
The Diary of Anne Frank was an immediate critical and popular success, with reviewers particularly enthusiastic about Anne’s spirit, optimism, 
and nobility. The play represented the pinnacle of Goodrich and Hackett’s career. However, over the years, criticism mounted against the play 
for inaccurately representing Anne’s own words as well as the Jewish experience of the Holocaust. Wendy Kesselman revised the script and 
mounted a production in 1997, but the commentary brought about by this new version of Anne’s life in hiding contributes to the reader’s 
understanding of the monumental task that faced Goodrich and Hackett in the 1950s, as they attempted to bring together the contradictory 
aspects of Anne Frank. 

Goodrich and Hackett had become interested in a different sort of project: an adaptation of The Diary of Anne Frank. They worked on this 
script for two years, even meeting with Otto Frank and visiting the attic where the Franks and four other Jews hid from the Nazis. The play 
opened on Broadway in 1955, and it was the high point of their careers, earning a Tony Award and the Pulitzer Prize.
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ANNE FRANK REMEMBERED 
By MIEP GIES 

“In the afternoon when no one was around and all was quiet, I went upstairs to that door myself and 
disappeared into the hiding place, closing the door tight behind me. 
Entering the rooms for the first time, I was surprised by what I saw. In total disorder were sacks and 
boxes and furnishings, piles of things. I could not imagine how all these things had been brought up to 
the hiding place. I had not once noticed anything being brought in. Perhaps it had been brought at 
night, or on Sundays when the office was closed. 
On this floor there were two quite small rooms. One was rectangular with a window, and the other long 
and thin, also with a window. The rooms were wood-paneled, the wood painted a dark green, the 
wallpaper old and yellowish and peeling in places. The windows were covered by thick, white, makeshift 
curtains. There was a toilet in a large room, with a dressing area off to the side” 

“Up a steep flight of old wooden steps was a large room with sink and stove and cabinets. Here too the 
windows were covered with curtains. Off this large room was another rickety stairway to an attic and 
storage area. The steps to the attic cut through a tiny garret-type room, again filled with piles and sacks 
of things.” 

“Jo Koophuis came often, always bringing a little something. He had a special warm way about him. Mr. 
Kraler came too, sometimes with questions for Mr. Frank about the business, sometimes with Cinema 
and Theater magazine for Anne, who liked news and photos of film stars.” 

“A feeling of home was beginning to emerge—the old, trusty coffeepot; children’s schoolbooks or a 
hairbrush lying about. 

Anne had glued her movie-star pictures onto her bedroom wall—Ray Milland; Greta Garbo; Norma 
Shearer; Ginger Rogers; Lily Bouwmeester, the Dutch actress; Heinz Rühmann, the German actor. 
Other pictures she liked: a big advertisement for our company’s jam-making process; Michelangelo’s 
Pietà a big pink rose; chimpanzees having a tea party; Princess Elizabeth of York; many, many cutouts 
of cuddly little babies. Anne liked cutouts of cute babies as much as she liked movie stars.” 



“Anne and Margot were sharing the long, narrow room on the first floor of the hiding place. Next door, in 
the bigger room, Mr. and Mrs. Frank had made their bedroom. Upstairs was the living and cooking area, 
the place to spend the day, as it was one more floor above the office kitchen and any noise made would 
be less easily heard. But no noise was made during the day while the workers came and went below. 
No toilet flushed; no shoes on the creaky wooden stairs.” 

“Each day I brought a few of the things that Henk and I had taken from the Merwedeplein the night 
before they’d gone into hiding. Quickly, I brought everything I had to the hiding place.” 

“Each morning, first thing, when there was a lull at the office, I’d tiptoe upstairs and get a shopping list 
from Mrs. Frank. She would give me money or I would take money from the cashbox downstairs, to be 
replaced later. Then, before she could start her barrage of questions, I’d promise Anne that I’d be back 
later with the shopping, and at that time I’d sit and we could have a real talk.” 

“Our friends were always thirsty for them. Each day was interminable for those shut into the four small 
rooms. The only breath of fresh air could be had in the attic, where there was a skylight that opened and 
showed a patch of sky and the tower of the Westerkerk. Up in the attic the laundry was hung to dry; 
sacks of food stood out of the way, along with old file boxes from the office. Peter liked to tinker with his 
tools in the attic, and had made a little workshop. Anne and Margot liked to go upstairs to the attic to 
read.” 

