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Introduction 
Arguably the most famous victim of the Holocaust was Annelies Marie Frank. We know her as Anne Frank. The exact date of her death is unknown, but eyewitnesses agreed that it happened sometime in February or March of 1945. Thus, February or March of 2020 marks the seventy-fifth anniversary of her death. It is hard to believe that this much time has passed. A young fifteen-year-old girl was caught in the grinder of a Nazi killing machine. She documented the trials of her family as well as her hopes of life beyond the war. She longed to be known, to be a famous writer and a renowned journalist. She wanted to make a difference in the world. She died in anonymity at the time of her death. Her dreams were never realized as far as she knew. 
Prior to their capture, the discovery of her diary was feared because of the damage it would bring to her companions. Little did Anne know, her family friend, Miep Gies, had found the diary and immediately hid it away in her office desk hoping for a day when she could give it back to someone who would treasure it. The world has been changed by the rest of the story. The diary was returned to Anne’s father, Otto Frank. With much gratitude and even more timidity, he opened it and began to read the heart and mind of a daughter he thought he knew. That diary touched him and he knew it would touch others, as it pulls back the curtain of evil to reveal the lives affected. Millions have read this diary, often looking around, fearing someone would catch them. Why? Because this is personal. People are not supposed to read another’s diary. But this is what Anne longed for and wanted. 
The diary has been read a multitude of times by many different people in many different places and in many different languages. It is safe to say that the experience of the vast majority of these was the same as they read the entry dated Tuesday, August 1, 1944, and turned the page ready for the next day. Great disappointment and sadness hit. The stark words, “Anne’s diary ends here” stared up from the page. There was an emptiness in the pit of the stomach. The reader silently asked, “Is this it? What happened after this?” Anne had been so upfront in all her trials, why would she leave the biggest ones out? There was grief, wondering why she didn’t take the diary with her? The answer is that the Nazis would have used it against them and their friends. Well, why didn’t she start a new one and write of the next events? The answer is that they were not allowed to bring anything with them. Everything they owned was stripped from them until they stood stark naked. There would be no assets carried in. What they wore would be given to them, but even that would be taken away as they entered the gas chamber. If they were lucky enough to die before that, they were stripped naked, assets absconded by others, and then they were burned in the crematorium or buried in a pit. There would be no documentation allowed for a captive. 
Even today, the questions gnaw at the reader. The last words of the diary, “Anne’s diary ends here” are not acceptable. History records what happened. Anne recorded how it felt. That works well for her life before and during the Annex. The most important part of the journey is what lay ahead. The whole of the diary was heading to the climax, but just like that, the climax was not recorded. This is not how the modern mind wants things to end. Record a movie while away from home. Return home, sit down, hit play on the remote to find only the first hour and a half of the movie was recorded. Is the viewer content with that? No. Why? Because the viewer has no idea how it ends. That is where Anne Frank’s diary puts the reader. 
On the anniversary of her death, the facts are better known concerning what events happened after the Annex. What is missing is how Anne felt through these things, how she coped, and what her last thoughts and words were. All of that was lost. It was never allowed to be written. In this historical novel, anchored in the facts, The Lost Diary of Anne Frank seeks to bring a closure, to bring the reader to a proper, honorable ending. Let this tome serve as a credible conclusion to a life that accomplished all that she dreamed of and more. 
 

Things To Know
Adolph Hitler and the Nazi regime drove their conquests across Europe, seeking to create a Thousand Year Reich. Their reign of terror would not last one thousand years, but it did last many more years than it should have. In their quest, a second goal emerged – to rid the world of Jews, Poles, Serbs, Russians, Gypsies, the handicapped, the weak, the sickly, Jehovah’s Witnesses, homosexuals, and eventually Christians and any others who dared to object. The list grew ever longer at their whim. These were groups of people, but groups are made up of individuals. 
Otto Frank and his family fell into one of these groups. They were Germans, but they were Jewish. As a smart businessman with an eye to current world events, Otto Frank could see what was coming. He moved his family to Amsterdam and started his business afresh there. As the Nazis began to see more success, he began to make plans to protect his family, should the worst ever come. He made a hiding place for his family and for a few others in the Annex of his company’s office and warehouse. He hoped they would never need it. They would. 
