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‘Paper has more patience than people’: Diaries of the Holocaust


Abstract
     
     The present study is a non-experimental, qualitative Interpretive Phenomenological Analysis of a diary extract from the public domain. This extract is from the diary of Anne Frank, an adolescent alive during the time of the Holocaust who have sadly passed away. There is a lack of research into the effect that the Holocaust had on adolescents whilst they are also dealing with a confusing stage of their development. The analysis revealed elements of confusion, loneliness, gluttony, generosity and fear. From the analysis it is clear that more specific research into first-hand accounts, diaries and letters needs to take place to further the body of research pre-existing on the Holocaust. 

Introduction 

     The Holocaust, a historical event of unique proportions was seen to be an anomaly, with its distinctive features it is placed in a category of its own. Historians have said that the reason for this uniqueness is the victimisation of the people of Jewish belief (Finkelstein, 2000). The events of the Holocaust that have been documented depend on how those memories have been remembered and who they are remembered by (Young, 1988). The term ‘postmemory’, describes the relationship between the children of the survivors from a cultural trauma and their parents’ experiences. These experiences remembered by their parents are the only powerful images they have grown up with and in turn have become their memories (Hirsch, 2001).
      There is a rich body of literature about the trauma of the Holocaust and the children of survivors which is surrounded by a great deal of controversy. Psychotherapists reported varying distress characteristics, but research into the difference between offspring and comparative groups failed to show any significance (Kellerman, 2001). This psychological knowledge over past years has shown that ‘transgenerational transmission’ of the trauma from the events of the Holocaust can lead to offspring showing mental disturbance signs (Kellerman, 2001; Solkoff, 1981). This was followed with more studies of a descriptive nature, as well as research that has since been criticised for varying methodological flaws being biased, for example clinical populations of a small sample size and investigations of young adults with little control (Solkoff, 1981).
     Leon et al (1981) carried out an investigation 33 years after survivors of the Holocaust were liberated from Nazi concentration camps, looking into how these survivors and the children of survivors have adjusted following their experiences. Varying psychoanalytical perspectives of these experiences focus on different concepts, for example - the regressive behaviour of the victim while imprisoned, the repression of aggressive urges, the guilt of the survivor and aggressor identification (Leon et al, 1981). These psychoanalytical perspectives of behaviour have been questioned by Des Pres (1976) who gave an alternative explanation, that these behaviours were due to environmental factors. Where as Epstein (1979) stated that there were generalisations about survivors made from cases of a clinical nature. 
      While there is a great deal of literature on the effects of the Holocaust on the children of survivors, there is very little research looking at children and adolescents and the effect that the Holocaust had on them. The present study aims to add to the lack of literature by carrying out an analysis on a diary extract from an adolescent who sadly passed away during the Holocaust. This study hopes to understand the turmoil that this adolescent faced and effects that the events of the Holocaust had during a difficult and confusing stage of development. 

Methodology

Design
     A non-experimental, qualitative approach was taken using a diary extract. The diary extract was analysed using Interpretive Phenomenological Analysis examining the participant’s feelings and the theme revealed were analysed and data collected.  
Participants
     The participant for the present study is an adolescent, now deceased, who recounted the events of the Holocaust in diary form. This adolescent is Anne Frank (AF) who was between the ages of thirteen and sixteen when the diaries were written. No consent was needed from the participant for this study as the diary extract is in the public domain. 
Materials
    For the present study, the researcher used paper copies of the diary extracts to make notes during analysis. A computer, note pad of lined paper, highlighters and pens were also used by the researcher to carry out note taking for analysis of the diary extracts.
Procedure
     The present study was carried out using an Interpretive Phenomenological Analysis of a diary extract. This diary extract was taken from the public domain and analysed by the researcher. In order to analysis this extract the researcher was required to read them through making no notes to get an initial feel for the extract. Following on from the initial readings of the extract the researcher made notes about the thoughts and feelings of the participant during her time in the Holocaust. During this part of the analysis the researcher began to place the notes and findings into categories and themes and from this into cluster themes, these cluster themes include – adolescent loneliness, inward vs outward, fear, becoming a woman and gluttony and generosity. These cluster themes are then presented in a summary table. No consent for the present study was obtained as the extract is in the public domain.  

Results/Discussion 

     On initial reading of the AF diary extract, it is obvious that she is rather lonely and confused. She appears to be quite naïve to what is going on around her in early entries, but this could be down to her only being thirteen years of age. It is quite clear early on that AF has feelings for Peter Van Daan, whether those are purely plutonic or feelings of lust and love. When reading this diary extract, the reader cannot help but feel for AF and the turmoil and confusion that she faced during the events that she writes about in her diary. 

Table One
Breakdown of themes of Anne Frank’s diary extract

 Table one shows the main themes found in the Anne Frank diary extract. 


	Superordinate Themes
	Subordinate Themes
	Quote Keywords
	Line Numbers

	Adolescent Loneliness
	Lonely
	“I don’t have a friend”
	Lines 31-32

	
	Misunderstood
	“What’s remained of Anne Frank…”
	Lines 477-479

	
	Identity
	“Mummy always treats me…”
	Line 164

	
	Confusion
	“Maybe it is my fault…”
	Lines 41-42

	
	Friendship
	“Something beautiful is going….”
	Lines 447-450

	Inward vs Outward
	Public Anne
	“I have a throng of admirers…”
	Lines 35-37

	
	Private Anne
	“’I’m not planning to let…
	Lines 28 – 30

	Gluttony and Generosity
	Giving
	“We gave him a bottle of wine…”
	[bookmark: _GoBack]Lines 695-698

	
	Selfishness
	“Mrs van Daan is by no means…”
	Lines 414-422

	
	Guilt
	“And I can’t help her…”
	Lines 317-321




     ‘Adolescent Loneliness’ is one of the main themes that can be seen throughout the extract. Early on in her diary, AF appears to be misunderstood and lonely. She writes about her many friends and a social life that is lively, but she is also very grateful to be given a diary for her birthday in which she can confide in as she says that she does not feel comfortable her inner emotions, not even with her closest friend. Being Jewish is a predominantly anti-Jewish society, moving into the relatively cramped annex seems to only heighten how isolated she truly while she is struggling to find her identity. Although there are moments where her friendship with Peter Van Daan staves these feelings of loneliness even if only for a short period. These feelings of loneliness are not only present for AF, they are present for everyone living in the annex, everyone around her is constantly masking their feelings of fear, stress and anxiety. 
    Following on from ‘Adolescent Loneliness’, another theme and a constant battle for AF is ‘Inward vs Outward’. This is where AF talks about there being ‘two Anne’s’, one Anne is jovial, lively and rather public but the other is extremely private and sentimental. Throughout the extract there is a continuous referral to this split of ‘two Anne’s’. AF seems to be very aware of this split even form an early age and has a regret that she cannot be the true her. She often wonders if Peter Van Daan will be the only person that will be able to see through the more public Anne and find the true Anne underneath. It is obvious that there is an ongoing struggle with both the public and private Anne throughout her diary entries, she strives to be genuine and speak the truth, but she is also trying to fit in with the group. 
      In her entry on January 22, 1944, AF asks Kitty “Can you tell me why people go to such lengths to hide their real selves?” (line 404) – this could suggest that she has come to the realisation that she is not the only person that hides their true fears and feelings. AF continues to struggle with the perception of herself and how she in turn presents herself, this can be seen in her final diary entry on August 1, 1944. To resolve this, she concludes that she must be true to who she is good, bad and ugly. This inner struggle that AF faces can be mirrored in the events of the war. The others living with AF in the annex are forced to hide from other people, they take on the identity of someone else to protect themselves and their livelihood as who they truly are makes them susceptible to persecution. 
      AF’s diary entries demonstrate the best and the worst that war can reveal, this is show in the theme ‘Gluttony and Generosity’ – defining characteristics that are prominent in the annex. The livelihood of the group depends on the risks that the Dutch keepers continually take, giving them money, food and anything else that they can spare. It is obvious that AF’s family and the van Daans can see that they are in a better situation than many of the thousands of Jews that face the dangers of the outside world. Acts of generosity can be seen throughout with an invitation extended to Mr Dussel to join them in the annex and sharing all they have. But Mr Dussel’s lack of reciprocation shows the gluttony that the potential extreme circumstances bring out selfish qualities. AF writes that Mr Dussel and Mrs van Daan are the two who look after themselves than others around them. 
       ‘Gluttony and Generosity’ are also present as AF feels guilty about hiding. Even though they have no food life at the time that they leave the annex, there is a sense that luck of on AF’s side having escaped the same fate as those in concentration camps. There is a definite struggle with AF feeling like herself and her family could have done more and shared what they had out with more people. Whereas on the other hand, Mrs van Daan and Mr Dussel see gluttony as the best way and perhaps the only way to protect themselves during the same hardship that inspires AF to be more generous than before. 
     The present study carries minimal implications as the main participant, Anne Frank and others mentioned are now deceased. There are many limitations that present themselves with the present study, firstly Anne Frank and those mentioned in the diary are deceased meaning that no questions can be asked about what is written or for verbal first-hand accounts of the circumstances that they faced. Also, it is very likely that these diary extracts are translated from Anne’s first language, that could mean that elements of what happened or how she felt may have been lost in translation as most languages do not necessarily translate directly. One major limitation of the present study is the lack of specific and general, up to date research around this topic, the majority of research on the Holocaust is from the children of survivors not on the survivors or those who sadly died as a result of the Holocaust. A lack of first-hand accounts of the Holocaust means that researchers are heavily reliant on post-memory accounts from the children on survivors as any survivors that are still alive are now very old and may struggle to communicate or even remember what they went through. 
    The lack of specific research and first-hand accounts leaves a gap for future research to take place. Living survivors could be a source for first-hand accounts to gain the knowledge that is missing, also there may be other diaries or letters that are yet to be found or made public that could hold a great deal of information for future research.

