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Monday, January 24,1944

Dear Kitty Before | came here, whenever anyane at hone or at school talked about sex

‘they were either secretive or disgusting.
e /” Never ever. Dlswssm
bib You see (AND THEN HE BOYS. AND I THEY BRING IT UP,
WHAT A PAIR OF MELONS ((wesustart ) JUSTIGNORE THEM. )
SHES SPROUTED ™! \QVERHER.1 ~~ or ann, it
—({canTBeLiEvE You

K Koy 1T oNLy A

MOVIE, MARGOT.

How CouLD You!

\WouLp say THAT!
7" A
3 Y :
g

This is why | was so surprised when the conversation
somMmehow turned to Boche's sex, while the three of us
were peeling potatoes.

DON'T BELIEVE Me?
COME AND SEE FOR YOURSELF.

BOCHE 15 50 FAT. WHEN 15 BUTBOCHE A PREGNANT
SHE GOING TOHAVE KITTENS? 5 A TOMCAT! ToMmCAT. 2

Margot couldn't care less or maybe she was
‘too embarrassed, so | went with Peter to
the attic to check out Boche's sexual organs.|

15N e suprosen Yl ey Removep T,
o resnoies: BT

SEXUAL ORGAN,

%





index-98_1.jpg
Kitky, | feel like such an idiot. | forgot that | haven't yet bold you the history of my love life.

As alittle girl, | booka He was a sweet, chubby,
liking to Sally Kimmel, Funny boy.

‘

Appy and |, we were But he started looking Thank God, Petel arrived.
inseparable. like a matinee idol...

Until one day...

| was Petel's sweetheart NGOG o vACATION, When he came back, he was
for many months. SWEETIE. WAIT FOR ME! aman, but | was still a child.

1 akes alonptime for And a little war helps the My hear recovered with
the heart to heal process along... anew Pet
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There's been a break-in-a real onel

Peter went down to the warehouse this morning and realized there were burglars there.
He immediately reported to Daddy and we all stayed upstairs the whole day. In such cases
our orders are "not; €0 wash ourselves or run any water, to be quiet, and not £0 go to the

all froze

lavatory.” Finally, we got the all-clear from (. Kleiman, but in the meantime.
our huran existence. Very scary. I'm sure we ail lost klos during those long hours.
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Sunday, July 11,1943

Dear Kitky, | can see that a little hypocrisy gets me alot further chan my old method of saying
exactly what | Ghink.

04, HOW GORGEOUS YOU LOOK! WiLLyou PRAY. DEAR LORD: PLEASE GRANT ME THE
JUST LIKE A PARISIAN (MODEL! Wit mes POWER TO REMAIN HYPOCRITICAL
FOREVER AND FVER.

OF CouRSE Moy,
AUTOUGH ALKEADY
PRAYED THIS MORNING,

THATS NOTA CLIP,

DEAREST, | THINK IT WOULD.
17’5 JUST ASTAIN. BE BEST FOR BEP TO TAKE YOU
70 AN EYE DOCTOR.

ResoLuTey ot Y]
o vetrovs))

That's when | realized

: JELL DRESS HERUP,NO ONE
Ive become very nearsighted. 4 .

WILL SUSPEET SHE'S JEWISH.

The thought of going outside-walking down the street!-was petrifying. | think Id rather go blind and
die of starvation in the Annex,
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Friday, July 23,1943

Since you've never been chraugh s war, Kicty et me tellyou just or fun, what we cach
want; €0 do first when we're able to 9o outside again.

Margot would love to stay in the bath for two days straight.  (ALITTLE MoRe PiANISsino,
TFY00 COLD.

boyouaven Y
<oPY OF THE obYssey? I
=

Madame van Daan Well... maybe more
longs for cake... than one.

8
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Monday, July 26,1943

Dear Kitty, Yesterday was a very tumultuous day.

8:30 am.
The sirens woke me, flooding
me wiith fear before | even

9:00 a.m.~12:00 p.m.
Buried myself under the
pillow.

00 p.m.
Packed my escape bag—
ready to fun

opened my eyes.

2:30 p.m.
et Margot for some work
in the office.

3:00 p.m.

Another siren.

The doorway felt like
he only safe place.

4:00 p.m.
Clutched my escape
bag again.

PETER ISN'T MUCH

YOUR DAUGHTER IS BETTER, YOU KNOW.
LOSING TOUCH

SHE NEEDS TO GET A GRIP,

1LOVE THE SIMELL OF
GUNPOWDER IN'THE MORNING,
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Tuesday, February 8, 1944
Dear Kitty,

As | seem to be going through a period of reflection at the moment and letting my
mind range over anything and everything, my thoughts have naturally turned to
Father and Mother’s marriage. It has always been presented to me as an ideal marriage.
Never a quarrel, no angry faces, perfect harmony, etc., etc.

I know a few things about Father’s past, and what | don’t know, I've made up; | have
the impression that Father married Mother because he felt she would be a suitable
wife. | have to admit | admire Mother for the way she assumed the role of his wife.
and has never, as far as | know, complained or been jealous. It can't be easy for a loving
wife to know she'll never be first in her husband’s affections, and Mother did know
that. Father certainly admired Mother's attitude and thought she had an excellent
character. Why marry anyone else? His ideals had been shattered and his youth was
over, What kind of marriage has it turned out to be?

No quarrels or differentes of apinion- but bardly an el marriage Fathr respects
Mother and loves her, but not with the kind of love | envision for a marriage.
Father accepts Mother as she is,is often annoyed, but: says as little as possible,
because he knows the sacrifices Mother has had to make.

Father doesn't always ask her opinion—about; the business, about other matters,
about people, about: all kinds of things.

He doesn’® tell her everything, because he knows she’s far too emotional, far too
critical, and often far too biased. Father's not in love. He kisses her the way he isses us.
He never holds her up as an example, because he can‘t. He looks at her tensina}f, or
mackinqu, but never lovingly. It may be that Mother's great sacrifice has made her
harsh and disagreeable toward those around her, but it/s quaranteed to take her even
further from the path of love, to arouse even less admiration, and one day Father is
bound to realize that while, on the outside, she has never demanded his total love, on
theinside, she has slowly but surely been crumbling away. She loves him more than
anyone, and it's hard to see this kind of love not being returned.

So should | actually feel more sympathy for Mother? Should | help her? And Father?—

I can’t, 'm always imagining another mother. | just can't.—How could I? She hasn't
told me anything about herself, and I've never asked her to. What do we know of each
other's thoughts? | can’t talk £o her, | can't look lovingly into those cold eyes, | can'®.
Not ever!~If she had even one quality an understanding mother is supposed to have,
gentleness or friendliness or patience or something, I'd keep brying to get closer to her.
But as for loving this insensitive person, this mocking creature—it’s becoming more.
and more impossible every day!

Yours, Anne.
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ld like o visit Mr. Voskuijl before he leaves us...
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{ N«s&ﬁ”f |
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Thursday, July 29,1943

Dear Kitty, Yesterday, (Madame and Mr. Dussel were washing the dishes while | tried very hard
not to start a fight.

YOU KNOW THAT B0OK WHAT AN UNBELIEUAELY HOW DARE YOU! YOURE AN
YU GAVE e, MR, DUSSEL? STOPID 800K 1T RS OLD LADY IN THE BODY OF A CHILD!

ExacTLy IN 20
YEARS, NOTHING WiLL
EXCITE YOU ANYIMORE.

THIS 15 THE MOST BANAL
WORK YOUVE EVER COIMPOSED,
R, SHOSTAKOVICH,

PLEASE ANN, —
JUST GIVE IHE A CHANCE! READ THIS DRIVEL
20 YEARS AGD.

1WI0ULD SUGGEST, ANNE, THAT
YOU MARRY SOMEONE RIGHT AWAY.

INDEED, 20 YEARS FROM
NOW NO ONE WILL TAKE YOU.
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Wednesday, February 23,1944

This morning, as | did every morning, | woke up and went straight to Peber's attic

150t silently on my usual Peter came tosit beside me.
spot on the floor.

We didn't have to say a
single word,
perfect: just us and nature.

P.5. Thoughs: To Peter.

We've been missing out on so much here, so very much, and for such a long time. | miss
it just as much as you do. ' not talking about external things, since we're well
provided for in that sense; | mean the internal things. Like you, | long for freedom and
freshair, but | think we've been amply compensatied for their loss. On the inside, | mean.
This morning, when | was sitting in front of the window and taking a long, deep look
outside at God and nature, | was happy, just plain happy. Peter, as long as people feel
Chat kind of happiness wichin Chermactias, the j0y of natuire, bealth, and mach Mmore
besides, they/ll always be able to recapture that happiness.

Riches, prestige, everything can be lost. Bu the happiness in your own heart can only
be dimmed; it will aluiays be there, as long as you live, to make you happy again.
Whenever you're feeling lonely or sad, try going to the loft on a beautiful day and
looking outside. Not at the hotises and the rooftops, but at: the sky. As long as you can
look fearlessly at the sky, you'll know that you're pure within and will find happiness
once more.
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7:00 p.m.

Dinner was good, but | lost m
nEpmu the moment | hear
the siren.

2:00p.m.
Here come the bombers again. | crawled into Father's bed.

9:30 p.m.
Back ko my room.

1:00am.
The planes kept on coming.

3:00-7:00 a.m.
Finally got some sleep.

730 am
Morning: yet another
round of planes.

7
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Monday, February 14,1944

CAN YOU PLERSE HELP ME FIND.
50ME REALLY SiMALL POTATOES?

FOR MARGOT'S w

BIRTHDAY.

A5 A BOY, WHENEVER | LAS
‘ANGRY AT SOMEONE.

Dear Kitty, On Sunday morning | noticed, to my great joy (Il be honest with you), that Peter
kept looking at me. Not in a casual way but in a very different, sensitive way.

When he was not lookin:
at me, | had to look at h

You kNow, | ENVY.
YOU TERRIBLY, ANNE,

THESE ARE NOT
ELEGANT ENOUGH.

THE WAY YOU EXPRESS.
YOUR FEELINGS.

NOW | CAN'T BEAT ANYONE UP
ANYIMORE, AND 1y TONGUE
15TIED, 1 (JISH | STILL HAD
THAT OLD HABIT.

( ponT you EveR
‘CHANGE THE
STATION AGAIN!

M, YOURE WRONG ABOUT T,
PETER, MOST OF WHAT1SAY
COMES OUT 700 LONG.
AND TACTLESS,

MAYEE,BUT You
NEVER SEEM TO LOOK.
EMBAKKASSED.

WELL, PETER,
1FY00 5AY 50,
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Friday, January 28,1944

Lifein the Annex has become very harsh
recently. But | haven't given up my passion
for cinema and film-stars.

HERE YOU 60, ANNE.
LETMETELLYOU, TS A
RARE FIND, THESE DAYS.

Iread ll the reviews, | know all the plots of the leading films by heart, and the entire cast
of course. | love to sail in with a new hairstyle, inspired by my beloved actresses.

Katharine Hepburn Ingrid Bergman IMarlene Dietrich
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Can you imagine how | fel
That's when | decided to write my own book. It shall be call

Madame van Daan was born  Then she grew up and She grew up some more and
in Germany many years ago.  became fond of boys. turned into a compulsive flirter.
She was a sweet child. But only with scrangers..

ag 0o

Then she immigrated to Mother thinks that's when she  Margot thinks that's where
Holland. Daddy thinks that's  became stupid. she became unimportant.
where she became ugly.

~ ((1AmsTiLaLavy,
NO MATTER WHAT!

P.5. Will the reader please
takeinto consideration
that bhis story was wribten
before the writer's fury
had cooled?






index-100_1.jpg
PETER, WHY DOYOU
CALLIT A SEXUAL ORGAN? DON'T
THESE THINGS HAVE NAMES?

oF COURSE,
{HELD HIS PAW.

VAGINA? | SEE WHAT YU IEAN.
THE EQUIVALENT OF VAGINA..7
TLLASK MY MOTHER

Only at dinner did | realize:
es, it really did happen!
Yohan amiazing discussion
with Peter. Id never have
talked to a girl about Ghis in
such a normal tone of voice.
I'm also certain that thisisn't
what Mother meant when
she warned me about boys.

All the same, | wasn't exactl
my usual self for the rest: of
the day. When | thought back
&0 our talk, it struck me as odd.
But I've learned at least one

hing: there are young people,
even those of the opposite sex,
who can discuss these things
naturally, without cracking
jokes.
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The papers are all full of invasion news and it's driving everyone insane.
In the event of a British landing in Holland, they say the Germans will do
anyching o prevent it even food the country. Theyve published maps
of Holland showing poteential flooded areas. Our neighborhood is sure to
be flooded. We'll have £o swim

L RET N
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As for you, my beloved Kittz, | was wondering whether you ever felt like a cow, having to
chew my stale news over and over and over again. | am siire it is unbearable for you, Kitty.
The grown-ups have the habit of repeating their stories again and again, and it all boils
down £ this: whenever one of the sight of us opens his mouth, the other seven can fini
the story for him.

e
AL Raderhiolis e e T, Tl mouran,
PATDDE NN St it Tiose Kz oG cacr

Lo Youse,

g
et A

LUCKY YOU ARE.

THE ALUIED ARMIES
ARE JUST AROUND.
THE CORNER, 1T &
MATTER OF DAYE,
THE ALLIED ARMIES
ARE JUST AROUND
THE LORNER, 16 A
MATTER OF DAYS,

BLACK MARKET
PRICES ARE GOING
BERSERW... BLACK

MARKET PRICES ARE
GOING BERSERK.