When the Germans invaded Holland, he knew it was just a matter of time. When the call-up came for his sixteen-year-old daughter Margot to report to a work camp, Mr. Frank knew it was time to make the move. In July of 1942, the Frank family moved into the Annex, along with another Jewish family, and later a dentist friend who was also Jewish. 
Mr. Frank’s youngest daughter, Anne, had been given a diary for her birthday prior to this and she began to record her life as she saw it. She would continue this practice into the family’s hiding over the next two years. In this diary, Anne Frank addressed an imaginary friend she called “Kitty.” She regularly referred to her entries as “letters.” Her pet name for her father was “Pim.” The family that moved in with them, she gave an alias name, “the Van Daans.” Mrs. Van Daan called her husband “Putti”, as Anne records. They had a son whom she called “Peter Van Daan” in her diary. To the dentist, she gave the name, “Mr. Dussel.” Anne’s best friend, whom she referenced throughout her diary, named Hanneli was given the nickname “Lies.” Anne spelled the Annex in which they hid as “Annexe”, and she referred to math as “maths.” 
Throughout the diary record, one can read of the feelings, emotions, and passions of a typical teenage girl. Exposed in this record was the fears and anxieties of being in hiding, being confined, doing without, the struggle to stay hidden, and dealing with the fears of being caught. Anne grows to love her father more, and at the same time to detest her mother increasingly. She grows weary of Mr. Dussel who shares a room with her. Though the Van Daans irritate her, she develops a crush on their teenage son, Peter. 
It is known from the diary that there were many close-calls and mysteries occurring beneath their very feet. There were break-ins, scares, suspicious knocks on the walls, and concerns over the possibility of a fire starting in their building. Outside their building, the Nazis were arresting and carrying away Jewish friends from their streets and homes to concentration camps far away. The Annex residents were well-aware of what happened in these places. They feared that one day, this would be their lot too, leading most likely to death as it had for thousands before them. 
Amidst all of this, Anne’s diary abruptly ends on Tuesday, August 1, 1944. There was a three-day gap between the last entry and the day they were arrested. What follows is an attempt to fill the gaps from what happened next and how it happened to Anne’s ultimate demise. 
 

ARREST
Sunday, August 6, 1944
Dearest Kitty,
The worst has happened. I am sitting in a holding cell at the Gestapo Headquarters. Oh Kitty, I am at a loss. I am at a loss because I no longer have you with me. I am at a loss because Father, Mother, and Margot are separated from me and perhaps from each other. I have no idea where Peter is or the Van Daans. I am even worried about Dussel. Where are you when I need you? You have always been here for me. You have listened to me. You have let me write to you my deepest feelings. Kitty it is because of you and God that I have been able to face the long years of isolation and loneliness. When I felt most misunderstood, when I had to put on the bright, cheery face during the day and cry myself to sleep at night , only you were there to hear my deepest woes. Where are you? 
I want to tell you all that has happened; but before I do, I have to come up with some other way of communicating with you. I once took hold of the old adage Auf wiederhoren meaning “until we speak again” and changed it for us to “until we write again.” But now, I cannot do that. They have come to our secret Annexe and have taken us away. Our worst of all fears is being realized. They took us and, unlike so many Jews before us, they did not even let us pack a bag. I had set aside my escape bag for such a time as this. I placed all the things that I just had to have in it – you first and foremost. But they emptied my escape bag on the floor and placed in it all the money, watches, and valuables they could find.
I wanted to plead for you but then I started to think what information they could gain from you. My diary told too much. After a break-in a few weeks ago when the burglars, police, or Gestapo were banging on the bookcase, seemingly to try to find our entrance, we huddled in one room and pondered what we should do if we got caught. I was very hurt when the adults suggested burning my diary because of all the condemning evidence it might hold. I told them then that if the diary goes, I go. Now I find myself praying you are not found, or that you are destroyed as just senseless drivel from a young girl. 
