. Kraler (giving a bouquet of flowers 10 Mrs. ¥
1 the New

Daan). With my hope for peace i1 X
peter (anxiously). Miep, have you seen Moust
Have you seen him anywhere around?

1 (4
ed everyon¢ inth !

Miep. I'm sorry, Peter. [ ask Budk

neighborhood had they seen a gré

said no.

(Mrs. Frank gives Miep @ c#p of red- ?ZA;H d
80 comes up the steps, carrying @ small ¢ ‘.- us!

Mr. Frank. Look what Miep's brought o

Mrs. Frank (zaking it)- A cake!

y cat.

:]".'I.ﬂk




Mr.Van Daan. A cake! (He pinches Miep’s cheeks
gaily and hurries up to the cupboard.) I'll get some
plates.

(Dussel, in his room, hastily puts a coat on and
starts out to join the others.)

Mrs. Frank. Thank you, Miepia. You shouldn't
have done it. You must have used all of your sugar

90 ration for weeks. (giving it to Mrs. Van Daan)
It’s beautiful, isn’t it?
Mrs. Van Daan. It’s been ages since I even saw
a cake. Not since you brought us one last year.
(without looking at the cake, to Miep) Remember?
Don’t you remember, you gave us one on New
Year’s Day? Just this time last year? T'll never forget
it because you had “Peace in nineteen forty-three”
on it. (She looks at the cake and reads.) “Peace in
nineteen forty-four!”

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

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

Mr. Frank. Oh, please. You must.

Miep. I couldn'.

Mr. Van Daan. Good! That leaves one . . . two . .

three . . . seven of us.

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

Mr. Van Daan. I left Margot out. I take it for
granted Margot won't eat any.

Anne. Why wouldn’t she!

Mrs. Frank. I think it won’t harm her.

Mr. Van Daan. All right! All right! I just didn’t want
her to start coughing again, that’s all.

Dussel. And please, Mrs. Frank should cut the cake.
Mr. Van Daan. What's the difference?

120 Mrs.Van Daan. It’s not Mrs. Frank’s | Together
cake, is it, Miep? It’s for all of us.
Dussel. Mrs. Frank divides things better.
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130

140

150

160

Mrs. Van Daan (going to Dussel). What
are you trying to say?

Mr.Van Daan. Oh, come on! Stop Togethey
wasting time!

Mrs. Van Daan (z0 Dussel). Don't I always give |
everybody exactly the same? Don’t I? '

M. Van Daan. Forget it, Kerli.

I
Mrs. Van Daan. No. I want an answer! Don’t I ‘I

Dussel. Yes. Yes. Everybody gets exactly the
same . . . except Mr. Van Daan always gets a i
bit more. i

(Mr. Van Daan advances on Dussel, the knifp g1
in his hand.) [

Mr. Van Daan. That’s a lie!
(Dussel retreats before the onslaught of the Van
Daans.)

Mr. Frank. Please, please! (#hen ro Miep) You sed
what a little sugar cake does to us? It goes right
our heads!

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

Mrs. Frank. Thank you. (then to Miep as she god
to the table to cut the cake) Are you sure you wal
have some?

Miep (drinking her tea). No, really, 1 have to go
in a minute.

(The sound of the band fades out in the distances

Peter (z0 Miep). Maybe Mouschi went back to}
house . . . they say that cats . . Do you eVer &}

over there . . . ? I mean . . . do you suppose Y&
could . ..?
Miep. I'll try, Peter. The first minute I getl il

But I'm afraid, with him gone 2 week . - -

. ne
Dussel. Make up your mind, already some®
had a nice big dinner from that cat!

; . ) ; oAl
(Peter is furious, inarticulate. He starss f/]ml.
Dussel as if to hit him. Mr. Frank W‘?-i-.,mrff?"'l
Mrs. Frank speaks quickly to e4s¢ the 5!

Mrs. Frank (to Miep). This 1s delicious
Mrs. Van Daan (eating hers). Deli

cious!




(ﬁ;;f;}ging it in one gulp). Dirk’s in

paan : :
, van 11 who can bake like this!

' (o get?s
k (putting down ber empty teacup). | have to
':p[)irk’s raking me to a party tonight.

ne. How heavenly! Remember now what
'?cr one is wearing, and what you have to eat
A everything, so you can tell us tomorrow.
jep. Il give you 2 full report! Good-bye, everyone!
r,van Daan (to Miep). Just a minute. There’s
omething 1'd like you to do for me. (He hurries
)ff up the stairs to bis room.)
rs.Van Daan (sharply). Puttt, where are you
oing? (She rushes up the stairs after him, calling
'{ysrerz'mﬂy) What do you want? Putti, what are
ou going to do?
Miep (to Peter). What's wrong?
peter (bis sympathy is with his mother). Father says
he’s going to sell her fur coat. She’s crazy about
that old fur coat.
Dussel. Is it possible? Is it possible that anyone
is 5o silly as to worry about a fur coat in times
like this?
Peter. It's none of your darn business . . . and if
you say one more thing . . . I'll, I'll take you and
Pll...Imeanit...Tll...
(There is a piercing scream from Mus. Van Daan
r.zéaom'. She grabs at the fur coat as Mr. Van Daan
is starting downstairs with it.)
Mrs. Van Daan. No! No! No! Don't you dare take
that! You hear? It’s mine! (Downstairs Peter turns
away, embarrassed, miserable.) My father gave me
that! You didn't give it to me. You have no right.
Let go of it . . . you hear?

(Mr. Van Daan pulls the coat from her hands and
burries downstairs. Mrs. Van Daan sinks to the floor,
sobbing. As Mr. Van Daan comes into the main
room the others look away, embarrassed for him.)

00 Mr. Van Daan (o Mr. Kraler). Just a lictle—

discussion over the advisability of selling this coat.
As | have often reminded Mis. Van Daan, it’s very
selfish of her to keep it when people outside are in

such desperate need of clothing . ... (He gives the
coat to Miep.) So if you will please to sell it for us?
It should fetch a good price. And by the way, will
you get me cigarettes. 1 don’t care what kind they
are . . . get all you can.

Miep. It’s terribly difficult to get them, Mr. Van

210 Daan. But I'll try. Good-bye. :

(She goes. Mir. Frank follows her down the steps to
bolt the door after her. Mirs. Frank gives M. Kraler

a cup of tea.)

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

M. Kraler. I'd better not.

Mr. Van Daan. You're still feeling badly? What does
your doctor say?

