Diary of Anne Frank

Introduction and summary
Anne Frank
Born: June 12, 1929 in Frankfurt, Germany

Died: March 1945 at age 15 in the Bergen-Belsen concentration
camp, Nazi Germany

Best known for: Writing a diary while hiding from the Nazis during
World War |l

Born in Germany

Anne Frank was born in Frankfurt, Germany on June 12, 1929. Her
father, Otto Frank, was a businessman while her mother, Edith,
stayed home taking care of Anne and her older sister Margot.

Anne was an outgoing and spirited child. She got into more trouble
than her quiet and serious older sister. Anne was like her father
who liked to tell the girls stories and play games with them, while
Margot was more like her shy mother.

Growing up Anne had lots of friends. Her family was Jewish and
followed some of the Jewish holidays and customs. Anne liked to
read and dreamed of being a writer someday.

Hitler Becomes Leader

In 1933 Adolf Hitler became the leader of Germany. He was the
leader of the Nazi political party. Hitler did not like Jewish people.

He blamed them for many of Germany's problems. Many Jewish
people began to flee from Germany.

Moving to the Netherlands

Otto Frank decided his family should leave, too. In 1934 they moved
to the city of Amsterdam in the Netherlands. Anne was only four
years old. Before long Anne had made new friends, was speaking
Dutch, and was going to school in a new country. Anne and her
family felt safe once again.

World War Il Begins

In 1939 Germany invaded Poland and World War Il had begun.
Germany had already taken over Austria and Czechoslovakia. Would
they invade the Netherlands, too? Otto considered moving again,
but decided to stay.

Germany Invades

On May 10, 1940 Germany invaded the Netherlands. The Franks did
not have time to escape. Jews had to register with the Germans.
They weren't allowed to own businesses, have jobs, go to the
movies, or even sit on the benches at the park! Otto Frank turned
his business over to some non-Jewish friends.

In the midst of all this, the Franks tried to go on as normal. Anne
had her thirteenth birthday. One of her presents was a red journal
where Anne would write down her experiences. It is from this
journal that we know about Anne's story today.



Going Into Hiding

Things continued to get worse. The Germans began to require all
Jewish people to wear yellow stars on their clothing. Some Jews
were rounded up and taken to concentration camps. Then one day
the order came that Margot would have to go to a labor camp. Otto
was not going to let that happen. He and Edith had been preparing
a place for the family to hide. The girls were told to pack up what
they could. They had to wear all their clothes in layers because a
suitcase would look too suspicious. Then they went to their hiding
place.

A Secret Hideout

Otto had prepared a secret hideout next to his place of work. The
door was hidden behind some bookshelves. The hideout was small.
The first floor had a bathroom and a small kitchen. The second floor
had two rooms, one for Anne and Margot and one for her parents.
There was also an attic where they stored food and where Anne
would sometimes go to be alone.

Anne's Journal

Anne named her diary "Kitty" after a friend of hers. Each entry into
her diary began "Dear Kitty". Anne wrote about all sorts of things.
She didn't think others would be reading it. She wrote about her
feelings, books she read, and the people around her. From Anne's
diary we find out just what it must have been like to live in hiding
for years, fearing for her life.

Life in Hiding

The Franks had to be careful not be caught by the Germans. They
covered all the windows with thick curtains. During the day they
had to be extra quiet. They whispered when they talked and went
barefoot so they could walk softly. At night, when the people
working in the business below went home, they could relax a bit,
but they still had to be very careful.

Soon more people moved in with the Franks. They needed a place
to hide, too. The Van Pels family joined just a week later. They had a
15-year-old boy named Peter. This was three more people in that
cramped space. Then Mr. Pfeffer moved in. He ended up rooming
with Anne and Margot moved to her parent's room.

Captured

Anne and her family had been hiding for nearly two years. They had
heard that the war was coming to an end. It looked like the
Germans were going to lose. They were starting to have hope that
they would soon be free.

However, on August 4, 1944 the Germans stormed into the Frank's
hideout. They took everyone captive and sent them to
concentration camps. The men and women were separated.
Eventually the girls were separated and sent to a camp. Both Anne
and her sister died of the disease Typhus in March of 1945, only a
month before Allied soldiers arrived at the camp.

After the War

The only family member to survive the camps was Anne's father
Otto Frank. He returned to Amsterdam and found Anne's diary. Her



diary was published in 1947 under the name The Secret Annex.
Later it was renamed Anne Frank: Diary of a Young Girl. It became a
popular book read throughout the world.

Interesting Facts about Anne Frank
Anne and Margot called their father by his nickname "Pim".

The Holocaust caused the death of over 6 million Jewish people
during World War .

Anne's diary was published in over sixty-five different languages.

You can visit the Frank's hideaway, the Secret Annex, in Amsterdam
today.

One of Anne's hobbies was to collect photos and postcards of
movie stars.

https://www.ducksters.com/biography/women leaders/anne fran
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The Diary of Anne Frank

Excerpts from The Diary of a Young Girl
SATURDAY, JUNE 20, 1942

Writing in a diary is a really strange experience for someone like
me. Not only because I've never written anything before, but also
because it seems to me that later on neither | nor anyone else will

be interested in the musings of a thirteen-year-old schoolgirl. Oh
well, it doesn’t matter. | feel like writing, and | have an even greater
need to get all kinds of things off my chest.

“Paper has more patience than people.” | thought of this saying on
one of those days when | was feeling a little depressed and was
sitting at home with my chin in my hands, bored and listless,
wondering whether to stay in or go out. | finally stayed where | was,
brooding.

Yes, paper does have more patience, and since I’'m not planning to
let anyone else read this stiff-backed notebook grandly referred to
as a “diary,” unless | should ever find a real friend, it probably won’t
make a bit of difference.

Now I’'m back to the point that prompted me to keep a diary in the
first place: | don’t have a friend. Let me put it more clearly, since no
one will believe that a thirteen-year-old girl is completely alone in
the world. And I’'m not. | have loving parents and a sixteen-year-old
sister, and there are about thirty people | can call friends. | have a
throng of admirers who can’t keep their adoring eyes off me and
who sometimes have to resort to using a broken pocket mirror to
try and catch a glimpse of me in the classroom. | have a family,
loving aunts and a good home. No, on the surface | seem to have
everything, except my one true friend. All | think about when I’'m
with friends is having a good time. | can’t bring myself to talk about
anything but ordinary everyday things. We don’t seem to be able to
get any closer, and that’s the problem. Maybe it’s my fault that we
don’t confide in each other. In any case, that’s just how things are,
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and unfortunately they’re not liable to change. This is why I've
started the diary.

To enhance the image of this long-awaited friend in my imagination,
| don’t want to jot down the facts in this diary the way most people
would do, but | want the diary to be my friend, and I’'m going to call
this friend Kitty.