We have each been interrogated. The Gestapo wants to know how many others are in hiding. They sweet talked us with favors and then they threatened us with harm. They want to know who has helped us. They have arrested Mr. Kugler and Mr. Kleiman. I don’t know about Miep or Bep or the others. Father told us before they took each of us to interrogate to say nothing, no matter what. Kitty, if they find you, they will have all they need. I pray God won’t let them find you. I pray you are destroyed and that if we get out, I can remember and recreate you. 
But now, that brings me to a big problem in my mind and heart. How can I make it without writing what I feel? How can I make it without having you, Kitty, who knows my innermost thoughts? It has taken me two days of sleepless nights to come up with an answer. I must stay focused. I must stay strong. I must also have some sort of inner peace. I prayed for an answer and it came to me this morning. Auf wiederhoren. Until we speak again. I don’t have to write you, Kitty. Everything I have written you, I have thought before I wrote. Everything I have written you, I noticed, I even moved my lips as I wrote. What a relief! I can speak to you. I can still confide in you. I can still ask you questions and tell you secrets. The practice that has kept me sane these past two years can continue. Oh Kit. I can make it. You will listen. We are still connected. Despite our dire trouble, the war is still going well. The Allies are expected any day. The German soldiers look worried. They speak faster. They don’t seem near as confident. If we make it through this, I pray I will be able to recall all I have shared with you so that I can write it all down again. I want to be a journalist. I want to be a famous writer who has documented all that has gone on and all that we have suffered. I still have that in me and it is still possible. Now I can sleep. 
Yours, Anne M. Frank 
Monday, August 7, 1944 
Dearest Kitty, 
It is morning. I made it through the night. I remember that I once lost my fountain pen. Do you remember ? I memorialized my thoughts for you and took another pen and kept writing. You didn’t mind. Then I left my other pen in the attic for a day so I wrote to you in pencil. You did not object. Now, I have neither pen or pencil, nor paper, but I can still write to you in my heart through my emotions. I am relieved. I heard some screams during the night and a lot of weeping. Some of it was mine. I need to tell you how we got here. Friday, August 4th seemed like just another morning. I had come down from the attic after breathing in some fresh air. I had looked out at a cloudless, clear blue sky and enjoyed the beauty of nature for a few minutes. Father came up to Peter’s room to help him with some school work. I left because I was still uneasy about him seeing us together. As I came down to join Mother and Margot, Miep came up to see us and get our grocery order. Mother gave her our list, which included paper for you, Kitty. You and I had run out of it a few days before. I greeted Miep the usual way, “Hello Miep, what’s the news? ” She was cheerful. We were getting great news on the war. The Germans were in a bloody, destructive retreat. The Allies were pushing forward. Churchill was confident as ever. He gives his nation great confidence. He gave us great confidence too. Things were changing. Sadly, our confidence would soon disappear. Miep left. The bookcase was closed. The day time routine of silence, no toilet flushes, and sock-feet walking resumed. It was just another day in our private prison of non-existence to the outside world. This would be our portion. Or so we thought. 
There was a bang on the bookshelf. Our conversation dropped to a hush. We were petrified. For nights and nights, we had horrific dreams of this, dreams that we would not share with each other so as to not rekindle our fear. I was afraid to even write them to you, Kitty, because the pen would not even stay still in my hand. We then heard Mr. Kugler’s voice protesting. We heard the bookcase open, sounding like it was torn from its hinges, and then the running of many boots up our stairs. Mother grabbed Margot and me in a tight embrace, as if to shield or hide us. There before us, holding a gun cocked and ready for fire, was an SS guard and some Dutch policemen. One stayed with us, while the others began to rush through the room. Fearful, I assumed that the others might come under gunfire at any effort to resist. The Van Daans came down, saw, and immediately lifted their hands in the air. Mrs. Van Daan began to weep. Father and Peter followed. Father, in an authoritative voice that I haven’t heard since we went into hiding, spoke to them as if he were addressing some of his warehouse employees. He assured them that the guns were not necessary. They escorted them beside us. Father wrapped his arms around Mother who was wrapped around Margot and me. I was trembling. Our teeth were chattering in fear. The day had come. They brought down Dussel. There we stood. 