Mr. Kraler. I haven’t been to him.

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

Mr. Kraler (sitting at the table). Oh, 1 tried. But
you can’t get near a doctor these days . . . they're
so busy. After weeks I finally managed to get

one on the telephone. I told him I'd like an
appointment . . . I wasn't feeling very well. You
know what he answers . . . over the telephone . ...
Stick out your tongue! (They laugh. He turns to
Mr. Frank as Mr. Frank comes back.) 1 have some
contracts here . . . I wonder if you'd look over

230 them with me . . .

M. Frank (pusting out his hand). Of course.

M. Kraler (He rises.) 1f we could go downstairs . . .
(Mr. Frank starts abead, Mr. Kraler speaks 1o the
others.) Will you forgive us? T won't keep him but

a minute. (He starts to follow Mr. Frank down

the steps.) ‘

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

(M. Kraler stops and comes back, trying to reassure

240 Margot with a pretense of casualness.)

Mr. Kraler. No, really. I want your father’s
advice . . .
Margot. Something’s gone wrong! I know it!
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Mr. Frank (coming back, to Mr. Kraler). If it’s Dussel (frantic). For God’s sake don’t fire him!

something that concerns us here, it's better that Pay him what he asks . . . keep him here where

we all hear it. you can have your eye on him.

Mr. Kraler (turning to him, quietly). But . . . the Mr. Frank. Is it so much that he’s asking? Wha :\rj

children . . .2 they paying nowadays?

Mr. Frank. What theyd imagine would be worse 200 Mr. Kraler. He could get it in a war plant. But thi
250 than any reality. is’t a war plant. Mind you, I don't know if he |

(As Mr. Kraler speaks, they all listen with invense really knows . . . or if he doesn't know. !

apprebension. Mrs. Van Daan comes down the Mr. Frank. Offer him half. Then we'll soon find

stairs and sits on the bottom step.) out if it’s blackmail or not.

Mr. Kraler. It’s a man in the storeroom . . . I dont Dussel. And if it is? We've got to pay it, haven I

know whether or not you remember him . . . Carl, Anything he asks we've got to pay! ﬁ

about fifty, heavy-set, near-sighted . .. He came Mr. Frank. Let’s decide that when the time comey

with us just before you left. Mr. Kraler. This may be all my imagination, i

Mr. Frank. He was from Utrecht? You get to a point, these days, where you suspect

Mr. Kraler. That's the man. A couple of weeks ago, 300 everyone and everything. Again and again . . . op
-0 when I was in the storeroom, he closed the door some simple look or word, I've found myself . .

and asked me . . . how’s Mr. Frank? What do you (The telephone rings in the office below.)

hear from Mr. Frank? I told him I only knew there Mrs. Van Daan (burrying to Mr. Kraler). There'sg

was a rumor that you were in Switzerland. He said
he'd heard that rumor too, but he thought I might
know something more. I didnt pay any attention
to it . . . but then a thing happened yesterday . . .
Hed brought some invoices to the office for me to
sign. As I was going through them, I looked up.
He was standing staring at the bookcase . . . your
270 bookcase. He said he thought he remembered a
door there . . . Wasn't there a door there that used (The group call their good-byes f?ﬂ{ff:ff’fﬂ?'“"”}’-
to go up to the loft? Then he told me he wanted M. Frank follows Mr. Kraler, to bolt the door

more money. Twenty guilders' more a week. below. During the following scene, Mr. Frank @
Mr. Van Daan. Blackmail! back up and stands listening, disturbed.)

k yout

Mr. Frank. Twenty guilders? Very modest blackmail. Dussel (o Mr. Van Daan). You can T i};’s i
for this . . . smashing the light! T tell you, p

a question of time now. (FHe goes 70 the wiNGes
Dussel (coming to Mr. Frank). You know what I the back and stands looking out.)
think? He was the thief who was down there chat ¢ end would ¢!
-night. That’s how he knows we're here.

telephone! What does that mean, the telcphm{
ringing on a holiday?
Mr. Kraler. That's my wife. I told her I had to g8
over some papers in my office . . . to call me thel
when she got out of church. (He starts out) I'll
offer him half then. Good-bye . . . we'll hope fa
310 the best!

Mr. Van Daan. That’s just the beginning.

Margot. Sometimes I wish th
320 . . . whatever it is.
] >
280 Mr. Fran.k (to Mr. Kr.aler). How was it left? Mrs Rk (shocked); Margot!
What did you tell him? (An g g beside
t, Sitti
Mr. Kraler. I said I had to think about it. What fine £o6s fo VIaTgo g
. with her arms around her.)
shall T do? Pay him the money? . . . Takea chance o know W
on firing him . . . or what? I don’t know. Margot. Then at least we

per o’ he

pere we ™

1. guilders (gil'derz): the basic monetary unit of the Netherlands at the time.
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k. You chould be ashamed of yourself!

1.'1[ way! Think how lucky we are! Think
B S ousands dying in the war, every day.

_ qtl f the |J60Pl‘3 in concentration camps.
think %

. (h_”t,?.r“}:hf,j;fg), What's the good of thar?
jnne he good of thinking of misery when
P e .d;-cady miserable? That’s stupid!
oLl €

s Frank. Anne!

Anne goes 07 raging at her mother, Mrs. Frank
b5 10 break in, in an effort to quiet her.)

Anne. We're young, Margot and Peter and I!
m: grownups have had your chance! But look

b s . . . 1f we begin thinking of all the horror in
b world, we're lost! We're trying to hold onto
& e kind of ideals . . . when everything . ..
idcals, hopes . . . everything, are being destroyed!
It isr't our fault that the world is in such a mess!
?\ o weren't around when all this started! So don't
ftry to take it out on us!
(She rushes off to her room, slamming the door after
er. She picks up a brush from the chest and hurls

it to the floor. Then she sits on the settee, trying to
control her anger.)

Mr. Van Daan. She talks as if we started the war!
Did we start the war? (He spots Anne’s cake. As he
Starts to take it, Peter anticipates him.)

Peter. She left her cake. (He starts for Anne’s room
with the cake. There is silence in the main room.
Mrs. Van Daan goes up to her room, followed by
Van Daan. Dussel stays looking out the window.
Mr. Frank brings Mrs. Frank her cake. She eats it
slowly, without relish. Mr. Frank takes his cake to
Margot and sits quietly on the sofa beside her. Peter
Stands in the doorway of Annes darkened room,
loolez'ng at her, then makes a little movement to let
her know be is there. Anne sits up, quickly, trying to
hide the signs of her tears. Peter holds out the cake to
her.) You left this.