Since no one would understand a word of my stories to Kitty if |
were to plunge right in, I'd better provide a brief sketch of my life,
much as | dislike doing so.

My father, the most adorable father I've ever seen, didn’t marry my
mother until he was thirty-six and she was twenty-five. My sister
Margot was born in Frankfurt am Main in Germany in 1926. | was
born on June 12, 1929. | lived in Frankfurt until | was four. Because
we’re Jewish, my father immigrated to Holland in 1933, when he
became the Managing Director of the Dutch Opekta Company,
which manufactures products used in making jam. My mother,
Edith Hollander Frank, went with him to Holland in September,
while Margot and | were sent to Aachen to stay with our
grandmother.

Margot went to Holland in December, and | followed in February,
when | was plunked down on the table as a birthday present for
Margot.

| started right away at the Montessori nursery school. | stayed there
until | was six, at which time | started first grade. In sixth grade my
teacher was Mrs. Kuperus, the principal. At the end of the year we
were both in tears as we said a heartbreaking farewell, because I'd

been accepted at the Jewish Lyceum, where Margot also went to
school.

Our lives were not without anxiety, since our relatives in Germany
were suffering under Hitler’s anti-Jewish laws. After the pogroms in
1938 my two uncles (my mother’s brothers) fled Germany, finding
safe refuge in North America. My elderly grandmother came to live
with us. She was seventy-three years old at the time.

After May 1940 the good times were few and far between: first
there was the war, then the capitulation and then the arrival of the
Germans, which is when the trouble started for the Jews. Our
freedom was severely restricted by a series of anti-Jewish decrees:
Jews were required to wear a yellow star; Jews were required to
turn in their bicycles; Jews were forbidden to use streetcars; Jews
were forbidden to ride in cars, even their own; Jews were required
to do their shopping between 3 and 5 P.M.; Jews were required to
frequent only Jewish-owned barbershops and beauty parlors; Jews
were forbidden to be out on the streets between 8 P.M. and 6 A.M.;
Jews were forbidden to go to theaters, movies or any other forms
of entertainment; Jews were forbidden to use swimming pools,
tennis courts, hockey fields or any other athletic fields; Jews were
forbidden to go rowing; Jews were forbidden to take part in any
athletic activity in public; Jews were forbidden to sit in their gardens
or those of their friends after 8 P.M.; Jews were forbidden to visit
Christians in their homes; Jews were required to attend Jewish
schools, etc. You couldn’t do this and you couldn’t do that, but life
went on. Jacque always said to me, “l don’t dare do anything
anymore, ‘cause I’'m afraid it’s not allowed.”



In the summer of 1941 Grandma got sick and had to have an
operation, so my birthday passed with little celebration. In the
summer of 1940, we didn’t do much for my birthday either, since
the fighting had just ended in Holland. Grandma died in January
1942.

No one knows how often | think of her and still love her. This
birthday celebration in 1942 was intended to make up for the
others, and Grandma’s candle was lit along with the rest.

The four of us are still doing well, and that brings me to the present
date of June 20, 1942, and the solemn dedication of my diary.

SATURDAY, JUNE 20, 1942
Dearest Kitty!

Let me get started right away; it’s nice and quiet now. Father and
Mother are out and Margot has gone to play Ping-Pong with some
other young people at her friend Trees’s. I've been playing a lot of
Ping-Pong myself lately. So much that five of us girls have formed a
club. It’s called “The Little Dipper Minus Two.” A really silly name,
but it’s based on a mistake. We wanted to give our club a special
name; and because there were five of us, we came up with the idea
of the Little Dipper. We thought it consisted of five stars, but we
turned out to be wrong. It has seven, like the Big Dipper, which
explains the “Minus Two.” llse Wagner has a Ping-Pong set, and the
Wagners let us play in their big dining room whenever we want.
Since we five PingPong players like ice cream, especially in the
summer, and since you get hot playing Ping-Pong, our games

usually end with a visit to the nearest ice-cream parlor that allows
Jews: either Oasis or Delphi.

We’ve long since stopped hunting around for our purses or
money—most of the time it’s so busy in Oasis that we manage to
find a few generous young men of our acquaintance or an admirer
to offer us more ice cream than we could eat in a week.

You're probably a little surprised to hear me talking about admirers
at such a tender age. Unfortunately, or not, as the case may be, this
vice seems to be rampant at our school. As soon as a boy asks if he
can bicycle home with me and we get to talking, nine times out of
ten | can be sure he’ll become enamored on the spot and won’t let
me out of his sight for a second. His ardor eventually cools,
especially since | ignore his passionate glances and pedal blithely on
my way. If it gets so bad that they start rambling on about “asking
Father’s permission,”

| swerve slightly on my bike, my schoolbag falls, and the young man
feels obliged to get off his bike and hand it to me, by which time I've
switched the conversation to another topic. These are the most
innocent types. Of course, there are those who blow you kisses or
try to take hold of your arm, but they’re definitely knocking on the
wrong door. | get off my bike and either refuse to make further use
of their company or act as if I'm insulted and tell them in no
uncertain terms to go on home without me.

There you are. We’ve now laid the basis for our friendship. Until
tomorrow.

Yours, Anne



SUNDAY, JUNE 21, 1942
Dearest Kitty,

Our entire class is quaking in its boots. The reason, of course, is the
upcoming meeting in which the teachers decide who'll be
promoted to the next grade and who’ll be kept back. Half the class
is making bets.

G.Z. and | laugh ourselves sick at the two boys behind us, C.N. and
Jacques Kocernoot, who have staked their entire vacation savings
on their bet. From morning to night, it’s “You’re going to pass,” “No,
I’'m not,” “Yes, you are,” “No, I’'m not.” Even G.'s pleading glances
and my angry outbursts can’t calm them down. If you ask me, there
are so many dummies that about a quarter of the class should be
kept back, but teachers are the most unpredictable creatures on
earth. Maybe this time they’ll be unpredictable in the right
direction for a change.

I’'m not so worried about my girlfriends and myself. We'll make it.
The only subject I’'m not sure about is math. Anyway, all we can do
is wait. Until then, we keep telling each other not to lose heart.

| get along pretty well with all my teachers. There are nine of them,
seven men and two women. Mr. Keesing, the old fogey who teaches
math, was mad at me for the longest time because | talked so
much.

After several warnings, he assigned me extra homework. An essay
on the subject “A Chatterbox.” A chatterbox, what can you write
about that? I'd worry about that later, | decided. | jotted down the

assignment in my notebook, tucked it in my bag and tried to keep
quiet.