Reflexive report

     The interest in the topic area of the present study came from many years of history education in schooling. With next to no research analysis diary extracts, pulling out the themes and learning from the first-hand accounts of the Holocaust the present study aimed to do just that. A lack of validity was the main concern for this study. With extracts from only one diary being analysed, the results are just the beginning of research of this nature. The present study does have the potential to be conducted in a quantitive manner, with the researcher look at how many times certain words that relate to certain themes appear in the extracts. The present study found many subordinate themes that help to understand the turmoil and confusion that the participant felt while living through the Holocaust.

Conclusion 

The present study aimed to add to a lack of research into the understanding of the turmoil and confusion faced by children and adolescents during the Holocaust. The results of the present study revealed themes of “Adolescent Loneliness”, “Inward vs Outward” and “Gluttony and Generosity”. The present study is just a stepping stone to the research that could take place in the future using first-hand accounts, diaries and letters to gain better understandings of what actually happened during the Holocaust.
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Appendix One
Ethics form 

APPLICATION FOR ETHICAL APPROVAL

In order for research to result in benefit and minimise risk of harm, it must be conducted ethically. A researcher may not be covered by the University’s insurance if ethical approval has not been obtained prior to commencement.

The University follows the OECD Frascati manual definition of research activity: “creative work undertaken on a systematic basis in order to increase the stock of knowledge, including knowledge of man, culture and society, and the use of this stock of knowledge to devise new applications”. As such this covers activities undertaken by members of staff, postgraduate research students, and both taught postgraduate and undergraduate students working on dissertations/projects.

The individual undertaking the research activity is known as the “principal researcher”.

Ethical approval is not required for routine audits, performance reviews, quality assurance studies, testing within normal educational requirements, and literary or artistic criticism.

Please read the notes for guidance before completing ALL sections of the form.

This form must be completed and approved prior to undertaking any research activity. Please see Checklist for details of process for different categories of application.  


SECTION A: About You (Principal Researcher)

	Full Name:
	Chelsea Lauren Axon 

	Tick all boxes which apply:

	Member of staff:
	☐	Student:
	☒	Honorary research fellow:
	☐


	Faculty/School/Centre:
	

	Campus:
	

	E-mail address:
	

	Contact Telephone Number:
	

	For students:

	Student Number:
	1300113
	Undergraduate
	☒
	Programme of Study:
	BSc Applied Psychology 
	Taught Postgraduate
	☐
	Director of Studies/Supervisor:
	Dr Stuart Jones 
	Research
	☐


SECTION B: Approval for Research Activity

	Has the research activity received approval in principle?
(please check the Guidance Notes as to the appropriate approval process for different levels of research by different categories of individual)
	YES
	☒	NO
	☐
	     
	Date

	If Yes, please indicate source of approval (and date where known):
	Research Degrees Committee
	☐	

	
	Faculty Research Committee
	☐	

	
	Other (write in)
School ethics board
	☒	04.12.18


Approval in principle must be obtained from the relevant source prior to seeking ethical approval.

SECTION C:  External Ethical Guidance Materials

	Please list the core ethical guidance documents that have been referred to during the completion of this form (including any discipline-specific codes of research ethics, and also any specific ethical guidance relating to the proposed methodology).  Please tick to confirm that your research proposal adheres to these codes and guidelines.

	Code of Ethics and Conduct (2018)
	☒
	BPS Code of Human Research Ethics (2nd edition, 2014)
	☒

	The General Data Protection Regulation (GDPR)
	☒




SECTION D: External Collaborative Research Activity

	Does the research activity involve collaborators outside of the University?
	YES
	☐
	NO
	☒

	
If Yes, please provide the name of the external organisation and name and contact details for the main contact person:

	Institution
	

	Contact person name
	

	Contact person e-mail address
	



Where research activity is carried out in collaboration with an external organisation
	Does this organisation have its own ethics approval system?
	YES
	☐
	NO
	☐

	If Yes, please attach a copy of any final approval (or interim approval) from the organisation



SECTION E: Details of Research Activity

	Indicative title:
	‘Paper has more patience than people’: Diaries of the Holocaust 

	Proposed start date:
	17.12.18
	Proposed end date:
	18.01.19

	Purpose of research activity (including aims and objectives)
Outline the purpose, aims and objectives of the research activity, including key research questions. Show briefly how existing research has informed the proposed activity and explain what the research activity will add and how it addresses an area of importance. (Maximum 300 words)

	There is a great amount of knowledge on the effects of the Holocaust on survivors long-term (Greene, 2010). Following the Second World War, studies using survivor clinical records gave great emphasise on the negative effects experienced during the Holocaust (Glickman, Van Haitsman, Mamberg, Gagnon & Brom, 2003). 

A study carried out by Greene (2002) found that survivors of the Holocaust were able to overcome extreme circumstances and became able to live with the memories of trauma. Greene (2002) also found that resilience was highly present even in the most severe of situations. 

The present study aims to analyse a diary extract written at the height of the Holocaust by anadolescent living through their experiences. The hope from this analysis is to add to very little current research on the effects of the Holocaust on children at the time, rather than just the long-term effects of survivors and the children of survivors. 

 (this box should expand as you type)

	Proposed methods
Provide a brief summary of all the methods that may be used in the research activity, making it clear what specific techniques may be used. If methods other than those listed in this section are deemed appropriate later, additional ethical approval for those methods will be needed. (Maximum 600 words)

	Using Interpretive Phenomenological Analysis, the present study will analyse and pull themes from a diary extracts written during the Holocaust by an adolescent. 



(this box should expand as you type)



	Location of research activity
Identify all locations where research activity will take place.

	All analysis will take place in the researcher’s home or in the library situated on the Carmarthen campus of the University of Wales Trinity Saint David. 

(this box should expand as you type)

	Research activity outside of the UK
If research activity will take place overseas, you are responsible for ensuring that local ethical considerations are complied with and that the relevant permissions are sought. Specify any local guidelines (e.g. from local professional associations/learned societies/universities) that exist and whether these involve any ethical stipulations beyond those usual in the UK (provide details of any licenses or permissions required). Also specify whether there are any specific ethical issues raised by the local context in which the research activity is taking place, for example, particular cultural sensitivities or vulnerabilities of participants.

	N/A

(this box should expand as you type)




SECTION F: Scope of Research Activity

	Will the research activity include:
	
YES
	
NO

	Use of a questionnaire or similar research instrument?
	☐
	☒

	Use of interviews?
	☐
	☒

	Use of diaries?
	☒
	☐

	Participant observation with their knowledge?
	☐
	☒

	Participant observation without their knowledge?
	☐
	☒

	Use of video or audio recording?
	☐
	☒

	Access to personal or confidential information without the participants’ specific consent?
	☐
	☒

	Administration of any questions, test stimuli, presentation that may be experienced as physically, mentally or emotionally harmful / offensive?
	☐
	☒

	Performance of any acts which may cause embarrassment or affect self-esteem?
	☐
	☒

	Investigation of participants involved in illegal activities?
	☐
	☒

	Use of procedures that involve deception?
	☐
	☒

	Administration of any substance, agent or placebo?
	☐
	☒

	Working with live vertebrate animals?
	☐
	☒

	Other primary data collection methods, please explain in this box
Experiment (see above)


	☒
	☐



If NO to every question, then the research activity is (ethically) low risk and may be exempt from some of the following sections (please refer to Guidance Notes).

If YES to any question, then no research activity should be undertaken until full ethical approval has been obtained.  
SECTION G: Intended Participants

	Who are the intended participants:
	
YES
	
NO

	Students or staff at the University?
	☐
	☒

	Adults (over the age of 18 and competent to give consent)?
	☐
	☒

	Vulnerable adults?
	☐
	☒

	Children under 18?
	☐
	☒

	Prisoners?
	☐
	☒

	Young offenders?
	☐
	☒

	Those who could be considered to have a particularly dependent relationship with the investigator or a gatekeeper?
	☐
	☒

	People engaged in illegal activities?
	☐
	☒

	Others (please identify):

Anne Frank– a child during the Holocaust, now deceased.

	☒
	☐



	Participant numbers and source
Provide an estimate of the expected number of participants. How will you identify participants and how will they be recruited? 