Anne (dully). Thanks.
(Peter starts to go out, then comes back.)

370

Peter. ] thought you wete fine just now. You know
just how to talk to them. You know just how to say
it. 'm no good . . . I never can think . . . especially
when ’'m mad . . . That Dussel . . . when he said
that about Mouschi . . . someone eating him . .. all
I could think is . . . I wanted to hit him. I wanted
to give himsucha...a... that he'd . . . That's
what I used to do when there was an argument at
school . .. Thats the way I. .. but here ... And an
old man like that . . . it wouldn’t be so good.

Anne. You're making a big mistake about me. Ido
it all wrong. I say too much. I go too far. I hurt
people’s feelings . . .

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




peter. I think you're just fine . . . What I want to
380 say . - . if it wasn't for you around here, I don’t
know. What I mean . . .
(Peter is interrupted by Dussel s turning on the light.
Dussel stands in the doorway, startled to see Peter.
Peter advances toward him forbiddingly. Dussel backs
out of the room. Peter closes the door on him.)
Anne. Do you mean it, Deter? Do you really mean it?
peter. I said it, didn't I?
Anne. Thank you, Peter!
(In the main room Mr. and Mrs. Frank collect the
20 dishes and take them to the sink, washing them.
Margot lies down again on the couch. Dussel, lost,
wanders into Peter’s room and takes up a book,
starting to read.)
Peter (looking at the photographs on the wall).
You've got quite a collection.
Anne. Wouldn’t you like some in your room?
I could give you some. Heaven knows you spend
enough time in there . . . doing heaven knows
what . ..
400 Peter. It’s easier. A fight starts, or an argument . . .
I duck in there.
Anne. You're lucky, having a room to go to.
His lordship is always here . . . T hardly ever geta
minute alone. When they start in on me, 1 cant
duck away. I have to stand there and take it.

Peter. You gave some of it back just now.

Anne. I get so mad. They've formed their
opinions . . . about everything . . . butwe . ..
we're still trying to find out . .. We have problems
410 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.
Peter. At least you've got someone you can talk to.
Anne. Not really. Mother . . . I never discuss
anything serious with her. She doesn’t understand.
Father’s all right. We can talk about everything . . .
everything but one thing. Mother. He simply
won't talk about her. T don’t think you can be
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420 really intimate with anyone if he holds somethijy
back, do you? §
peter. I think your father’s fine.

Anne. Oh, he is, Peter! He is! He’s the only one
who's ever given me the feeling that I have any
sense. But anyway, nothing can take the place of
school and play and friends of your own age .
or near your age . . . can it?

Peter. | suppose you miss your friends and all.

. Anne. It isnt just. .. (She breaks off; staring up
430 at him for a second.) Tsn't it funny, you and I2
Here we've been seeing each other every minute
for almost a year and a half, and this is the first
cime we've ever really talked. Tt helps a lot to haye
someone to talk to, don’t you think? It helps you
to let off steam.

Peter (going to the door). Well, any time you wan
to let off steam, you can come into my room,

Anne (following him). I can get up an awful lot o
steam. You'll have to be careful how you say that

440 Peter. It’s all right with me.
Anne. Do you mean it?
peter. I said it, didn't I?

(He goes out. Anne stands in ber doorway looking
after him. As Peter gets to his door he stands for @
minute looking back at her. Then he goes into bis
room. Dussel rises as he comes in, and quickly pas
him, going out. He starts across for his room. Ann
sees him coming, and pulls her door shit. Dussel |
turns back toward Peter’s room. Peter pulls his do
450 shut. Dussel stands there, bewildered, forlorn:

The scene slowly dims out. The curtain fills O
scene. Anne’s Voice comes over in the darkness -
faintly at first, and then with growing strerg! i i
Anne’s Voice. We've had bad news. The PCOF.AL
from whom Miep got our ration books lmv:»r §
arrested. So we have had to cut ¢ gwi 0 ‘; el
Our stomachs are so empty chat they ru:‘ﬂ ,
make strange noises, all in diﬂ’erencﬁkéyz'
Daan’s is deep and low, like a bass ‘1ll sit ;llrmlﬂ

460 high, whistling like a fAute. As we 2%



. for SUppeb it’s like an orchestra tuning I the main room Dussel can stand it no longer.
w.urnlgnl needs Toscanini® to raise his baton and He comes over, rapping sharply on the door of his and
gp- 1t o off in the Ride of the Valkyries.> Monday, 500 Anne’ bedroom.

I
“}:.-L{Qi}([h of March, nineteen forty-four. M_f- Kraler Anne (calling to him). No, no, Mr. Dussel! I am
;s 'n- che hospital. It SEEHS he has ulcers. P.1m says not dressed yet. (Dussel walks away, furious, sitting
e are his ulcers-A Miep has t}(l) furll thj l()iusme}sls down and burying his head in his hands. Anne turns
' _The Americans have landed on the M ) How is that? How does that look?
and us 100 . to Margot.) How is that? How does that look:
couthern UP of Italy. Father looks for a quick Margot (glancing at her briefly). Fine.

finish t0 the war. Mr. Dussel is waiting every day
1 o

- 5
for the warehouse man to demand more money. Anne. You didn't even look.

' Have | been skipping too much from one subject Margot. Of course I did. It’s fine.
o another? | can't help it. I feel that spring is Anne. Margot, tell me, am 1 terribly ugly?
coming. I feel it in my whole body and soul. I feel Margot. Oh, stop fishing.
atcerly confused. I am longing . . . so longing . . . Anne. No. No. Tell
for everything . . . for friends . . . for someone BL0IANNE.NO: SNSRI .
o talk to . . . someone who understands . . . Margot. Of course you're not. You've got nice

someone young, who feels as I do . . . eyes . . . and a lot of animation, and . ..

. " h . ] > >
(As these last lines are being said, the curtain rises on Anne. A little vague, arent you:

she scene. The lights dim on. Annc’s Voice fades out.) (She reaches over and takes a brassiére out of
Margot s sewing basket. She holds it up to herself;
studying the effect in the mirror. Outside, Mrs.

— Frank, feeling sorry for Dussel, comes over, knocking
e ' at the girls door.)