That evening, after I'd finished the rest of my homework, the note
about the essay caught my eye. | began thinking about the subject
while chewing the tip of my fountain pen. Anyone could ramble on
and leave big spaces between the words, but the trick was to come
up with convincing arguments to prove the necessity of talking. |
thought and thought, and suddenly | had an idea. | wrote the three
pages Mr.Keesing had assigned me and was satisfied. | argued that
talking is a female trait and that | would do my best to keep it under
control, but that | would never be able to break myself of the habit,
since my mother talked as much as | did, if not more, and that
there’s not much you can do about inherited traits.

Mr. Keesing had a good laugh at my arguments, but when |
proceeded to talk my way through the next class, he assigned me a
second essay. This time it was supposed to be on “An Incorrigible
Chatterbox.” | handed it in, and Mr. Keesing had nothing to
complain about for two whole classes. However, during the third
class he’d finally had enough. “Anne Frank, as punishment for
talking in class, write an essay entitled ““Quack, Quack, Quack,” Said
Mistress Chatterback.””

The class roared. | had to laugh too, though I'd nearly exhausted my
ingenuity on the topic of chatterboxes. It was time to come up with
something else, something original. My friend Sanne, who's good at
poetry, offered to help me write the essay from beginning to end in
verse. | jumped for joy. Keesing was trying to play a joke on me with
this ridiculous subject, but I'd make sure the joke was on him.



| finished my poem, and it was beautiful! It was about a mother
duck and a father swan with three baby ducklings who were bitten
to death by the father because they quacked too much. Luckily,
Keesing took the joke the right way. He read the poem to the class,
adding his own comments, and to several other classes as well.
Since then I've been allowed to talk and haven’t been assigned any
extra homework. On the contrary, Keesing’s always making jokes
these days.

Yours, Anne
WEDNESDAY, JUNE 24, 1942
Dearest Kitty,

It’s sweltering. Everyone is huffing and puffing, and in this heat |
have to walk everywhere. Only now do | realize how pleasant a
streetcar is, but we Jews are no longer allowed to make use of this
luxury; our own two feet are good enough for us. Yesterday at
lunchtime | had an appointment with the dentist on Jan
Luykenstraat.

It’s a long way from our school on Stadstimmertuinen. That
afternoon | nearly fell asleep at my desk. Fortunately, people
automatically offer you something to drink. The dental assistant is
really kind.

The only mode of transportation left to us is the ferry. The ferryman
at Josef Israélkade took us across when we asked him to. It’s not the
fault of the Dutch that we Jews are having such a bad time.

| wish | didn’t have to go to school. My bike was stolen during
Easter vacation, and Father gave Mother’s bike to some Christian
friends for safekeeping. Thank goodness summer vacation is almost
here; one more week and our torment will be over.

Something unexpected happened yesterday morning. As | was
passing the bicycle racks, | heard my name being called. | turned
around and there was the nice boy I'd met the evening before at my
friend Wilma’s. He’s Wilma’s second cousin. | used to think Wilma
was nice, which she is, but all she ever talks about is boys, and that
gets to be a bore. He came toward me, somewhat shyly, and
introduced himself as Hello Silberberg. | was a little surprised and
wasn’t sure what he wanted, but it didn’t take me long to find out.
He asked if | would allow him to accompany me to school. “As long
as you’re headed that way, I'll go with you,” | said. And so we
walked together. Hello is sixteen and good at telling all kinds of
funny stories. He was waiting for me again this morning, and |
expect he will be from now on.

Anne

WEDNESDAY, JULY 8, 1942
Dearest Kitty,

It seems like years since Sunday morning. So much has happened
it’s as if the whole world had suddenly turned upside down. But as
you can see, Kitty, I'm still alive, and that’s the main thing, Father
says. I’'m alive all right, but don’t ask where or how. You probably



don’t understand a word I’'m saying today, so I'll begin by telling you
what happened Sunday afternoon.

At three o’clock (Hello had left but was supposed to come back
later), the doorbell rang. | didn’t hear it, since | was out on the
balcony, lazily reading in the sun. A little while later Margot
appeared in the kitchen doorway looking very agitated. “Father has
received a call-up notice from the SS,” she whispered. “Mother has
gone to see Mr. van Daan.” (Mr. van Daan is Father’s business
partner and a good friend.)

| was stunned. A call-up: everyone knows what that means. Visions
of concentration camps and lonely cells raced through my head.
How could we let Father go to such a fate? “Of course he’s not
going,” declared Margot as we waited for Mother in the living
room.

“Mother’s gone to Mr. van Daan to ask whether we can move to
our hiding place tomorrow. The van Daans are going with us. There
will be seven of us altogether.” Silence. We couldn’t speak. The
thought of Father off visiting someone in the Jewish Hospital and
completely unaware of what was happening, the long wait for
Mother, the heat, the suspense—all this reduced us to silence.

Suddenly the doorbell rang again. “That’s Hello,” | said.

“Don’t open the door!” exclaimed Margot to stop me. But it wasn’t
necessary, since we heard Mother and Mr. van Daan downstairs
talking to Hello, and then the two of them came inside and shut the
door behind them. Every time the bell rang, either Margot or | had
to tiptoe downstairs to see if it was Father, and we didn’t let anyone

else in. Margot and | were sent from the room, as Mr. van Daan
wanted to talk to Mother alone. When she and | were sitting in our
bedroom, Margot told me that the call-up was not for Father, but
for her. At this second shock, | began to cry. Margot is sixteen—
apparently, they want to send girls her age away on their own. But
thank goodness she won’t be going; Mother had said so herself,
which must be what Father had meant when he talked to me about
our going into hiding. Hiding ... where would we hide? In the city? In
the country? In a house? In a shack?

When, where, how ...? These were questions | wasn’t allowed to
ask, but they still kept running through my mind.

Margot and | started packing our most important belongings into a
schoolbag. The first thing | stuck in was this diary, and then curlers,
handkerchiefs, schoolbooks, a comb and some old letters.
Preoccupied by the thought of going into hiding, | stuck the craziest
things in the bag, but I’'m not sorry. Memories mean more to me
than dresses.

Father finally came home around five o’clock, and we called Mr.
Kleiman to ask if he could come by that evening. Mr. van Daan left
and went to get Miep. Miep arrived and promised to return later
that night, taking with her a bag full of shoes, dresses, jackets,
underwear and stockings. After that it was quiet in our apartment;
none of us felt like eating. It was still hot, and everything was very
strange. We had rented our big upstairs room to a Mr. Goldschmidt,
a divorced man in his thirties, who apparently had nothing to do
that evening, since despite all our polite hints he hung around until
ten o’clock.