	The participant will be a child alive during the Holocaust – now deceased, extract taken from a public website with the diary in the public domain.  
this box should expand as you type)



	Information for participants:
	
YES
	NO
	
N/A

	Will you describe the main research procedures to participants in advance, so that they are informed about what to expect?
	☐
	☒
	☐

	Will you tell participants that their participation is voluntary?
	☐
	☒
	☐

	Will you obtain written consent for participation?
	☐
	☒
	☐

	Will you explain to participants that refusal to participate in the research will not affect their treatment or education (if relevant)?
	☐
	☒
	☐

	If the research is observational, will you ask participants for their consent to being observed?
	☐
	☒
	☐

	Will you tell participants that they may withdraw from the research at any time and for any reason?
	☐
	☒
	☐

	With questionnaires, will you give participants the option of omitting questions they do not want to answer?
	☐
	☒
	☐

	Will you tell participants that their data will be treated with full confidentiality and that, if published, it will not be identifiable as theirs?
	☐
	☒
	☐

	Will you debrief participants at the end of their participation, in a way appropriate to the type of research undertaken?
	☐
	☒
	☐

	If NO to any of above questions, please give an explanation 

	This is an analysis of a dairy from deceased child during the Holocaust, the extract is in the public domain therefore no information is required.  
(this box should expand as you type)



	Information for participants:
	
YES
	NO
	
N/A

	Will participants be paid?
	☐
	☒
	☐

	Is specialist electrical or other equipment to be used with participants?
	☐
	☒
	☐

	Are there any financial or other interests to the investigator or University arising from this study?
	☐
	☒
	☐

	Will the research activity involve deliberately misleading participants in any way, or the partial or full concealment of the specific study aims?
	☐
	☒
	☐

	If YES to any question, please provide full details 

	


(this box should expand as you type)




SECTION H: Anticipated Risks

	
Outline any anticipated risks that may adversely affect any of the participants, the researchers and/or the University, and the steps that will be taken to address them. 

If you have completed a full risk assessment (for example as required by a laboratory, or external research collaborator) you may append that to this form.  

	Full risk assessment completed and appended? 

Yes                               ☐
 No                                   ☒


	Risks to participants
For example: emotional distress, financial disclosure, physical harm, transfer of personal data, sensitive organisational information

	The participant may have felt emotional distress and gone through physical harm during the time the diary was written. For this study there is no risk to the participant as all information from the deceased used by the researcher is in the public domain and accessible by everybody. 

(this box should expand as you type)

	

	If research activity may include sensitive, embarrassing or upsetting topics (e.g. sexual activity, drug use) or issues likely to disclose information requiring further action (e.g. criminal activity), give details of the procedures to deal with these issues, including any support/advice (e.g. helpline numbers) to be offered to participants. Note that where applicable, consent procedures should make it clear that if something potentially or actually illegal is discovered in the course of a project, it may need to be disclosed to the proper authorities

	N/A
(this box should expand as you type)

	

	Risks to investigator
For example: personal safety, physical harm, emotional distress, risk of accusation of harm/impropriety, conflict of interest

	Due to the sensitive nature of the diary, the researcher may go through emotional distress. For the emotional wellbeing of the researcher, regular breaks from the sensitive information will to taken to reduce any possible distress. 
(this box should expand as you type)

	

	University/institutional risks
For example: adverse publicity, financial loss, data protection

	There will be minimal risk to the University.
(this box should expand as you type)

	

	Adverse outcomes
List measures put in place to limit any adverse effects or outcomes of research activity where appropriate. Include any emergency protocols. 

	In the event of any adverse effect of carrying out this research project the researcher will follow University guidelines found on the University website.

(this box should expand as you type)



	Disclosure and Barring Service

	If the research activity involves children or vulnerable adults, a Disclosure and Barring Service (DBS) certificate must be obtained before any contact with such participants.
	


YES
	


NO
	


N/A

	Has a DBS certificate been obtained?
	☐
	☐
	☒


SECTION I: Feedback, Consent and Confidentiality

	Feedback
What feedback will be provided to participants, how will this be done and when? 

	There will be no participant debrief as the participant is now deceased. 

 (this box should expand as you type)

	

	Informed consent
Describe the arrangements to inform potential participants, before providing consent, of what is involved in participating. Describe the arrangements for participants to provide full consent before data collection begins. If gaining consent in this way is inappropriate, explain how consent will be obtained and recorded.

	Presumptive consent will be obtained as the participant is deceased and the diary extract is in the public domain. 

 (this box should expand as you type)

	

	Confidentiality / Anonymity
Set out how anonymity of participants and confidentiality will be ensured in any outputs. If anonymity is not being offered, explain why this is the case. 

	The participant’s name will be used by the researcher as the diary extract and the participant ‘s name is in the public domain.
(this box should expand as you type)



SECTION J: Data Protection and Storage

In completing this section refer to the University’s Research Data Management Policy and the extensive resources on the University’s Research Data Management web pages (http://uwtsd.ac.uk/library/research-data-management/).
	
	YES
	NO

	Does the research activity involve personal data (as defined by the Data Protection Act)?
“personal data” means data which relate to a living individual who can be identified—
(a) from those data, or
(b) from those data and other information which is in the possession of, or is likely to come into the possession of, the data controller, and includes any expression of opinion about the individual and any indication of the intentions of the data controller or any other person in respect of the individual.
	☐
	☒

	If YES, provide a description of the data and explain why this data needs to be collected:

	
(this box should expand as you type)

	

	Does it involve sensitive personal data (as defined by the Data Protection Act)?
“Sensitive personal data” means personal data consisting of information as to –
(a) the racial or ethnic origin of the data subject,
(b) his political opinions,
(c ) his religious beliefs or other beliefs of a similar nature,
(d) whether he is a member of a trade union (within the meaning of the Trade Union and Labour Relations (Consolidation) Act 1992),
(e) his physical or mental health or condition,
(f) his sexual life,
(g) the commission or alleged commission by him of any offence, or
(h) any proceedings for any offence committed or alleged to have been committed by him, the disposal of such proceedings or the sentence of any court in such proceedings.
	☐
	☒

	If YES, provide a description of the data and explain why this data needs to be collected:

	
(this box should expand as you type)



	Will the research activity involve storing personal data on one of the following:
	YES
	NO

	Manual files (i.e. in paper form)?
	☒
	☐

	University computers?
	☐
	☒

	Private company computers?
	☐
	☒

	Home or other personal computers?
	☒
	☐

	Laptop computers/ CDs/ Portable disk-drives/ memory sticks?
	☒
	☐

	“Cloud” storage or websites?
	☐
	☒

	Other – specify:

	☐
	☒

	For all stored data, explain the measures in place to ensure data confidentiality, including details of password protection, encryption and anonymisation:

	
All of the data found and stored from the analysis in the present study as a hard copy filed away and on a memory stick.


(this box should expand as you type)


	Will the research activity involve any of the following activities:
	YES
	NO

	Electronic transfer of data in any form?
	☐
	☒

	Sharing of data with others at the University?
	☐
	☒

	Sharing of data with other organisations?
	☐
	☒

	Export of data outside the European Union or importing of data from outside the UK?
	☐
	☒

	Use of personal addresses, postcodes, faxes, emails or telephone numbers?
	☐
	☒

	Publication of data that might allow identification of individuals?
	☐
	☒

	Use of data management system?
	☐
	☒

	Data archiving?
	☐
	☒

	If YES to any question, please provide full details, explaining how this will be conducted in accordance with the Data Protection Act (and/or any international equivalent):

	


(this box should expand as you type)



	List all who will have access to the data generated by the research activity:

	
The principal researcher 

(this box should expand as you type)

	

	List who will have control of, and act as custodian(s) for, data generated by the research activity:

	
The principal researcher 

(this box should expand as you type)

	

	Give details of data storage arrangements, including where data will be stored, how long for, and in what form. Will data be archived – if so how and if not why not.  

	
All data will be stored in a file and on a memory stick for one year, in line with GDPR guidelines.

(this box should expand as you type)










SECTION K: Declaration

	The information which I have provided is correct and complete to the best of my knowledge. I have attempted to identify any risks and issues related to the research activity and acknowledge my obligations and the rights of the participants.

In submitting this application I hereby confirm that I undertake to ensure that the above named research activity will meet the University’s Research Ethics and Integrity Code of Practice

	Signature of applicant:
	Chelsea Lauren Axon 
	Date:
	06.01.19



For students:
	Director of Studies/Supervisor:
	 

	Signature:
	


	Date:
	



For staff:
	Head of School/Assistant Dean:
	

	Signature:
	


	Date:
	




Checklist: Please complete the checklist below to ensure that you have completed the form according to the guidelines and attached any required documentation:
	☒
	I have read the guidance notes supplied before completing the form.

	☒
	I have completed ALL RELEVANT sections of the form in full.

	☒
	I confirm that the research activity has received approval in principle

	☒
	I have attached a copy of final/interim approval from external organisation (where appropriate)

	☐
	
I have attached a full risk assessment (and have NOT completed Section H of this form) (where appropriate)


	☒
	I understand that it is my responsibility to ensure that the above named research activity will meet the University’s Research Ethics and Integrity Code of Practice.