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

=

It is evening, after supper. From outside we hear
the sound of children playing. The “grownups, »with 520 Margot. Come in, Mother.
the exception of Mr. Van Daan, are all in the main Mrs. Frank (shutting the door behind her).
room. Mus. Frank 7s doing some mending, Mrs. Van M. Dussel’s impatient to get in here.
Daan is reading a fashion magazine. Mr. Frank s
going over business accounts. Dussel, in his dentist’s
Jacket, is pacing up and down, impatient to get into
his bedroom. Mr. Van Daan is upstairs working on
a piece of embroidery in an embroidery frame.

Anne (still with the brassiere). Heavens, he takes
the room for himself the entire day.

Mrs. Frank (gently). Anne, dear, you're not going
in again tonight to see Peter?

In his room Peter is sitting before the mirron, Anne (dignified). That is my intention.

00 smoothing his hair. As the scene goes on, he puts on his Mrs. Frank. But you've already spent a great deal
tie, brushes his coat and puts it on, preparing himself of time in there today. ;
meticulously for a visit from Anne. On his wall are 530 Anne. ] was in there exactly twice. Once to get
now hung some of Anne’s motion picture stars. the dictionary, and then three-quarters of an hour
In her room Anne too is getting dressed. She stands before supper.
before the mirror in her slip, trying various ways Mrs. Frank. Aren’t you afraid you're disturbing him?
of dyessing her hair. Margot is seated on the sofa, Anne. Mother, I have some intuition.

hemming a skirt for Anne to wear.

2. Toscanini (t8s'ka-né'né): Arturo Toscanini, a famous ltalian orchestral conductor.

3. Ride of the Valkyries (val-kir'éz): a moving passage from an opera by Richard Wagner, a German
composef.
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Mrs. Frank. Then may I ask you this much, Anne. shakes her head,) 1 know if it were me, I'd be w

Please don’t shut the door when you go in. I'd be desperately jealous, if it were me. |
Anne. You sound like Mrs. Van Daan! (She throws Margot. Well, I'm not.

the brassiére back in Margot's sewing basket and Anne. You don’t feel badly? Really? Truly?
picks up her blouse, putting it on.) You're not jealous?

540 Mrs. Frank. No. No. 1 don-’ t mean to suggest ss0 Margot. Of course I'm jealous . . . jealous thag
anything wrong. I only wish that you wouldn’ you've got something to get up in the morni
expose yourself to criticism . . . that you wouldnt for . . . But jealous of you and Peter? No,
give Mrs. Van Daan the opportunity to be (Anne goes back to the mirror)

npleasant.
unpic Anne. Maybe there’s nothing to be jealous of.

Anne. Mrs. Van Daan doesn’t need an opportunity Mabe he doest really like me. Maybe I'm jy

to be unpleasant!

, . taking the place of his cat . . . (She picks up 4 g

Mrs. Frank. Everyone’s on edge, worried about of short white gloves, putting them on.) Wou[dﬁ
Mr. Kraler. This is one more thing . . . you like to come in with us? |
Anne. 'm sorry, Mother. 'm going to Peter’s Margot. I have a book.

= rOOT' ! rnfr.10t dg(})1m g to let Petronella Van Daan 500 (The sound of the children playing outside fades
SPOLt UL LN S P out. In the main room Dussel can stand it no
(Mrs. Frank esitates for a second, then goes out, longer. He jumps up, going to the bedroom door
closing the door after her. She gers a pack of playing and knocking sharply.) '

cards and sits at the center table, playing solitaire.

In Anne’s room Margot hands the finished skirt to
Anne. As Anne is putting it on, Margot takes off her
high-heeled shoes and stuffs paper in the toes so that

Anne can wear them.)

Dussel. Will you please let me in my room!

Anne. Just a minute, dear, dear Mr. Dussel. (§
picks up her Mother’s pink stole and adjusts it
elegantly over her shoulders, then gives a last lodh
in the mirror) Well, here 1 go . . . to run the

Margot (70 Ann). Why don' you two talk in the gauntlet.* (She starts out, followed by Margot.)

560 main room? Itd save a lot of trouble. It’s hard on
Mother, having to listen to those remarks from
Mis. Van Daan and not say a word.

600 Dussel (as she appears—sarcastic). Thank yod
so much.
(Dussel goes into his room. Anne goes toward B
room, passing Mrs, Van Daan and her parentss
center table.)
Mrs. Van Daan. My God, look at her! (Anne /%
attention. She knocks at Peter’s door.) 1 dont 4
what good it is to have a son. I never see hint

Anne. Why doesn’t she say a word? I think it’s
ridiculous to take it and take it.

Margot. You don’t understand Mother at all,
do you? She can’t talk back. She’s not like you.
It’s just not in her nature to fight back.

Anne.z?nyway .l. : the.: only one I worry about is wouldrt care if 1 killed myself. (Peter a/,g-;.j.rr
you. I feel awfully guilty about you. and stands aside for Anne to come in.) Just? Ia
570 (She sits on the stool near Margot, putting on 610 Anne. (She goes "0 them at the door) T4 111:5’-‘;
Margot s high-heeled shoes.) a few words to my son. Do you mind? (I “'[“ ‘
1 U
Margot. What about? Anne stand waiting.) Peter, | don’t Wf}“lirl{'t_ ;.
. . 3. [ % ‘8
Anne. I mean, every time I go into Peter’s room, up till all }?101-“5 ‘0“{31“' YOUYW g](:;'ll'?
I have a feeling I may be hurting you. (Margot sleep. You're a growing boy. You

4. to run the gauntlet: to endure a series of troubles or difficulties.
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Anne WOt Stay late. She’s going to all been playing ping-pong . . . We used to have

& prank- Iy at nine. Aren’t you, Anne? heavenly times . . . we'd finish up with ice cream
j promP N{ thet . . . (fo Mrs. Van Daan) at the Delphi, or the Oasis, where Jews were
e. Yes: Ow’ ' allowed . . . there'd always be a lot of boys . . .
fay we 80 70T 660 we'd laugh and joke . . . I'd like to go back to it for

n Daan. Are you asking me? I didr’t know

o say about it a few days or a week. But after that I know I'd be
g .

bored to death. I think more seriously about life

AL )
b anythin

s, Frank. Listen for the chimes, Anne dear. now. I want to be a journalist . . . or something.
e 1wo JOUng ]75017[5 go off into Peter s room, I love to write. What do you want to do?
tting the door after them.) . Peter. I thought I might go off some place . . .