11AS BORN A LADY
AND I WILL CONTINUE
O BE A LADY TILL THE
DAY I DIE.. | WAS BORN
A LADY AND [WILL
CONTINUETO BE A LADY
| REMEMBER THAT “TILLTHE DAY I DIE
FINE DAY WHEN i1y,
BELOVED LOTIE AND.
| LIERE SINKING
SLOULY IN THE MIDDLE
OF THE RIVER... DIDN'T S CleARBTTES o

i IR SER ST o
THATFINE DAY WHEN O CONELINESS..
Y SELOuED LoTTe ClcRETTES ARE
i SEST CURE
FOR LONELNESS.
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CONSTANT GRIN

e

"
DIGNIFIE
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Friday, March 19,1943

e, Dussel i terribly sad,
because he misses his beloved
Lotje so much.

1Y DERREST ALBERT, | FEEL 50

GUILTY ABOUT BEING CHRISTIAN,

LVING [N SAFETY AS IF NOTHING.
WERE HAPPENING.

START WRITING, MARGOT:
“MY DEAR LOTJE,
1F LONGING FOR SOMEONE
CANKILL, | A A DEAD.
AN NOW.”

But when Father found out...

'ALBERT, DON'TYOU EVER DARE
‘SEND JOUR LETTERS AGAIN!
17 ANYONE FOUND OUT, ALL EIGHT
OF Us WOULD 8¢ BEAD!

He made Miep and Bep play
Cupid by delivering his lecters
to Lotje.

MARGOT, 1M SURPRISED
ATYOU,1 LIOULD NoT HAVE
EXPECTED ThS.
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Wednesday, March 10,1943

Dearest Kitty, We had a shor circutt last night, and besides S—

that, the guns were booming auay until dawn. | Sell havens HSCRRYHO Lo,

gt dver oy e ofplanes and shaoting,and  rowlino
ather's bed nearly every night for comfort.

DO BE SORRY, EVERYONE IN
“THE ANNEX HAS THEIR FEARS,

IT'5 ONLY YOUR HEART BEATING,
HERMANNI WAKE UP!
1HEAR FOOTSTEPS
DOWNSTAIRS!

Aind Peter's biggest
fear is rats.

The other Annex dwellers all | AGREE. HER BEHAVIOR.
share one fear: 15 OUT OF CONTROL!

M TELLING YOU, ANNE WiLL
GETUS ALL CAPTURED,






index-62_1.jpg
First Mother and Father took bheir posts. Then it was Margot's and my turn.

ALLOW ME O INTRODUCE
fr=tends OPEKTA FORMULA

The minute our shift began,
Ifellinto a deep sleep...

TS ALL RIGHT,
| REMEMSER EVERYTHING
THEy sAl
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Thursday, April 1, 1943

Dear Kitty, At this critical time for Fabher's company, three of our four saviors are out
of commission.

Lt - b,
1 Kliman hd toave more. Il Bep has a cerriblecase B And M. Voskuijihasan |
surgery on his intestines. S of the flu. (A ulcer attack.

Since everyone was ill, Mr. Kugler had a big day:
he had to meet with a German delegation for a (—

PRETEND THE LEADING ACTOR IS51cK,
AN THIS 1S YOUR 81 EREAKI )

N

Very important business bransacion.

YOUKNOW IHAVE COMPLETE TRUST INYoL. ) -

et
T ——— )

T
S SRS on CATUIE JUSTURITE DO
ATy
e
o THEYLL HeAR
Bk
T raren

YOU MUST REMENBER
EVERY WIORD BY HEART.
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One thing goes without saying: if you're brying to slim down, the Annex is the place o be!

But not everyone is on the low-fat diet. (Mr. Dussel sits alone in the dark,delighting in the goodies his
beloved Lotje sends him.

&1
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Tuesday, April 27,1943

Dear Kitby, British air strikes are increasing daily. The Carlton Hotel has been destroyed
British planes landed firebombs right on top of the German Officers’ Club.
We haven't had a good nights rest in ages.

At these times of curfew and no supplis from our guardian angels, our food has become.a biological
experiment.

- TETEATTL 1ONT RecALL FROM My
(7 THE COFFEE s FAKE ANYWAY. SCHOOL DAYS THAT VEGETABLES
NOPOINTIN WAKING UP. CANTURN INTO ANIMALS. )

D RATHER EAT My ToBACCO
AN bIE O DIRKRAES. )

S~ )

| LIONDER F THAT'S
(( wwaT ey Give THEM TO

&0
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very poss
0 0ld and worn, ever hope £ regain the position we ha
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Saturday, May 1-Sunday, May 2,1943

Dear Kitty, Just as we thought we were entering silent and
peaceful bimes ot last, the guns started banging away ke
crazy. So much 5o that | had to pack and unpack m

“escape bag” four times, in case we have to flee on short notice.

RUNNING AUIAY, OF COURSE!

RUNNING ALIAY? WHERE
WOULD YOU 607 COME AND
COMg MY HAIR INSTEAD.

175 NOT Y HAIR, 176 THE coms.

YOUR HAIR 1S
LIKE TAR,

It was true: the comb | The oileloth on the dining table, for example,
had only eight teeth left. | has never been washed!

The stabe of the comb.

inspired m o cxamine. (L
the state of things
after a yearin | ¢
the Anrex. i

Fabher's bie:
moth-eaten!

Mother's corset: Margot’s bra;
frayed beyond repairl at least two sizes oo smalll

Madame’s stockings:
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Sunday, June 13,1943

Dearest Kitby, Who would have thought
[ would still be here, a year after moving into
the Annex, celebrating another birthday?

It can’t compare o last year's celebration,
but Father composed a poem for me. that is
00 nice £o keep to myself:

As Youngest among us, but small no more,
Your life can be trying, for we have the chore
OF becoming your teachers, a terrible bore.
“We've got experiencel Take it from mel”
“We've done this all before, you see.

We know the ropes, we know the game.”

Since time immemorial, always the same.
One’s own shortcomings are nothing but Auff,
But everyone else’s are heavier stuff.
Fault-finding comes easy when this is our plight,
But it's hard for your parents, try as they might,
To treat you with fairness, and kindness as well;
Nit-picking’s a habit that's hard to dispel.
When you're living with old folk, all you can do
Is puk Up with their nagging—it's hard but it's true.
The pill may be bitter, but down it must go,
For it's Meant to keep the peace, you know.
The many months here have not been in vain,
Since wasting time goes against your grain.
You read and study nearly all the day,
Determined ko chase the boredom away,

The more difficult question, much harder to bear,
s “What on earth do | have to wear?

Ive got; no more panties, my clothes are too tight,
My shirt i aloincloth, I'm really a sight!

To put on my shoes | must cut off my toes,
Oh dear, I'm plagued with so many woes!"

Asifmy birthday weren't depressing enough, we just learned that: we are about to lose two of our
greatiest supporters. First, M. Voskuijl: He went in for surgery on his ulcer, but they discovered he.
hes very advanced cancer. He doesn't have much time left. Now the good man can no longer let us
know what's being said and done in the warehouse. He was a great source of help and support.

We must turn it in to the Nazi authorities, who don't want.

And second, our trusty old
any civilians o hear news from the front.

radio will soon be gonel

AW,

oy
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Saturday, November 27,1943

Dear Kitty, Last night, just as | was
falling asleep, Hanneli Goslar appeared

before me. RESCUE ME FROM TIS HELL, PLEASE!

To be honest, | hadn't thought of Hanneli
for months—no, for at least a year. | feel
such shame: | am here with everything
Teould wish for, while she is dying out there..

8
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But | have a right £o be taken seriously too. I've always been the clown and mischief-
maker of the farmlly; F've always had &6 pay double for my sins, once with Scaldings
and then again il my own sense of despair. I'm no longer satisfied with the
meaningless affection or the supposedly serious talks. | [ong for something from
Father that he's incapable of giving. 'm not jealous of Margot; | never have been.

I'm not envious of her brains or her beauty. It's just that I'd like to feel that Father
really loves me, not because I'm his child, but because 'm me, Anne. | cling to Father
becaiise my contempt of Mother is growing daily and it’s oniy through him that
I'm able to retain the last ounce of family feeling | have. lefv. He doesnt understand
that | sometimes need ko vent my feelings for Mother, He doesn’t want to talk
about it, and he avoids any discussion involving Mother’s failings.

And yet: Mother, with all her shortcomings, is tougher for
me to deal with. | don't know how | should behave. | can't
very well confront her with her carelessness, her sarcasm,
and her hard-heartedness, yet | can’t continue to take
the blame for everything. Im the opposite of Mother, so
of course we clash. | don't mean to judge her; | don't have
that right. I'm simply looking at her as o mother. Shes
not a mother to me=I have to mother myself.

've cut myself adrift from them. 'm charting my own course, and we'll see where it
{eads me. [have o choice, because | ¢an picbure what a Mother and o wife should be
and can't seem to find anything of the sort in the woman 'm supposed to call
“Mother.” | tell myself time and again to overlook Mother's bad example. | only want
%0 see her good poins, and to look inside myself for what's lacking in her.

But it doesn's work, and the worst part is that Father and Mother don' realize
their own inadequacies and how much | blame them for letting me down. Are there
any parents who can make their children completely happy? Sometimes | think God

is £rying to test me, both now and in the future. Il have o become a good person on
my own, without anyone to serve as a model or advise me, but it'll make me stronger
in the end. Who else but me is ever going to read these letters? Who else but me can
1'burn £o for comfort? I'm frequently in need of consolation, | often feel weak, and
more often than not, | fail to meet expectations. | know this, and every day | resolve
to do better.

They aren’t consistent in their treatment of me. One day they say that Anne’s a
sensible girl and entitled to know everything, and the next that Anne’s a silly goose
who doesn’t know a thing and yet imagines she’s learned all she needs to know from
books! 'm no longer the baby and spoiled little darling whose every deed can be laughed
at. | have my own ideas, plans, and ideals, but am unable to articulate them yet.

Oh well. So much comes into my head at night, when 'm alone, or during the day,
when ' obliged to put up with people | can't abide or who invariably misinterpret
my intentions. That's why | always come back o my diary—I start there and end
there because Kitby's always patient. | promise her that, despite everything, lll keep
g0ing, that; [l find my own way and choke back my tears. | only wish | could see some
results or, just once, receive encouragement from someone who loves me. Don’t
condemn e, but think of me as a person who sometimes reaches bursting point!

Yours, Anne
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Thursday, December 30, 1943

Dearest Kibby, Just as we thought
things had settled down here, dark
thunderclouds are heading this way,
and all because of food.

4 WHY DON'T WE FRY ALL THE
POTATORS IN THE MORNING
D SAVE WALE OFTHEM TS

SATINTHE AFTERNOONT

Next thing you know, after 15 months
in the Annex, we decided to split all the

food in half.

Gl !’*\

AN LIE HAVE THE SLICES
WITH MHORE FAT? WE DONIT EAT FAT,

88

If only we could split
completely from
the van Daans!

Wishful ehinking...
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Wednesday, December 22,1943
Dear Kibby, A bad case of flu has prevented me from writing o you for along timme.
L had £o cough under the.

blanket,.. so the Nazis eried milk with honey and raw egg
wouldn't hear me.

Wet compresses.

Hot water botle.

g?é?f%

The worst part was when Mr. Dussel suddenly remembered he was actually a doctor.

DONT EVER

TOUCH ME AGAINI

YOU COULD HAVE AT LEAST
TRINED YOUR NOSE HAIK.

Thank God we had the double excitement of Hanukkah and Christmas, with lots of
presents from our saviors.

> i /i‘i:'i.
) .lf#.%

=27
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Thursday, January &, 1944

Dearest Kitty, Yesterday | read an article about: blushing.
I was as if she'd addressed it directly o me.

ing puberty girls withdraw into themselves and begin to
‘hink about the wondrous changes taking place in Gheir bodies.

Whenever [ have my period, | have the feeling that in spite of all the pain and discomfort,
I'm carrying around a sweet secret.

EVERYTHING I5 LOVELY,
EVERYTHING THANKS FOR ASKING.
7Q {

But | had these feelings even
before my period...

Iremember paricularly one
time when | spent; the night
at Jacque’s AgsoLUTELY NOT

If only she had known my
terrible desire to kiss her.

5 PROOF OF
QUK FRIENDSHIP.

M. JACQUE.. COULD WE SHOW
EACH OTHER OUR BREASTS?
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Sunday, January 2, 1944
Dearest Kitby,

This morning, when | had nothing to do, | leafed through the pages of my diary and
came across so many letters dealing with the subject of “Mother” in such strong
erms that [ was shocked. | said ko myself, "Anne, is that really you talking about.
hate? Oh, Anne, how could you?"

| continued £o sit with the open book in my hand and wonder why | was filled with
50 much anger and hate that | had to confide it all to you. | tried to understand
the Anne of last year and make apologies for her, because as long as | leave you
with bhese accusations and don't attempt £o explain what prompted them, my
conscience won't be clear.

| was suffering then (and still do) from moods that kept my head under water
(figuratively speaking) and allowed me to see things only from my own perspec-
tive, without calmly considering what the others—those whom [ with my
mercurial temperament, had hurt or offended—had said, and then behaving as
they would have done. | hid inside myself, thought of no one but myself, and
calmly wrote down all my joy, sarcasm, and sorrow in my diary. Because this diary
has become a kind of scrapbook, it: means a great: deal to me, but | could easily
write “over and done with” on many of its pages.

| was furious at Mother (and still am a lot of the time).

It's true, she didn’t understand me, but | didn’t understand her either. Because
she loved me, she was tender and affectionate, but because of the difficult situa-
tions | put her in, and the sad circumstances in which she found herself, she was
nervous and irritable, so | can understand why she was often short with me.

I was offended, took it far £oo much £o heart, and was insolent and beastly ko her,
which, in turn, made her unhappy. Ue were caught in a vicious circle of unpleasant-
ness and sorrow. Not a very happy period for either of us, but at least: it's coming
&0 an end. | didn't want £o see what was going on, and | felt very sorry for myself,
but that's understandable too.

Those violent outbursts on paper are simply expressions of anger that, in normal
(o1 could have worked ofF by tocking mycelfin T room and stamping my foot a
Feus bimes or calling Mother names beind her back The period of searfully pass-
ing judgment on Mother is over. I've grown wiser and Mother's nerves are a bit
steadier.