	☒
	I understand that before commencing data collection all documents aimed at respondents (including information sheets, consent forms, questionnaires, interview schedules etc.) must be confirmed by the DoS/Supervisor, module tutor or Head of School.
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Appendix Two 
Anne Frank Diary Extract – Unedited 

Anne Frank Extracts 
12 JUNE 1942
I hope I will be able to confide everything to you, as I have never been able to confide in to anyone, and I hope you will be a great source of comfort and support.
SUNDAY, 14 JUNE 1942
On Friday, 12 June, I was awake at six o'clock, which isn't surprising, since it was my birthday. But I'm not allowed to get up at that hour, so I had to control my curiosity until quarter to seven. When I couldn't wait any longer, I went to the dining-room, where Moortje (the cat) welcomed me by rubbing against my legs. A little after seven I went to Daddy and Mummy and then to the living-room to open my presents, and you were the first thing I saw, maybe one of my nicest presents. Then a bouquet of roses, some peonies and a potted plant. These were the first flowers, later I received more of them. From Daddy and Mummy I got heaps of presents and my friends also showered gifts upon me. I got a book - Camera Obscura, a table game, lots of sweets, a puzzle, a brooch, Dutch Sagas and Legends by Joseph Khozn and some money. With them I bought Myths of Ancient Greece and Rome – a terrific book!
Then Hanneli came to pick me up, and we went to school. During break I handed out biscuits to my teachers and my class, and then it was time to get back to work.
That’s it for now. I’m so happy to have you!
SATURDAY, 20 JUNE I942
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 I nor anyone else will be interested in the musings of a thirteen-year-old schoolgirl. Oh well, it doesn't matter. I feel like writing, and I have an even greater need to get all kinds of things off my chest.
'Paper has more patience than people.' I thought of this saying on one of those days when I 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. I finally stayed where I 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 I 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: I 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. I have loving parents and a sixteen-year-old sister, and there are about thirty people I can call friends. I 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. I have a family, loving aunts and a good home. No, on the surface I seem to have everything, except my one true friend. All I think about when I'm with friends is having a good time. I 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, 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, I don't want to jot down the facts in this diary the way most people would do, but I 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 I were to plunge right in, I'd better provide a brief sketch of my life, much as I 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. I was born on 12 June 1929. I lived in Frankfurt until I was four. Because we're Jewish, my father emigrated to Holland in 1933, when he became the Managing Director of the Dutch Opekta Company. His Company is connected with Colen and Co, which is located at the same building.
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 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 trams; Jews were forbidden to ride in cars, even their own; Jews were required to do their shopping between 3.00 and 5.00 p.m.; Jews were required to frequent only Jewish-owned barbershops and beauty salons; Jews were forbidden to be out on the streets between 8.00 p.m. and 6.00 a.m.; Jews were forbidden to go to theatres, cinemas 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 8.00 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, 'I don't dare do anything any more, 'cause I'm afraid it's not allowed.'
This January the Granny died. No one knows how much I loved her and how much I miss her.
In 1943 I started right away at the Montessori nursery school and I stayed there. In the last year my teacher was Mrs. K., the headmistress. 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: she went to the forth grade, and I – to the first.
The four of us are still doing well, and that brings me to the present date of 20 June 1942, and the solemn dedication of my diary.
WEDNESDAY, 8 JULY 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. I didn't hear it, since I 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.)
I 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,' I 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 I had to tiptoe downstairs to see if it was Father, and we didn't let anyone else in.
Margot and I were sent from the room, as Mr. van Daan wanted to talk to Mother alone.
When she and I were sitting in our bedroom, Margot told me that the call-up was not for Father, but for her. At this second shock, I 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 I wasn't allowed to ask, but they still kept running through my mind.
Margot and I started packing our most important belongings into a satchel. 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 satchel, but I'm not sorry. Memories mean more to me than dresses.
Father finally came home around five o'clock, and we rang 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 flat; none of us felt like eating. It was still hot, and everything was very strange.
We had rented out 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.
I was exhausted, and even though I knew it'd be my last night in my own bed, I 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. I was wearing two vests, three pairs of pants, 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, but no one bothered to ask me how I felt.
Margot stuffed her satchel 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 I 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 I said good-bye to. According to a note we left for Mr. Goldschmidt, she was to be taken to the neighbours, 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
FRIDAY, 21 AUGUST 1942.
Dear Kitty,
Now our Secret Annexe 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 oh our foreheads from banging our heads against the low doorway. Then Peter cushioned it by nailing a towel stuffed with wood shavings to the door frame. Let's see if it helps!
I'm not doing much schoolwork. I've given myself a holiday until September. Father wants to start giving me lessons then, but we have to buy all the books first.
There's little change in our lives here. Mr. van Daan and I are always at loggerheads with each other. Mummy always treats me like a baby, which I can't stand. For the rest, things are going better. I don't think Peter's got 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 clot!
Yours, Anne
FRIDAY, 9 OCTOBER I942
Dearest Kitty,
Today I have nothing but dismal and depressing news to report. Our many Jewish friends and acquaintances are being taken away in droves. The Gestapo is treating them very roughly and transporting them in cattle-trucks to Westerbork, the big camp in Drenthe to which they're sending all the Jews. Miep told us about someone who'd managed to escape from there. It must be terrible in Westerbork. There's only one lavatory and sink for several thousand people. Men and women sleep in the same room, and women and children often have their heads shaved. Escape is almost impossible; many people look Jewish, and they're branded by their shorn heads.
If it's that bad in Holland, what must it be like in those faraway and uncivilized places where the Germans are sending them? We assume that most of them are being murdered. The English radio says they're being gassed. Perhaps that's the quickest way to die.
Miep's accounts of these horrors are so heartrending, and Miep is also very distraught. The other day, for instance, the Gestapo deposited an elderly, crippled Jewish woman on Miep's doorstep while they set off to find a car. The old woman was terrified of the glaring searchlights and the guns firing at the English planes overhead. Yet Miep didn't dare let her in. Nobody would. The Germans are generous enough when it comes to punishment.
Bep is also very subdued. Her boyfriend is being sent to Germany. Every time the planes fly over, she's afraid they're going to drop their entire bomb load on Bertus's head. Jokes like 'Oh, don't worry, they can't all fall on him' or 'One bomb is all it takes' are hardly appropriate in this situation. Bertus is not the only one being forced to work in Germany. Trainloads of young men depart daily. Some of them try to sneak off the train when it stops at a small station, but only a few manage to escape unnoticed and find a place to hide.
But that's not the end of my lamentations. Have you ever heard the term 'hostages'? That's the latest punishment for saboteurs. It's the most horrible thing you can imagine. Leading citizens — innocent people — are taken prisoner to await their execution. If the Gestapo can't find the saboteur, they simply grab five hostages and line them up against the wall. You read the announcements of their death in the paper, where they're referred to as 'fatal accidents'.
Fine specimens of humanity, those Germans, and to think I'm actually one of them! No, that's not true, Hitler took away our nationality long ago. And besides, there are no greater enemies on earth than the Germans and the Jews.
Yours, Anne
WEDNESDAY, 13 JANUARY 1943
Dearest Kitty,
This morning I was constantly interrupted, and as a result I haven't been able to finish a single thing I've begun.
Terrible things are happening outside. At any time of night and day, poor helpless people are being dragged out of their homes. They're allowed to take only a rucksack and a little cash with them, and even then, they're robbed of these possessions on the way. Families are torn apart; men, women and children are separated. Children come home from school to find that their parents have disappeared. Women return from shopping to find their houses sealed, their families gone. The Christians in Holland are also living in fear because their sons are being sent to Germany. Everyone is scared. Every night hundreds of planes pass over Holland on their way to German cities, to sow their bombs on German soil. Every hour hundreds, or maybe even thousands, of people are being killed in Russia and Africa. No one can keep out of the conflict, the entire world is at war, and even though the Allies are doing better, the end is nowhere in sight.
As for us, we're quite fortunate. Luckier than millions of people. It's quiet and safe here, and we're using our money to buy food. We're so selfish that we talk about 'after the war' and look forward to new clothes and shoes, when actually we should be saving every penny to help others when the war is over, to salvage whatever we can.
