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Featured author for June 2007
Her book, Anne Frank: the Diary of a Young Girl has been translated into 67 languages, and after 60 years, it is one of the most read books in the world.  More amazing is that Anne Frank wrote the book while between the ages of 13 and 15.  Anne was given a diary for her 13th birthday; from its pages, she wrote to the world.   Here’s her first entry on her birthday June 12, 1942.   “I hope I will be able to confide everything to you as I have never been able to confide in anyone, and I hope you will be a great source of comfort and support.”
In 2005, my Little Women reader’s group met Anne through her diary.  We talked more about this book than any of our other reads.  We discussed at great length how something as horrible as the Holocaust could happen right under the noses of ordinary people.  We empathized with Anne and talked about the day-to-day things Jewish people had to give up.  Our talks included discrimination, prejudice, bullying, intolerance, injustice, parental relationships, becoming a teenager.  With Anne as our guide, we gleaned every scrap of information and wisdom from her book that we could.  When we were finally ready to put the book away, we sat together one evening and made a promise to Anne.  We promised to be her army. Thanks to Anne and her book, these girls will go out into the world and be warriors against injustice.  
Anne Frank was born in Germany in 1929.  She was the second daughter in a German-Jewish family who lived during a wretched time in European History, the Holocaust.  Between 1933 and 1945, Adolph Hitler and his Nazi Party launched a brutal campaign to persecute, imprison, and finally exterminate the European Jews. The Hitler regime termed this initiative as the final solution to the Jewish Question. Early on in Hitler’s campaign, the Franks left Germany for Amsterdam where they had several years of relative peace.  But in 1940, Hitler invaded the Netherlands, and once again, the Franks were subjected to the torments of German occupation.  
Anne tells her diary what life was like for Jews saying, “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 PM; Jews were required to frequent only Jewish-owned shops…Jews were forbidden to be out on the streets between 8 PM and 6 AM; … forbidden to go to theaters, movies or any other forms of entertainment; forbidden to use swimming pools… athletic fields, …forbidden to take part in any athletic activity in public; forbidden to sit in their gardens or those of their friends after 8 PM; forbidden to visit Christians in their homes.

Barely one month after Anne began writing in her diary, her 16 year old sister Margot received a call up notice to report for deportation to a concentration camp. Here is Anne’s entry: “So much has happened; it’s as if the whole world had suddenly turned upside down…I’ll begin by telling you what happened.   Sunday afternoon... At three o’clock the doorbell rang.  I didn’t hear it since I was outside on the balcony, lazily reading in the sun.  A little while later Margot appeared in the doorway looking very agitated…” She told Anne it was a call up notice from the SS.  At first, the girls believed the summons was for their father. Later, when Margot and Anne were sitting alone in their bedroom Anne said, “Margot told me that the call-up was for her…I began crying. Margot is 16.  Apparently they want to send girls her age away… But thank goodness Margot won’t be going.  Mother had said so herself, which must be what Father had meant when he talked to me about our going in to hiding. Hiding? Where? … These were questions I wasn’t allowed to ask…”  
Anne’s father, Otto Frank,  solicited the help of  four of his trusted (Dutch) employees to assist his family in a plan to hide. They were preparing a hidden annex within an empty section of the building owned by his company. The Franks were to share the space with another family, the Van Daans.  Another man, Albert Dussel would join them later.  Margot’s summons hastened their plans; the next day, they each placed a few personal possessions in shopping bags and set off on foot for the annex rooms. Here is Anne’s entry for July 6, 1942:   “Margot and I started packing our most important belongings into a schoolbag.  The first thing I stuck in was this diary, then curlers, handkerchiefs, schoolbooks…some old letters. I stuck the craziest things in the bag, but I’m not sorry.  Memories mean more to me than dresses…At 11:30, I was exhausted…it would be my last night in my own bed, I fell asleep right away…Mother called me at five thirty the next morning.  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, 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.  I was wearing two undershirts, three pair 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.  I was suffocating even before we left the house…At seven thirty we closed the door behind us…to get away and reach our destination…so there we were, 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.” 
Once the families were settled in the annex they adapted to a routine.  During the day, business continued as usual in the front part of the building with workers coming and going so there could be no noise. This was especially difficult for 13 year old Anne.  She explained with an amazing touch of humor, “On ordinary days we have to speak in a whisper; not being able to talk or move at all…you can imaging how hard that is for Miss Quack, Quack, Quack.”  They passed the days quietly reading or studying. The girls continued their schoolwork independently.   In the evenings when the building was empty, they had more freedom to move about their quarters.  At night they would sneak down from their hiding place to Otto Frank’s old office and pull chairs around the radio to listen to the BBC broadcasts about the war.  
The war was all around them.  Later in the year Anne wrote:  “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 I find myself standing beside my bed, out of sheer habit.  Occasionally I’m dreaming so deeply (of irregular French verbs...)…then I 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:  