The SS guard introduced himself to us, SS-onderofficier Karl Silberbauer. I had not been up this close to an SS officer in many years. I had imagined many times what this officer would look like if we were found. He was nothing like I had imagined. He was firm, but respectful. He was clearly the chief officer. Since Father had been the spokesman and seemed to be the one in charge, Silberbauer addressed his questions to Pim. He asked, “Were there any others staying here?” Pim said, “No.” He asked, “How long have you been hiding here?” Father answered, “Two years and one month.” It was that answer that caused the SS officer to stand silent. He looked at the other officers, then at Kugler. He closed his eyes as if to do the maths, like I do when I am struggling with my homework. He asked again, “How long have you eight been hiding here?” Father answered again, “Two years and one month.” The guard couldn’t believe him. Father took him to the wall where he had been monitoring the war’s progress. Then he pointed to the markings on the wall where he and mother had been marking our growth. Father called me to himself, and had me stand against the wall like I had so many times before. I felt like I was not standing to be measured now, but to be shot by the Nazi firing squad. I didn’t want to do it, but Father assured me it would be okay. The man said to Father that he had a lovely daughter. That did not please me in the least. I did what they asked. The arresting officer looked at the markings, gently moved me to the side, and shook his head. I guess he believed Father. With that, he said, “You must come with us. Make no moves. Do not try to escape and do not say a word. All will be alright if you just do what I say.” We all looked at Father. He nodded, and we followed Silberbauer down our steps. It was the first time we had ever walked these stairs with outsiders, and yet it seemed so familiar as we had replayed this scene in our minds for months and nights on end. 
We walked by Miep. She was white as a sheet, and she was silent. She was filled with tears but let out not one whimper of goodbye. It took great effort to not acknowledge anyone there. They walked us outside in the broad daylight on a sunny morning. The fresh air was strangely invigorating. How wonderful this would be on some other occasion – to feel the breeze, to have the stench behind us, to hear the rustling of the leaves on the trees, to actually see the birds that were singing, to look up and see the whole of the sky with the clouds moving rather than through a rectangular restricted view. But this was not any other occasion. I thought this might be our last day on this earth. I strained to look at Peter. We had enjoyed many day dreams of being outside together. How was he holding up? Was he afraid? He had been so brave in the Annexe and in the warehouse. Every time a burglar penetrated our building, Peter had run to the danger. I was glad to see he seemed as brave the day of our arrest as he had been the days of our hiding. I noticed people on the streets watching us. They looked as if they were deeply sorry for us, but none of them were willing to say a word or raise a hand to help us. It had been this way ever since the Germans came into Holland. While everyone was criticizing Britain, as I have always said, there was enough blame to place on Holland as well. We had seen others hauled away who were not blessed enough to find a place to hide. Now it was our turn. 
They loaded us single file into the truck, closed the door, and began driving us to our next destination. We sat across from each other with eyes wide open. Mrs. Van Daan laid her head on her “Putti.” We wanted to speak, to discuss what was happening, how it happened, how they knew, and what would happen next, but we could not speak. We had the Dutch police on each side of us in the back of the truck. Father just motioned with his head, “silence.” They escorted us into the Gestapo headquarters. It was a sharply painted building, almost sterile. Our steps echoed off the concrete floors and the heavily plastered walls. We passed by a big office. I peeked in. There on the wall was a picture of the Fuhrer, Hitler himself. He adorned many offices in many poses. His eyes glared with hatred, as if he was seeking to root out through his eyes every last Jew. If only you had been there, Kitty, and would have seen that face on the wall with all those men walking lock-step beneath, carrying out the will of a mad man. 
They separated us and questioned us one by one. They used different techniques with each type of person. They seemed to reason with Father as an equal. They showed their power to Mother and Mrs. Van D. I believe their aim was to destroy the women’s confidence by pushing them to betray all that was concealed. With me, they tried to intimidate. They threatened harm to my parents and my sister if I did not talk. I kept telling myself that I was no normal fifteen-year-old girl, dependent on Mother and Father. I was strong. I was independent. I could face this and overcome. That’s what I tried to project on the outside, Kitty, but on the inside, I was shaking, doubting, and weeping. I was determined that those emotions would have to wait for my bunk. 