The children in this neighbourhood run around in thin shirts and wooden clogs. They have no coats, no socks, no caps and no one to help them. Gnawing on a carrot to still their hunger pangs, they walk from their cold houses through cold streets to an even colder classroom. Things have got so bad in Holland that hordes of children stop passers-by in the streets to beg for a piece of bread. I could spend hours telling you about the suffering the war has brought, but I'd only make myself more miserable. All we can do is wait, as calmly as possible, for it to end. Jews and Christians alike are waiting, the whole world is waiting, and many are waiting for death.
Yours, Anne
SATURDAY, 30 JANUARY 1943
Dearest Kitty,
I'm seething with rage, yet I can't show it. I'd like to scream, stamp my foot, give Mother a good shaking, cry and I don't know what else because of the nasty words, mocking looks and accusations that she hurls at me day after day, piercing me like arrows from a tightly strung bow, which are nearly impossible to pull from my body. I'd like to scream at Mother, Margot, the van Daans, Dussel and Father too: 'Leave me alone, let me have at least one night when I don't cry myself to sleep with my eyes burning and my head pounding. Let me get away, away from everything, away from this world!' But I can't do that. I can't let them see my doubts, or the wounds they've inflicted on me. I couldn't bear their sympathy or their good-humored derision. It would only make me want to scream even more.
Everyone thinks I'm showing off when I talk, ridiculous when I'm silent, insolent when I answer, cunning when I have a good idea, lazy when I'm tired, selfish when I eat one bite more than I should, stupid, cowardly, calculating, etc., etc. All day long I hear nothing but what an exasperating child I am, and although I laugh it off and pretend not to mind, I do mind. I wish I could ask God to give me another personality, one that doesn't antagonize everyone. But that's impossible. I'm stuck with the character I was born with, and yet I'm sure I'm not a bad person. I do my best to please everyone, more than they'd ever suspect in a million years. When I'm upstairs, I try to laugh it off because I don't want them to see my troubles.
More than once, after a series of absurd reproaches, I've snapped at Mother: 'I don't care what you say. Why don't you just wash your hands of me - I'm a hopeless case.' Of course, she'd tell me not to talk back and virtually ignore me for two days. Then suddenly all would be forgotten and she'd treat me like everyone else.
It's impossible for me to be all smiles one day and venomous the next. I'd rather choose the golden mean, which isn't so golden, and keep my thoughts to myself. Perhaps sometime I'll treat the others with the same contempt as they treat me. Oh, if only I could.
Yours, Anne
MONDAY, 19 JULY 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 smouldering ruins for their dead parents. It still makes me shiver to think of the dull, distant drone that signified the approaching destruction.
Yours, Anne
THURSDAY, 11 NOVEMBER 1943
Dearest Kitty,
I have a good title for this chapter:
Ode to My Fountain Pen In Memoriam
My fountain pen was always one of my most prized possessions; I valued it highly, especially because it had a thick nib, and I can only write neatly with thick nibs. It has led a long and interesting fountain-pen life, which I will summarize below.
When I was nine, my fountain pen (packed in cotton wool) arrived as a 'sample of no commercial value' all the way from Aachen, where my grandmother (the kindly donor) used to live. I lay in bed with flu, while the February winds howled around our flat. This splendid fountain pen came in a red leather case, and I showed it to my girlfriends the first chance I got. Me, Anne Frank, the proud owner of a fountain pen.
When I was ten, I was allowed to take the pen to school, and to my surprise, the teacher even let me write with it. When I was eleven, however, my treasure had to be tucked away again, because my sixth-form teacher allowed us to use only school pens and ink-pots. When I was twelve, I started at the Jewish Lyceum and my fountain pen was given a new case in honour of the occasion. Not only did it have room for a pencil, it also had a zip, which was much more impressive. When I was thirteen, the fountain pen went with me to the Annexe, and together we've raced through countless diaries and compositions. I'd turned fourteen and my fountain pen was enjoying the last year of its life with me when . . .
It was just after five on Friday afternoon. I came out of my room and was about to sit down at the table to write when I was roughly pushed to one side to make room for Margot and Father, who wanted to practise their Latin. The fountain pen remained unused on the table, while its owner, sighing, was forced to make do with a very tiny corner of the table, where she began rubbing beans. That's how we remove mould from the beans and restore them to their original state. At a quarter to six I swept the floor, dumped the dirt into a newspaper, along with the rotten beans, and tossed it into the stove. A giant flame shot up, and I thought it was wonderful that the stove, which had been gasping its last breath, had made such a miraculous recovery.
All was quiet again. The Latin students had left, and I sat down at the table to pick up where I'd left off. But no matter where I looked, my fountain pen was nowhere in sight. I took another look. Margot looked, Mother looked, Father looked, Dussel looked. But it had vanished.
'Maybe it fell in the stove, along with the beans!' Margot suggested.
'No, it couldn't have!' I replied.
But that evening, when my fountain pen still hadn't turned up, we all assumed it had been burned, especially because celluloid is highly inflammable. Our darkest fears were confirmed the next day when Father went to empty the stove and discovered the clip, used to fasten it to a pocket, among the ashes. Not a trace of the gold nib was left. 'It must have melted into stone,' Father conjectured.
I'm left with one consolation, small though it may be: my fountain pen was cremated, just as I would like to be some day.
Yours, Anne
SATURDAY, 27 NOVEMBER 1943
Dearest Kitty,
Last night, just as I was falling asleep, Hanneli suddenly appeared before me.
I saw her there, dressed in rags, her face thin and worn. She looked at me with such sadness and reproach in her enormous eyes that I could read the message in them: 'Oh, Anne, why have you deserted me? Help me, help me, rescue me from this hell!'
And I can't help her. I can only stand by and watch while other people suffer and die. All I can do is pray to God to bring her back to us. I saw Hanneli, and no one else, and I understood why. I misjudged her, wasn't mature enough to understand how difficult it was for her. She was devoted to her friend, and it must have seemed as though I were trying to take her away. The poor thing, she must have felt awful! I know, because I recognize the feeling in myself! I had an occasional flash of understanding, but then got selfishly wrapped up again in my own problems and pleasures.
It was horrible of me to treat her that way, and now she was looking at me, oh so helplessly, with her pale face and beseeching eyes. If only I could help her! Dear God, I have everything I could wish for, while fate has her in its deadly clutches. She was as devout as I am, maybe even more so, and she too wanted to do what was right. But then why have I been chosen to live, while she's probably going to die? What's the difference between us? Why are we now so far apart?
To be honest, I hadn't thought of her for months - no, for at least a year. I hadn't forgotten her entirely, and yet it wasn't until I saw her before me that I thought of all her suffering.
Oh, Hanneli, I hope that if you live to the end of the war and return to us, I'll be able to take you in and make up for the wrong I've done you.
But even if I were ever in a position to help, she wouldn't need it more than she does now. I wonder if she ever thinks of me, and what she's feeling?
Merciful God, comfort her, so that at least she won't be alone. Oh, if only You could tell her I'm thinking of her with compassion and love, it might help her go on.
I've got to stop dwelling on this. It won't get me anywhere. I keep seeing her enormous eyes, and they haunt me. Does Hanneli really and truly believe in God, or has religion merely been foisted upon her? I don't even know that. I never took the trouble to ask.
Hanneli, Hanneli, if only I could take you away, if only I could share everything I have with you. It's too late. I can't help, or undo the wrong I've done. But I'll never forget her again and I'll always pray for her!
Yours, Anne
FRIDAY, 7 JANUARY 1944
Dearest Kitty,
I'm such an idiot. I forgot that I haven't yet told you the story of my one true love.
When I was a little girl, way back in nursery school, I took a liking to Sally Kimmel. His father was gone, and he and his mother lived with an aunt. One of Sally's cousins was a good-looking, slender, dark-haired boy named Appy, who later turned out to look like a matinee idol and aroused more admiration than the short, comical, chubby Sally. For a long time we went everywhere together, but aside from that, my love was unrequited until Peter crossed my path. I had an absolute crush on him. He liked me too, and we were inseparable for one whole summer. I can still see us walking hand in hand through our neighbourhood, Peter in a white cotton suit and me in a short summer dress. At the end of the summer holidays he moved up a form to the next school, while I stayed in the sixth form. He'd collect me on the way home, or I'd pick him up. Peter was the ideal boy: tall, slim and good-looking, with a serious, quiet and intelligent face. He had dark hair, beautiful brown eyes, ruddy cheeks and a nicely pointed nose. I was crazy about his smile, which made him look so boyish and mischievous.
I'd gone to the country during the summer holidays, and when I came back, Peter was no longer at his old address; he'd moved and was living with a much older boy, who apparently told him I was just a child, because Peter stopped seeing me. I loved him so much that I didn't want to face the truth. I kept clinging to him until the day I finally realized that if I continued to chase after him, people would say I was mad about boys.
The years went by. Peter went around with girls his own age and no longer bothered to say hello to me. I started school at the Jewish Lyceum, and several boys in my class were in love with me. I enjoyed it and felt honoured by their attentions, but that was all. Later on, Hello had a terrible crush on me, but as I've already told you, I never fell in love again.
There's a saying: 'Time heals all wounds.' That's how it was with me. I told myself I'd forgotten Peter and no longer liked him in the least. But my memories of him were so strong that I had to admit to myself that the only reason I no longer liked him was that I was jealous of the other girls. This morning I realized that nothing has changed; on the contrary, as I've grown older and more mature, my love has grown along with me. I can understand now that Peter thought I was childish, and yet it still hurts to think he'd forgotten me completely. I saw his face so clearly; I knew for certain that no one but Peter could have stuck in my mind that way.
