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1. The Diary of a Young Girl

Anne Frank

(During World War II, Nazi soldiers broke into an a-
partment in Amsterdam where two Jewish tamilies were hid-
ing. The. job of these soldiers was to remove all Jews from
Holland. Dwuring the search, a Nazi sergeant in charge found
a briefcase in which there were papers. The sergeant dump-
<d the papers on the floor in disgust and left with his prison-
ers. Among the papers was a diary written by a young
Jewish girl, Ann¢ Frank, during two years iﬁ hiding.

The diary is not a record of horrors endured. It is
a simple record of life lived in hiding. Anne's writing
showed great promise, Had she lived, there is little doubt
‘that she would have become a great writer., Instead, not
yet 16, she died in the Belsen concentration camp in Ger-
many, barely two months before the end of ;Iie war,

After the war the diary was pubh'shed-and Anne be-
Jonged - 1o the world. Her diary has become one of the most
‘widely read autobiographies of our time. It was made into
-a prize-winning play in 1956 and a movie in 1959. It was
adapted for television. The house where Anne lived in hiding
is now kept 23 a memorial to her, There are other memorials



0 her in Germany, Isracl, the United States and other
countries around the world. Bat her diary is her greatsst

fiving memorial.)

Saturday, 20 June, 1942

1 haven’t written for a fcw days, because I wanted
tirst of all to think about my diary. It’s an odd idea for
someone like me to keep a diary; not only because I have
never done so 'befnre, but because it seems to me that
neither I-——nor for that matter anyone else—will be inter-
ested in the *unbosomings of a thirteen-year-old schoolgiri.
Still, what does that mater? [ want to write, but more
than that, T want to bring out all kinds of things that lie
buried in my heart.

There isl a saying that *“paper is more patient than
man™; it came back to me on one of my slightly me-
lancholy days, while I sat chin in hand, feeling too bored
and limp even to make up my mind whether to go out
or stay at home. Yes, there is no doubt that paper is patient

unbosoming: telling the secret feclings, esp, troubles and wor-
ries, of onsclf

“paper is more patient than man”: People haven’t the pa-
tienc ¢ to Listen to how you feel, but you can always write
about your feelings. :
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and as I don’t intend to show this cardboard-covered note-
book, bearing the proud name of “diary,” to anyone, unless
I find a real friend, boy or girl, probably nobody cares.
And now [ come to the root of the maiter, the reason fer
‘my starting a diary: it-is that I have no such real friend.

Let me put it more clearly, since a0 one will believe
that a girl of thirteen feels herscif quite alone in the world,
nor is it so. I have darling parents and a sister of sixteen.
¥ know about thirty people whom one might call friends
—1I bave strings of boy friends, anxious to catch a glimpse
-of me and who, failing that, pecp at me through mirrors in
<lasy. I have relations, aunts and uncles, who are darlings
too, a good home, no—I don’t seem to lack anything. But
‘it’s the same with all my friends, just fun and joking, nothing
‘more. I can_mnever bring msyelf to talk of anything out-
-side the common round. We don’t seem to be able to get
;any closer, that is the root of the troubls. Perhaps I lack
confidence, but anyway, there it is, a stubborn fact and I
-don't seem to be able to do anything about it.

Hence, this diary. In order to enhance in my mind's
«ye the picture of the friend for whom 1 have waited
o long, I dont want to set down a series of baid facts
in a diary like most people do, bot I want this diary itself
20 be my friend, and I shall call my-friend-Kitty.: No - one
-will grasp what I'm talking abouat if I begin my letiers ta
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Kitiy just *out of the biue, so *albeit unwillingly, 1 wilk
start by skeiching in brief the story of my life.

My father was thirty-six when he married my mother,
wite was then twenty-five. My sister Margot was born in
1926 in Frankfort-on-Main, I followed on June 12, 1929,
and, as we are Jewish, we emigrated to Holland in 1933,
where my father was appointed Managing Director of Travies
N.V. This fitm is in close relationship with the firm of
Kolen & Co. in the same building, of which my father is
a partner.

The rest of our family, however, felt the full impact
of Hitler’s anti-Yewish laws, so life was filled with anxiety.
In 1938 after the *pogroms, my two uncles (my mother’s
brothers) escaped to the US. A, My old grandmother came
to us, she was then seventy-thice. After May 1940 good
times rapidly fled: first the ar, then the capitulation,
fotlowed by the arrival of the Germaks, which is when.
the- sufferingd .of us-Jews really began.. Aati-Iewish déctees
followed each other in. guick succession. *Jews must weat
-2 yellow star, Jews must hand in their bicycles, Jews are-

out of the blue, unexpectedly

albeit; even 'though, although

rogrom SRAEHE , ,

ews must wear a yellow star, To distinguish
them from others,. all Jews were forced by the
Germans to wear, prominently displayed, a
vellow six-pointed star. :
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banned from trains and are forbidden to drive. Jews are
only allowed to do their shopping between three and five
o'¢clock and then only in shops which bear the placard
“JYewish shop.” Jews must be indoors by eight o’clock and
<cannot even sit in their own gardens after that hour. Jews
-are forbidden to visit theaters, c'nemas, and other places of
sentertainment. Jews may not take part in public sporis.
Swimming baths, tennis courts, hockey ficlds, and other

'sports grounds arc all prohibited to them. Jews may not
wisit Christinns. Jews must go to Jewish schools, and many

‘motre restrictions of a similar kind.