The Nazi interrogator kept trying to get me to talk. He offered rewards and then punishment. If there were time for humor in all this, a paradox popped in my head. What a reversal from three years earlier! In class, Mr. Keesing called me a chatterbox. He would punish me with writing assignments to deter my incessant talking. Every time, I took the challenge and got the better of him. He finally let me talk all I wanted without scolding. If I could do that with Mr. Keesing for talking too much, I figured I could do it with these officers for not talking at all. Kit, how Mr. Keesing would have fainted seeing the day when I refused to talk! I don’t know what I did, but like with Mr. Keesing, the guard must have admired my pluck and strength like Peter and Margot did. They let me go back to my cell. Now we wait. What will happen to us now? I am glad you are not here Kitty, and I hope they don’t find you either, or we will all be in trouble. 
Yours, Anne M. Frank 
 

WESTERBORK
Tuesday, August 8, 1944 
Dearest Kitty,
For over two years, you always knew where to find me. Now, I have moved for the third time in five days. I hope you can keep up. It’s evening now. We are now in the dreaded Westerbork. Earlier today, they took us from the detention center and loaded us on passenger trains. We were a little surprised at our transportation, having heard so much about cattle cars. Maybe God was blessing us. As they loaded us in, I was one of the first into the passenger car, holding Pim’s hand. I went straight to the seat by a window. Father was so kind to place his arm around me on one side and around Mother with the other. Margot sat right beside us on the other side of the aisle. We were crammed in. I was pressed against the window, but I didn’t mind. I had a full view of the nature that I had so long missed. I hardly even looked at my family. They had been my only view for too long. I could not get over the life that passed outside that window. I could hardly grasp the fact that we were out of the Annexe. A great hope came over me as it always did when I looked at the blue sky, the trees, and the God-created beauty. I was in awe. I felt just a touch of freedom. It made me wonder why we stayed hidden for so long. I knew there may be terrible things ahead, but I just couldn’t think of that at that moment. I had wished the train ride would never end. Heaven was touching earth right outside that window, and I was seeing it for what seemed like the first time. 
When our train passed through the gate of Westerbork, it seemed much of what Miep had told us about this place was true. The camp is packed with people and there are electrified barbed wire fences all around us. But what Miep didn’t know was, there was a kinder, gentler feel to this place. There is a school here, a restaurant, and even a hair-dresser. Of course, we have no access to any of these. We are in the punishment barracks because we had the audacity to hide from our captors and resist their call-ups. For this, it is our understanding that we have been assigned to hard labor to show us the error of our ways. There was extra food available for any who had money, but we had no money. We had all we owned taken from us or left in the Annexe. It is our understanding that the SS leaves much of the running of the place to a German Jewish committee. We are hoping this will be to our good. 
When we unloaded the train and were led to our barracks, the men were assigned to their barracks for sleep, and the women led to theirs. Mother just hung on to Margot and me as we wept. I never really liked her affection or her embrace. I prefer to deal with this on my own as you know, but the inner Anne felt the need to let her and the outer Anne obliged. The truth be told, Kitty, for the first time in a long time, I was surprised how much I needed and even liked that hug. I was starting to see my Mother in a different light. Now, I have seen some good in her in the past, but it doesn’t take long for the detestable part to surface. Maybe as I am changing, she is changing too. 
A few of the women came to us tonight as they saw we were afraid, wide-eyed yet tear-filled. They came to comfort us and tell us that Westerbork won’t be as bad as we fear. The labor is hard, but the best part is, we get to talk and visit as long as we do our work. In the evenings, we are able to get back together with our loved ones who are here and eat what food they give us, visit, fellowship, and regain a sense of normalcy. I have to admit my thoughts of normalcy are continents away from this, but I am trusting this is going to be fine. How I pray the Russians, or the British, or the Americans come soon. If so, we may have passed the worst part. 