I've been in an utter state of confusion today. When Father kissed me this morning, I wanted to shout, 'Oh, if only you were Peter!' I've been thinking of him constantly, and all day long I've been repeating to myself, 'Oh, Petel, my darling, darling Petel . . .'
Where can I find help? I simply have to go on living and praying to God that, if we ever get out of here, Peter's path will cross mine and he'll gaze into my eyes, read the love in them and say, 'Oh, Anne, if I'd only known, I'd have come to you long ago.'
Once when Father and I were talking about sex, he said I was too young to understand that kind of desire. But I thought I did understand it, and now I'm sure I do. Nothing is as dear to me now as my darling Petel!
I saw my face in the mirror, and it looked so different. My eyes were clear and deep, my cheeks were rosy, which they hadn't been in weeks, my mouth was much softer. I looked happy, and yet there was something so sad in my expression that the smile immediately faded from my lips. I'm not happy, since I know Petel's not thinking of me, and yet I can still feel his beautiful eyes gazing at me and his cool, soft cheek against mine . . . Oh, Petel, Petel, how am I ever going to free myself from your image? Wouldn't anyone who took your place be a poor substitute? I love you, with a love so great that it simply couldn't keep growing inside my heart, but had to leap out and reveal itself in all its magnitude. A week ago, even a day ago, if you'd asked me, 'Which of your friends do you think you'd be most likely to marry?' I'd have answered, 'Sally, since he makes me feel good, peaceful and safe!' But now I'd cry, 'Petel, because I love him with all my heart and all my soul. I surrender myself completely!' Except for that one thing: he may touch my face, but that's as far as it goes.
This morning I imagined I was in the front attic with Petel, sitting on the floor by the windows, and after talking for a while, we both began to cry. Moments later I felt his mouth and his wonderful cheek! Oh, Petel, come to me. Think of me, my dearest Petel!
SATURDAY, 22 JANUARY 1944
Dearest Kitty,
Can you tell me why people go to such lengths to hide their real selves? Or why I always behave very differently when I'm in the company of others? I know there must be a reason, but sometimes I think it's horrible that you can't ever confide in anyone, not even those closest to you.
It seems as if I've grown up since the night I had that dream, as if I've become more independent. You'll be amazed when I tell you that even my attitude towards the van Daans has changed. I've stopped looking at all the discussions and arguments from my family's biased point of view.
What's brought on such a radical change?
Well, you see, I suddenly realized that if Mother had been different, if she'd been a real mum, our relationship would have been very, very different. Mrs. van Daan is by no means a wonderful person, yet half the arguments could have been avoided if Mother hadn't been so hard to deal with every time they got on to a tricky subject. Mrs. van Daan does have one good point, though: you can talk to her. She may be selfish, stingy and underhanded, but she'll readily back down as long as you don't provoke her and make her unreasonable. This tactic doesn't work every time, but if you're patient, you can keep trying and see how far you get. All the conflicts about our upbringing, about not pampering children, about the food - about everything - might have taken a different turn if we'd remained open and on friendly terms instead of always seeing the worst side.
I know exactly what you're going to say, Kitty.
'But, Anne, are these words really coming from your lips? From you, who have had to put up with so many unkind words from upstairs? From you, who are aware of all the injustices?' And yet they are coming from me. I want to take a fresh look at things and form my own opinion, not just ape my parents, as in the proverb 'The apple never falls far from the tree.' I want to re-examine the van Daans and decide for myself what's true and what's been blown out of proportion. If I end up being disappointed in them, I can always side with Father and Mother. But if not, I can try to change their attitude. And if that doesn't work, I'll have to stick with my own opinions and judgment. I'll take every opportunity to speak openly to Mrs. van D. about our many differences and not be afraid - despite my reputation as a smart aleck - to offer my impartial opinion.
I won't say anything negative about my own family and as of today, my gossiping is a thing of the past. Up till now I was absolutely convinced that the van Daans were entirely to blame for the quarrels, but now I'm sure the fault was largely ours.
We were right as far as the issues were concerned, but intelligent people (such as ourselves!) should have more insight into how to deal with others. I hope I'll find an occasion to put it to good use.
Anne
FRIDAY, 18 FEBRUARY 1944
Dearest Kitty,
Whenever I go upstairs, it’s always so I can see ‘him’. Now that I have something to look forward to, my life here has improved greatly.
At least the object of my friendship is always here, and I don’t have to be afraid of rivals (except for Margo). Don’t think I’m in love, because I’m not, but I do have a feeling that something beautiful is going to develop between Peter and me, a kind of friendship and a feeling of trust. I go and see him whenever I get the chance, and it’s not the way it used to be, when he didn’t know what to make of me. On the contrary, he’s still talking away as I’m heading out of the door. Mother doesn’t like me going upstairs. She always says I’m bothering Peter and that I should leave him alone. Honestly, can’t she credit me with some intuition? She always looks at me so oddly when I go to Peter’s room. When I come down again, she asks me where I’ve been. It’s terrible, but I’m beginning to hate her!
Anne
TUESDAY, 7 MARCH 1944
Dearest Kitty,
When I think back to my life in 1942, it all seems so unreal. The Anne Frank who enjoyed that existence was completely different from the one who has grown wise within these walls. Yes, it was heavenly. A lot of admirers, twenty friends, the favourite of most of my teachers, spoiled rotten by Father and Mother, bags full of sweets and loads of pocket money. What more could anyone ask for?
You're probably wondering how I could have charmed all those people. Peter says it's because I'm 'attractive', but that isn't it entirely. The teachers were amused and entertained by my clever answers, my witty remarks, my smiling face and my critical mind. That's all I was: a terrible flirt, coquettish and amusing. I had a few plus points: I was hardworking, honest and generous. I would never have refused anyone who wanted to peek at my answers, I was magnanimous with my sweets, and I wasn't stuck-up. Would all that admiration eventually have made me overconfident? It's a good thing that, at the height of my glory, I was suddenly plunged into reality. It took me more than a year to get used to doing without admiration.
How did they see me at school? As the class comedian, the eternal ringleader, never in a bad mood, never a cry-baby. Was it any wonder that everyone wanted to cycle to school with me or do me little favours?
I look back at that Anne Frank as a pleasant, amusing, but superficial girl, who has nothing to do with me. What did Peter say about me? 'Whenever I saw you, you were surrounded by a flock of girls and at least two or three boys, you were always laughing, and you were always the centre of attention!' He was right.
What's remained of that Anne Frank? Oh, I haven't forgotten how to laugh or toss off a remark, I'm just as good, if not better, at hauling people over the coals, understanding them and I can still flirt, if I want to . . . I'd like to live that seemingly carefree and happy life for an evening, a few days, a week. At the end of that week I'd be exhausted, and would be grateful to the first person to talk to me about something meaningful. I want friends, not admirers. People who respect me for my character and my deeds, not my flattering smile. The circle around me would be much smaller, but what does that matter, as long as they're sincere?
In spite of everything, I wasn't altogether happy; I often felt I'd been deserted, but because I was on the go all day long, I didn't think about it. I enjoyed myself as much as I could, trying consciously or unconsciously to fill the void with jokes. Looking back, I realize that this period of my life has irrevocably come to a close; my carefree schooldays are gone for ever.
I don't even miss them. I've outgrown them. I can no longer just be frivolous, since my serious side is always there.
I see my life up till New Year 1944 as if I were looking through a powerful magnifying glass. When I was at home, my life was filled with sunshine. Then, in the middle of 1942, everything changed overnight. The quarrels, the accusations - I couldn't take it all in. I was caught off guard, and the only way I knew how to keep my bearings was to talk back.
The first half of 1943 brought crying spells, loneliness and the gradual realization of my faults and shortcomings, which were numerous and seemed even more so.
I filled the day with chatter, tried to draw Pim closer to me and failed. This left me on my own to face the difficult task of improving myself so I wouldn't have to hear their reproaches, because they made me so despondent.
The second half of the year was slightly better. I became a teenager, and was treated more like a grown-up. I began tothink about things and to write stories, finally coming to the conclusion that the others had no right to swing me back and forth like a pendulum on a clock. I wanted to change myself in my own way. But what affected me even more was the realization that I was never going to be able to confide in Father. I didn't trust anyone but myself.
After New Year the second big change occurred: my dream, through which I discovered my longing for ... a boy; not for a girlfriend, but for a boyfriend. I also discovered an inner happiness underneath my superficial and cheerful exterior. Over some time I became quite and felt craving for kindness and beauty.
I lie in bed at night, after ending my prayers with the words 'Thank you, God, for that is good and dear and beautiful' , and I'm filled with joy. I think of going into hiding, my health and my whole being as good; Peter's love (which is still so new and fragile and which neither of us dares to say aloud), the future, passion and happiness as dear; the world, nature and the tremendous beauty of everything, all that splendour, as beautiful.
At such moments I don't think about all the misery, but about the beauty that still remains. This is where Mother and I differ greatly. Her advice in the face of melancholy is: 'Think about all the suffering in the world and be thankful you're not part of it.'
My advice is: 'Go outside, to the country, enjoy the sun and all nature has to offer. Try to recapture the happiness within yourself and God; think of all the beauty in yourself and in everything around you and be happy.'