Miep and Jan Gies came at eleven. Miep, who’s worked for Father’s
company since 1933, has become a close friend, and so has her
husband Jan. Once again, shoes, stockings, books and underwear
disappeared into Miep’s bag and Jan’s deep pockets. At eleven-
thirty they too disappeared.

| was exhausted, and even though | knew it’d be my last night in my
own bed, | fell asleep right away and didn’t wake up until Mother
called me at five-thirty the next morning. Fortunately, it wasn’t as
hot as Sunday; a warm rain fell throughout the day. The four of us
were wrapped in so many layers of clothes it looked as if we were
going off to spend the night in a refrigerator, and all that just so we
could take more clothes with us. No Jew in our situation would dare
leave the house with a suitcase full of clothes. | was wearing two
undershirts, three pairs of underpants, a dress, and over that a
skirt, a jacket, a raincoat, two pairs of stockings, heavy shoes, a cap,
a scarf and lots more. | was suffocating even before we left the
house, but no one bothered to ask me how | felt.

Margot stuffed her schoolbag with schoolbooks, went to get her
bicycle and, with Miep leading the way, rode off into the great
unknown. At any rate, that’s how | thought of it, since I still didn’t
know where our hiding place was.

At seven-thirty we too closed the door behind us; Moortje, my cat,
was the only living creature | said good-bye to. According to a note
we left for Mr. Goldschmidt, she was to be taken to the neighbors,
who would give her a good home.

The stripped beds, the breakfast things on the table, the pound of
meat for the cat in the kitchen—all of these created the impression
that we’d left in a hurry. But we weren’t interested in impressions.
We just wanted to get out of there, to get away and reach our
destination in safety. Nothing else mattered.

More tomorrow.

Yours, Anne

THURSDAY, JULY 9, 1942
Dearest Kitty,

So there we were, Father, Mother and |, walking in the pouring rain,
each of us with a schoolbag and a shopping bag filled to the brim
with the most varied assortment of items. The people on their way
to work at that early hour gave us sympathetic looks; you could tell
by their faces that they were sorry they couldn’t offer us some kind
of transportation; the conspicuous yellow star spoke for itself.

Only when we were walking down the street did Father and Mother
reveal, little by little, what the plan was. For months we’d been
moving as much of our furniture and apparel out of the apartment
as we could. It was agreed that we’d go into hiding on July 16.
Because of Margot’s call-up notice, the plan had to be moved up
ten days, which meant we’d have to make do with less orderly
rooms.



The hiding place was located in Father’s office building. That’s a
little hard for outsiders to understand, so I'll explain. Father didn’t
have a lot of people working in his office, just Mr. Kugler, Mr.
Kleiman, Miep and a twenty-three-year-old typist named Bep
Voskuijl, all of whom were informed of our coming. Mr. Voskuijl,
Bep’s father, works in the warehouse, along with two assistants,
none of whom were told anything.

Here’s a description of the building. The large warehouse on the
ground floor is used as a workroom and storeroom and is divided
into several different sections, such as the stockroom and the
milling room, where cinnamon, cloves and a pepper substitute are
ground. Next to the warehouse doors is another outside door, a
separate entrance to the office. Just inside the office door is a
second door, and beyond that a stairway. At the top of the stairs is
another door, with a frosted window on which the word “Office” is
written in black letters. This is the big front office—very large, very
light and very full. Bep, Miep and Mr. Kleiman work there during
the day. After passing through an alcove containing a safe, a
wardrobe and a big supply cupboard, you come to the small, dark,
stuffy back office. This used to be shared by Mr. Kugler and Mr. van
Daan, but now Mr. Kugler is its only occupant. Mr. Kugler’s office
can also be reached from the hallway, but only through a glass door
that can be opened from the inside but not easily from the outside.
If you leave Mr. Kugler’s office and proceed through the long,
narrow hallway past the coal bin and go up four steps, you find
yourself in the private office, the showpiece of the entire building.
Elegant mahogany furniture, a linoleum floor covered with throw
rugs, a radio, a fancy lamp, everything first class.
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Next door is a spacious kitchen with a hot-water heater and two gas
burners, and beside that a bathroom. That’s the second floor. A
wooden staircase leads from the downstairs hallway to the third
floor. At the top of the stairs is a landing, with doors on either side.
The door on the left takes you up to the spice storage area, attic
and loft in the front part of the house. A typically Dutch, very steep,
ankle-twisting flight of stairs also runs from the front part of the
house to another door opening onto the street.

The door to the right of the landing leads to the “Secret Annex” at
the back of the house. No one would ever suspect there were so
many rooms behind that plain gray door. There’s just one small step
in front of the door, and then you’re inside. Straight ahead of you is
a steep flight of stairs. To the left is a narrow hallway opening onto a
room that serves as the Frank family’s living room and bedroom.
Next door is a smaller room, the bedroom and study of the two
young ladies of the family. To the right of the stairs is a windowless
washroom with a sink. The door in the corner leads to the toilet and
another one to Margot’s and my room. If you go up the stairs and
open the door at the top, you’re surprised to see such a large, light
and spacious room in an old canal-side house like this. It contains a
stove (thanks to the fact that it used to be Mr. Kugler’s laboratory)
and a sink. This will be the kitchen and bedroom of Mr. and Mrs.
van Daan, as well as the general living room, dining room and study
for us all. A tiny side room is to be Peter van Daan’s bedroom. Then,
just as in the front part of the building, there’s an attic and a loft. So
there you are. Now I've introduced you to the whole of our lovely
Annex!



Yours, Anne
FRIDAY, JULY 10, 1942
Dearest Kitty,

I've probably bored you with my long description of our house, but |
still think you should know where I've ended up; how | ended up
here is something you’ll figure out from my next letters. But first, let
me continue my story, because, as you know, | wasn’t finished. After
we arrived at 263 Prinsengracht, Miep quickly led us through the
long hallway and up the wooden staircase to the next floor and into
the Annex. She shut the door behind us, leaving us alone. Margot
had arrived much earlier on her bike and was waiting for us.

Our living room and all the other rooms were so full of stuff that |
can’t find the words to describe it. All the cardboard boxes that had
been sent to the office in the last few months were piled on the
floors and beds. The small room was filled from floor to ceiling with
linens.

If we wanted to sleep in properly made beds that night, we had to
get going and straighten up the mess. Mother and Margot were
unable to move a muscle. They lay down on their bare mattresses,
tired, miserable and | don’t know what else. But Father and |, the
two cleaner-uppers in the family, started in right away.

All day long we unpacked boxes, filled cupboards, hammered nails
and straightened up the mess, until we fell exhausted into our clean
beds at night. We hadn’t eaten a hot meal all day, but we didn’t
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care; Mother and Margot were too tired and keyed up to eat, and
Father and | were too busy.

Tuesday morning we started where we left off the night before. Bep
and Miep went grocery shopping with our ration coupons, Father
worked on our blackout screens, we scrubbed the kitchen floor, and
were once again busy from sunup to sundown. Until Wednesday, |
didn’t have a chance to think about the enormous change in my
life.

Then for the first time since our arrival in the Secret Annex, | found
a moment to tell you all about it and to realize what had happened
to me and what was yet to happen.