Most of the time | manage to hold my tongue when I'm annoyed, and she does
£00;50, 0n the surface, we seem o be getting along better.

But t:ﬂz's one thing | can’t do, and that's to love Mother with the devotion
ofa child.

I soothe my conscience with the thought that it’s better for unkind words to be
down on paper than for Mother to have o carry them around in her heart.

Yours, Anne.
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Thursday, January 6, 1944

eE
i

Dearest Kitty, My longing
£ talk to someorie has COME N, PLEASE, 1A
become unbearable. YOU COULD HELP Me

WOW! IVE BEEN LOOKING
FORTHAT PIECE FOR AGES.

| wanted €0 say: How come | never noticed how deep and beautiful your eyes are?
How come | didn't see how gentle and sensitive you are?
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My sister, Margot, was born in 1926.

I'd better provide a brief sketch of my life.
My father and mother married in Germany,
in1925. & was not love at first sight...

1SNT SHE YOU SHOULDN'T

Dogs / THE PRETTIEST SAYTHAT, DARLING,
soTHERYOU How wouLn sy EVER? L RING
TUAT | A o o
Upieas” FIRST O,

| came into the world three years later:
Annelies Marie Frank.

G00DNESS, SHE'S YouLL 8RING
EVEN PRETTIER BAD LUk,
THAN HER SISTER! F YOU 56y THAT!

9 J ortant in our home. Mother d
from a traditional background, but we kept t

ish was not: so
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Friday, January 7, 1944

Dearest Kitty, After dreaming about my Petel, | woke up If Father only knew who
in an utker state of confusion. 1 was thinking about.

'DEAREST, LHAT A LOVELY
SHMILE THIS MORNING!

C rstuaTme?

cLeAR Eves

ROSY CHEEKS

.and it happened!
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Dear Kitty, | hope | will be able to confide everything to
You, as | have ever been able bo confide in anyane, afd
hope you will be a great: source of comfort and support.
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IRECENTLY READ THIS ARTICLE
‘ABGUT BLUSHING.

WELL. UM, THE AUTHOR
WRITES THAT ACTUALLY MEN THANK GOD YOUNG WOMEN
START BLUSHING ONCE THEY START DONOTBLUSH ATALL.
“THINKING REOUT THEIR PUBERTY
PROCESS, AND EVERYTHING
THAT GOES WITH IT.

That night; | dreamed that

But it was not Peter
Peter and { were gazing at:

van Daan...
eCoriinal palitlftremche = it was my old love, Petel.
puzcle i a famous museur. 1mSSen you so He had come for avisit to

remind me what true love s...
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Believing Holland was safe for Jews, Father moved to
Amsterdam in 1933 to run Opekta, a company that,
manufactured a secret stabilizer for jam.

Mother and Margot; followed a bit later, On Margots eighth birthday, | came
while | staged in &

ermany with Grandma. from Germany as a surprise present,
and our familg was finally reunited.

Holland was beautiful. We had such freedo
ook ski holidays in the Swiss Alps.
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But then the Nazis came along and defined us Jews as DOES THIS VETERINARIAN
fferent after ONLY TREAT JEWISH ANIMALS?

NO...BUT HE 15 TREATED.
LIKE AN ANIMAL ONLY.
BECAUSE HE 15 JEWISH

When the Nazis came o power, their aim was to remove the Jews from
German socieby. Even though Jews were less than 1% of the population,
the Nazis believed we were the root of all evil.

AL Y JEWISH
FRIENDS IN THE CVIL
SERVICE HAVE BEEN FIRED.
THIS WILL ONLY GET WORSE.
1T’ TUNE T0 MAKE
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Dear Kitty, Who could imagine that after we ran away fromm the German horrors, the Nazis
would invade Holland and it would start all over again.
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The bad signs of what was He had fled from Germany, and he told us how horrific life

about o happen began had become for Jews there.
When Uncle Oh camé from
Hamburg,

Jews were fleeing, finding shelter wherever
they could.

THERE ARE RUMORS OF A LABOR CAMP IN DACHAU,
WHERE THE NAZIS SEND ANYONE WHO ISN'T
"GERMAN ENOUGH."

BUT WHATDO
THEY DO T0

THOSE PEOPLE
THERE?
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We made no atiempt to guess in what manner Anne might have drawn her diary if
she had been an artist instead of a writer. We did, however, try to visually interpret and
preserve her powerful sense of humor, her sarcasm (especially when it comes to Mrs.
van Daan, a character that both the illustrator, David Polonsky, and I were particularly
fond of), and her obsessive preoceupation with food (the graphic adaptation repeatedly
dwells on coping with the endless hunger in hiding).

For Anne’s periods of depression and despair, we chose to depict them as cither
fantastical scenes (such as Jews rebuilding the pyramids under the Nazi whip) or as
dreams

As the diary progresses, Anne’s talents as a writer grow ever more impressive, and
by 1944, when she falls desperately in love with Peter, her craft has evolved from
tentative o wisc-beyond-her-years. It scemed intolerable to forgo these later entries
in favor of illustrations, and so we chose to reproduce long passages in their entirety,
unillustrated.

We have undertaken this project with the intent to remain true to Anne Frank’s mem-
ory and legacy and have weighed our options with care. On behalf of David Polonsky
and myself, I wish to declare that we are sensitive to and aware of the liberties we have
taken, and that our goal was always foremost to honor and preserve the spirit of Anne
Frank in each and every frame. David and I also wish to thank Yoni Goodman for the
storyboards, Yael Nahlieli for production assistance, Hila Noam for the coloring, Jes-
sica Cohen for the final editing of the text, and, especially, Yves Kugelmann from the
Anne Frank Fonds, without whom this book would never have been published.

—Ari Folman

149





index-151_1.jpg
Adapter’s Note

In his book 7he End of the Holocaust, the eminent historian Alvin Rosenfeld contends
that “more people are probably familiar with the Nazi era through the figure of Anne
Frank than through any other figure of that period with the possible exception of Adol
Hitler himself” So, when the Anne Frank Fonds in Basel contacted me five years
ago, proposing that I write and direct an animated film for children based on Anne’s
diary, as well as edit the diary into a graphic adaptation, I had grave reservations. In
particular the idea of the graphic adaptation gave me pause. Rereading Anne’s diary
as an adult and a parent to adolescent children was both stunning and enchanting. It
was astounding to me that a thirteen-year-old girl had been able to take such a mature,
Iyrical look at the world and translate that into concise, probing entries brimming with
compassion and humor, and with a degree of self-awareness that I have rarely encoun-
tered in the adult world, much less among children, The text is iconie. How could I
“edit” the book? The project also posed a significant challenge: if we were to illustrate
the entire text in a graphic rendition it would require the better part of a decade and
likely be 3,500 pages long. The trickiest task, then, would be to retain only a portion of
Anne’s original diary while stil being faithful to the entire work.

Not all the diary entries could be included and many would need to be amalga-
mated. Anne made four diary entrics in the first eight days, which in the graphic adap-
tation became one ten-page entry, describing her life as a popular girl admired by the
boys in her class, as well as introducing readers to the deteriorating conditions of Jews,
and of the Franks in particular, because of the increasingly draconian Nazi laws.

Another example: Anne’s repeated—and unresolved—comparisons throughout the

diary of her “problematie” self with her “perfect” sister, Margot, we chose to encapsu-
late on a single graphic page that visualizes the contrasts.
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A Note About the Author

ANNE FRANK was borin 1929 in Frankfurt, Germany. Her family moved to Amster-
dam in 1933, and she died in the Bergen-Belsen concentration camp in 1945, Her diary,
published as The Diary of a Young Girl, which documents her life in hiding from 1942 to
1944, is one of the world’s most widely known books and has been the basis for several
plays and films

A Note About the Adapter

AR FOLMAN is an Isracli dircctor, sereenwriter, and film score composer. He has
written for several successful Israeli TV series, including the award-winning /n Therapy
(Be Tipul), which was the basis for the HBO series In Treatment. He s the dircetor of the
Golden Globe-winning and Oscar-nominated Waltz with Bashir and The Congress and is
working on the animated film Were Is Anne Frank, which will be released in 2020.

A Note About the Illustrator

DAVID POLONSKY graduated from Bezalel Academy of Arts and Design, Jerus
Tem, in 1998, David's illustrations have appeared in most of Israel’s leading newspapers
‘and magazines. He was the art director and lead artist for Waliz with Bashir, an animated
documentary feature and an official selection in the 2008 Cannes film festival. He has
illustrated a number of children’s books, and won the Isracl Museum award for children’s
ook illustration in 2004 and 2008. Since 1999 he has taught animation and illustration at
the Bezalel Academy of Arts and Design in Israel
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iep returned to the
Annex

But now Kleiman, our
intelligence source and main
supplier, bas severe stomach
problems. He s in and out
of bhe hospital.

With Miep out of commission, | think it's time to consider
he dismal situation of our eam of helpers. All of them are
angels sent from heaven. That was how they looked when
we entered the Annex.

Voskuijlis practically dying.  His daughter Bep spends most,
of her time taking care of him.

Miepis stuck in the office

because of the accident.

That leaves us with Mr. Kugler, [ Lyien | cant resist
who is up £o his neckinwork. | ghinking about what will

happenFour angels varish,
I plunge into deep sorrow.
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Friday, September 10,1943

Dear Kitty, Here is some of the best news of the war so far: Italy has capitulated!
Unconditionally surrendered!

Who would have dreamed TGS
that even here in the Annesx, Wi DANGEROUS STUFF- EXPLOSIVE
we would pay a price for the.
ealian surrender?

PLEASE, MIEP, 1 8EG YOU, BRING e
“THE EOOK ABOUT MUSSOLIN.

8UTYoU KNowW
'S BANNED!

Just imagine what hey would have done to her if they'd found the book.
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As you can see, I'm currently in the middle of a depression. | couldn't really tell you what
set it off, but | think it stems from my cowardice, which confronts me at every turn.

've been taking valerian
every day to fight the
anxiety and depression.
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hygiene conditions, killed thousands of prisoners, including Margot and, a few days
later, Anne. She must have died in late February or carly March. The bodies of both
girls were probably dumped in Bergen-Belsen’s mass graves. The camp was liberated
by British troops on April 12, 1945,

Otto Frank was the only one of the cight to survive the concentration camps. Afier
Auschwitz was liberated by Russian troops, he was repatriated to Amsterdam by way
of Odessa and Marseilles. He arrived in Amsterdam on June 3, 1945, and stayed there
until 1953, when he moved to Basel (Switzerland), where his sister with her family. his
mother, and later his brother lived. He married Elfriede Markovits Geiringer, originally
from Vienna, who had survived Auschwitz and lost a husband and son in Mauthausen.
Otto Frank pursued the worldwide publication of the diary and used all proceeds for
charitable and educational purposes. In 1963 he founded the Anne Frank Fonds Basel
(AFF). It was the only organization he established, designated as his universal heir
and chaired by Anne Frank's cousin, Buddy Elias, from 1996 until his death in 2015
As owner of the copyrights of the family archives, the AFF has the responsibility (o
publish the Diary of Anne Frank. To this day the AFF carries on in this tradition, ful-
filling Otto Frank’s legacy. Until his death on August 19, 1980, Otto Frank continued
o live in Birsfelden, outside Basel, where he devoted himself to sharing the message
of his daughter’s diary with people all over the world. He and his wife are buried in
Birsfelden.
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Thursday, September 16, 1943

Dear Kitky, Mr. van Maaren, who works in the warehouse, keeps me awake at night: with worries.

He is suspicious, he asks oo many questions, he's no fool, and he is cruel

SAY, MIEP, HOW COME YoU 60 TO
THE LAB 50 MANY TIMES A DAY?

THERE'S A BIG EXPERINENT
WERE DOING THERE

HEY, BEP, 1VE BEEN UPSTAIRS? FOR GOD'S SAKE,
WAITING FOR YOU FOR AGES! WHAT WERE YOU BOING
WHERE HAVE YOU BEEN THERE FOR 0 LONG?

HEY, MR, KUGLER,
WHERE ARE YOU OFF T07

THE DRUGSTORE
NEXT DOOK.

Van Maaren was so suspicious that Mr. Kugler had to sneak
up the stairs like a thief £o visit us.

R KUGLER, | SUSPECT THAT MIEP,

2P, AND KLEIMAN HAVE A SECRET BUSINESS
‘ON THE OTHER SIDE OF THE BUILDING.

NONSENSE! WIE DON'T EVEN OUN
THAT PART OF THE BUILDING,

At night, my obsessive thoughts about
Mr. van Maaren turn into nightmares...
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Afterword

On the moming of August 4, 1944, sometime between 10:00 and 10:30 a.m., a car
pulled up at 263 Prinsengracht. Several figures emerged: an SS sergeant, Karl Josef
Silberbauer, in full uniform, and at least three Dutch members of the Security Police,
armed but in civilian clothes. Someone must have tipped them off.

They amrested the eight people hiding in the Annex, as well as two of their helpers,
Victor Kugler and Johannes (Jo) Kleiman—though not Miep Gies and Elisabeth (Bep)
Voskuijl—and took all the valuables and cash they could find in the Annex.

After the arrest, Kugler and Kleiman were taken to a prison in Amsterdam. On Sep-
tember 11, 1944, they were transferred, without benefit of a trial, to a camp in Amers-
foort (Holland). Kleiman, because of his poor health, was released on September 18,
1944, He remained in Amsterdam until his death in 1959.

Kugler managed to escape his imprisonment on March 28, 1945, when he and his
fellow prisoners were being sent to Germany as forced laborers. He immigrated to
Canada in 1955 and died in Toronto in 1981.

Elisabeth (Bep) Voskuijl Wik died in Amsterdam in 1983,

Miep Santrouschitz Gies died on January 11,2010, in the Netherlands at the age of
one hundred; her husband, Jan, died in 1993.