rs. van Daan (to Mirs. Frank). In my day it was worlk on a farm or something . . . some job that
. boys WhO Caued on the girls. Not the girls on doesn’t take much brains_
e boys- . Anne. You shouldn’t talk that way. You've got the
\rs. Frank. You know how young people like to most awful inferiority complex.

ol that they have secrets. Peter’s room is the only )
670 Peter.I know I'm not smart.

lacc where they can talk. )
Y Anne. That isn’t true. You're much better than I

Van Daan. Talk! That’s not what they called it am in dozens of things . . . arithmetic and algebra

en I was young, and . . . well, you're a million times better than
\i*-‘ ts. Van Daan goes off to the bathroom. Margot 1 am in algebra. (with sudden directness) You like
7 [f&' down to 76&16?! /767 b00k, Mr. Frank P%tS /]ZS Margot’ don’t you? nght from the start you hked

apers away and brings a chess game to the center her, liked her much better than me.

Wle. He and Mrs. Frank start to play. In Peters 5
Peter tably). Oh, I don’t know.
Jom, Anne speaks to Peter, indignant, bhumiliated.) (uncomforeably) ° o

(In the main room Mrs. Van Daan comes from

__I'Ie:AIen’t th.ey awful? Ar.enit they impossible? the bathroom and goes over to the sink, polishing

; ﬂtlflg us as if we were still in the nursery. 630 a coffee pot.)

; ¢ slztx on the cot. Petet gets a bottle of pop and Anne. It’s all right. Everyone feels that way.

[0 glasses.) Margots so good. She’s sweet and bright and
gter. Don’t let it bother you. It doesn’t bother me. beautiful and I'm not.

hne. I suppose you can't really blame them . .. Peter. | wouldn’t say that.

ey think back to what #hey were like at our age. Anne. Oh, no, I'm not. I know that. I know quite
{hcy don’t realize how rr.luch more advanced well that ’m not a beauty. I never have been and
feare . .. When you think what wonderful never shall be.

Iscussions we've had! . . . Oh, I forgot. I was

Peter. ] don't agree at all. I think you're ptetty.
Anne. That’s not true! ‘

690 Peter. And another thing. Youve changed . . . from
at first, [ mean.

Oing to bring you some more pictures.
eter. Oh, these are fine, thanks.

inne. Don’t you want some more? Miep just
rought me some new ones.

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

\nne (looking up at one of the photographs).
remember when I got that . . . I won it. I bet
opie that I could eat five ice-cream cones. We'd Peter. Well . . . er. . .youTe . .. quietet.

Anne. I have?
peter. I used to think you were awful noisy.

Anne. And what do you think now, Peter?
How have I changed?
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(In his room Dussel takes his pajamas and toilet Peter. I wouldn' say so.
articles and goes into the bathroom to change.) Anne. T know almost for certain that Margot

Anne.I'm glad you don’t just hate me. 240 would never kiss anyone unless she was engageg
to them. And I'm sure too that Mother never

touched a man before Pim. But I don’t know |
things are so different now . .. What do you *

200 Peter. I never said that.

Anne. 1 bet when you get out of here you'll never

Ehinldof m? g think? Do you think a girl shouldnt kiss anyopy
Peter. That’s crazy. except if she’s engaged or something? It’s so ha}
Anne. When you get back with all of your friends, to try to think what to do, when here we are !.l
you’re going to say . . . NOW what did I ever see in the whole world falling around our ears and }'é

that Mrs. Quack Quack. think . .. well . . . you don’t know what’s going
happen tomorrow and . . . What do you thind

Peter. I haven’t got any friends. ;
Anne. Oh, Peter, of course you have. Everyone 750 Peter. I suppose itd depend on the girl. Some g
has friends. anything they do’s wrong. But others . . . Weﬂ

it wouldn’t necessarily be wrong with them, (7
carillon starts to strike nine o'clock.) T've always i
thought that when two people . . .

Anne. Nine o’ clock. I have to go.

710 Peter. Not me. I don’t want any. [ get along all
right without them.

Anne. Does that mean you can get along without
me? I think of myself as your friend.

peter. No. If they were all like you, itd be Peter. That’s right.

different. Anne (without moving). Good night.

(He takes the glasses and the bottle and puts them (There is a second’s pause, then Peter gets up and
away. There is a seconds silence and then Anne moves toward the door.)

speaks, hesitantly, shyly.) 260 Peter. You won't let them stop you coming?
Anne. Peter, did you ever kiss a girl? Anne. No. (She rises and starts for the door.)

Sometime I might bring my diary. There are &

720 Peter. Yes. Once.
many things in it that I want to talk over witk

Anne (to cover her feelings). That picture’s crooked. ,

(Peter goes over, straightening the photograph.) you. There’s a lot about you.

Was she pretty? Peter. What kind of things?

Peter. Huh? Anne. I wouldn’t want you to see some of it.
I thought you were a nothing, just the way
thought about me.

Peter. Did you change your mind, the way |

770 changed my mind about you?

Anne. Well . . . You'll see . ..

. dorerls
(For a second Anne stands looking wp @ .I L:;;:
longing for him to kiss her. As he mz;kef;’:“_ il -
turns away. Then suddenly Peter g4 bs "”C al
in his arms, kissing her on the cheek. ADDE " 2

Anne. The girl that you kissed.

peter. I dor’t know. I was blindfolded. (He comes

back and sits down again.) It was at a party. One of

those kissing games.

Anne (relieved). Oh. 1 don’t suppose that really
730 counts, does it?

Peter. It didn’t with me.

Anne. I've been kissed twice. Once a man I'd

. ; ) s 10 ﬂ"!r'
never seen before kissed me on the cheek 'when dazed. She stands for a minwtes her {md{_” .
he picked me up off the ice and I was crying. And : " : e per poise Y 3
the other was Mr. Koophuis, a friend of Father’ in the main room. As she &6 silently ki
S S piuls, a c or rathers /J(:‘?' mother {J?idﬁﬂfbé’?' {Jﬁd Mal-got, k .

. , i o7, 4
who kissed my hand. You wouldn't say those shem, They murmr & Deir gamrf nights 10 &

counted, would you?
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on her bedroom door, she catches sight of

b jont 10 gjl n. She goes quickly to her, taking her
V}‘_I;’_ hands and kissing her first on one cheek

o j1 1 o other. Then she hurries off into her
then “Van Daan looks after her, and then looks
L ar Peter s yoom. Her suspicions are confirmed.)
' yan Daan (She knows.) Ah hah!