Yours, Anne
SATURDAY, JULY 11, 1942
Dearest Kitty,

Father, Mother and Margot still can’t get used to the chiming of the
Westertoren clock, which tells us the time every quarter of an hour.
Not me, | liked it from the start; it sounds so reassuring, especially
at night. You no doubt want to hear what | think of being in hiding.

Well, all I can say is that | don’t really know yet. | don’t think I'll ever
feel at home in this house, but that doesn’t mean | hate it. It’s more
like being on vacation in some strange pension. Kind of an odd way
to look at life in hiding, but that’s how things are. The Annex is an
ideal place to hide in. It may be damp and lopsided, but there’s
probably not a more comfortable hiding place in all of Amsterdam.
No, in all of Holland.



Up to now our bedroom, with its blank walls, was very bare. Thanks
to Father—who brought my entire postcard and movie-star

collection here beforehand—and to a brush and a pot of glue, | was
able to plaster the walls with pictures. It looks much more cheerful.

When the van Daans arrive, we’ll be able to build cupboards and
other odds and ends out of the wood piled in the attic. Margot and
Mother have recovered somewhat. Yesterday Mother felt well
enough to cook split-pea soup for the first time, but then she was
downstairs talking and forgot all about it. The beans were scorched
black, and no amount of scraping could get them out of the pan.

Last night the four of us went down to the private office and
listened to England on the radio. | was so scared someone might
hear it that | literally begged Father to take me back upstairs.
Mother understood my anxiety and went with me. Whatever we
do, we're very afraid the neighbors might hear or see us. We
started off immediately the first day sewing curtains. Actually, you
can hardly call them that, since they’re nothing but scraps of fabric,
varying greatly in shape, quality and pattern, which Father and |
stitched crookedly together with unskilled fingers. These works of
art were tacked to the windows, where they’ll stay until we come
out of hiding.

The building on our right is a branch of the Keg Company, a firm
from Zaandam, and on the left is a furniture workshop. Though the
people who work there are not on the premises after hours, any
sound we make might travel through the walls. We’ve forbidden
Margot to cough at night, even though she has a bad cold, and are
giving her large doses of codeine.
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I’'m looking forward to the arrival of the van Daans, which is set for
Tuesday. It will be much more fun and also not as quiet. You see, it’s
the silence that makes me so nervous during the evenings and
nights, and I'd give anything to have one of our helpers sleep here.

It’s really not that bad here, since we can do our own cooking and
can listen to the radio in Daddy’s office. Mr. Kleiman and Miep, and
Bep Voskuijl too, have helped us so much. We’ve already canned
loads of rhubarb, strawberries and cherries, so for the time being |
doubt we’ll be bored. We also have a supply of reading material,
and we’re going to buy lots of games. Of course, we can’t ever look
out the window or go outside. And we have to be quiet so the
people downstairs can’t hear us.

Yesterday we had our hands full. We had to pit two crates of
cherries for Mr. Kugler to can. We’re going to use the empty crates
to make bookshelves.

Someone’s calling me.
Yours, Anne
COMMENT ADDED BY ANNE ON SEPTEMBER 28, 1942:

Not being able to go outside upsets me more than | can say, and I'm
terrified our hiding place will be discovered and that we’ll be shot.
That, of course, is a fairly dismal prospect.

SUNDAY, JULY 12, 1942

They were all so nice to me a month ago because of my birthday,
and yet every day | feel myself drifting further away from Mother



and Margot. | worked hard today and they praised me, only to start
picking on me again five minutes later.

You can easily see the difference between the way they deal with
Margot and the way they deal with me. For example, Margot broke
the vacuum cleaner, and because of that we’ve been without light
for the rest of the day. Mother said, “Well, Margot, it’s easy to see
you’re not used to working; otherwise, you’d have known better
than to yank the plug out by the cord.” Margot made some reply,
and that was the end of the story.

But this afternoon, when | wanted to rewrite something on
Mother’s shopping list because her handwriting is so hard to read,
she wouldn’t let me. She bawled me out again, and the whole
family wound up getting involved.

| don’t fit in with them, and I've felt that clearly in the last few
weeks. They’re so sentimental together, but I'd rather be
sentimental on my own. They’re always saying how nice it is with
the four of us, and that we get along so well, without giving a
moment’s thought to the fact that | don’t feel that way.

Daddy’s the only one who understands me, now and again, though
he usually sides with Mother and Margot. Another thing | can’t
stand is having them talk about me in front of outsiders, telling
them how | cried or how sensibly I’'m behaving. It’s horrible. And
sometimes they talk about my cat Moortje and | can’t take that at
all. Moortje is my weak spot. | miss her every minute of the day,
and no one knows how often | think of her; whenever | do, my eyes
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fill with tears. Moortje is so sweet, and | love her so much that |
keep dreaming she’ll come back to us.

| have plenty of dreams, but the reality is that we’ll have to stay
here until the war is over. We can’t ever go outside, and the only
visitors we can have are Miep, her husband Jan, Bep Voskuijl, Mr.
Voskuijl, Mr. Kugler, Mr. Kleiman and Mrs. Kleiman, though she
hasn’t come because she thinks it’s too dangerous.

COMMENT ADDED BY ANNE IN SEPTEMBER 1942:

Daddy’s always so nice. He understands me perfectly, and | wish we
could have a heart-to-heart talk sometime without my bursting
instantly into tears. But apparently that has to do with my age. I'd
like to spend all my time writing, but that would probably get
boring.

Up to now I've only confided my thoughts to my diary. | still haven’t
gotten around to writing amusing sketches that | could read aloud
at a later date. In the future I’'m going to devote less time to
sentimentality and more time to reality.

FRIDAY, AUGUST 14, 1942
Dear Kitty,

I've deserted you for an entire month, but so little has happened
that | can’t find a newsworthy item to relate every single day. The
van Daans arrived on July 13. We thought they were coming on the
fourteenth, but from the thirteenth to sixteenth the Germans were
sending out call-up notices right and left and causing a lot of unrest,



so they decided it would be safer to leave a day too early than a day
too late.

Peter van Daan arrived at nine-thirty in the morning (while we were
still at breakfast). Peter’s going on sixteen, a shy, awkward boy
whose company won’t amount to much. Mr. and Mrs. van Daan
came half an hour later. Much to our amusement, Mrs. van Daan
was carrying a hatbox with a large chamber pot inside. “I just don’t
feel at home without my chamber pot,” she exclaimed, and it was
the first item to find a permanent place under the divan. Instead of
a chamber pot, Mr. van D. was lugging a collapsible tea table under
his arm.

From the first, we ate our meals together, and after three days it
felt as if the seven of us had become one big family. Naturally, the
van Daans had much to tell about the week we’d been away from
civilization. We were especially interested in what had happened to
our apartment and to Mr. Goldschmidt.