Upon their arrest, the eight residents of the Annex were first taken t0 a prison in
Amsterdam and then transferred to Westerbork, the transit camp for Jews in the north
of Holland. They were deported on September 3, 1944, in the last transport to leave:
Westerbork, and arrived three days later in Auschwitz (Poland).

Hermann van Pels (van Daan) was, according to the testimony of Otio Frank, gassed
10 death in Auschwitz in October or November 1944, shortly before the gas chambers
were dismantled

Auguste van Pels (Petronella van Daan) was transported from Auschwitz to Bergen-
Belsen, from there to Buchenwald, then to Theresienstadt on April 9, 1945, and appar-
ently to another concentration camp afier that. It is certain that she did not survive,
though the date of her death is unknown.

Peter van Pels (van Daan) was forced o take part in the January 16, 1945, death
march from Auschwitz to Mauthausen (Austria), where he died on May 5, 1945, three
days before the camp was liberated.

Fritz Pfeffer (Albert Dussel) died on December 20, 1944, in the Neuengamme con-
centration camp, where he had been transferred from cither Buchenwald or Sachsen-
hausen.

Edith Frank died in Auschwitz-Birkenau on January 6, 1945, from hunger and
exhaustion.

Margot and Anne Frank were transported from Auschwitz at the end of October
and taken to Bergen-Belsen, a concentration camp near Hannover (Germany). The
typhus epidemic that broke out in the winter of 194445, as a result of the horrendous
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1 simply can’s imagine the world will ever be normal again for us. | do talk
about “after the war,” but it's as if | were talking about a castle in the air,
something that can never come brue.

I see the eight of us in the Annex as if we were a patch of blue sky
surrounded by menacing black clouds. The perfectly round spot on which
we're standing is still safe, but the clouds are moving in on us, and the
ring betueen us and the approaching danger i being pulled tighter and
tighter. We're surrounded by darkness and danger, and in our desperate.

search for a way out we keep bumping into each other.

We look at the fighting down below and the peace and beauty up above.
In the meantime, we've been cut off by the dark mass of clouds, so that
we can o neither up nor down. It looms before us like an impenetrable
wall, brying £o crush us, but not yet able to. | can only cry out and implore,
“Oh ririg, ring, open wide and let us out”
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[ oo B
S iy

All that: bickerin

nervous tension have beco
b

g ar me so stressful that | completely lost
my appetite. So they're trying to plump me up...
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Sunday, October 17,1943

Dearest Kitty, The

bad news is that the
van Daans are broke.
Aind they are raging]

money came from.

Obviously the van Daans
never thought how
FROBABLYIN M| | dangerous it would be if
van faaren starts érying
&0 figure out where the

VACKE 4
X

iivouRLier

ToumLe

15UGGEST YOU SELLYOUR SuIT,
SINGE YOU CLEARLY DON'T NEED IT HERE.

OH, REALLY? | WONDER HOW MANY DEAD.
RABBITS ARE N YOUR COATI THEY RE
PROBABLY WORTH A FORTUNE.

So first. (Mr. Kleiman tried
o sell Hermann's suit...
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Saturday, October 30,1943

WHY ARE YOU READING WELL, 1 HERE NOW-WHY ARE CANT YOU JUST LT e B2
YO READING iy 800K? FOR ONE SECOND!

‘MARGOTS BOOK?

WHATDO YOU cARE?
SHES NOT EVEN HERE.

N

O, ANNE, IMAGINE
F MARGOT HAD
TAKEN YOUR 800K,

1m0 FED UP

oH,ANNE,
Wi yoU AL YOU ARE 50 CHILDISH

I&'s not that: | love only Father. | love Margot and Mother too, but only because
they're Margot and Mother. | don't give a darn about them as people. As far as
I'm concerned, they can go jump in the lake. [t's different with Father. When | see
him being partial to Margot, praising her, hugging her, | feel a gnawing ache inside,
because 'm mad about him. | model myself on Father, and there’s no onein the.
world I love more. I&'s a pity he doesn’€ realize that he treats Margot differently

from me: Margot: just: happens to be

the cleverest the kindest the prettiest the bestll!
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Anne Frank’s Diary

The Graphic Adaptation

Anne Frank

Adapted by Ari Folman
Illustrations by David Polonsky
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Anne Frank’s Diary

The Graphic Adaptation

Adapted by Ari Folman
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Cast of Characters

The Frank Family

8040

Anne Frank Margot Frank Otto Frank (“Pin") Frank
Anne’s sister (three ears older)  Anne’s fther

‘The Other Residents
(Real names are in brackets)

23

Peter van Daan Petronella van Daan (*Madame™) Hermann van Daan  Albert Dussel (ihe dentist)
[Peter van Pels] [Auguste van Pels] [Hermann van Pels] [Fritz Profier]
Peter’s mother Peter’s fither

The Helpers

(o) Kl  Kugler Bep Vot
ountant at An Opekta employee A secrelary
ind Pectacon and the
s companies ofemploye

il Micp G
Opekta s eeretary

Jan Gies Johan Voskuijl
Miép's husband Bep's father and the

warehouse manager at Opekia
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No one would believe me, 1 have loving parents and a
but at the age of 13, | feel 16-year-old sister.
totally alone in this world.

WHAT ARE YOU WAITING FOR, ANNE?
‘COME AND OPEN YOUR PRESENTS!

Hanneli and
Jocauelimeare
SUppos: my best
s, bu Ivenover
had a real friend.

SHE DOES LIKE
T BE THE CENTER

OF ATTENTION,

DOESN'T SHE?

1 have a throng of admirers who can't keep.
their adoring eyes off me.

RO8, GO HOmE!!
| SWEAR M GOING
16 CALL THE POLICE!
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All | 6hink about when I'm with friends Much s | try, | can't get any closer to people.
is having a good time. | can’t bring myself That is why...

&0 talk about anything but ordinary

everyday things.

I knew you were speciall

as 500 as | saw you among my other presents..

R LDl

S0 you are going to
be Ehe closeds frend
Inever had in my lfe...

]

.and ('m going to call this
| Friend Kicty.
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Friday, June 16, 1944

Dearest Kitty, New problems: (Madame van D. is at her wits’end. She's talking about:

Gebting shot Being hanged

WL e,
you LAZY
NAZI COWARD!

PULL THE ROPE,
You Lazy.

Committing suicide.

IFyoU canTDO T,
i

Beingjealous

DID SHE REALLY
‘SPEND TIME IN
THIS BED? 1T STINKS.

4HO DOYOU THINK.
1S GOING TO CLEAN UP

UHEN YOURE GONE? / PERFECT TIMING, MOTHER

THE BRITISH ARE AT
THE FRONT DOOK...

RE you REALLS
TR

..quarrels, curses, cries, feels
Sorry for herself, and starts
all over again.

| WILL DIE ALONE,

HERE IN THE DARK,
NOBODY WILL NOTICE

FRANKLY,
MY DEAR,
1BONT GIVE

ONCE YouRE DEAD,
YOURENO LADY.
ANYMORE

SHE'S FINALLY LOST S0mE
LEIGHT, DONT YOU THINK?
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One of the many questions that have often bothered me is why women have been, and still are,
thought to be 5o inferior o men. It's easy to say it's unfair, but that's not enough for me; I'd
really like £o know the reason for this great injustice.

GIRLS You wANT
Soie Fo0L?

NOTHANKS,
WERE HAPPY JUST
FEEBING YOU.

Soldiers and war heroes are
honored and commemorated,
explorers are granted
immortal fame, martyrs are

fMen presumably dominated
wornen from the very
beginning because of Gheir
greater physical strength.
Women silently went along
with bhis, which was stupid.

But how many people look upon women £oo as soldiers? Women, who struggle and suffer pain
o ensure the continuation of bhe human race, make much tougher and more courageous
soldiers than all those big-mouthed freedom-fighting heroes pu together. It's easy for men
o balk—they don't and never will have to bear the woes that women do!

Fortunately, education, work, and progress have opened women's eyes. In many countrics they've been
granted equal rights; many people, mainly women but also men, now realize how wrong it was to
tolerate this state of affairs for 50 long. Modern women want the right to be completely independent!
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Dearest Kitty,

We've received a book from the library with the
challenging title What Do You Think of the Modern
Young Gir(?

I'd like to discuss this subject today.

The writer criticizes “voday's youth” from head to toe, though
without dismissing bhem afl a4 ‘hopeless cases” On the contrary,
she believes they have it within Gheir power to build a bigger,
better, and more beautiful world, but that: they occupy
themselves with superficial things, without: giving a thought

o true beauty.

In some passages | had the strong feeling that the writer was
directing her disapproval at me, which is why | finally want to
bare my soul o you and defend myself against this attack.

I have one outstanding character trait that must be
obvious to anyone who's known me for any length of time:
I'have a great deal of self-knowledge. In everything | do,

| can watch myself as if | were a stranger. | can stand
across from the everyday Anne and, without being biased
or making excuses, wabch what she’s doing, both the good

and She bod, This self-awareness never leaves me, and

every time [ open my mouth, | think, "You should have said

that differently” or “That's fine the way it is.” | condemn

myself in so many ways that; I'm beginning to realize the

truth of Father's adage: “Every child has €0 raise itself.”

Parents can only advise their children or point them in

the right direction. Ultimately, people shape their own :

characters. In addition, | face life with an extraordinary \

amount of courage. | feel 50 strong and capable of bearing \

burdens, so young and free! When | first realized this, )
I'was glad, because it means | can more easily withstand
the blows life has in store.

Why didn’t Father support me.in my struggle? Why did
e il shor® when he bried t0 oFfer e a helping hand?
The answer is: he used the wrong methods. He always
talked to me as if | were a child going through a difficult
phase, It sounds crazy, since Fabher's the only one who's
given me a sense of confidence and made me Feel as i I'm
asensible person. But he overlooked one thing: he failed
0 see that this struggle to triumph over my difficulties
was more important to me than anything else.

il this hasns been my greatest disappointment. No,
['6hink abouts Peter much more than | do about Father.
1 know very well that he was my conquest, and not the





index-142_1.jpg
Thursday, July &, 1944

My blood runs cold when Peter talks about becoming a criminal or a speculator. | have the
feeling he's afraid of his own weakness, but he's not the only one.

1F ONLY | HAD YOUR PLUCK. 1F ONLY (HAD. v,
AND YOUR STRENGTH! YOUR DRIVEL PROBAELY NOTHING

IF ONLY, IF ONLY.
WIHAT WOULD Y0
DO THEN?

1F YoU koW YOU'RE weAK, ) ‘secause s mucH
S CHERERE ) G

=

o1y ANNE,
1 4G WERK.

Peter's beginning o lean on me.and | don't want that, not under any circumstances. [ve been drifting
around at sea, have spent days searching for an effective antidote o that: terrible word “easy.”
Houw can | make it clear to him that, while it may seem eazy and wonderful, it will drag him down to
the depths, b0 a place where el no longer find friends, support, or beauty, so far down that he may

never rise £o bhe surface again?
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Tuesday, June 13, 1944

Dearest Kitby, The British have finally rolled up their sleeves and got: down to work. Those
who keep claimming they don't want: to be occupied by the British don't realize how unfair
they're being. Their line of reasoning boils down &0 this: Britain must fight, struggle, and
sacrifice ibs sons to liberate Holland and the other occupied countries. Afver that the British
shouldn't remain in Holland: they should offer their most abject apologies to all the occupied
countries, resbore bhe Dutch Eask Indies to its rightful owner, and then reburn, weakened
and impoverished, to Britain. What a bunch of idiots. Al those Dutch people who still look
down on the British, scoff at Britain and its government of aging lords, call thern cowards,
yet habe the Germans, should be given a good shaking, the way you'd plump up a pillow.
Maybe that would straighten out their jumbled brains!
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Second rumor: “The Franks book off for a long vacation in the countryside.”

Third rumor: “A neighbor swears she saw you being loaded into some kind of military vehicle
in the middle of the night.”

UHY DID yOU HAVE OH, ANNE, DON'T OVERREACT, HE RS JUST MAKING A JOKE.

0 MENTION THAT,
YU EViL mAN
; !
’ A IOKE?
|/ WHAT SORT OF A
/ JOKE 15 THAT!

{5 Perer, come o pinNeR
RMEDIATELY!!

2
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The chamber pot. was not the only thing that Madame van Daan kept hidden. Basically,
everything considered a “ladies’ essentidl” made a disappearing act.

PETER, COME DOWN
URMEDIATELY!

First rumor: “A German 55 officer who served with Otto in World War | managed to smuggle
you all across the Swiss border.”

GOOD AFTERNOON, THE BANK WILL OPEN SOON.

1ASSUME YOU BROUGHT SOME JEWISH MONEY T0 DEPOSIT?

25
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But Peter never comes down: he's always dying from some horrible disease.

AN AANNANNNAL

DEAR GOD! MY LUMBAGO 1S KILLING (el

Z HoLy moses, my KibNEYS ~
‘ARE FAILING!

EDITH, | WONDER HOL) YOU IMANAGED TO RAISE
TWO COMPLETELY DIFFERENT PERSONALITIES -
'ANNE AND IMARGOT-IN THE SAME HOUSE...

(MIND YOU, LADIES, 11 1N THE RO,

1WONDER WHY YOU DIDN'T WEAR YOUR FUR COAT F ONLY YOU WOULD LEARN SOME
TODAY. IT'S PRETTY CHILLY OUTSIDE, ISN'T IT? MANNERS FROM YOUR SISTER!
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Monday, September 21,1942

Dear Kitty, Since the van Daans' arrival, we have had a regular | A DEAD, YU ARE DEAD:
daily routine. In the mornings, while the workers are busy i€ 19 DEAD, GHE 5 DEAD,
dounstairs, we must remain deadly quiet. That is when we WE ARE AL DEAD.
study and learn things by heart.