Yours, Anne M. Frank 
Wednesday, August 9, 1944 
Dearest Kitty, 
I am glad to say we made it through our first day here. The work was hard and dusty. We are assigned to break up batteries all day. It is monotonous and surely cannot be healthy, but compared to being cooped up in an Annexe where we cannot flush the toilet, we have to sit in silence during the day, and deny ourselves an “outside” voice for days upon end; this is a welcomed change. I almost feel like we were hired by a war factory in northern Amsterdam. The only thing lacking is we do not clock in, though there is a roll call every day. Speaking of lacking, this place is not as bad as we feared from the start. The water supply is not that good, and the sanitary conditions leave much to be desired. I say that, but you know that our conditions were not that good in the Annexe either. This place is a whole lot worse for those who were taken from the streets of freedom. We had the, dare I say, privilege to warm up to such situations over the past few years. 
Yours, Anne M. Frank 
Thursday, August 10, 1944 
Dearest Kitty, 
You would be surprised how good the eight of us are getting along after our work is done. Even old Dussel isn’t nearly as bad to look at. I no longer have to hear his snoring and gasping for breath. I don’t have to put up with his restroom schedule, which I think Mussolini may have scheduled the Italian trains by. He does not seem near as stupid now that I am no longer living with him. The Van Daans are getting along glowingly. It seems their love is no longer forced. Father still has the lead in our family-of-eight gatherings. How I love Pim. I respect him more every day. I want to marry a man like Pim. He is the most humble man I have ever known. In this wider circle of men, he stands out all the taller. The men are staying together, and sleeping in the same bunk space. I sure hope Peter lets Father rub off on him. Mother is tolerable. I am amazed at the difference in her with so many other women to see and interact with. She seems to be in her element. She has a quieter, wiser look to her than I have ever seen. Now, don’t get me wrong Kit, I still don’t think of her as my mother. But as a woman, I see some enviable traits beginning to rise, especially with the backdrop of others. 
Yours, Anne M. Frank 
Friday, August 11, 1944 
Dearest Kitty, 
I need to visit with you about a huge mystery. The eight of us were able to delve into the subject a little this evening, now that we are getting our bearings in this new environment. The mystery is, who turned us in to the Gestapo? We have several suspects. This wanting an answer hits us hard when we think of Miep, Bep, Jan, Mr. Kugler, and Mr. Kleinman in particular. Here are all these people standing up for right in a world of wrong. They were willing to risk their lives to go against the grain of self-preservation for the sake of others. Where is our beloved, extended family now? These who shared our meals, shared our room, shared our fears – where are they? Are they alive? Are they in prison? Is their situation worse than ours? It breaks my heart. I pray that God will be with them, as He has been with us. I pray they will make it through this. Though I hope one day to get out of this, I am praying at the moment all the more for them to get out of it. They did nothing wrong, but to love the hated. They sacrificed everything for us. They did without so we could have. We did not have much, but we would have had nothing had it not been for them. 
This brings me back to Father. What a good man, boss, and co-worker he must have been to these for them to risk everything for him and his family. I love Pim so much. The more I think of him, the more I grieve over that selfish letter I wrote to him concerning my independence and his failure as a Father. He acts as if I never wrote the letter. I act the same. But, I still remember the letter. When he says our prayers with us in the evening before we go to our separate barracks, I cannot help but want to cry when I think of the hurt I brought Pim. I pray he forgets and forgives as much as he seems to have. And, I pray that I will be as good as he is one day. God knows I am praying to be changed, and I am committed to being changed. 
Yours, Anne M. Frank 
Sunday, August 13, 1944 	
Dearest Kitty, 
I bet you never thought I would be so faithful to speak to you once I lost my pen and paper. The truth is, Kitty, the more I face, the more I need to write or speak to you. I have a feeling of optimism. We still are hearing the aeroplanes at night. The bombings continue all around us. We just hope they don’t hit this place where we are. From the sky, I am sure it looks like we are German sympathizers working in a war-making factory, an ideal target. If only those boys in those planes could see closer who is living in this caged manufacturing plant. These aren’t uniforms of the SS we are wearing. There was once a Davidic star on my shirt. Though the star isn’t there for the moment, it is still my identity. I am Jewish. I am a target of Hitler. Don’t let me be a target of the British too. Will someone tell General Eisenhower this, please? 