Mr. van Daan filled us in: “Monday morning at nine, Mr.
Goldschmidt phoned and asked if | could come over. | went
straightaway and found a very distraught Mr. Goldschmidt. He
showed me a note that the Frank family had left behind. As
instructed, he was planning to bring the cat to the neighbors, which
| agreed was a good idea. He was afraid the house was going to be
searched, so we went through all the rooms, straightening up here
and there and clearing the breakfast things off the table. Suddenly |
saw a notepad on Mrs. Frank’s desk, with an address in Maastricht
written on it. Even though | knew Mrs. Frank had left it on purpose,
| pretended to be surprised and horrified and begged Mr.
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Goldschmidt to burn this incriminating piece of paper. | swore up
and down that | knew nothing about your disappearance, but that
the note had given me an idea. ‘Mr. Goldschmidt,’ | said, ‘I bet |
know what this address refers to. About six months ago a high-
ranking officer came to the office. It seems he and Mr. Frank grew
up together. He promised to help Mr. Frank if it was ever necessary.
As | recall, he was stationed in Maastricht. | think this officer has
kept his word and is somehow planning to help them cross over to
Belgium and then to Switzerland.

There’s no harm in telling this to any friends of the Franks who
come asking about them. Of course, you don’t need to mention the
part about Maastricht. And after that | left. This is the story most of
your friends have been told, because | heard it later from several
other

people.”

We thought it was extremely funny, but we laughed even harder
when Mr. van Daan told us that certain people have vivid
imaginations. For example, one family living on our square claimed
they saw all four of us riding by on our bikes early in the morning,
and another woman was absolutely positive we’d been loaded into
some kind of military vehicle in the middle of the night.

Yours, Anne
FRIDAY, AUGUST 21, 1942

Dear Kitty,



Now our Secret Annex has truly become secret. Because so many
houses are being searched for hidden bicycles, Mr. Kugler thought it
would be better to have a bookcase built in front of the entrance to
our hiding place. It swings out on its hinges and opens like a door.
Mr. Voskuijl did the carpentry work. (Mr. Voskuijl has been told that
the seven of us are in hiding, and he’s been most helpful.)

Now whenever we want to go downstairs we have to duck and then
jump. After the first three days we were all walking around with
bumps on our foreheads from banging our heads against the low
doorway. Then Peter cushioned it by nailing a towel stuffed with
wood shavings to the doorframe. Let’s see if it helps!

I’'m not doing much schoolwork. I've given myself a vacation until
September. Father wants to start tutoring me then, but we have to
buy all the books first.

There’s little change in our lives here. Peter’s hair was washed
today, but that’s nothing special. Mr. van Daan and | are always at
loggerheads with each other. Mama always treats me like a baby,
which | can’t stand. For the rest, things are going better. | don’t
think Peter’s gotten any nicer. He’s an obnoxious boy who lies
around on his bed all day, only rousing himself to do a little
carpentry work before returning to his nap. What a dope!

Mama gave me another one of her dreadful sermons this morning.
We take the opposite view of everything. Daddy’s a sweetheart; he
may get mad at me, but it never lasts longer than five minutes.
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It’s a beautiful day outside, nice and hot, and in spite of everything,
we make the most of the weather by lounging on the folding bed in
the attic.

Yours, Anne
TUESDAY, SEPTEMBER 29, 1942
Dearest Kitty,

The strangest things happen to you when you’re in hiding! Try to
picture this. Because we don’t have a bathtub, we wash ourselves
in a washtub, and because there’s only hot water in the office (by
which | mean the entire lower floor), the seven of us take turns
making the most of this great opportunity. But since none of us are
alike and are all plagued by varying degrees of modesty, each
member of the family has selected a different place to wash. Peter
takes a bath in the office kitchen, even though it has a glass door.
When it’s time for his bath, he goes around to each of us in turn
and announces that we shouldn’t walk past the kitchen for the next
half hour. He considers this measure to be sufficient. Mr. van D.
takes his bath upstairs, figuring that the safety of his own room
outweighs the difficulty of having to carry the hot water up all those
stairs. Mrs. van D. has yet to take a bath; she’s waiting to see which
is the best place. Father bathes in the private office and Mother in
the kitchen behind a fire screen, while Margot and | have declared
the front office to be our bathing grounds.

Since the curtains are drawn on Saturday afternoon, we scrub
ourselves in the dark, while the one who isn’t in the bath looks out



the window through a chink in the curtains and gazes in wonder at
the endlessly amusing people.

A week ago | decided I didn’t like this spot and have been on the
lookout for more comfortable bathing quarters. It was Peter who
gave me the idea of setting my washtub in the spacious office
bathroom. | can sit down, turn on the light, lock the door, pour out
the water without anyone’s help, and all without the fear of being
seen. | used my lovely bathroom for the first time on Sunday and,
strange as it may seem, | like it better than any other place.

The plumber was at work downstairs on Wednesday, moving the
water pipes and drains from the office bathroom to the hallway so
the pipes won’t freeze during a cold winter. The plumber’s visit was
far from pleasant. Not only were we not allowed to run water
during the day, but the bathroom was also off-limits. I'll tell you
how we handled this problem; you may find it unseemly of me to
bring it up, but I’'m not so prudish about matters of this kind. On the
day of our arrival, Father and | improvised a chamber pot,
sacrificing a canning jar for this purpose. For the duration of the
plumber’s visit, canning jars were put into service during the
daytime to hold our calls of nature. As far as | was concerned, this
wasn’t half as difficult as having to sit still all day and not say a
word. You can imagine how hard that was for Miss Quack, Quack,
Quack. On ordinary days we have to speak in a whisper; not being
able to talk or move at all is ten times worse.

After three days of constant sitting, my backside was stiff and sore.
Nightly exercises helped.
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Yours, Anne
MONDAY, NOVEMBER 9, 1942
Dearest Kitty,

Yesterday was Peter’s birthday, his sixteenth. | was upstairs by eight,
and Peter and | looked at his presents. He received a game of
Monopoly, a razor and a cigarette lighter. Not that he smokes so
much, not at all; it just looks so distinguished.

The biggest surprise came from Mr. van Daan, who reported at one
that the English had landed in Tunis, Algiers, Casablanca and Oran.

“This is the beginning of the end,” everyone was saying, but
Churchill, the British Prime Minister, who must have heard the
same thing being repeated in England, declared, “This is not the
end. It is not even the beginning of the end. But it is, perhaps, the
end of the beginning.” Do you see the difference? However, there’s
reason for optimism. Stalingrad, the Russian city that has been
under attack for three months, still hasn’t fallen into German hands.

In the true spirit of the Annex, | should talk to you about food. (I
should explain that they’re real gluttons up on the top floor.)