TRIFRIN, VOUS AVEZ FAIM; ‘SON PERFETTO, SE1 PERFETTO
LA PRI, ELLE A FAIN; LUI £ PERFETTO;LEI £ PERFETTA
NOUS SOMMES TOUS AFFAMES;
LS ONT FAIM,

J€ SUIS JOLIE; JE SUIS JOLIE;
3 SUIS JOLIE; JE SUIS JOUIE

TACORDON BLEU CHOUCROUTE GARNIE:
T KILD PICKLED CAEBAGE, AVKAATAATAITHTOYE TON AAEAGO
1.4/, CUPS VINEGAR, 2 T8S SALT MOY 10 0 TAGOY.
2KILOS FRANKFURTER SAUSAGES ,
300 GR. BACON, 3 TES,

Tmean, those who

can be silent for

three minutes
ht.

At 12:30 p.m. the warehouse men go home for lunch and the whole
jang breathes a sigh of relief. Bep and Miep from the office bring us
00d, but we must eat in complete silence.

(( 50 wHATIS T Now, cagsacE AGAIN?
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Friday, July 21,1944

Dearest Kitty, 'm finally getting optimistic. Now, at last, things are going welll They really are!
Great news! An assassination attempt has been made on Hitler's life.

e am ok Y [ e ronaormsunse-

MY WIFE 15 DEPRESSED TLLRUKAFTER K,
T home. —

DON'T BOTHER,
HIS WIFE WILLKILL
HIM ANYWRY.

AcommuNisT?

o, MEIN FUHRER,
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I

'ANNE, PLERSE COME OUT...NO ONE IS ANGRY T YOU.

LEAVE HER ALONE, SHE'S JUST A CHILDI

PLEASE TRY T0 BE GENTLER WITH HER.
THINK OF HOU AFRAID SHE MUST 8.

i
7\‘

= IMEDICINE WONT HELP,
7' AL ABOUT DISCIPLINE

I

N
A

LOOK WHAT A BEAUTIFUL DRESS | BOUGHT FOR ANNEL
) s 57 |
THAT'S NICE. SHE' BEEN g
50 5AD LATELY. b

29






index-144_1.jpg
LU\

{ B
y

other way around. | created an image of him in my mind, pictured
him as a quiet, sweet, sensitive boy badly in need of friendship and
love! I needed to pour out my hear® to a living person. | wanted
afriend who would help me And my way agair.| accomplished what
e out to do and drew him, slowly buf surely, toward me. When

I finally go him £o be my friend, it automatically developed into an
intimacy that, when | think about it now, seems outrageous. It was
amistake £o use intimacy to get closer £o him, because in doing so,

I uled 0wt other forms of friendship, He longs bo be loved, and | can
see he's beginning to like me more with each passing day. | forced
Peter, more than he realizes, to get close to me, and now he’s holding
on for dear life. | honestly don't see any effective way of shaking him
offand geting him back on his own two feet. | soon realized he could
never be a kindred spirit, but still tried to help him break out of his
narrow world and expand his youthful horizons.

“Deep down, the young are lonelier than the old.” | read bhis in a book
somewhere and i€’s stuck in my mind. As far as | can tell, it's rue.

So if you're wondering whether it's harder for the adults here than
for the children, the answer is no, it’s certainly not. Older people
have an opinion about everything and are sure of themselves and
their actions. It’s twice as hard for us young people £o hold on o our
opinions at a time when ideals are being shatbered and destroyed,
when the worst side of human nature predominates, when evéryone
has come to doubt truth, justice, and God.

Anyone who claims that the old people have a more

difficult time in the Annex doesn't realize that the problems

have a far greater impact on us. We're much too young ko deal with
these problems, but they keep thrusting themselves on us until,
finally, we're forced to think up a solution, though most of the time
our solutions crumble when faced with the facts. It's difficult in
times like these: ideals, dreams, and cherished hopes rise within us,
only to be crushed by grim reality. It's a wonder | haven't abandoned
all my ideals, bhey seem so absurd and impractical. Yet | cling to
them because | sEill believe, in spite of everything, that people are
truly good at heart.

1&'s ugterly impossible for me &0 build my life on a foundation

of chaos, suffering, and death. [ see the world being slowly
&ransformed into a wilderness, | hear the approaching thunder that,
one day, will destroy us too, | feel the suffering of millions. And yet,
when [Took up at the sky, | somehow feel that everyehing will change
for the better, that this cruelby koo will end, that peace and
eranquilicy will return once more. In the meantime, | must hold on
to my ideals.

Perhaps the day will come when I'll be able to realize them!

Yours, Anne M. Frank
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It's time for dinner.
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Tuesday, August 1, 1944

Dearest Kitby,

“A bundle of contradictions” was the end of my previous letter and is the
beginning of this one. Can you please tell me exactly what “a bundle of
contradictions” is? What does "contradiction” mean? Like so many words, it can
be interpreted in two ways: a contradiction imposed from without and one.
imposed from within. The former means not accepting other people’s opinions,
always knowing best, having the last word; in short, all those unpleasant traits
for which I'm known. The latter, for which I'm not known, is my own secret. As
I've told you many times, I'm split in two. One side contains my exuberant
cheerfulriess, my flippancy, my joy in life, and, above all, my abifity to appreciate
the lighter side of things. By Ehak | mean not finding anyEhing wrong with
Flivkablors, a s, an etabrace; @ satiy Joka. Ol | can be an amasing elown foran
afvernoon, but afver that everyone’s had enough of me to last a month.

Actually, 'm what a romantic film is to a profound thinker—a mere diversion,
acomic interlude, something that is soon forgotten: not bad, but not
particularly good ither... 'm afraid that people who kow me as | usually am
will discover [ have another side, a better and finer side. I'm afraid they'll mock
me, think I'm ridiculous and sentimental and not take me seriously. So the
nice Anne i never seen in company. She’s never made a single appearance,
though she almost always takes the stage when I'm alone. | know exactly how
I'd like to be, how | am...on the inside. But unfortunately I'm only like that
with myself. And perhaps that's why—no, I'm sure that's the reason why—

[ think of myself as happy on the inside and other people think I'm happy on
the utside. The happygo-lucky Ane laughs,gives a fippants reply, shrigs her
shoulders, and pretends she couldn't care [ess. The quiet Anne reacts in just
the opposite way. If 'm being completely honest, Ill have to admit that it
does matter £o me, that I'm trying very hard to change myself, but that I'm
always up against a more powerful enemy. A voice within me is sobbing, “You
see, that's what's become of you. You're surrounded by negative opinions,
dismayed looks, and mocking faces, people who dislike you, and all because you
don't listen to the advice of your own better half.” Believe me, I'd like to listen,
but it doesn’t work, because if I'm quiet and serious, everyone thinks I'm putting
onanew act and | have £o save myself with a joke, and then 'm not even talking
about my own family, who assume | must be ill, stuff me with aspirins and
sedatives, feel my neck and forehead to see if | have a temperature, ask about
my bowel movements, and berate me for being in a bad mood, until | just can’t
keep it up anymore, because when everybody starts hovering over me, | get
cross, then sad, and finally end up turning my heart inside out, the bad part
on the outside and the 900d part on the inside, and keep trying to find a way
o become what I'd like to be and what | could be if... if only there were no
other people in the world.

Yours, Anne M. Frank

Anne’s diary ends here.
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At 5:30 p.m. all the workers finish for the
day, and that signals the beginning of our
nightly freedom. First it's time for a bath,
but we only have one tin tub to share.

Obviously, Madame van Daan hasn't decided
where o take her bat!

WHY MUST YOU INSIST ON CARRYING THAT UPSTAIRS?
CAN'T YOU BATHE IN THE OFFICE LIKE EVERYONE ELSEZ

HAVE YoU SEEN ME
NAKED RECENTLY?

Let’s just say Mother takes her bath ina
well-protected environment.

3
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. ANY SOLDIER WHO KNOWS THAT
Hitler escaped, unfortunately, with onl ONE OF HIS SUPERIORS WAS
a few minor burns and scratches. A number INVOLVED IN'THIS COWARDLY.

X ATTENPT ON THE FUHRER'S LIFE
of bhe officers and generals who were TEPT ONTHE rOMKERS U

nearby were killed or wounded. The head

of the conspiracy has been shot. This s the
best proof we've had so far that man:
officers and generals are fed up with €he war
and would like to see Hitler sink into a
bottomless pit.

They plan to establish a .rearm themselves _.and after a Few decades,
mili€ary dictatorship, make secretly.. Start a new war.
peace with the Allies...

FRITZ, LOOK HOW FAT
THE BRITS HAVE BECOME!

Now that the Fhrer's order is
t, imagine this: Lictle Fritz.
is flecing the Russian army,
his feet hurt from running.

HAWAS THAT EAST
ENOUGH FOR YOU?
{ 1¥now you,you e

\_ 70 KILUTHE FUHRER! / /,,]

FRITZ, WHY ARE YOU ALWAYS.
LAST, yOU SLOWPOKE!

— =g

Eventually, every time an officer sees a soldier or gives an order, hell be practically wetting his pants,
because the soldiers have more say-so than he does. Germans killing Germans: the Allies’dream.

SRy

e
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SECRET ENTRANGE
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After we arrived in the Annex, we learned that: Mr. and
7 EooREYE TS monNETR s, van Daan and their son, Peter, would be hiding with us.

| CAN'T UNDERSTAND WHY FATHER
(GAVE THE VAN BAANS THE BIGGEST,

IMOST COMFORTABLE ROOM.

WHY NOT? IT'S JUST LIkE
FATHER TO DO THAT!

It took some time before | was able to write | | |was worried | might have writers block,
o you. but | am eager to tell you everythin

You no doubt want to hear what | think of
being in hiding. Well, all | can say is that |
don't really know yet. | don't Ehink Il ever
feel a home in this house, but that doesn’t
mean | hate it. It's more like being on
holiday in some strange hotel.

On our first evening in the Annex, we gathered in the van Daans’ room, which is also our shared
living room, to listen to the BBC radio broadcast from London.
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Sunday, July 12-Wednesday, September 2, 1942

IF1 MUST DIE HERE, | MIGHT AS WELL

I 1 MUSTDIE HERE, | SHALL HAVE
BE SITTING ON /Y CHAIMBER POT.

(ONE (HORE CUP OF FINE CHINESE TEA.

/M SURE EDITHTOO HAS HER OLIN PERSONAL
HIDING PLACE.

24

Dear Kitty, Today the van Daans finally joined us in the Annex. As soon as they entered the
room, each carrying their most precious possession, | could tell what: they would be like.
Mr. van Daan is a spice expert who used to work in Father's company. fYirs. van Daan looks
like a diva from hell. And their son, Peter, is afraid of his own shadow.

PETER, STOP READING.
THAT HAGAZINE AND
COME DOLN IMMEDIATELY!

1HAVE NO PLANS TO DIE
HERE-THERE 16 50
MUCH TO LIVE FOR!
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REMEMBER, ANNE, PETER HAS HE CAN ERSILY BE INFLUENCED. BUTHE CAN DO BAD THINGS
NOSTRENGTH OF CHARACTER. 050 600D. A WELL

Father's unhappy with me. After our talk on Sunday he thought I'd stop going
uﬁstairs every evening, He won't have any of that "nazkinz” going on. | can’t stand
that: word. Talking abou it was bad enough-why does he have to make me

feel bad ool Il have a word with him today. Margot: gave me some good advice.
Here's more or less what I'd like to say:

1 6hink you expect an explanation from me, Father, so Il give you one.

You're disappointed in me, g expected more restraint, from e, you no doubt
want me £0 act the way a fourteen-year-old is supposed to. But that's where
you're wrong!

Since we've been here, from July 1942 until a few weeks ago, | haven’t had an easy time.
I£only you knew how much used o cry at night, how unhappy and despondent | was,
how loriely | felt, you'd understand my wanting £o o upstairs! ['ve now reached the point
where | don't need the support of Mobher or anyone else. | know ' an independent
erson, and | don's feel | need £o account: o you for my actions. 'm only belling you this
ecause| o' warts you to think [t doing Chings behind your back, Bufs here ol one
person I'm accountable to, and that's me. When [ was having problems, everyone—and that
Includes you—closed their eyes and ears and didn't help me. On the contrary, all [ ever got.
were admonitions not to be so noisy. | was noisy only to keep myself from being miserable
all the time. Now that i¢'s over, nous that | know the batkle has been won, I'm independent,
in both body and mind , now | want £o go my own way, to follow the path that seems
right to me: Don’t think of me as a fourteen-year-old, since all these troubles have made
me older; | won't regret: my actions, ll behave the way | think | should!

Yours,
Anne.
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Tuesday, May 2-Friday, May 5,1944

Dearest Kitty, On Saturday night | asked Peter whether he thinks | should tell Father about us.
After we'd diccussed it, he said he thought | should. | was glad; it shows he's sensible, and sensitive.

DADDY, | EXPECT YOUVE GATHERED.
THAT WHEN PETER AND | ARE TOGETHER
WE DON'T EXACTLY SIT AT OPPOSITE
ENDS OF THE ROOM.

| - — ]
15 ALAYS THE AN Uk
DONTGOUPTo I S0 OFTEN, DONTENCOURAGEMIMNORE it e ACTVE KOLE AND

THAN YOU CAN HELP IT. 1T'5 UP TO THE WOMAN TO
SET THE LIMITS,

I
b =
OTHER 80Y5 AND GIRLS, BUTYOU? AND i YOU IIGHT HURT Hift, ANNE,
THEY ¢AN GO OUTSIDE.. YOU CANT 60 AUIAY, YOURE CAGED. MORE THAN YOU KNIOW.
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I've often been down in the dumps, but never desperate. | look upon our life in hiding as an
interesting adventure, ful of danger and romance, and every privation as an amusing
addition to my diary. lve made up my mind to lead a different life from obher girls, and not
o become an ordinary housewife later on. What 'm experiencing here is a good beginning
o an interesting life, and that's the reason—the only reason—why | have o laugh at the
humorous side of the most dangerous moments.
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Dearest Kitiy, A you can no doubt imagine, we often say in despair, Lohat's the point; of the
war? Why, ok, why can't people live together peacefully? Why all this destruction?