When shots ring out in the dark of night,
The door creaks open and into sight

Comes a hanky, a pillow, a figure in white”
Being shut off, they were eager for visits from their protectors.  Meip Gies was one of those visitors. She would later write a book about the ordeal in which she talked about Anne’s relentless determination to know everything going on in the outside world. The news was never pleasant; there were more and more roundups with people being taken away.  Geis always tried to soften the news, but Anne was never satisfied.  Knowing Geis knew more, Anne would take her aside as if to chat and ask question after question until she knew everything.  Geis said, “That was Anne.  I had no idea she was writing it all down.  I mean, a child keeping a diary is one thing...You just don’t imagine that she’s writing about such things...that people were being gassed and murdered....Speaking for myself, I just couldn’t believe that people were doing such things.  Anne could.” 
Anne minded the lack of privacy; it was difficult living in close quarters. She quarreled with her mother and the others, and she did not get along at all with Mr. Dussel.  By 1943, she was no longer dreaming of French verbs; instead, she had nightmares. She  wrote “I’m in the middle of a depression…I think it stems from my cowardice, which confronts me at every turn...  this evening, the doorbell rang long and loud.  I instantly turned white, my stomach churned and my heart beat wildly, all because I was afraid. At night I see myself alone in a dungeon…or I’m roaming the streets or the Annex is on fire, or they come in the middle of the night to take us away and I crawl under my bed in desperation.  I see everything as if it were actually taking place…”  
Anne thought about becoming a journalist after the war. During the two years in hiding, she also wrote short stores to read to her fellow annex mates.  She began taking her writing serious after hearing a Dutch broadcast declaring that personal accounts, diaries and documents would be gathered after the war and preserved for future generations.  In May 1944, Anne’s idea of a serious novel takes shape.  She writes, Just imagine how interesting it would be if I were to publish a novel about the Secret Annex.  The title alone would make people think it was a detective story.  I have started the book in my head.   She begun transcribing and editing the diary entries to a format more suitable for a novel.
Despite everything Anne endured during the occupation and time hiding, she refused to harbor bitterness.  In July 1944 she wrote “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 I haven’t abandoned all my ideals, they seem so absurd and impractical.  Yet I cling to them because I still believe, in spite of everything, that people are truly good at heart….I somehow feel that everything will change for the better, that this cruelty too will end, that peace and tranquility will return once more.” 
One month later, on August 4, 1944, an SS Sergeant and three security police raided the Annex and arrested the eight people hiding there along with two of their protectors. Someone had betrayed them.  Their betrayer still remains unknown. Immediately after the arrest, Geis, the family friend and protector, gathered up Anne’s papers and diary for safe keeping.  Respecting Anne’s privacy, she hid them away unread. The Franks were deported in cattle cars to Auschwitz concentration camp where Anne’s mother died.  Anne and Margot were later transferred to a concentration camp in Germany.  Emaciated and ill, Anne and Margot died within days of each other in March 1945 from a typhus epidemic.  The camp was liberated by British troops just two weeks later. Otto Frank was the only one of the eight to survive the camps.  He returned to Amsterdam after the war.  Geis gave him Anne’s diary and papers.  He devoted the rest of his life sharing the message of his daughter’s diary.
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