S0 we could not do this and were forbidden to do
that But life went on in spite of it all. Jopie used to say
to me, “You're scared to do anything, because it may be
forbidden.” Our freedom was strictly limited. Yet things
were still bearable.

Granny died in January 1942: no one will ever know
how much she is present in iny thoughts and how much I
love her stifl \ _ )

In 1934 I went to school at the Montessori Kinder-
_ganmandeontmuedthere It wﬁs at the end of the
school year, I was in form 6B, whey I had to say good-by
20 Mrs. K. We both wept, it was very sad In' 1941 I went,
with my sister Margot, to the Jawish Secondary School, she
into the fourth form and § into the first. .

So -far aym;ythmg is all right with thc tour of us and



here 1 come to the present day. - C
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Wednesday, 8 July, 1942

Dear Kitty,

Years scem to have passed between Sunday and now.
Sc much has happened, it is just as if the whole world
had turned upside down. But ¥ am still alive, Kitty, and
that is the main thing, Daddy says.

Yes, I'm still alive, indeed, but don’t ask where or bow..
You wouldn’t ‘uniderstand a word, so I will ‘begin by
telling you what happened on 3:nday afternoon.

At three o'clock (Harry had just gone, but was comiing
back later) someone rang the front dootbell. 1 was lying
lazily reading a book on the veranda in the sunshine, so 1
didn’t hear it. A bit later, Margot appeared =zt the kitchen
door looking wery excited. “*The S.8. have sent a call-up
notice for Daddy,” she whispsred, “Mummy has gone to
see Mr. Vap Daan already." (Van Daan is a friend who
works with Daddy in the busiuess.) It was a great shock
to me, a call-up, everyone knows what that means. 1 plcture
concentration camps and lonely rells——should we allow him
to be doomed to this? “Of course he wont go,” dec'laréd

SS; Ger.Schutz-staffel, protective squadron,
Black Guards, elite Nazi corps ¥ D%
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Margot, while we waited together. “Mummy has gone t&
the Van Daans to discuss whether we should move into
-¢gur hiding place tomorrow. The Van Daans are going with
us, so we shall be seven in all” Silence. We couldn't talk
.any tore, thinking about Daddy, who, little knowing what:
was going on, was visiting some old people in the Joodse.
Invalide; waiting for Mummy, the heat and suspense, all
made us very overawed and silent.

Suddemly the bell rang again. “That is Harry,” 1 said,
“Don’t open the door.” Margot held me back, but it was
not necessary as we heard Mummy and Mr., Van Daan down-
-stairs, talking to Harry, then they came in and closed the
~door behind them. Each time the bell went, Margot or 1 had
to creep softly down to see if it was Daddy, not opening
'the door to anvone else, :

Margot and I were sent out of the room. Van Daan
‘wanted to talk to Mummy alone. When we were alone
‘tegether in our bedroom, Margot told me that the call-up
‘was not for Daddy, but for her. I was more frightened
-than ever and began to.cry, Margot is sixteen; would
they really. take girls of that aue away alone? But thank
-gondnessishe won't .go, Mummy said so herself; that must
be what Daddy meant when he talked about us going into

"hiding.
Into- hiding—where would we go, in a town or the
<ountry, in a house or a cottage, when, how, where . . . T
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These were questions I was not allowed to ask, but I
<ouldn’t get them out of my mind. Margot and I began to
pack some of our most vital belongings into a school satchel
Tte first thing I put in was this diary, then hair curlers; hand-
ke-chiefs, schoolbooks, a comb, old letters; - I put in the
craziest things with the idea that we were going into hid-
ing. Bt I'm not sorry, memories mean more to me than
dresses.