¥he lights Aim out. The curtain falls on the scene.
L he darkness Anne’s Voice comes faintly at Sfirst
b then with growing strength.)
A ne’s Voice. By this time we all know each other
8 well that if anyone starts to tell a story, the rest
an finish it for him. We're having to cut down
4ill further on our meals. What makes it worse,
. rats have been at work again. They've carried
BiF some of our precious food. Even Mr. Dussel
i<hes now that Mouschi was here. Thursday, the
entieth of April, nineteen forty-four. Invasion
er is mounting every day. Miep tells us that
cople outside talk of nothing else. For myself,
ife has become much more pleasant. I often go to
eter’s room after supper. Oh, don’t think I'm in
love, because 'm not. But it does make life more

bearable to have someone with whom you can
exchange views. No more tonight. PS. .. . T must
be honest. I must confess that I actually 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? I admit now
that 'm glad the Van Daans had a son and nota

s10 daughter. 've outgrown another dress. That's the -
third. I'm having to wear Margot’s clothes after
all. ’'m working hard on my French and am now
reading La Belle Nivernaise.

(As she is saying the last lines—the curtain rises on the
scene. The lights dim on, as Anne’s Voice fades out.)

It is night, a few weeks later. Everyone is in bed.
There is complete quiet. In the Van Daans’ room 4
match flares up for a moment and then is quictkly put
out. Mir. Van Daan, in bare feet, dressed in underwear

520 and trousers, is dimly seen coming stealthily down the
stairs and into the main room, where M. and Mrs.




Frank and Margot are sleeping. He goes to the food
safe and again lights a match. Then he cautiously
opens the safe, taking out a half-loaf of bread. As he
closes the safe, it creaks. He stands rigid. Mrs. Frank
sits up in bed. She sees him.

Mrs. Frank (screaming). Otto! Otto! Komme schnelll®
(The rest of the people wake, hurriedly getting up.)
Mr. Frank. Was ist los? Was ist passiert? ©

s30 (Dussel, followed by Anne, comes from his room.)

Mrs. Frank (as she rushes over to Mr. Van Daan).
Er stiehlt das Essen!”

Dussel (grabbing Mr. Van Daan). You! You!
Give me that.

Mrs. Van Daan (coming down the stairs). Putti . . .
Putti . . . what is it?

Dussel (bis hands on Van Daan’s neck). You
dirty thief . . . stealing food . . . you good-for-
nothing . . .

840 Mr. Frank. Mr. Dussel! For God’s sake! Help me,
Peter!

(Peter comes over, trying, with Mr. Frank, to
separate the two struggling men.)

Peter. Let him go! Let go!

(Dussel drops Mt. Van Daan, pushing him away.
He shows them the end of a loaf of bread that he has

taken from Van Daan.)
Dussel. You greedy, selfish . . . !
(Margot turns on the lights.)

850 Mrs.Van Daan. Putti . . . what is it?

(All of Mirs. Frank s gentleness, her self-control, is
gone. She is outraged, in a frenzy of indignation.)

Mrs. Frank. The bread! He was stealing the bread!

Dussel. It was you, and all the time we thought it
_ was the rats!

Mr. Frank. Mr. Van Daan, how could you!
Mr.Van Daan. I'm hungry.

Mrs. Frank. We're all of us hungry! I see the child
getting thinner and thinner. Your own son Peter
860 I've heard him moan in his sleep, he’s so hungyry
And you come in the night and steal food that |
should go to them . . . to the children!
Mrs. Van Daan (going to Mr. Van Daan
protectively). He needs more food than the resg
us. He’s used to more. He’s a big man.
(Mr. Van Daan breaks away, going over and sitzjy
on the couch.) ’
Mrs. Frank (turning on Mrs. Van Daan). And |
you . . . you're worse than he is! You're a moth o
s70 and yet you sacrifice your child to this man , §
this . . . this. .. -
Mtr. Frank. Edith! Edith! '

(Margot picks up the pink woolen stole, putting g
over her mothers shoulders.) ]

Mrs. Frank (paying no attention, going on to M 3

Van Daan). Don't think I haven't seen you! Al

saving the choicest bits for him! I've watched y&

day after day and T've held my tongue. But nak

any longer! Not after this! Now I want him to§
880 ] want him to get out of here!

Mr. Frank. Edith!

M. Van Daan. Get out of here? Togeth

Mrs. Van Daan. What do you mean?
Mrs. Frank. Just that! Take your things and g

Mr. Frank (z0 Mrs. Frank). You're speaking in
anger. You cannot mean what you are saying:

Mrs. Frank. I mean exactly that!

(Mrs. Van Daan takes a cover from the Franks§
pulling it about her.)

890 Mr. Frank. For two long years we have lived het

i i her’
side by side. We have respected each ot “
: o i
rights . . . we have managed to live 10 peaw .

i r 1 ? 10 !
we now going to throw it all away* I kr

a1 i
will never happen again, will it Mr. Van D¢

5. Komme schnelll (kdm'e shngl') German: Come quickly!

6. Was ist los? Was ist passiert? (vas Tst10s'? vés Tst pésért’?) German: What's the matter?

What has happened?

7. Erstiehlt das Essen! (r sht&lt’ das &s'an) German: He is stealing food!
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1 Daan- No. No.
ok, He steals once! He'll steal again!

m Daan, holding his stomach, starts for the
‘m. Anne puts her arms around him, helping

1 l‘he jtep')

i nk. Edith, please. Let us be calm. We'll

o our rooms . . . and afterwards we'll sit

) ly and talk this out . . . we'll find

";quiet

oW

way - - -

ran);( No! No! No more talk! I want them
fi;'e!

i'_an Daan. Youd put us out, on the streets?
"_I_rank. There are other hiding places.

Van Daan. A cellar . . . a closet. I know.

we have no money left even to pay for that.
Frank. Ill give you money. Out of my own
et T'll give it gladly. (She gets her purse from
fand comes back with it.)

Van Daan. Mr. Frank, you told Putti you'd

¢ forget what he'd done for you when you

: to Amsterdam. You said you could never

7 him, thatyou . . .

Frank (counting out money). If my husband had
bbligation to you, he’s paid it, over and over.
rank. Edith, I've never seen you like this

te. | don’t know you.

