19th May 1943.

Dear Kitty,


Today we have spent yet another day in our secret annexe, sitting for hour upon hour in one room, not being able to go outside in the fresh air and sunshine, talk normally or even flush the toilet! As people are still working in the offices in the front house, we can’t make any noise at all during the daytime, in fear that someone may hear us.

We have been in hiding for ten months now, and we are very fortunate that the Germans have not yet found us, or indeed even searched the building. Each and every one of us in this annexe is beginning to get weaker with every day that passes.  We get no exercise, sunlight is limited and we have no fruit or vegetables left.

I spent most of today up in the attic with Peter Van Daan.  I know I said that he was very dull, and how I disliked him, but now I have spent ten months living with him, and I’ve got to know him really well, my opinion is starting to change.  It just goes to show that first impressions can be wrong.  I have realised that Peter is an interesting, mature and well-mannered boy, who has helped me to survive this very difficult time, and I would like to think that I have helped him too.

Today I had yet another argument with my mother and Margot.  It is strange how we are no longer a normal family, why, we cannot even argue without having to whisper!  It is affecting the whole family’s relationship with one another, being under each other’s feet all the time, and having no time or space to ourselves.  We argue over the pettiest of things, for example Margot using my bed for a nap, when she has a perfectly good one of her own in the next room.  This time my mother moved one of Margot’s books, but I was blamed.  I feel that my father is the only member of the Frank family with whom I can talk to.  I just wish that there were another girl in this house, aside from Margot, whom I could discuss things with.

If anything of interest happens tomorrow I shall write to you again in the evening.

Yours,

Anne