I don't think Mother's advice can be right, because what are you supposed to do if you become part of the suffering? You'd be completely lost. On the contrary, beauty remains in the nature, sun, freedom and yourself. If you just look for it, you discover yourself and God, you will stand out.
A person who's happy will make others happy; a person who has courage and faith will never die in misery!
Anne
SATURDAY, 1 APRIL 1944
Dearest Kitty,
And yet everything is still so difficult. You do know what I mean, don't you? I long so much for him to kiss me, but that kiss is taking its own sweet time. Does he still think of me as a friend? Don't I mean anything more? You and I both know that I'm strong, that I can carry most burdens alone. I've never been used to sharing my worries with anyone, and I've never clung to a mother, but I'd love to lay my head on his shoulder and just sit there quietly.
I can't, I simply can't forget that dream of Peter's cheek, when everything was so good! Does he have the same longing? Is he just too shy to say he loves me? Why does he want me near him so much? Oh, why doesn't he say something? I've got to stop, I've got to be calm. I'll try to be strong again, and if I'm patient, the rest will follow. But - and this is the worst part - I seem to be chasing him. I'm always the one who has to go upstairs; he never comes to me. But that's because of the rooms, and he has to understand it. Oh, there are still so many things that he has to understand.
Anne
THURSDAY, 6 APRIL 1944
Dearest Kitty,
You asked me what my hobbies and interests are and I'd like to answer, but I'd better warn you, I have lots of them, so don't be surprised.
First of all: literature, but I don't really think of that as a hobby.
Number two: royal genealogical charts. I'm looking in every newspaper, book and magazine I can find for the family trees of the French, German, Spanish, English, Austrian, Russian, Norwegian and Dutch royal families. I've made great progress with many of them, because for a long time I've been taking notes while reading biographies or history books. I even copy out many of the passages on history. So my third hobby is history, and Father's already bought me numerous books. I can hardly wait for the day when I'll be able to go to the public library and ferret out the information I need.
Number four is Greek and Roman mythology. I have various books on this subject too. My other hobbies are film stars and family photographs. I'm crazy about reading and books. I adore the history of the arts, especially when it concerns writers, poets and painters; musicians may come later. I loathe algebra, geometry and arithmetic. I enjoy all my other school subjects, but history's my favourite!
Anne
SUNDAY MORNING, JUST BEFORE ELEVEN, 16 APRIL I944
Dearest Kitty,
Remember yesterday's date, since it was a red-letter day for me. Isn't it an important day for every girl when she gets her first kiss? Well then, it's no less important to me. The time Bram kissed me on my right cheek or Mr. Woudstra on my hand doesn't count.
How did I come by my first kiss? I'll tell you.
Last night at eight I was sitting with Peter on his divan and it wasn't long before he put an arm around me.
'Why don't we move over a little,' I said, 'so I won't keep bumping my head against the cupboard.'
He moved so far over he was practically in the corner. I slipped my arm under his and across his back, and he put his arm around my shoulder. We've sat like this on other occasions, but never so close as we were last night. He held me firmly against him; my heart had already begun to beat on his chest, but there was more to come. He wasn't satisfied until my head lay on his shoulder, with his on top of mine. I sat up again after about five minutes, but before long he took my head in his hands and put it back next to his. Oh, it was so wonderful. I could hardly talk, my pleasure was too intense; he caressed my cheek and arm, a bit clumsily, and played with my hair. Most of the time our heads were touching. I can't tell you, Kitty, the feeling that ran through me. I was too happy for words, and I think he was too. At nine-thirty we stood up. Peter put on his gym shoes so he wouldn't make much noise on his nightly round of the building, and I was standing next to him. How I suddenly made the right movement, I don't know, but before we went downstairs, he gave me a kiss, through my hair, half on my left cheek and half on my ear. I tore downstairs without looking back, and I long so much for today.
Yours, Anne
WEDNESDAY, 19 APRIL 1944
Dearest Darling,
What could be nicer than standing silent before an open window, enjoying nature, listening to the birds sing, feeling the sun on your cheeks and holding firmly a darling boy in your arms? How can this be bad when it does me so much good? Oh, if only we were never disturbed again, not even by Mouschi.
Anne
FRIDAY, 28 APRIL 1944
Dearest Kitty,
I've never forgotten my dream of Peter Schiff. Even now I can still feel his cheek against mine, and that wonderful glow that made up for all the rest. Once in a while I'd had the same feeling with this Peter, but never so intensely . . . until last night. We were sitting on the divan, as usual, in each other's arms. Suddenly the everyday Anne slipped away and the second Anne took her place. The second Anne, who's never over-confident or amusing, but wants only to love and be gentle.
I sat pressed against him and felt a wave of emotion come over me. Tears rushed to my eyes on his overalls. Did he notice? He made no movement to show that he had. Did he feel the same way I did? He hardly said a word. Did he realize he had two Annes at his side? My questions went unanswered.
At eight-thirty I stood up and went to the window, where we always say good-bye. I was still trembling, I was still Anne number two. He came over to me, and I threw my arms around his neck and kissed him on his left cheek. I was about to kiss the other cheek when my mouth met his, and we pressed our lips together. In a daze, we embraced, over and over again, never to stop!
Peter needs tenderness. For the first time in his life he's discovered a girl; for the first time he's seen that even the biggest pests also have an inner self and a heart, and are transformed as soon as they're alone with you. For the first time in his life he's given himself and his friendship to another person. He's never had a friend before, boy or girl. Now we've found each other. I, for that matter, didn't know him either, had never had someone I could confide in, and it's led to this . . .
The same question keeps nagging at me: 'Is it right?' Is it right for me to yield so soon, for me to be so passionate, to be filled with as much passion and desire as Peter? Can I, a girl, allow myself to go that far?
There's only one possible answer:
'I'm longing so much . . . and have for such a long time. I'm so lonely and now I've found comfort!' In the mornings we act normally, in the afternoons too, except now and then. But in the evenings the longing, the happiness and the bliss of all the times before come rushing to the surface, and all we can think about is each other. Every night, after our last kiss, I feel like running away and never looking him in the eyes again. Away, far away into the darkness and alone!
And what awaits me at the bottom of those fourteen stairs? Bright lights, questions and laughter. I have to act normally and hope they don't notice anything. My heart is still too tender to be able to recover so quickly from a shock like the one I had last night. The gentle Anne makes infrequent appearances, and she's not about to let herself be shoved out of the door so soon after she's arrived. Peter's reached a part of me that no one has ever reached before, except in my dream! He's taken hold of me and turned me inside out. Doesn't everyone need a little quiet time to put themselves to rights again? Oh, Peter, what have you done to me? What do you want from me? Where will this lead? Oh, now I understand Bep. Now, now that I'm going through it myself, I understand her doubts; if I were older and he wanted to marry me, what would my answer be? Anne, be honest! You wouldn't be able to marry him. But it's so hard to let go. Peter still has too little character, too little will-power, too little courage and strength. He's still a child, emotionally no older than I am; all he wants is happiness and peace of mind.
Am I really only fourteen? Am I really just a silly schoolgirl? Am I really so inexperienced in everything? I have more experience than most; I've experienced something almost no one my age ever has. I'm afraid of myself, afraid my longing is making me yield too soon. How can it ever go right with other boys later on? Oh, it's so hard, the eternal struggle between heart and mind. There's a time and a place for both, but how can I be sure that I've chosen the right time?
Anne
TUESDAY, 2MAY 1944
Dearest Kitty,
On Saturday night I asked Peter whether he thinks I should tell Father about us. After we'd discussed it, he said he thought I should. I was glad; it shows he's sensible, and sensitive. As soon as I came downstairs, I went with Father to get some water. While we were on the stairs, I said, 'Father, I expect you've gathered that when Peter and I are together, we don't exactly sit at opposite ends of the room. Do you think that's wrong?'
Father paused before answering: 'No, I don't think it's wrong. But Anne, when you're living so close together, as we do, you have to be careful.'
He said some other words to that effect, and then we went upstairs.
On Sunday morning he called me to him and said, 'Anne, I've been thinking about what you said.' (Oh, oh, I knew what was coming!) 'Here in the Annexe it's not such a good idea. I thought you were just friends. Is Peter in love with you?'
'Of course not,' I answered.
'Well, you know I understand both of you. But you must be the one to show restraint; don't go upstairs so often, don't encourage him more than you can help. In matters like these, it's always the man who takes the active role, and it's up to the woman to set the limits. Outside, where you're free, things are quite different. You see other boys and girls, you can go outdoors, take part in sports and all kinds of activities. But here, if you're together too much and want to get away, you can't. You see each other every hour of the day - all the time, in fact. Be careful, Anne, and don't take it too seriously!'
'I don't, Father, but Peter's a decent boy, a nice boy!'
'Yes, but he doesn't have much strength of character. He can easily be influenced to do good, but also to do bad. I hope for his sake that he stays good, because he's basically a good person.'
We talked some more and agreed that Father would speak to him too. On Sunday afternoon when we were in the front attic, Peter asked, 'Have you talked to your Father yet, Anne?'
'Yes,' I replied, 'I'll tell you all about it. He doesn't think it's wrong, but he says that here, where we're in such close quarters, it could lead to conflicts.'