Why is England manufacturing bigger and

~.and at the same time churning out
better airplanes and bombs...

new houses for reconstruction?

hile nok a penny is available for medical
ence?

.when mountains of food are rotting
away in other parts of the world?

There's a destructive urge in people, the urge to rage, murder, and kill. And until all of
humarity, without exception, undsrqoss a metamorphosi, wars willcontinue to be waged,
and evergbhing that has been carefully buile up, cultivated, and grown willbe cut down and
destroyed, only o start all over again!
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Friday, April 28,1944

Dearest Kitty,

Something extraordinary happened €0 me yesterday: | realized, for the first time, that.
there is not only one Anne Frank, bub, surprisingly, two Anne Franks. Peter and | were
sibting on the divan, s usual, when suddenly the everyday Arme slipped away and the
second Anne took her place. The second Anne, who's never overconfident or amusing,
but wants only to love and be loved.

The gentle Anne makes infrequent appearances, and she's not: about o let herself be
shoved out of the door 0 soon after she's arrived. The second Anne is here to stay!ll
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E BUT EVERY TUNE SHE TALKS TO ME FOR MORE
VE ANOTHER GIRLFRIEND? THAN FIVE MINUTES STRAIGHT,  FALL
LEEP FOR TWO HOU

you ko
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Tuesday, June 6, 1944

My dearest Kitty, This is D-Day, the BEC announced at 12. “This is the day.”
The invasion has begun!

Eleven bhousand planes are shuttling back and forth or standing by to land troops and
bombs behind enemy ines. The French coast was bombarded wich five thousand Ave
hundred tons of bombs during the night. Four thousand landing craft and small boats
are continually arriving in the area between Cherbourg and Le Havre. British and
American troops are already engaged in heavy combat. Dummies made of straw and
rubber were dropped from Ehe air behind German lines, and they exploded the minute
they hit the ground. Many paratroopers, their faces biackened o they couldn't be seen
in the dark, landed as well. Oh, Kitty, the best. part about the invasior is that | have
the feeling that friends are on the way. Those awful Germans have oppressed and
threatened us for 0 long that the thought of friends and salvation means everything
o us! Now it's not just the Jews, but Holland and all of occupied Europe.

Maybe, Margot says, | can even go back to school in September or October.
Yours, Anne M. Frank
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Dearest Kitby, It seems like years since Sunday morning. So much has happened.
On Sunday afternoon | came back home from a stroll with Hello, and found Margot and
Mogher on the couch. Margot was crying and Mother was hugging her.

Mother never hugs her.
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Sunday, July 5-Saturday, July 11,1942

DADDY, WHY HAVE T ¢ lunderstood immediately
FROM THE HOUSE? FURNITURE, 5. what he mea

I realized we were going into hiding,
but | couldn’t imagine where our
hiding place would be.
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Mother woke us at 5:30 the next morning YOU KNOL, ANNE, PERHAPS YOU WERE RIGHT
The four of us were wrapped in so man; 'RBOUT THE MEMORIES,
layers of clothes, you would not believe it!

The plan was to make everything look as if we'd run away in a hurry.
Faher left anote for the neighbor saying we'd fled to Switzerland.
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Miep drank ten schnapps and smoked bhree cigaretbes—could this be our bemperance.
advocate? |F Mep drankall chose, | wonder how many her spouse managed to
toss down?

1 kel you, we were practically pulling the words right out of her mouth. We were gaghered
around her as if we'd neverin all our lives heard of delicious food or elegant people!
16 Miep had taken us along o the party,there wouldr's have been any roll ef over for

he other guests. IF we'd been there, we'd have snatched up everything in sight, including
‘the furniture. The world is a crazy place!

Yours, Anne M. Frank
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Margot and | immediately started packing our most important. | | | stuck the craziest things in,
belongings into a satchel. Just imagine trying to choose but I'm not sorry.

what £o ake for alife in hiding! It was almost impossible. emories mean more to me
than dresses.

A midnight, Miep and Jan Gies from Father's
company arrived. They took away our
belonsirss 6o the place where we would

< hiding.

USEFUL?] SINCE WHEN HAS BEING USEFUL
MADE ANYONE HAPPY IN THIS LIFE?

DARLING MOORTJE, | CAN'T BELIEVE THIS 15
THE LAST TIME WE'LL SNUGGLE TOGETHER,
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Monday, May 8, 1944

Dearest Kitty, Have | ever told you anzth;n;i‘aboub our family? | don't think | have, 50 let.
me begin. Father was born in Frankfuré am Main ©o very wealthy parents:

In his youth, Father led the | [ “AooNEoF Y0

life ofa rich man's son. 1R, FRANKE

PAPA, 1 AFRATD TS
700 HEAVY FOR M.

£ PINK CHAMPAGNE
15 A 1900 VINTAGE.
EOTTOMS UP!

OF COURSE TS5,
L < Pure coLs!

Mother also came from a But it was all lost during the | | Personally, 'm not o set on
fairly well-off family. She Great War, when Father's abourgesis life, but | still
used to attend privabe bank went bankrupt:. have visions of parties and

balls with 250 guests.

gorgeous dresses.
every weekend.

Talking of money, Miep told us about her causin's engagement party, which she went to on
Saturday. The cousin's parents are rich, and the groom’s are even richer. Miep made our
Mouths water telling about the food that was served. We had nothing but two spoonfuls
of porridge.

VEGETABLE S0UP WITH MEATEALLS,
MEATROLLS, GATEAU, CHEESE ROLLS,
HORS D/OEUVRES MADE WITH 665
AND ROAST BEEF.
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Then | realized how tricky it was £o get But no one would suspect that the back
around Father’s office building. conains a whole
The front is all offices and storerooms...

Avery steep staircas;
bookease bhat swings out and leads to;
the Secret Annex!
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And now something else. You've known for a long time that; my greatest wish is to be a journalist
and, later o, a famous writer. We'll have o wait and see if these grand illusions (or delusions!)
will ever come true, but till now I've had no lack of topics. In any case, after the war I'd like to
publish a book called The Secret Annex.

Meanushile, | practice with short stories, and | recently finished one, “Cady's Life.”

How couLp you?
You ko rif 50
CONCERNED WITH THE
PLIGHT OF THE JEWS.

O, HANS, | AN STILL
50 WEAK UITHOUT YO,

Cady is stillin a sanatorium,  When she gets out of the Cady has bo break up wich
recovering from the sanatorium she learns that  Hans again.
departure of Hans. Hans has become a Nazi.

o4, caDY, TueD A e,
TRUSTME, | KNOW 1 MISSED YOU BUT SHE DIED

EVERVTHING AEOUT S et W0 yEARS KGO,
BROKEN HEARTS.

1DONT
BELIEVE you.

SHE KILLED
HERSELF.

In order to recover, Years later, Cady meets Hans
she studies nursing. by chance, at Lake Como.

O, capy,
preace
mARRY mey

Cady marries a well-to-do
man named Simon. She grows
o love him, but not as much
as Hans. Hans is always in the
back of her mind.

P.5."Cady” is not just sentimental nonsense, it’s based on the story of Father's life!
He married the first woman he met after the love of his life left him.
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There was danger lurking on every street corner. THOSE JEUS.. NEVER WARM ENOUGH FOR THEIN

What a huge surprise it was
o arrive at Father's office!

The staff had been informed of our coming,
and they welcomed us warmly.

20
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Thursday, May 11,1944

Dearest Kisty, | am terribly busy at the moment,and asstrange as it may sound, | don's have
my pile of work

chough cihe £6 get Ghroug

&

This week: finished
reading 250 pages  of Galileo's biography
o Galifeo Gallel (240 pages).

Next week: second part This weeks finished firstNext week: work out
velume of the biography the many genedlosleal
harles V.

of Charles V. charts o

aghijs

Eniched studying the NextueckitheNine  Learn 50 Gresk Learn 50 French
Seven Years' Years' War. words by heart. words by heart.

My Greeks—Theseus, Oedipus, Orpheus, Jason, Next week, my beloved movie stars:
and Hercules—needed some attention. who won which awards and when.
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Wednesday, June 24-Wednesday, July 1, 1942

Dearest Kibty,

Recently Mother is always asking me who I'm going to marry when | grow up.
But | bet she'll never guess it/s my classmate Peter Schiff, because | talked
her out of that idea myself, without batbing an eyelash.

Ilove Peter, whom | call Petel, as 've never loved anyone, and | tell myself
he's only going around with other girls to hide his feelings for me.
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AT LEAST THE MOON HAS NO RELIGION.

AND WERE NOT ALLOWED
TOVISIT CHRISTIAN FRIENDS,
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Dear Kitty, [t's onl
we spoke, but alot

been a few days since
as changed

i

10 HELLO, DON'T YOU REMEMBER ME?
WILHA SECOND COUSIN,

oH,yes.

=
AN | ACCOMPANY YOU TO SCHOOL?

Somethin

unexpected happened yesterday,
when | wnﬂ( s % ; 4

ed past the bicycle lane.

I almost looked as if he'd been waiting for
me.all night.

From that day on, Hello was waiting for me
every morning

It was obvious he was desperately in love
wiith he. And everybody was talkiig about it...

E LOORE OLD ENOUGH,
{
0 € HER UNCLE!

DOESN'T HE HAVE
‘A GIRLFRIEND?

HE 15 50 BORING!
HOW CANYOU STAND T2

TALKING AEOUT 80YS
AGAIN, ANNE?

{FIND HIM KIND OF SWEET, VERY
POLITE, CLEAN, DECENT LOOKING.

FTDOESN'T IMATTER, ILL NEVER

FALLIN LOVE WITH Hifh ANYWRY.

WELL, [LIKE HIM, AND AT LERST
| BONTHAVE TO LIGRRY ABOUT YOU.
WANDERING THE DANGEROUS STREETS
'ALONE, NOW THAT HELLO'S ALWAYS
Y YOURSIDE,
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Dearest Kitty, It's sweltering. Everyone is huffing and puffing, and in this heat | have
o walk everywhere. Only now do | realize how pleasant a tram is, but we Jews are no
longer allowed to make use of this luxury; our own two feet are good enough for us.
There are still some good people out there: the ferryman at Jozef Israelskade took us
across when we asked him to. 1&'s not the fault of the Dutch that we Jews are having
such abad time.

IDONT PERFORIM
FOR JEWISH SWINE!
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Tuesday, March 28,1944

1M SORRY, DARLING, BUT

AFRAID YOU CAN'T GO UP THERE
ANYIMORE. CAN'TYOU SEE THE

POORBOY 15 DESPERATELY IN LOVE
WITHYOU? HE' 50 (ISERABLE.

1AM 50 FATIGUED... AND DESPERATE.
WHERE, GH WHERE, 15 1Y ONLY SON
WHEN | TRULY NEED Hifi?

You CAN AL KEEP oN
WHINING, BUT FLL NEVER
‘GIVE UP ON PETER!

1FYOUDONT SEE I,

T ISN'THAPPENING.

IFITISNT HAPPENING,
ITDOESN'T HURT.

YOURE 50 VAIN, ANNE,
YOU PROBABLY THINK THE
ANNEX 5 AL ABOUT YOU...

175 EMBARRASSING
HOW POSSESSIVE YOU ARE
OF OUR PGOR SON..

e
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Wednesday, March 29, 1944

Dear Kitty, . Bolkestein,the Cabinet minister, speaking on the Dutch broadcast from
London, sdid that after the war a collection would be made of diaries and letters dealing
with the war. OF course, everyone pounced on my diary. Just imagine how interesting it
Would be iFl were 80 publish & novel about the Secret Annex

In the year 3001, archacolo
will expose the biggest sensation
of the decade: an entire house
from the WWIl era.

WEY, 6055, LOOK ) E 175 NOT A NGVEL TS A DIARY.
Wt iron ) @ \ RDIARY FRom ANGIENT TInES,
( BACK WHEN JEWS WERE
EXTERMINATED.

They willlearn of rightened women who They will learn how buildings can tremble
had £ run during air raids. when 350 British planes drop 550 tons
oFbombs a day.
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Idon't understand it: Why are the old people poking their noses into our business again?
They have no idea of what draws us together! Fortunately, I'm used to hiding my feelings,

50| manage not to show how insane | am about him.

When he lays his head on

When he plays with Mouschi,  When he carries potatoes
o the attic, he is so strong.

his arms and closes his eyes,  he is 5o loving.
e s skill a child.

And when he's so awkward
and clumsy, he's helplessly
endearing;

He is 50 brave when he .01 patrols the warehouse
goes to watch bhe gunfire. o look for bhieves.

BECAUSE OF THE TWO.
BEAUTIFUL BINMPLES ON

Most important, | haven't had many
VOUR CHEEKS,

ople tell me I'm pretty.
el yesterday T

AN you JusT
A WHy D0 YoU

SULEFOR M ALUIAYS ASK ME
TosmiLe?

1 AS BORN WITH THEM

THE ONLY MARK OF BEAUTY
1POSSESS.
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Mr. Dussel has told us much about the outside world we've missed for solong.

HOW MUCH FOR A FAMILY OF FIVE JEWS?

i Fireen GUILDERS PER HeAD,

60TONO. 15, THIRD FLOOR,
LEFT DOOK. FIVE HEADS,

In the evenings, when it's dark, | often see long lines of good, innocent: people, accompanied by
crying children, walking on and on unil Ghey nearly drop. No one s spared. The sick, the elderly,
children, babies—all are marched to their death.
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I had prepared a brochure for Mr, Dussel, to explain the regulations at the Annex.

lique Facility for the Temporary Accommodation of Je
% and Other Dispossessed Persons

Location: Beautiful, quiet, wooded
surroundings in the heart of Amsterdam.
No private residences in vicinity.

Food: Low-fat only! Breakfast: 9:00 am.
(in silence, excluding weekends).