Bread is delivered daily by a very nice baker, a friend of Mr.
Kleiman’s. Of course, we don’t have as much as we did at home, but
it’s enough. We also purchase ration books on the black market.
The price keeps going up; it’s already risen from 27 to 33 guilders.
And that for mere sheets of printed paper!



To provide ourselves with a source of nutrition that will keep, aside
from the hundred cans of food we’ve stored here, we bought three
hundred pounds of beans. Not just for us, but for the office staff as
well. We’d hung the sacks of beans on hooks in the hallway, just
inside our secret entrance, but a few seams split under the weight.
So we decided to move them to the attic, and Peter was entrusted
with the heavy lifting. He managed to get five of the six sacks
upstairs intact and was busy with the last one when the sack broke
and a flood, or rather a hailstorm, of brown beans went flying
through the air and down the stairs. Since there were about fifty
pounds of beans in that sack, it made enough noise to raise the
dead. Downstairs they were sure the house was falling down
around their heads. Peter was stunned, but then burst into peals of
laughter when he saw me standing at the bottom of the stairs, like
anisland in a sea of brown, with waves of beans lapping at my
ankles. We promptly began picking them up, but beans are so small
and slippery that they roll into every conceivable corner and hole.
Now each time we go upstairs, we bend over and hunt around so
we can present Mrs. van Daan with a handful of beans.

| almost forgot to mention that Father has recovered from his
illness.

Yours, Anne

PS. The radio has just announced that Algiers has fallen. Morocco,
Casablanca and Oran have been in English hands for several days.
We’re now waiting for Tunis.

TUESDAY, NOVEMBER 10, 1942
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Dearest Kitty,

Great news! We're planning to take an eighth person into hiding
with us! Yes, really. We always thought there was enough room and
food for one more person, but we were afraid of placing an even
greater burden on Mr. Kugler and Mr. Kleiman. But since reports of
the dreadful things being done to the Jews are getting worse by the
day,

Father decided to sound out these two gentlemen, and they
thought it was an excellent plan. “It’s just as dangerous, whether
there are seven or eight,” they noted rightly. Once this was settled,
we sat down and mentally went through our circle of
acquaintances, trying to come up with a single person who would
blend in well with our extended family. This wasn’t difficult. After
Father had rejected all the van Daan relatives, we chose a dentist
named Albert Dussel. He lives with a charming Christian lady who’s
quite a bit younger than he is.

They’re probably not married, but that’s beside the point. He’s
known to be quiet and refined, and he seemed, from our superficial
acquaintance with him, to be nice. Miep knows him as well, so
she’ll be able to make the necessary arrangements. If he comes, Mr.
Dussel will have to sleep in my room instead of Margot, who will
have to make do with the folding bed. We'll ask him to bring along
something to fill cavities with.

Yours, Anne

SUNDAY, MAY 2, 1943



The Attitude of the Annex Residents Toward the War

Mr. van Daan. In the opinion of us all, this revered gentleman has
great insight into politics. Nevertheless, he predicts we’ll have to
stay here until the end of ‘43. That’s a very long time, and yet it’s
possible to hold out until then. But who can assure us that this war,
which has caused nothing but pain and sorrow, will then be over?
And that nothing will have happened to us and our helpers long
before that time? No one! That’s why each and every day is filled
with tension.

Expectation and hope generate tension, as does fear—for example,
when we hear a noise inside or outside the house, when the guns
go off or when we read new “proclamations” in the paper, since
we’re afraid our helpers might be forced to go into hiding
themselves sometime. These days everyone is talking about having
to hide. We don’t know how many people are actually in hiding; of
course, the number is relatively small compared to the general
population, but later on we’ll no doubt be astonished at how many
good people in Holland were willing to take Jews and Christians,
with or without money, into their homes. There’re also an
unbelievable number of people with false identity papers.

When Mrs. van Daan, (this beautiful damsel by her own account),
heard that it was getting easier these days to obtain false IDs, she
immediately proposed that we each have one made. As if there
were nothing to it, as if Father and Mr. van Daan were made of
money.

18

Mrs. van Daan is always saying the most ridiculous things, and her
Putti is often exasperated. But that’s not surprising, because one
day Kerli announces, “When this is all over, I'm going to have myself
baptized”; and the next, “As long as | can remember, I've wanted to
go to Jerusalem. | only feel at home with other Jews!”

Pim, (my Dad), is a big optimist, but he always has his reasons. Mr.
Dussel makes up everything as he goes along, and anyone wishing
to contradict His Majesty had better think twice. In Albert Dussel’s
home his word is law, but that doesn’t suit Anne Frank in the least.

What the other members of the Annex family think about the war
doesn’t matter. When it comes to politics, these four are the only
ones who count. Actually, only two of them do, but Madame van
Daan and Dussel include themselves as well.

MONDAY, JULY 19, 1943
Dearest Kitty,

North Amsterdam was very heavily bombed on Sunday. There was
apparently a great deal of destruction. Entire streets are in ruins,
and it will take a while for them to dig out all the bodies. So far
there have been two hundred dead and countless wounded; the
hospitals are bursting at the seams. We've been told of children
searching forlornly in the smoldering ruins for their dead parents. It
still makes me shiver to think of the dull, distant drone that signified
the approaching destruction.

WEDNESDAY, AUGUST 4, 1943

Dearest Kitty,



Now that we’ve been in hiding for a little over a year, you know a
great deal about our lives. Still, | can’t possibly tell you everything,
since it’s all so different compared to ordinary times and ordinary
people. Nevertheless, to give you a closer look into our lives, from
time to time I'll describe part of an ordinary day. I'll start with the
evening and night.

Nine in the evening. Bedtime always begins in the Annex with an
enormous hustle and bustle. Chairs are shifted, beds pulled out,
blankets unfolded—nothing stays where it is during the daytime. |
sleep on a small divan, which is only five feet long, so we have to
add a few chairs to make it longer. Comforter, sheets, pillows,
blankets: everything has to be removed from Dussel’s bed, where
it’s kept during the day.

In the next room there’s a terrible creaking: that’s Margot’s folding
bed being set up. More blankets and pillows, anything to make the
wooden slats a bit more comfortable. Upstairs it sounds like
thunder, but it’s only Mrs. van D.'s bed being shoved against the
window so that Her Majesty, arrayed in her pink bed jacket, can
sniff the night air through her delicate little nostrils.

Nine o’clock. After Peter’s finished, it’s my turn for the bathroom. |
wash myself from head to toe, and more often than not | find a tiny
flea floating in the sink (only during the hot months, weeks or days).
| brush my teeth, curl my hair, manicure my nails and dab peroxide
on my upper lip to bleach the black hairs—all this in less than half
an hour.

Nine-thirty. | throw on my bathrobe. With soap in one hand, and
potty, hairpins, panties, curlers and a wad of cotton in the other, |
hurry out of the bathroom. The next in line invariably calls me back
to remove the gracefully curved but unsightly hairs that I've left in
the sink.