Frank. I should have spoken out long ago.
el. You can’t be nice to some people.

Van Daan (surning on Dussel). There would
‘been plenty for all of us, if you hadn’t come
ere!

rank. We don’t need the Nazis to destroy us.
e destroying ourselves.

sits down, with his bead in bis hands. Ms.

ik goes to Mrs. Van Daan.)

Frank (giving Mrs. Van Daan some money).
: this to Miep. She'll find you a place.

e. Mother, you're not putting Peter out.

r hasn’t done anything.

. Frank. He'll stay, of course. When I say
ust protect the children, I 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 to him and takes him to the couch.

940 Then she gets water from the sink to bathe his face.)

Mrs. Frank (while this is going on). He's no father to
you . . . that man! He doesn’t know what it is to
be a father!

Peter (starting for his room). I wouldn’t feel right.
I couldn’t stay.

Mrs. Frank. Very well, then. I'm sorry.

Anne (rushing over to Peter). No, Peter! No!

(Peter goes into his room, closing the door after him.

Anne turns back to ber mother, crying.) 1 don't care
950 about the food. They can have mine! I don’t want

it! Only don’t send them away. Ifll be daylight

soon. Theyll be caught . ..

Margot (putting her arms comfortingly around
Anne). Please, Mother!
Mrs. Frank. They're not going now. Theyll stay
here until Miep finds them a place. (o Mrs. Van
Daan) But one thing I insist on! He must never
come down here again! He must never come to
this room where the food is stored! We'll divide
960 what we have . . . an equal share for cach! (Dussel
hurries over to get a sack of potatoes from the food
safe. Mrs. Frank goes on, to Mrs. Van Daan.)
You can cook it here and take it up to him.

(Dussel brings the sack of potatoes back to the center
table.)

Margot. Oh, no. No. We haven’t sunk so far

that we're going to fight over a handful of rotten

potatoes. g

Dussel (dividing the potatoes into piles). Mis. Frank,
970 Mr. Frank, Margot, Anne, Peter, Mirs. Van Daan,

Mr. Van Daan, myself . . . Mrs. Frank . ..

(The buzzer sounds in Miep § signal.)

Mr. Frank. It’s Micp! (He hurries over, getting

his overcoat and putting it on.)

Margot. At this hour?

Mrs. Frank. It is trouble.
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980 Peter, Mrs. Van Daan, Mr. Van Daan, myself . ..

990

1010 Mrs. Frank. Ob, Mr. Van Daan, did you hear that?

frying pan and parades around the room, beating on

536

Mr. Frank (as be starts down to unbolt the door).
I beg you, don't let her see a thing like this!

Mr. Dussel (counting without stopping). . . . Anne,

Margot (o Dussel). Stop it! Stop it!
Dussel. . . . Mr. Frank, Margot, 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 at the size of
that! . .. And that! . ..

(Dussel continues on with his dividing. Peter, with

his shirt and trousers on, comes from his room.)
Margot. Stop it! Stop it!

(We hear Miep s excited voice speaking to Mr.
Frank below.)

Miep. Mr. Frank . . . the most wonderful
news! . . . The invasion has begun!

Mr. Frank. Go on, tell them! Tell them!

(Miep comes running up the steps, abead of M.

Frank. She has a man’s raincoat 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 stare at Miep, unable to grasp what she is

telling them. Peter is the first to recover his wits.)
Peter. Where?

Mrs. Van Daan. When? When, Miep?

Miep. It began early this morning . . .

(As she talks on, the realization of what she has
said begins to dawn on them. Everyone goes crazy.
A wild demonstration takes place. Mrs. Frank hugs
Mr. Van Daan.)

(Dussel embraces Mrs. Van Daan. Peter grabs a

it, singing the Dutch National Anthem. Anne and
Margot follow him, singing, weaving in and out

among the excited grownups. Margot breaks away
to take the flowers from Micp and distribute them
to everyone. While this pandemonium is going on

UNIT 4: THEME AND SYMBOL

1020

1030

1040

1050

Mrs. Frank tries to make herself heard above the |
excitement.)

Mrs. Frank (20 Miep). How do you know?
Miep. The radio . . . The B.B.C.! They said they
landed on the coast of Normandy! |
Peter. The British? '
Miep. British, Americans, French, Dutch, 1"0]535;
Norwegians . . . all of them! More than four |
thousand ships! Churchill spoke, and Genera] '[
Fisenhower! D-Day they call it!
Mr. Frank. Thank God, it’s comel!

Mrs. Van Daan. At last! |

Miep (starting out). I'm going to tell Mr. Kraleg)
Thisll be better than any blood transfusion. |
Mr. Frank (stopping ber). What part of Normang
did they land, did they say?
Miep. Normandy . . . that’s all I know now . . §
I'll be up the minute I hear some more! (She ot
hurriedly out.) '
Mr. Frank (z0 Mrs. Frank). What did T tell you#
What did T tell you?

(Mrs. Frank indicates that he has forgotten to ba
the door after Miep. He hurries down the steps

Mrt. Van Daan, sitting on the couch, suddenly
breaks into a convulsive sob. Everybody looks at

him, bewildered.)

Mrs. Van Daan (hurrying to him). Putti! Putti!
What is it? What happened?

Mr. Van Daan. Please. 'm so ashamed.

(Mr. Frank comes back up the steps.)

Dussel. Oh, for God’s sake!

Mrs. Van Daan. Don't, Putti.

Margot. It doesn’t matter now!

Mr. Frank (going to M. Van Daa'n) o
hear what Miep said? The invasior has €
me ©

We're going to be liberated! Thisisat

celebrate!

(He embraces Mrs. Frank and
cupboard and gets the cognac an

Mr. Van Daan. To steal bread from

. Didn’t YO8

o g 7 [
then hur™e 1

d a gff;".'_f. )

chikl[""'




e all done things that we're

. Look at me the way I've treated

8 her . . - S0 mean and horrid to her.
arhcl - -
frank. No, Anneke, no.

nt‘ puns to her mother, putting her arms

nd ber.)
l,.[ Oh, Mother, I was. I was awful.
' an Daan. Not like me. No one is as bad as me!

(to M. Van Daan). Stop it now! Let’s be

fiws them a feeble smile. Anne puts up her

oers in a V-for-Victory sign. As Van Daan gives
\answering Vesign, they are startled to hear a

4 sob from behind them. It is Mrs. Frank,

licken with remorse. She is sitting on the other

le of the room.)

