instantly reveals Anne, sitting at her desk in a slip, h

and starts combing ber hair.)

START MARGOT. Mr. Dussel is getting awfully impatient out there.
ANNE. (Continuing to get dressed.) Let him! I'm always Waltmg for
him.
MARGOT. (Watching ber.) Are you going up to the attic with Peter
again? (Anne is silent.) You've already spent so much time there today.
ANNE. I went up exactly twice. Once to practice French together
and once to get the potatoes for supper.
MARGOT. But you know Mrs. van Daan. She’s got a comment
for every little thing.
ANNE. She can’t help herself. Its in her nature. I don’t think it’s
Mis. van Daan that’s upsetting you. (She puts on the red shoes.)
MARGOT. I'm not upset.
ANNE. You're not jealous? Of Peter and me? (Margor is still.) I'd
be insanely jealous if it were you instead of me.
MARGOT. Yes, I imagine you would be. But I'm not.
ANNE. Aren’t you, Margot? Tell me the truth.
MARGOT. Who wouldn’t want someone to visit every night, have
deep serious conversations with ... and who knows what else. Yes,
I'm jealous. But not of you and Peter. I'd just like someone of my
own. I'm happy you have someone.
ANNE. You mean it?
MARGOT. (Taking Annes hand.) | want you to have a good time
tonight. Every night. You've already missed out on so much here.
ANNE. Oh Margot, you're such a generous person! Anyway,
there’s nothing to be jealous of. We don’t do anything! (7hey both
laugh. And it’s suddenly quiet.) He's never even kissed me.
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MARGOT. The kiss will come.
ANNE. I’'m not sure I want it to.
MARGOT. (Grinning.) Oh, you do. I know you. You can’t help
ourself. (She gives Anne a little push.) It’s in your nature. (Anne END
hes her back. They giggle, then look at each other, silent. As Anne tuy
W Margot picks up the comb.) Wait. Let me fix your hair. (Q
sh e bs Anne’s luxuriant hair, turns her around, looks at her ly
Ther\@Now you're ready. (Anne smiles. Gently, Margot pushg
She sta ill for a moment, then quietly folds Annes clothes
MR. DORERL. I presume I may finally get back intg
ANNE. Owoom, dear Mr. Dussel. And yes, you g
MR. DUSSH ank you so much. (Anne curtse
MRS. FRANKN@ne. Again?

[/

y.)

oL,

room.
return.

MRS. VAN DA/ NG/ gain ... and look at her,
MRS. FRANK. (7%8e.) It’s cold in the attig Pud better bundle
up.

MRS. VAN DAAN. (4
In my day it was the boys W
MR. FRANK. Young peop?
attic’s the only place they can
MRS. VAN DAAN. Talk? That's
MR. VAN DAAN. 1 think a little
our little Annex.
MRS. VAN DAAN. (As Anne colW ).
we may even have a little Anncflfdding)
MRS: FRANK.  (Suddenly £l the va
stand: this stupid chatter 2 er minute!
Daans stare at her. Anncfes her a gratefu
forget to be down by (Anne and Peter go
stumbling in her red sj
ANNE. They're sg
much more advy
game, Mr. Dusg
Mr. Frank a
PETER.
ANNE. 4
PETEQ

out

/\

1s room for a sweater,)
tls.
they have secrets. The

e goes into ber
alled on t
Ace to #

at they called it in my day.
pance may be developing in

were here much longer,

gans.) Frankly, 1 can’t
Frank and the van
vile.) Anne! Don’t
0 the attic, Anne

realize how
0 their card
s a skz'rt,

U-fashioned! I guess they d
4 we are. (7he van Daans rety
omes out of the W.C., Mrs. Frank }
Hargot read together.)

ook nice.
?

like the shoes. I've always liked the shoes. (Ann g
vet.)

. Miep always does everything just right.
R. She likes you a lot.
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