At five o'clock Daddy finally arrived, and we phoned
Mr. Keophuis to ask if he-could come around in tha evening,
Van Daan went and feiched Micp. Miep has been in the
bu-ineds with- Daddy since 1933 and has become a close
friend. likewise her brand-new husband, Henk, Miep came
and touvk some shoes, dresses, coats, underwear and stockings
away in her bag, promising to return in the evening. Then
silence fell on the house: not one of us felt like eating
anything, it was stil hot and everything was very strange.
We let our large upstairs room to a certain Mr, Goudsmit,
a divorced man in his thirties, vho appeared to have noth-
ing to do on this particular evening; we simply could not
get rid of him without being rude: he hung about unti
ten o’clock. At eleven o'clock Miep and Henk Van Santen
arrived. Once again, shoes, stockings, books, and underciothes.
disappeared into Miep’s bag and Henk's deep pockets, and
at eleven-thirty they too disappeared. I was dog-tired and
although I knew that it would be my last night in my
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own bed, I fell asleep immediately and didn’'t wake up
until Mummy called me at five-thirty the next morning.
Luchily it was not so hot as Sunday; warm raip fell steadily
all day. We put on heaps of clothes as if we were going
to iLe North Pole, the sole reason being to take clothes with
us. No Jew in our situation would have dreamed olf"going
out with a suitcase full of clothing. I had on two wests,
three pairs of pants, a dress, on top of that. a skirt, jackei,
sumnm% ‘,F? Pa’?rs of stockmgs, Jac&_-pp shoes, W{OOIIY
cap, scarf, and still more; I was nearly stifled before we
started, but no one inquired about that. .

Margot filled her satchel with schoplbooks, fetched
her bicycle, and rode off behind Miep into the unkpown,
as far as I was concerned. You see I stili dida"t know where:
our secret hiding place was to be. At seven-thirty the door
closed behind us. . Moortje, my livde cat, was the only .crea-
ture to whom I said farewell. She would have a good home-
with the neighbors. This-was all written ina letter addressed
to Mr. Goudsmit, 1 L !

There was one pound of meat-in .the. kitchen for the-
cat, breakfast. things lying on the table, stripped beds, ail
giving the impression that we had left. *helter-skeiter. But
we didn’t care about .impressions, we only wanted to get
away, only escape and arrive safely, nothing slse. Continyed.

heiter-skelter, in a great hurcy



10mOorrow,
Youts, Anns

Thursday, 9 July, 1942
Dear Kitty,

So we walked in the pouring rain, Daddy, Mummy,
.and I, each with a school satchel and shopping bag filled
“to the brim with all kinds of things thrown together anyhow.

We got sympathetic looks from people on their way to
“work. You could see by their faces how sorry they were
‘they couldn't offer us a lift; the gaudy yellow star spoke
for itself

Only when we were op the road did Mummy and Daddy
‘begin to tell me bits and pieces about the plan. For months
-as many of our goods and *chattels and necessitics of lirs
.as possible had been sent away and they were sufficiently
ready for us to have gone inty hiding of our ow1 accord
-on July 16. The plan had had to be speeded up ten days
because of the call-up, so our guarters would not be so well
organized, but we had to make the best of it. The hiding
‘place itsclf would be in the building where Daddy has his
office. It 'will be hard for outsiders to understand, but

chattel n. an article of movable property
goods and chattels Z#HR
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Y shall explain that later on. Daddy didn*t have many pespie
working for him: Mr, Kraler, Koophuis, Miep, and Elli Vos-
sen, a twenty-three-year-old typist who ail knew of our
arrival. Mr. Vossen, Elli's father, and two boys worked im.
the warehouse; they had not been told.

I will describe the building: there is a large warehouse:r
on the ground floor which is used as a store. The front
door to the house is next to tne warehouse door, and in-
gide the front door .is a second. doorway which leads to a.
staircase . . . ]

The right-hand door leads to our. **Secret Annexe” No
one would ever guess that there would be: so .many rooms.
hidden behind that plain gray door. There's a little step in
front of theé-door and thén you are inside . ... . i

If you go up the next flight of stairs and open the door,
you are simply amazed that there could be such a big light
moom in such gn old house by the canal Thers is a gas.
stove in this room (thanks to the fact that it was used as.
a laboratory) and a sink. This is now the kitchen for the-
Van Daan couple,. besides being: reneral living room, dining.
room, and *scullery.

A riny little corridor room. will become Peter Van Daan’s.
“Secret Annexe” ; “HERREY
sculley n. a room next to the kitehen for clean-

ing and keeping dishes and cooking pots
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apartment. Then, just as on the lower landing, there is a
large attic. So there you are, I've introduced you to the

whole of our beautiful “Secret Annexe.”
Yours, Anne

Friday, 21 August, 1942
Dear Kitty,

The entrance toour hiding place has now been proper-
ly concealed. Mr. Kraler thought it would be better to put
4 cupboard in front of our door (becruse a lot of houses are
being searched for hidden bicycles), but of course it had
to be a movable cupbeard that can open like a door.

Mr. Vossen made the whole thing. We had already let
him into the secret and he can’t do enough to help. If we
want to¢ go downstairs, we have to first bend down and
“then jump, because the step has gone. The first three days
“we were all going about with masses of lumps on our fore-
‘heads, because we all knocked ourselves against the low
doorway. ‘Noew we- have nailed a cloth filled with *wood
wool against the top of the door. Let’s see if that helps!

I'm not working much at present; I'm giving myself
holidays until September. Then Daddy is going to give
“me lessons; it’s shocking how much I've forgotten already.

wood wool, ]I
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