Ten o’clock. Time to put up the blackout screen and say good-night.
For the next fifteen minutes, at least, the house is filled with the
creaking of beds and the sigh of broken springs, and then, provided
our upstairs neighbors aren’t having a marital spat in bed, all is
quiet.

Eleven-thirty. The bathroom door creaks. A narrow strip of light
falls into the room. Squeaking shoes, a large coat, even larger than
the man inside it ... Dussel is returning from his nightly work in Mr.
Kugler’s office. | hear him shuffling back and forth for ten whole
minutes, the rustle of paper (from the food he’s tucking away in his
cupboard) and the bed being made up. Then the figure disappears
again, and the only sound is the occasional suspicious noise from
the bathroom.

Approximately three o’clock. | have to get up to use the tin can
under my bed, which, to be on the safe side, has a rubber mat
underneath in case of leaks. | always hold my breath while | go,
since it clatters into the can like a brook down a mountainside. The
potty is returned to its place, and the figure in the white nightgown
(the one that causes Margot to exclaim every evening, “Oh, that
indecent nighty!”) climbs back into bed. A certain somebody lies
awake for about fifteen minutes, listening to the sounds of the
night. In the first place, to hear whether there are any burglars



downstairs, and then to the various beds—upstairs, next door and
in my room—to tell whether the others are asleep or half awake.
This is no fun, especially when it concerns a member of the family
named Dr. Dussel. First, there’s the sound of a fish gasping for air,
and this is repeated nine or ten times. Then, the lips are moistened
profusely. This is alternated with little smacking sounds, followed by
a long period of tossing and turning and rearranging the pillows.
After five minutes of perfect quiet, the same sequence repeats
itself three more times, after which he’s presumably lulled himself
back to sleep for a while.

Sometimes the guns go off during the night, between one and four.
I’'m never aware of it before it happens, but all of a sudden | find
myself standing beside my bed, out of sheer habit. Occasionally I'm
dreaming so deeply (of irregular French verbs or a quarrel upstairs)
that | realize only when my dream is over that the shooting has
stopped and that I've remained quietly in my room. But usually |
wake up. Then | grab a pillow and a handkerchief, throw on my robe
and slippers and dash next door to Father, just the way Margot
described in this birthday poem:

Once I've reached the big bed, the worst is over, except when the
shooting is extra loud.

Six forty five. Brrring ... the alarm clock, which raises its shrill voice
at any hour of the day or night, whether you want it to or not.
Creak ... wham ... Mrs. van D. turns it off. Screak ... Mr. van D. gets
up, puts on the water and races to the bathroom.
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Seven-fifteen. The door creaks again. Dussel can go to the
bathroom. Alone at last, | remove the blackout screen ... and a new
day begins in the Annex.

Yours, Anne
TUESDAY, JUNE 6, 1944
My dearest Kitty,

“This is D Day,” the BBC announced at twelve. “This is the day.” The
invasion has begun! This morning at eight the British reported
heavy bombing of Calais, Boulogne, Le Havre and Cherbourg, as
well as Pas de Calais (as usual).

Further, as a precautionary measure for those in the occupied
territories, everyone living within a zone of twenty miles from the
coast was warned to prepare for bombardments. Where possible,
the British will drop pamphlets an hour ahead of time.

According to the German news, British paratroopers have landed on
the coast of France. “British landing craft are engaged in combat
with German naval units,” according to the BBC.

Conclusion reached by the Annex while breakfasting at nine: this is
a trial landing, like the one two years ago in Dieppe.

BBC broadcast in German, Dutch, French and other languages at
ten: The invasion has begun! So this is the “real” invasion.

BBC broadcast in German at eleven: speech by Supreme
Commander General Dwight Eisenhower.



BBC broadcast in English: “This is D Day.” General Eisenhower said
to the French people: “Stiff fighting will come now, but after this the
victory. The year 1944 is the year of complete victory. Good luck!”

BBC broadcast in English at one: 11,000 planes are shuttling back
and forth or standing by to land troops and bomb behind enemy
lines; 4,000 landing craft and small boats are continually arriving in
the area between Cherbourg and Le Havre. English and American
troops are already engaged in heavy combat. Speeches by
Gerbrandy, the Prime Minister of Belgium, King Haakon of Norway,
de Gaulle of France, the King of England and, last but not least,
Churechill.

A huge commotion in the Annex! Is this really the beginning of the
long-awaited liberation? The liberation we’ve all talked so much
about, which still seems too good, too much of a fairy tale ever to
come true? Will this year, 1944, bring us victory? We don’t know
yet. But where there’s hope, there’s life. It fills us with fresh courage
and makes us strong again. We'll need to be brave to endure the
many fears and hardships and the suffering yet to come. It’s now a
matter of remaining calm and steadfast, of gritting our teeth and
keeping a stiff upper lip! France, Russia, Italy, and even Germany,
can cry out in agony, but we don’t yet have that right!

Oh, Kitty, the best part about the invasion is that | have the feeling
that friends are on the way. Those terrible Germans have oppressed
and threatened us for so long that the thought of friends and
salvation means everything to 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.
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Yours, Anne M. Frank

AFTERWORD

On the morning of August 4, 1944, sometime between ten and
tenthirty, 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 arrested the eight people hiding in the Annex, as well as two
of their helpers, Victor Kugler and Johannes 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 September 11, 1944, they were transferred,
without benefit of a trial, to a camp in Amersfoort (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 1989.

Elisabeth (Bep) Voskuijl Wijk died in Amsterdam in 1983.

Santrouschitz and Jan Gies lived in Amsterdam; Jan died in 1993.



Upon their arrest, the eight residents of the Annex were first
brought to 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
Otto Frank, gassed to 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 apparently to another
concentration camp after that. It is certain that she did not survive,
though the date of her death is unknown.

Peter van Pels (van Daan) was forced to 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 concentration camp, where he had been transferred
from either Buchenwald or Sachsenhausen.

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 brought to Bergen-Belsen, a concentration
camp near Hannover (Germany). The typhus epidemic that broke
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out in the winter of 1944—1945, as a result of the horrendous
hygienic conditions, killed thousands of prisoners, including Margot
and, a few days later, Anne. She must have died in late February or
early 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 eight to survive the
concentration camps. After Auschwitz was liberated by Russian
troops, he was repatriated to Amsterdam by way of Odessa and
Marseille. He arrived in Amsterdam on June 3, 1945, and stayed
there until 1953, when he moved to Basel (Switzerland), where his
sister and her family, 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.
Until his death on August 19, 1980, Otto Frank continued to live in
Birsfelden, outside Basel, where he devoted himself to sharing the
message of his daughter’s diary with people all over the world.