“Mr. Vossen was a thin man, almost as tall as Henk, about forty-five or fifty years old. One day, soon 
after he had started working with us, I came to work and found that Mr. Frank had had him taken into 
the secret of the hiding plan. To improve its security, Mr. Kraler asked Mr. Vossen to hinge a bookcase to 
the wall in front of the door to the hiding place. This bookcase, in which we kept empty account books 
in black-and-white bindings, concealed the door completely.  Mr. Vossen had placed a hook on the 
back of the bookcase, which could be fastened by our friends. When opened by them, it would permit 
the whole bookcase to swing out and away, so that one could enter the hiding place.  Every time I 
pulled the bookcase aside, I had to set a smile on my face, and disguise the bitter feeling that burned in 
my heart. I would take a breath, pull the bookcase closed, and put on an air of calm and good cheer 
that it was otherwise impossible to feel anywhere in Amsterdam anymore. My friends upstairs were not 
to be upset, not to be privy to any of my anguish.“ 

“For Anne, although she didn’t concentrate as hard as Margot, it was easy too. Anne was often writing 
in a little red-orange checkered cloth-bound diary that her father had given her for her thirteenth birthday 
on June 12, several weeks before the Franks had come into hiding. She wrote in her diary in two places, 
her own room or her parents’ room.” 



“As I heard from Mr. Frank, the diary was a constant companion for Anne, and also a source of teasing 
by the others. How was she finding so much to write about? Anne’s cheeks went pink when she was 
teased. She would tease right back, always quick with a reply, but to be safe, she kept her diary in her 
father’s old leather briefcase.” 

“Right away, there were voices, footsteps, the toilet flushing, a cabinet shutting. Already, it was noisy 
upstairs; the place had come alive.” 

“With the blackout frames up and the electric light on, along with the heat from the cooking, the room 
became toasty-warm, cozy. We sat long over coffee and dessert, talking, our friends devouring the 
novelty of our presence. They seemed to be insatiable for our company.  As I sat, I became aware of 
what it meant to be imprisoned in these small rooms. As this feeling registered, I felt a taste of the 
helpless fear that these people were filled with, day and night. Yes, for all of us it was wartime, but Henk 
and I had the freedom to come and go as we pleased, to stay in or go out. These people were in a 
prison, a prison with locks inside the doors.  I climbed into Anne’s hard little bed, which was very toasty 
with blanket upon blanket, so many blankets that I couldn’t imagine how Anne could ever be taken with 
a chill. The room was cool otherwise, and as I settled in as cozily as I could, I could hear every sound 
being made in the other rooms: Mr. van Daan coughing, the squeak of springs, the sound of a slipper 
dropping beside a bed, the toilet flushing, Mouschi landing on his padded feet somewhere above me.  
The Westertoren clock struck at fifteen-minute intervals. I’d never heard it so loud; it echoed and 
reverberated through the rooms. The church was right across the back gardens from the Annex. In the 
office, the building blocked the sound. During the day, by the time I heard the ringing in my front office, 
the sound had been muted and cushioned by the entire building. It was soothing and distant.  All 
through the night I heard each ringing of the Westertoren clock. I never slept; I couldn’t close my eyes. I 
heard the sound of a rainstorm begin, the wind come up. The quietness of the place was overwhelming. 
The fright of these people who were locked up here was so thick I could feel it pressing down on me. It 
was like a thread of terror pulled taut. It was so terrible it never let me close my eyes.” 

“The stove was usually flaming in the Van Daans’ big room. Coal came up from the workplace below. 
There were drafty, damp areas throughout the hiding place, so often the occupants wore several layers 
of clothes, perhaps a shawl in addition. Despite the drafts and damp, it was cozy with the help of 
cooking heat and the coal fire. Unless the electricity ration was short, the lights brought cheer into the 
rooms.  For the first time I knew what it was like to be a Jew in hiding.” 

“There was particular concern that the radio in Mr. Frank’s old office had been carelessly left dialed to 
the BBC station—a criminal offense. The chairs in the office were pulled up to the radio as well, creating 
a picture of a group that had been intently listening to the news. They were terrified that the thief would 



go and report the situation to the police, and the police would put two and two together and make a 
raid on the hiding place.” 

THE DIARY OF A YOUNG GIRL 
By ANNE FRANK 

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

“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. 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!” 

“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 I 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 I don’t know what else. But Father and I, 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 care; Mother and Margot were too tired and keyed up to eat, and Father and 
I 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, I 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, I found a 
moment to tell you all about it and to realize what had happened to me and what was yet to happen.” 

“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.” 

“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, I 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.” 

“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 I 
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.” 