'We've already agreed not to quarrel, and I plan to keep my promise.'
'Me too, Peter. But Father didn't think we were serious, he thought we were just friends. Do you think we still can be?'
'Yes, I do. How about you?'
'Me too. I also told Father that I trust you. I do trust you, Peter, just as much as I do Father. And I think you're worthy of my trust. You are, aren't you?'
'I hope so.' (He was very shy, and blushing.)
'I believe in you, Peter,' I continued. 'I believe you have a good character and that you'll get on in this world.'
After that we talked about other things. Later I said, 'If we ever get out of here, I know you won't give me another thought.'
He got all fired up. 'That's not true, Anne. Oh no, I won't let you even think that about me!'
Just then somebody called me...
Father did talk to him, he told me on Monday. 'Your Father thought our friendship might turn into love,' he said. 'But I told him we'd keep ourselves under control.'
Father wants me to stop going upstairs so often, but I don't want to. Not just because I like being with Peter, but because I've said I trust him. I do trust him, and I want to prove it to him, but I'll never be able to if I stay downstairs out of distrust.
No, I'm going!
In the meantime, the Dussel drama has been resolved. On Saturday evening at dinner he apologized in beautiful Dutch. Dussel must have spent all day practicing his speech. Sunday, his birthday, passed without incident. We gave him a bottle of good wine from 1919, the van Daans (who can now give their gift after all) presented him with a jar of piccalilli and a packet of razor blades, and Mr. Kugler gave him a bottle of lemon syrup, Miep a book, and Bep a plant. He treated everyone to an egg.
Anne
THURSDAY, 25 MAY 1944
Dearest Kitty,
There's something happening every day. This morning Mr. van Hoeven was arrested. He was hiding two Jews in his house. It's a heavy blow for us, not only because those poor Jews are once again balancing on the edge of an abyss, but also because it's terrible for Mr. van Hoeven.
The world's been turned upside down. The most decent people are being sent to concentration camps, prisons and lonely cells, while the lowest of the low rule over young and old, rich and poor. One gets caught for black marketeering, another for hiding Jews or other unfortunate souls. You don't know what's going to happen to you from one day to the next. Mr. van Hoeven is a great loss to us too. Our girls can't possibly lug such huge amounts of potatoes all the way here, nor should they have to, so our only choice is to eat fewer of them. I'll tell you what we have in mind, but it's certainly not going to make life here any more agreeable. Mother says we'll skip breakfast, eat porridge and bread for lunch and fried potatoes for dinner and, if possible, vegetables or lettuce once or twice a week. That's all there is. We're going to be hungry, but nothing's worse than being caught.
Anne
Dear Kitty,
Another birthday has gone by, so I’m now fifteen. I received quite a few gifts: Springster’s five-volume art history book, a set of underwear, two belts, a handkerchief, two pots of yoghurt, a pot of jam, a gingerbread, a botany book from Father and Mother, a bracelet from Margot, one more book from the van Daans, a box of Biomalt from Dussel, sweets and exercise-books from Bep and Miep, and the high point: the book Maria-Theresa and three slices of full-cream cheese from Mr. Kugler. Peter gave me a lovely bouquet of peonies; the poor boy had put a lot of effort into finding a present, but nothing quite worked out.
The evasion is still going splendidly, in spite of the miserable weather – pouring rains, strong winds and high seas.
Yesterday Churchill, Smuts, Eisenhower and Arnold visited the French villages that the British have captured and liberated.  Churchill was on a torpedo boat that shelled the coast. Like many men, he doesn’t seem to know what fear is – an enviable trait!
From our position here in Fort Annexe, it’s difficult to gauge the mood of the Dutch. No doubt many people are glad the idle (!) British have finally rolled up their sleeves and got down to work. All those Dutch people who still look down on the British, scoff at Britain and its government of ageing lords, call them cowards, yet hate the Germans, should be given a good shaking, the way you’d plump up a pillow. Maybe that would straighten out their jumbled brains!
Yours, Anne
FRIDAY, 21 JULY 1944
Dearest Kitty,
I'm finally getting optimistic. Now, at last, things are going well! They really are! Great news! An assassination attempt has been made on Hitler's life, and for once not by Jewish Communists or British capitalists, but by a German general who's not only a count, but young as well. The Führer owes his life to 'Divine Providence': he escaped, unfortunately, with only a few minor burns and scratches. A number of the officers and generals who were nearby were killed or wounded. The head of the conspiracy has been shot. This is the best proof we've had so far that many officers and generals are fed up with the war and would like to see Hitler sink into a bottomless pit, so they can establish a military dictatorship, make peace with the Allies, rearm themselves and, after a few decades, start a new war. Perhaps Providence is deliberately biding its time getting rid of Hitler, since it's much easier, and cheaper, for the Allies to let the impeccable Germans kill each other off. It's less work for the Russians and the British, and it allows them to start rebuilding their own cities that much sooner. But we haven't reached that point yet, and I'd hate to anticipate the glorious event. Still, you've probably noticed that I'm telling the truth, the whole truth and nothing but the truth. For once, I'm not rattling on about high ideals.
Furthermore, Hitler has been so kind as to announce to his loyal, devoted people that as of today all military personnel are under orders of the Gestapo, and that any soldier who knows that one of his superiors was involved in this cowardly attempt on the Führer's life may shoot him on sight!
A fine kettle of fish that will be. Little Johnny's feet are sore after a long march and his commanding officer yells at him. Johnny grabs his rifle, shouts, 'You, you tried to kill the Führer. Take that!' One shot, and the snooty officer who dared to reprimand him passes into eternal life (or is it eternal death?). Eventually, every time an officer sees a soldier or gives an order, he'll be practically wetting his pants, because the soldiers have more say-so than he does.
Were you able to follow that, or have I been skipping from one subject to another again? I can't help it, the prospect of going back to school in October is making me too happy to be logical! Oh dear, didn't I just tell you I didn't want to anticipate events? Forgive me, Kitty, they don't call me a bundle of contradictions for nothing!
Anne
TUESDAY, 1 AUGUST I944
Dearest Kitty,
'A bundle of contradictions' was the end of my previous letter and is the beginning of this one. Can you please tell me exactly what 'a bundle of contradictions' is? What does 'contradiction' mean? Like so many words, it can be interpreted in two ways: a contradiction imposed from without and one imposed from within.
The former means not accepting other people's opinions, always knowing best, having the last word; in short, all those unpleasant traits for which I'm known. The latter, for which I'm not known, is my own secret.
As I told you once, I'm split in two. One side contains my exuberant cheerfulness, my flippancy, my joy in life and, above all, my ability to appreciate the lighter side of things. By that I mean not finding anything wrong with flirtations, a kiss, an embrace, a saucy joke. This side of me is usually lying in wait to ambush the other one, which is much purer, deeper and finer. No one knows Anne's better side, and that's why most people can't stand me.
Oh, I can be an amusing clown for an afternoon, but after that everyone's had enough of me to last a month. Actually, I'm what a romantic film is to a profound thinker - a mere diversion, a comic interlude, something that is soon forgotten: not bad, but not particularly good either. I hate having to tell you this, but why shouldn't I admit it when I know it's true? My lighter, more superficial side will always steal a march on the deeper side and therefore always win. You can't imagine how often I've tried to push away this Anne, which is only half of what is known as Anne - to beat her down, hide her. But it doesn't work, and I know why.
I'm afraid that people who know me as I usually am will discover I have another side, a better and finer side. I'm afraid they'll mock me, think I'm ridiculous and sentimental and not take me seriously. I'm used to not being taken seriously, but only the 'lighthearted' Anne is used to it and can put up with it; the 'deeper' Anne is too weak. If I force the good Anne into the spotlight for even fifteen minutes, she shuts up like a clam the moment she's called upon to speak, and lets Anne number one do the talking. Before I realize it, she's disappeared.
So the nice Anne is never seen in company. She's never made a single appearance, though she almost always takes the stage when I'm alone. I know exactly how I'd like to be, how I am ... on the inside. But unfortunately I'm only like that with myself. And perhaps that's why - no, I'm sure that's the reason why - I think of myself as happy on the inside and other people think I'm happy on the outside. I'm guided by the pure Anne within, but on the outside I'm nothing but a frolicsome little goat tugging at its tether.
As I've told you, what I say is not what I feel, which is why I have a reputation for being a boy-chaser, a flirt, a smart aleck and a reader of romances. The happy-go-lucky Anne laughs, gives a flippant reply, shrugs her shoulders and pretends she couldn't care less. The quiet Anne reacts in just the opposite way. If I'm being completely honest, I'll have to admit that it does matter to me, that I'm trying very hard to change myself, but that I'm always up against a more powerful enemy.
A voice within me is sobbing, 'You see, that's what's become of you. You're surrounded by negative opinions, dismayed looks and mocking faces, people who dislike you, and all because you don't listen to the advice of your own better half.' Believe me, I'd like to listen, but it doesn't work, because if I'm quiet and serious, everyone thinks I'm putting on a new act and I have to save myself with a joke, and then I'm not even talking about my own family, who assume I must be ill, stuff me with aspirins and sedatives, feel my neck and forehead to see if I have a temperature, ask about my bowel movements and berate me for being in a bad mood, until I just can't keep it up any more, because when everybody starts hovering over me, I get cross, then sad, and finally end up turning my heart inside out, the bad part on the outside and the good part on the inside, and keep trying to find a way to become what I'd like to be and what I could be if ... if only there were no other people in the world.
Anne