Lunch 145-145

(in'slence, excluding weekends).

Dinner: Depends on news broadcasts.

During mealtimes:
No German stations allowed.

Alcohol: For medicinal
purpases only.

Baths: At your own risk,
ak nighttime or on weekends.
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Thursday, December 10, 1942

Dear Kitty, At last, after six months in the Annex, I've
discovered the one thing M. van Daan is good at. It happened
one day when M. Kleiman arrived with a grin on his face.

LOOK WHAT A DEAL | GOT
'ON THE BLACK MARKE'

USING MY SECRET SPICE BLEND, WE'LL HAVE ENOUGH
TG LIVE ON FOR LONGER THAN THE HUNDRED YEARS'
UIAR BETLIEEN ENGLAND AND FRANCE!

FINALLY, AFTER SIX MONTHS!
TUIS 15 & DREAN COME TRUE

Mr.van Daan was hired for his
nouledge ofspces and yoty
to our great delight, it’s his
sausage talents that have
come n handy.

(He likes to eat them, t0o...)

weLL, mayge you

SHOULDN'T HAVE GROWN

5UCH A FAT BEHIND SINCE
"ARRIVING HERE.

DIDN'T NAPOLEON DIE FROM EATING.
T00 MUCH PRESERVED MEAT?

HE DID, BUT THAT'S BECAUSE
THE PGOR MAN DIBN'T HAVE
MY SECRET FORMULA,
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Sunday, April 16, 1944

Dear Kitby, Remember yesterday's date, since it was a red-letter day for me. Isn't it an
important day for every girl when she gets her first kiss? Well, then, it's no less important o me.

50,15 HE GOING 7 ‘mAysE TS U
TO MAKE A MOVE ~ABOUT FRIENDSHIP.

BEFORE THE WAR AFTER ALL
\ ENDS..?

Last night at eight; | was
with Peter on his divan,
in our usual position.

WeLL PETER.
(7' AFTER NINE
TiME 10 6O,

But bhen..just as | was looking left and he was looking right and we accidentally switched sides,
it happened!






index-50_1.jpg
Friday, November 20, 1942

Dearest Kitby,

We don’s really know how o react. Up till now very little news about the Jews had
reached us here, and we thought it best to stay as cheerful as possible. Every now
and then Miep Used to mention what had happened o a friend, and Mother or Mrs.
van Daan would start o cry, so she decided it was better not to say any more.

But we bombarded Mr. Dussel with questions, and the stories he had to tell were so
gruesome and dreadful that we can’t get thern out of our heads.

Once we've had time o digest the news, we'll probably 9o back to our usual joking
and teasing. It won't do us or those outside any good if we continue to be as gloomy
as we are now. And what would be the point of turning the Secret Annex into a
Melancholy Annex?

No matter what 'm doing, | can’t help thinking about those who are gone. | catch
myself laughing and remember that it's a disgrace to be so cheerful. But am |
supposed £o spend the whole day crying? No, | can't do that. This gioom will pass.

Added to this misery there’s another, but of a more personal nature, and it pales in
comparison £o the suffering I've just £old you about. Still, | can't help elling you
hat laely 've begun to feel deserted. 'm surrounded by 600 great a void. [ never
used £ give it much thought, since my mind was filled with my friends and having
ago0d sitne, Now | hink efcher about uthappy thirgs o about. myself, ' Laker o
while, but ' finally realized that: Father, no matter how kind he may be, can’t take
the place of my former world. When it comes to my feelings, Mother and Margot
ceased to count long ago.

But why do | bother you with this foolishness? I'm terribly ungrateful, Kitty, | know,
but when I've been scolded for the umpteenth time and have all these other woes to
think about as well, my head begins to reell

Yours, Anne
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As feared, the police soon arrived and began searching the building. The most terrifying
moment was when hey were on the other side of the revolving bookcase. When they rattled
it, all sounds of breathing stopped, eight hearts pounded. Each and every one of us was
absolutely sure we were about to die.

1WISH WE'D BURNED
ANNE'S DIARY.
IS THEIR ONLY.
EVIDENCE AGAINST US.

160 WITH GRACE,

Ao cRace, 1HAVE LIVED A5 A LADY,

AND LWILL DIE A5 A LADY.

o~

DEAR GOD, YOU WERE
50 KINDTO .
THANKYOU.

ATLAST, | AM REWARDED
FOR ALLIAYS BEING 600D |

15HoULD HAVE ¥ YOU 6O, KITTY,
ASKED HER LAST NIGHT. 160 WITH You!

123
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Sunday, December 13,1942

Yesterday afternoon, while Margot and | The children in our neighborhood are so
were bathing in the office, | peered out dirty you wouldn't want to touch them
through a chinkin the heavy curtains. ith a barge pole.

‘AND THEN TOMORROU THEY'D BE JUST AS DIRTY.
ANDTATTERED AS THEY WERE BEFORE,
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It was obvious that poor Hermann van Daan was grabbing far too much attenti
S0 much so that the two ladies of the Annex had bo reac

CONSIDERING OUR DIET,
1T'5 ABOUT TINE WE HAD GUR:
FIRST DENTAL TREATAENT.
‘ANY VOLUNTEERS?

A5 DISINFECTANT: THE FINEST
'PERFUME IN THE WORLD!

D RATHER HAVE
SURGERY THAN SAVE
ANOTHER FAMILY.

WOW...YOU HAVE Two

CAVITIES, WE COULD HIDE

ANOTHER JEWISH FAMILY
INTHEM,

After a great deal of squirming, kicking, and sereaming, the job was done. | must say, the patient
showed the utmost bravery.

S —

Madame was soon back at work in the kitchen, but one thing is certal
makes another dental appointment!
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Tuesday, December 22,1942

Dear Kitty, My new 6T OF COURSEN TS THE
] BESTTIME OF THE DAY~

roommate gets more THE GOLDEN HOURI

exasperating and egotistical =

as the days go by,

He switches on the light at
he crack of dawn to exercise.

Oh, I'm becoming so
sensiblel We've got to
be reasonable about
LEASE LETME N 11 SORRY!
cveryiing e dohare.
tudying listening,
holding our ongues,
helping others, being kind,
making compromises, and
1don’t know what elsel
I'm afraid my common
sense, which was in short
supply o begin with, will
be uséd up too quick
and [ won't have any [efe
by the time the war is
oler.
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Monday, April 3, 1944
My dearest Kitty,

Contrary to my usual practice, I'm going to write you a detailed description of the food situation,
Since 55 beconte a mabter of some AiFFeulcy and nporeance, Not only here in the Annex, but in all

of Holland, all of Europe, and even beyond. In the 21 months we've lived here, we've been through
many “food cycles,” where we have orily one particular dish or vegetable o cat.

endive without sand fried endive endive soup

Ty s =

olled spinach spinach sandwich spinach mask spinach fitness
= February: meatioaf S I
3 “
meatloaf tartare meatloaf art meatloaf pancake dried meatloaf

}j March: cucumber 3

\

cucumber flambé. cucumber corn sliced cucumber sliced cucumber

120





index-54_1.jpg
Then it started raining hard, and all | could see was a sea of Then something

umbrellas. But by now| can Fecognive the women at a glance: | | extraordinary happened:
gone to fat from eating pobatoes, dressed in a red or green { recognized buo Jews | knew
coat and worn-out: shoes. from our old neighborhood.

I& gave me such a funny feeling, as if Id
denounced them o the authorities and
was now spying on their misfortune.

PROBABLY THE LIGHTHOUSE.
WE WON'T BE RESCUED BY
ABOAT ANYLIAY.
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They won's believe the number of epidernics  They uillbe shocked by the price
raged here in such a short time. of asingle potato.

that

“THE HOUSE EVEN FOR
ASINGLE SECOND.

On every street corner, A week's food ration doesn’t Shoemakers are the new t,ods.
stolen goods are for sale. last bwo days. Everyone s It costs two grams of solid
extremely weak. g0ld £0 get:  sole repaired!

ﬁ
The only good thing is that as the food gets worse and decrees more severe, acts of sabotage.
against he authorities are taking place on a daily basis.
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DON'TPANIG 1T’ ONLY BOMES FALLING.

WHY CANT YOU BE MORE LIKE YOUR SISTER?

THINK HOW LUCKY.
YoU AREI THERE ARE CHILDREN
DYING OUT THERE,
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Tuesday, April 11,1944

Dearest Kitty, We had alovely Sunday aftsrnoon) listening to a Mozart concert on the
radio. Everything was so calm until Peter rushed Upstairs o report that there were
burglars in the warchouse!

OH MY GODI THIS 15 THE END OF USI TS WHAT COULD THAT KID BE DOING HERE ON
EASTER SUNDAY-THE BURGLARS WILL KNOW EASTER? HE WON CALLTHE POLI
WE SHOULDN'T 6E HERE. WERE DEAD. HE KNOWS HE'S AT IF [ TURN HI N,

SOMEONE SAU) US| SHOULD | TAKE HIfM
T DUMP HIM IN THE ALLEY?
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Saturday, January 30,1943

Dearest Kitby,

I'm seething with rage, yet | can’t show it. Id like 0 scream, stamp my foot, give
Mother a good shaking, cry, and | don’t know what: else because of the nasty words,
mocking looks, and accusaEions that she hurls at me day after day, piercing me like
arrows from a tight%stmng bow, which are nearly impossible to pull from my body.
I'd like to scream at Mother, Margot, the van Daans, Dussel, and Father too: “Leave
me alone, let me have at least one night when | don’t cry myself to sleep with my
eyes burning and my head pounding. Let me get away, away from everything, away
from this world!”

But | can’t do that. | can’t et them see my doubts, or the wounds they've inflicted
on me. [ couldn't bear their sympathy or heir good-humored derision. It would only
make me want to scream even more.

Everyone thinks I'm showing off when | talk, ridiculous when I'm silent, insolent when
I'answer, cunning when | have a good idea, lazy when I'm tired, selfish when | eat one
bite more than [ should, stupid, cowardly, calculating, etc., ete. All day long | hear
nothing but what an exasperating child [ am, and although | laugh it of and pretend
not to mind, | do mind. | wish | could ask God to give me another personality, one
that doesn't antagonize everyone.

But that's impossible, 'm stuck with the character [ was born with, and yet ' sure
I'm not a bad person. | do my best to please everyone, more than they'd ever suspect
in a million years. When I'm Upstairs, | try to laugh it off, because | don't want them

0 see my troubles. R,
NNV 1

Wiy PONTYOU UST WASHYOUR L.
HANDS OF Me~11h A HOPELESS CASE!

DON'TYOU EVER TALK. £
(omechEintaeam )

R N N A AN
5 WHATDO Yo cake?
S YouReUST GomG T0 loNoRe e
< 7ok A WEEK AN LAY, <

1t's impossible for me to be all smiles one day and venomous the next. I'd

rather choose the golden mean, which isn’t 5o golden, and keep my thoughts to
myself. Perhaps sometime I'll treat the others with the same contempt as they
treat me.

Oh,if only | could.

Yours, Anne
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BA-Brown Beans April. Beans in my body,
magine the ent fueled by beans.
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Tuesday, November 10-Thursday, November 19, 1942

Dear Kitty, Yesterday Father gaveme some | | But afber Father left, | realized | would have
great news! o say farewell to the privilege of being
alone with you, Kitky, Whenever | want to.

MY DARLING, WE ARE PLANNING T0 RESCUE ANOTHER
JEU, WHO WILL STAY WITH US IN THE ANNEX,
HE WILL HAVE TO SLEEP IN YOUR ROOM, ANNE

I Al

‘OF COURSE  DADDY. L. b0 WHATEVER.
1T TAKES TO SAVE ONE MORE LIFE.

My new roommate is named Albert Dussel. He is fiep's dentist. | MIGHT HAVE ASOLUTION
e - FORYOU, JUST BONT PULL OUT
3 ALl my TeeThl

1DONT KNOW WHATT0 DO,
| MUST FIND A PLACE T0 HIDE!

OTT0 FRANK?LI DON'T BELIEVE 1T
ITHOUGHT YOU'D ESCAPED WITH YOUR FAMILY.

INTHAT CASE, OUR TRICK WORKED!

OHDEAR, THAT IS SIcK.
‘AND FRIGHTENING.

LETS HOPE HE HAS
SOME LAUGHING GAS, T0O.
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Monday, February 28,1944

My dearest Kitty,

I’ like a nightmare, one that goes on long after I'm awake. | see him nearly every hour of
the day and yet | can't be with him, | can't et bhe others notice, and | have to pretend to
be cheérful, Ehough my heart is aching. As if that is not enough, Peter Schiff and Peter
van Daan have melted into one Peter, who's good and kind and whom | long for desperately.
I'm sentimental, | know. I'm despondent and foolish, | know that too.

O, help me!
Yours, Anne M. Frank
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Would all that admiration eventually have made me overconfident? | wonder what
they really thought about me back then in school.

¥ VWYHNKSNE A SPOILED! SO SPOILED
. T

| MEAN, THE WAR IS

ALLAROUND US, BUT SHE
STILL MAKES A JOKE

OUT OF EVERYTHING.

In spite of everything, | wasn'® altogether happy in 1949 | often felt Id been deserted,
but because | was on the go all day long, | didn’t think about it. | enjoyed myself as much
as [ could, trying consciously or unconsciously to fill the void with jokes. After coming
£0 bhe Annex, it took me more than a year £0 get used to doing without admiration.

1 look back at that Anne Frank, only two years ago, and | realize that this period of my
life has irrevocably come to a close; my happy-go-lucky, carefree school days are gone
forever. | don't even miss them. 've outgrown them. | can no longer just be frivolous,
since my serious side is always there.