Is. Frank (through her sobs). When I think of the
rible things I said . .

Ar. Frank, Anne, and Margot hurry to her, trying
¢omfort her. Mr. Van Daan brings her his glass of
_', 1ac.)

I Van Daan. No! No! You were right!

s. Frank. That I should speak that way to

u! . .. Our friends! . . . Our guests! (She starts
1y again.)

issel. Stop it, you're spoiling the whole invasion!

5 they are comforting her, the lights dim out.
be curtain falls.)

Ine’s Voice (fuintly at first and then with growing
ength). We're all in much better spirits these

lys. There’s still excellent news of the invasion.
he best part about it is that I have a feeling that
lends are coming, Who knows? Maybe I'll be
ick in school by fall. Ha, ha! The joke is on us!
he warehouse man doesn’t know a thing and we
e paying him all that money! . . . Wednesday,

the second of July, nineteen forty-four. The
invasion seems temporarily to be bogged down.

1100 Mr. Kraler has to have an operation, which looks
bad. The Gestapo have found the radio that was
stolen. Mr. Dussel says they’ll trace it back and
back to the thief, and then, if’s just a matter of
time till they get to us. Everyone is low. Even
poor Pim can’t raise their spirits. I have often
been downcast myself . . . but never in despair. I
can shake off everything if I write. But . . . and
that is the great question . . . will T ever be able
to write well? I want to so much. I want to go

1110 on living even after my death. Another birthday
has gone by, so now I am fifteen. Already I know
what I want. I have a goal, an opinion.

(As this is being said—the curtain rises on the scene,
the lights dim on, and Anné’s Voice fades out.)

It is an afternoon a few weeks later . .. Everyone
but Margot is in the main room. There is a sense of
great tension.

Bo'th Mrs. Frank and Mr. Van Daan are

nevvously pacing back and forth, Dussel is standing
1120 at the window, looking down fixedly at the street

below. Peter is at the center table, trying to do his
lessons. Anne sits opposite him, writing in her diary.
Mis. Van Daan is seated on the couch, her eyes on
Mr. Frank as be sits reading.

The sound of a telephone ringing comes from
the office below. They all are rigid, listening tensely.
Mr. Dussel rushes down to Mr. Frank.

Dussel. There it goes again, the telephone! ‘
Mr. Frank, do you hear?

1130 Mr. Frank (quietly). Yes. I hear.
Dussel (pleading, insistent). But this is the
third time, Mr. Frank! The third time in quick
succession! It’s a signal! I 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!

. Schnapps! (shnéps) German: Brandy! L'chaim! {lo KHa'yTm) Hebrew: To life!
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M. Frank. Please. Please. up the steps.) Too late. (Mr. Frank goes to Margo ;,,

Mr. Van Daan (zo Dussel). Youre wasting your Anne’s bedroom.)

breath. Mr.Van Daan. So we just wait here until we die,

Dussel. Something has happened, Mr. Frank. Mrs. Van Daan (hysterically). 1 can't stand it! I’[}
1140 For three days now Miep hasn't been to see us! 1180 kill myself! Tl kill myself!

And today not a man has come to work. There Mr. Van Daan. For God’s sake, stop it!

3 5 . . . I

hasn't been a sound 'm the building! (In the distance, a German military band is heqyy

Mrs. Frank. Perhaps it's Sunday. We may have lost playing a Viennese waltz.)

track of the ’days. Mrs. Van Daan. I think you'd be glad if I did!

Mr.Van Daan (0 Anne). You with the diary there. I think you want me to die!

What day .ls i@ Mr. Van Daan. Whose fault is it we're here? (Mg

Dussel (going to Mrs. Frank). I don’t lose track of Van Daan starts for her room. He follows, talkiy '

the days! I know exactly what day it is! I’s Friday, at her.) We could’ve been safe somewhete . . S

the fourth of August. Friday, and not a man at in America or Switzerland. But no! No! You.
1150 work. (He rushes back to Mr. Frank, pleading 1190 wouldr't leave when T wanted to. You couldnt

with bim, almost in tears.) 1 tell you Mr. Kraler’s leave your things. You couldn’t leave your

dead. That's the only explanation. He's dead and precious furniture.

they've closed down the building, and Miep’s
trying to tell us! '

Mrs. Van Daan. Don’t touch me!

(She hurries up the stairs, followed by Mr. Van
Daan. Peter, unable to bear it, goes to his room.
Dussel (ﬁ’“”tf'c)- Mr. Frank, answer that! I beg Anne looks after him, deeply concerned. Dussel
you, answer it! returns to his post at the window. Mr. Frank com
M. Frank. No. back into the main room and takes a book, vrying]
vead. Mis. Frank sits near the sink, starting to pe
1200 some potatoes. Anne quietly goes 1o Peter s room,
closing the door afer her. Peter is lying face down
on the cot. Anne leans over him, holding him in
arms, trying to bring him out of his despair)
Anne. Look, Peter, the sky. (She looks up r!;-nmgﬁ!

il the skylight.) What a lovely, lovely day! Arcn’t.l
Peter. Mr. Franks right. clouds beautiful? You know what 1 do when i€

Mr. Frank. She'd never telephone us.

M. Van Daan. Just pick it up and listen. You don’t
1160 have to speak. Just listen and sec if its Miep.

Dussel (speaking at the same time). For God’s

sake . . . [ ask you.

M. Frank. No. I've told you, no. I'll do nothing
that might let anyone know we’re in the building.

Mr.Van Daan. Therc’s no need to tell us what side seems as if I couldn’t stand being cooped up U:e
you're on. more minute? I think myself out. [ think “’ﬁ'
. 0 . ] . g W
Mr. Frank. If we wait patiently, quietly, I believe on a walk in the park where | used t0 8 nd
that help will come. 1210 Pim. Where the jonquils and the c;‘ocllb ‘;ht'
y - . L 3 . You cnow
1170 (There is silence for a minute as they all listen to the violets grow down che slopes self out? Y

wonderful part about thinking your

can have it any way you like.

and violets and chrysanthemur

the same time . . . It’s funny - - gy 8
I've 0

all for granted . . . and now e you?

everything to do with nature: Haven®:

telephone ringing.)

Dussel. I'm going down. (Fe rushes down the steps.
M. Frank #ries ineffectually to hold him. Dussel runs
10 the lower door, unbolting it. The telephone stops
ringing. Dussel bolts the door and comes slowly back
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