Yours, Anne M. Frank 
Monday, August 14,1944 
Good morning Dearest Kitty, 
There is a cold chill in the air, and we are still in August. A cold front, you ask? No. We have just been told that Tuesday is coming. When we first got here as new arrivals, we had no idea what Tuesday meant. Now that we are getting acclimated and being accepted into the population, the full truth is coming out. You see, Monday is selection day. Westerbork is not a retirement camp, it is a transit camp. We are told that every Monday, the Kampleiding chooses who will be transported out of Westerbork the following day. Most fear it is to Poland, to a place called Auschwitz, where rumors say the real nightmare begins and ends. 
I had felt a peace at first knowing that much of the camp governance was handled by the Kampleiding, which was the leadership committee of German speaking Jews. Now, as we have learned more, I am afraid of this group and of their betrayal of our own people. These are Jews who, as I understand it, select other Jews to be shipped out to much harsher camps where death is often the verdict the minute a person boards the train. This must have been what Moses felt like when Korah tried to turn the people against him and Aaron, or what Jesus felt when his own disciple Judas betrayed him. How can these betray so easily? Do they not fear God? 
Peter and I discussed this too. We are both afraid. I asked him the same question, “Do they not fear God?” It made me turn to Peter and ask him, “Peter, you have denied God, disliked God, and even taken His Name in vain. Do you see what people who deny Him do?” I think Peter was convicted a little, but not convinced. 
Enough of that. We are in the punishment barracks. Who better to ship out than us? Oh, how I pray we won’t be selected. We want to be free. We don’t necessarily like it here, but we would rather be here than on one of those cattle cars. Pim and Mother led our prayers. Soon, we will see. They are calling us to formation.
Yours, Anne M. Frank 
Tuesday, August 15, 1944 
Dearest Kitty, 
The selection was made yesterday. As I am writing to you in my mind, I am glad to report we are still here. I am hoping the war will be over soon. I don’t know how many more Mondays I can take, nor do I know how many more Mondays I will have. It seems Tuesday is always around the bend. We may one day soon board the cattle cars – perhaps separately, maybe together. I will stop there. I can still not come to grips with the worse-case scenario, nor will I try. 
Yours, Anne 
 
Wednesday, August 16, 1944 
Dearest Kitty, 
Back to the battery brigade. We had a few sirens for the bombs dropping. Work stopped. The dust settled. The order was given. Back to the battery disassembly. How I wish the Nazi reign could be disassembled so easily. I am missing Miep. Every day, I would greet her with “Hello Miep, what’s the news today?” I would love to know the answer to that. We all would. Propaganda is all we hear. They tell us that we are here to help the war effort, to bring victory. If we work hard, the Germans will win, and we can all go back to our homes. I would love to believe that, but I don’t think the Fuhrer plans on any of us going back home when the war is over, especially if he wins. My back hurts as do my finger nails. What I wouldn’t give to see that camp hairdresser about a manicure, but then again, she doesn’t make rounds to the punishment side of town. I have developed a bad cough, but so has everyone. No sick day for those who cough. We all cough. Sometimes in boredom, we try to cough on cue and in rhythm. We try to make a song by timing our coughs and pitch just right. We smile and keep deconstructing the charge in front of us. 
Mother is the best worker in our line. She works fast, is thorough, and is constantly being pointed to by our foreman as the one to emulate. She even helps us with ours so that we don’t come under discipline. I thought she loved Margot more than me, but she sure gives us equal help and impartial care. 
Yours, Anne Frank 
Friday, August 18, 1944
Dearest Kitty, 
There is nothing to report from the job. But, yesterday and today, the eight of us have met and we continue to debate who might have betrayed us. Pim says he is not as mad at the arresting officers as he is at the one who sold us out. What harm were we doing anyone? We could understand Bep or Miep or even Mr. Kugler turning us in. They were doing without. They were living in high risk. They would be rewarded for turning us in and their burden would be reduced exponentially. So naturally, they were our first candidates to be tried in our jury of eight. 
We went over each one. We had feared that Miep was beginning to despise us as Jews. Antisemitism was rising all over Holland. She had seemed irritated with us, and had even used a phrase “you people” when the Van Daans were on a complaining rant. She quickly backtracked, but the topic was on the table. Our fears had been growing in our secret Annexe, but Father did what he always does. He courageously addressed the situation and met one on one with Miep. What a great visit he had. All of our fears and
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