Lalso discovered an inner happiness underneath my superficial and cheerful exterior.
Nouw | live only for Peter, since what happens £ me in the future depends largely on him!
Ulie.in bed at night, after saying my prayers, and I'm filled with joy. | think of going into
Viding, Peber's love (which 1 4l 60 e and Fragile and which néteher of us dases £o say
u\ouﬁ), the future, happiness and love as the world, nature and the tremendous beauty
of everything, all that splendor. At such moments [ don't think about all the misery,

but about the beauty that still remains.

Tk Y00y 605 ) ( DonT Look enck, AR
= o

Mother's method for fighting melancholy. My method for fighting melancholy.
This is where Mother and | differ greatly.

Her advice in the face of melancholy is: “Think about all the suffering in the world and
be thankful you're not part of it.” /%y advice is: “Go outside, to the country, enjoy the
sun and all nature has o offer. Go outside and bry to recapture the happiness wit)
ourself; think of all the beauty in yourself and in everything around you, and be happy
?dcn't think Mother’s advice can be, n?’hc, because what are you supposed to do if you
become part of the suffering? You'll be completely lost. On the contrary, beauty
remains, even in misfortune. If you just look for it, you discover more and more
happiness and regain your balanice. A person who's happy will make others happy;
a person who has courage and faith will never die in misery!

Yours, Anne M. Frank
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Tuesday, March 7,1944

Dearest Kitty, When | bhink back to my life.
it all seems s unreal.

The finne Erank who enjoyed chat heaverly
existence was compl rent from the.
one who has grown wise within these walls.

I had five admirers following me wherever

Iwent. YOU DIDN'T TELL e
YOU WERE BRINGING ALL

VOUR FRIENDS ALONG!

50, WHICH ONE OF YU

80YS 15 GOING TOTAIE M

70 THE MOVIES TONIGHT?

TS NOT ALL (1Y FRIENDS:
ONLY MY 20 8EST FRIENDS.

And my greatest admirers of all were 115 1 50 SRILLIANT OF YoU.
my tedchers. ANNE, LIHERE ON EARTHDIYOU

FIND THIS INFORMATION?
THE MOST ASTONISHING FACT
1S THAT NAPOLEON USEDTO
ARl ks

&

g

'd made it all up, of course, but | was so
charming, such a flirt, that no one could
resist mel
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S T

Have you ever heard anything so ridiculous? This sentence
V' clearlg llustrates that She's ot exactly what you'd call
X modest!

\ M. van Daan, who felt obliged to explain the “much more
50 than my husband,” answered calmiy, “l have no desire to
\\ be modest and retiring, In my experienice, you get a lot
further by being pushyl” And, turning o me, he added,
{ “Don't be'modest and retiring, Anne. It will get you nowhere.”
* Mother agreed completely with this viewpoint, But, as
usual, Mrs. van Daan had €0 add her two cents’ worth, This "
time, however, instead of addressing me directly, she burned
oy parents and sid, /ou must have  straiige outlock
on life £0 be able o say that to Anne. Things were diferent
when | was growing up. Though they probably haven't
changed much since then, except: in your modern household!”
This was a direct hit at Mother’s modern child-rearing
methods, which she’s defended on many occasions. Mrs. van
| Daa was 50 Upset her face vurned bright red. People who
flush easily become even more agitated when they feel
themselvés getting hot under the collar, and they quickly lose
£0 their opponents,

4 1£1 could draw, Id ike to have sketched her as she was then,

[ She struck me as so comical, that silly lictle scatterbrain!
T've learned one thing: you only really get ko know a person
after a fight. Only then can you judge their true character! )

Yours, nne
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Limagine that... [ve gone to Switzerland. Daddy and | sleep in one room, in my father's
family’s huge mansion in the Alps.
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“That sort of daydream, with so many details, s what happens
when you're in hiding for an unknown period of time.

Gifes
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Saturday, October 3-Wednesday, October 7, 1942

Dearest Kitty, Ive been allowed to read more grown-up books lately. Eva's Youth by Nico
van Suchtelen is currently keeping me busy.

She thought cats laid eggs and hatched them like chickens...
Eva wanted a baby £0o.

She took a woolen scarf and spread it on the ground so the egg could fall into it. She squatted down
and began ko push. She clucked as she waed, but no e99 came outs only something smelly that
looked like a sausage. Eventually Eva grew up and realized women don's fay eggs.

Some women have to sell their bodies on the street to make money.
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Thursday, March 23, 1944

Yesterday a plane crashed nearby. The crew was able to parachute out
in time. 16 crashed on top of a school. There was a small fire and a couple
of people were killed. As the airmen made their descent, the Germans
sprayed them with bullets. The Amsterdammers who saw it seethed
with rage at such a dastardly deed. We—by which | mean the ladies—
were also scared out of our wits. Brrr, | hate the sound of gunfire.
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I must be terrible in Westerbork. The people get almost nothing to eat, much less to drink,
as water s available only one hour a day, and there's only one lavatory and sink for several
thousand people... We assume that most of the people in the faraway camps are being
murdered. The English radio says they're being gassed. Perhaps thats the quickest way to die.
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Friday, October 9,1942

Today Miep told us some terrible news from the real world: she saw her Jewish neighbor taken away
by the Gestapo, and she could do nothing to help her.

Later, she met someone who'd managed to escape from a concentration camp. When ficp asked about
her neighbor, the man said she'd probably been transported to Westerborkin a catle car.
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Friday, March 24, 1944

I'd like to ask Peter whether he knows what girls look like down there. | don't think
boys are as complicated as girls. You can easily see what boys look like in photographs
or pictures of male nudes, but with women it's different. In women, the genitals,

or whatever they're called, are hidden between their legs. Peter has probably never
seen a girl up close. To ell You the truth, neither have 7 Boys are a lot: easier.

How on earth would | 0 about describing a girl’s parts? | can tell from what he said
hat he doesn’t know exactly how it all fits together. He was talking about the
“Muttermund,” but that's on the inside, where you can't see it. Everything's pretty
well arranged in us women. Unil | was eleven or twelve, | didn’t realize there was a
second set of labia on the inside, since you couldn’t see them. What's even funnier is
that | thought urine came out of the clitoris. | asked Mother once what that little
bump was, and she said she didn’t know. She can really play dumb when she wants to!

But £o get back £o the subject. How on earth can you explain what it all looks like
without any models? Shall | try anyway? Okay, here goes!

When you'e standing up, ll you see from the front Is hair, Between your leas there
are buib S0, cushiony Uhingsalso covered with halr, which press toassher when you're
standing, so you can'’e see what's inside. They separate when you sic down, and they're
very redtand Auike fleshy on she nside, n $his ARper pare, bebween the ouber labia,
there’s a fold of skin that, on second thought, looks like a kind of blister. That's the
cliboris. Then come bhe inner ebia, which ore also pressed together in & kind of crease,
When they open up, you can see a fleshy little mound, no bigger than the top of my thumb.
The Upper part has & couple of small hales in ¢, which is whers ohe urine éomies out, The
lower par® Jooks as 1 1t were Just SKin, and yet chat's where the vagina i You tan barely
find 4 because the folds of skin Kide the opening, The hole's so small | can hardg imagins
v man could gct inthere, much e ho a by culd come ot ' hrd el tring
€0 9ek your index finger inside. That's all Shere 5, ond yet 1o plays suh an Imporsant rolel

Yours, Anne M. Frank

*Cervix.

14
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In the true spirit of the Annex, [ should talk | [ OF course, we don't have as much as we
o you about: food. did at home, but it is enough.

Every day (. Ksiman meeks is seretbaker
and buys two loaves.
But the price goes up each time.

We have about a hundred cans of food stored
in the Annex, but mostly our supplies include
cabbage, meatloaf, and pickles.
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The people who supply us with food coupons have been arrested, and our special black market:
Ir. M., was captured by the Germans in a violent raid on the black market.

agent,

[

The food is wrekched. The kitchen smells The potatoes are diseased—| thinkit's
like.a mixture of spoiled plums, robten eggs, | | cancer, which requires immediate surgery.

and brine.
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Monday, November 9,1942

Dear Kitty, Yesterday was
Peter's birthday.

68 a.m.sharp | was already
i his attic.

SOMETINES 1 DO.
T MAKES ME LOOK.

DISTINGUISHED.

50, WHAT PRESENTS
DD YOU GET?

b

1DIBNT KNOW YOU SMOKED.

A5 CHURGHILL SAYS, “THIS 15
NOT THE BEGINNING OF THE EXD.
BUTITI5, PERHAPS, THE END
OF THE BEGINKING.”

Yet, another reason for optimism on Peter’s birthday: the Russian city of Stalingrad stil hasn't
fallen into German hands.
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Wednesday, March 8, 1944

Two nights ago | dreamed | was skating here in the living room, with that little boy from

the Apollo skaing rink and his spindly-legged sister.

°€'
'JA ML, I'M PETER.

WHO ARE YOU?

When | approached him, | suddenl
realized he wasn's whe | Ghought he was

NO, 1 BON'T LOVE YOU,
NOT AT ALL

But Peter's cheeks were very
disappointing; they were more
like Father's—the cheeks of a

man who lready shaves.

knew, we were in
sing passionately

When | woke up in a sweat,
 was glad Peter hadn't said
that after all.
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But one sack broke,
and a flood, o rather
a hailstorm, of brown
beans went; flying
through the air and
down Ehe stairs. It
made enough noise to
raise the dead. At
first we thought we
were being bombed.

We had €0 pick up
every single bean: you
never know how des-
perate you misht
become for one tasty
bean in the future.
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My answer:
Dearest Margot,

Your letter was extremely kind, but | still don't feel completely happy about the
situation, and | don’t think | ever will.

At the moment, Peter and | don't trust each other as much as you seem to think.
1t’s just that when you're standing beside an open window at: twilight, you can say
more to each other than in bright sunshine. I&'s also easier to whisper your feelings
than to shout them from the rooftops. | think you've begun to feel akind of sisterly
affection for Peter and would like to Eelp him, just as much as | would.

Perhaps you'll be able to do that someday, though that's not the kind of trust we
have in mind. | believe that trust has to come from both sides. If there’s anything you
still want o discuss, please write, because it's easier for me to say what | mean on
paper than face-to-face.

You know how much | admire you, and only hope that: some of your goodness and
Father's goodness will rub off on me, because, in that: sense, you two are a lot alike.

Yours, Anne.

This was Margot's answer:

Dear Anne,

After your letter of yesterday | have the unpleasant feeling that your conscience
bothers you whenever you 9o to Peter's to work or talk; there’s really no reason for
that. In my heart, | know there’s someone who deserves my trust (as | do his), and

I wouldn't be able to tolerate Peter in his place.

However, as you wrote, | do think of Peter as a kind of brother... a younger brother;
we've been sending out feelers, and a brotherly and sisterly affection may or may not
develop at some later date, but it's certainly not reached that stage yet.

S0 there's no need for you £o feel sorry for me.

Now that you've found companionship, enjoy it as much as you can.

Yours,
Margot

m
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DO You KNOW Hol
AN PROBUCE FROM 34

The beans were hanging all over our living space, so we
decided &0 move them to the attic.
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Monday, March 20, 1944

Dearest Kibby,

Lately, a shadow has fallen on my happiness. For a long time I've had the feeling that
Margot likes Peter.

Just how much | don’t know, but the whole situation is very unpleasant.
Now every time | 90 and see Peter I'm hurting her, without meaning to.
The funny thing is that she hardly lets it show. | know Id be insanely jealous,
but Margot just says | shouldn't feel sorry for her.

“I think it's so awful that you've become the odd one out,” | told her.

“I'm used to that,” she replied, somewhat: bitterly.

But then there came evidence of Margot's goodness. This letter came a few hours
after our conversation:

Anne,

Yesterday, when | said | wasn't jealous of you, | wasn't being entirely honest. The
sibuation is this: 'm not jealous of either you or Peter.

I'm just sorry | haven's found anyone with whom to share my thoughts and feelings,
and I'm not likely to in the near future. But that's why | wwsa, from the bottom of
my heart, that you will both be able to place your trust in each other. You're already
missing out on so much here, things other people take for granted.

On the other hand, 'm certain I'd never have 9ot as far with Peter, because | think I'd
feed to feel very close to a person before | could share my thoughts. I'd want to have
the feeling that he understood me through and through, even if | didn’t say much.
For this reason it would have to be someone | felt was intellectually superior to me,
and that isn't the case with Peter. But | can imagine your feeling close to him.

50 there’s no need for you to reproach yourself because you think you're takin:
something | was entitled to; nothing could be further from the trith. You and Peter
have everything to gain by your friendship.
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Monday, September 28,1942

Dearest Kicty,

'm dying to tell you about: another oe of our
clashes, but before | do I'd like to say this: | think it's odd
that grown-ups quarrel 5o casily afid 50 often and about such

ety matters. Up till now | always thought bickering was
Just something children did and that they outgrew it
OF course, there’s sometimes a reason to have a real” quarrel,
but the verbal exchanges that take place here are just plain
bickering. “They refer to these as “discussions” instead of “quarrels,”
but Germans don't know the difference! They criticize everything,
and | mean everything, about me: my behavior, my personalicy,
my manners; every inch of me, from head o toe and back again,
is the subject of gossip and debate. Harsh words and shouts
are constantly being Alung at my head, though 'm absoluely
not used to it. According to the powers that be, 'm supposed
0 grin and bear it. But [can't! | have no intention of taking n
their insults lying down, 1l show them that Anne Frank \
wasn't born yasterday. They'l sit up and take notice and

Keep bheir big mouths shut when | make them see they ought. |
0 abbend to bheir own manners instead of mine. How dare

they behave like that! ¢'s simply barbaric. f\ 2

But enough of that. I've bored you long enough with my )
junruls, and yet | can't resist adding a highly interesting
linner conversation.

Somehow we landed on the subject of Pim's extreme
diffidence. His modesty is a well-known fact, which even
the stupidest. person wouldn's dream of questioning. All of A
asudden Mrs. van Daan, who feels the need to bring herself \ |
into every conversation, remarked, “I'm very modest and 0}
retiring too, much more so than my husbaridl” W)
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