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Wednesday, 8 July, 1942
Dear Kitty,
 Years seem to have passed between Sunday and now.  So much has hap-
pened, it is just as if the whole world had turned upside down.  But I am 
still alive, Kitty, and that is the main thing, Daddy says…
 …Into hiding – where would we go, in a town or the country, in a house 
or a cottage, when, how, where…?
 These were questions I was not allowed to ask, but I couldn’t get 
them out of my mind.  Margot and I began to pack some of our most vital 
belongings into a school satchel.  The first thing I put in was this diary, 
then hair curlers, handkerchiefs, schoolbooks, a comb, old letters; I put in 
the craziest things with the idea that we were going into hiding.  But I’m not 
sorry, memories mean more to me than dresses…
   Yours, Anne

Saturday, 20 June, 1942
I haven’t written for 
a few days, because I 
wanted first of all to 
think about my diary.  
It’s an odd idea for 
someone like me to 
keep a diary; not only 
because I have never 
done so before, but 
because it seems to 
me that neither I – 
nor for that matter anyone else – will be interested in the unbosomings of a 
thirteen-year-old school girl.  Still, what does that matter?  I want to write, 
but more than that, I want to bring out all kinds of things that lie buried 
deep in my heart.  There is a saying that “paper is more patient than man”…
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 Thursday, 9 July, 1942
Dear Kitty,
 So we walked in the pouring rain, Daddy, Mummy, and I, each with a 
school satchel and shopping bag filled to the brim with all kinds of things 
thrown together anyhow.
 We got sympathetic looks from people on their way to work.  You 
could see by their faces how sorry they were they couldn’t offer us a lift; 
the gaudy yellow star spoke for itself…
   Yours, Anne


