Audition Pieces
(The underlined character is the character of I will be focusing on in each piece.)

Anne – Opening Monologue (A voice over)

Anne:  July sixth, 1942.  A few days ago, Father began to talk about going into hiding.  He said it would be very hard for us to live cut off from the rest of the world.  He sounded so serious, I felt scared.  “Don’t worry Anneke.  Just enjoy your carefree life while you can.”  Carefree? I was born in Frankfort on June twelfth, 1929.  Because we were Jewish, my father emigrated to Holland in 1933.  He heard Hitler’s marching gangs sing that horrible song, “when Jew-blood spurts from the knife” and knew it was time to leave.  But Hitler invaded Holland on May tenth, 1940.  Five days later the Dutch surrendered, the Germans arrived – and the trouble started for the Jews. (A pause.)
Father was forced to give up his business – manufacturing products used to make jam.  We couldn’t use streetcars, couldn’t go to the theatre or movies anymore, couldn’t be out on the street after 8 P.M., couldn’t even sit in our own gardens!  We had to turn in our bicycles.  No beaches, no swimming pools, no libraries – we couldn’t even walk on the sunny side of the streets!  Our identity cards were stamped with a big black “J”.  And…we had to wear the yellow star.  But somehow life went on.  Until yesterday.  A call-up notice from the SS!  My sister Margot was ordered to report for work in Germany, to the Westerbork transit camp.  A call-up – everyone knows what that means! (She pauses.)
At five-thirty this morning, we closed the door to our apartment behind us.  My cat was the only living creature I said goodbye to.  The unmade beds, the breakfast things on the table all created the impression we’d left in a hurry. (A pause.)
And the destination?  We walked two and a half miles in the pouring rain all the way to…263 Prinsengracht – Father’s office building!  Our hiding place, the “Secret Annex,” is right behind it upstairs.  Even though the Germans forced Father out, he still runs the office with Mr. Kraler and Miep, who’ve offered to help us while we’re in hiding. (As Mr. Frank pulls a tarpaulin off the kitchen table, he sees a rat move across the floor.  Mrs. Frank shrieks.)






Mr. Frank – this is the final scene of the play and perhaps the most dramatic.  He should be on the verge of tears through most of it.

Mr. Frank: (directly to audience) Westerbork.  A barren heath.  Wooden towers where our jailers stand guard.  Walls covered with thousands of flies.  The eight of us crammed into Barrack 67 – betrayed. We never know by whom.  Our last month together. (he pauses) Our last month.  Anne and Peter walking hand in hand between the barracks and barbed wire.  Edith worrying about the children, washing underclothing in murky water, numb.  Margot, silent, staring at nothing.  Our last days on Dutch soil. (pause) Late August, Paris freed.  Brussels. Antwerp.  But for us it is too late.  Tuesday September third, 1944, a thousand of us herded into cattle cars, the last transport to leave Westerbork for the extermination camps. (he pauses)
	The train.  Three days, three nights.  In the middle of the third night…Auschwitz.  Separation.  Men from women.  Edith.  Margot.  Anne.  My family.  Never again.  Selection.  Half our transport killed in the gas chambers.  One day Peter and I see a group of men march away, his father among them.  Gassed.  Peter on the “death march” to Mauthausen.  Dead three days before the British arrive.  His mother – Auschwitz, Bergen-Belsen, Buchenwald, Theresienstadt – date of death unknown.  Mr. Dussel dies in Neuengamme. (pause)
	January twenty-seventh, 1945.  I am freed from Auschwitz. I know nothing of Edith and the children.  And then I learn…Edith died in Birkenau of grief, hunger and exhaustion. (pause)
	The winter of ’45, typhus breaks out in Bergen-Belsen, killing thousands of prisoners, among them Margot.  Anne’s friend, Hanneli, sees Anne through the barbed wire, naked, her head shaved, covered in lice.  “I don’t have anyone anymore,” she weeps.  A few days later, Anne dies.  My daughters’ bodies dumped into mass graves, just before the camp is liberated. (Mr. Frank bends down, picks up Anne’s diary lying on the floor.  He steps forward, the diary in his hands.)
	All that remains. (Slowly he opens the diary.  The image of Anne’s words fills the theatre.  Darkness.)








Mr. Frank, Mrs. Frank, Anne, Mr. van Dann, Mrs. van Daan, Margot, Peter – early in the play when they are all being introduced.

Anne: Mrs van Daan.  May I try on your coat?
Mrs. Frank: Anne.
Mrs van Daan: (Holding up the coat for Anne to slip into.) Of course you may.  My father gave me this coat the year before he died.  He always bought the best money could buy. (A glance at her husband.)
Anne: Did you have a lot of boyfriends before you were married?
Mrs Frank: Anne, it’s not courteous to ask personal questions.
Anne: Why not? I had a throng of admirers who couldn’t keep their eyes off me.
Mrs. van Daan: Our house was always swarming with boys.  I remember the summer I was sixteen –
Mr. van Daan: (Tossing cards into a large pot on the floor.) Oh God.  Here we go again!
Mrs. van Daan: Who’s talking to you? (Anne listens, fascinated, following her, imitating her walk.)  We had a big house in Bremerhaven.  Those boys came buzzing like bees around a honey-pot. (Mr. van Daan chuckles.) My father was very worried with all those boys buzzing around.  He’d say, “If any of them gets fresh, you tell him… ‘Remember, Mr. So-and-So, remember I’m a lady.’”
Anne: (Imitating her.) “Remember, Mr. So-and-So, remember I’m a lady.”
Mrs van Daan: (Laughing, hugging her.) Very good. (She takes her coat back.) All right, that’s enough. (She lays the coat carefully on the couch as Anne quickly picks up her diary, sprawls on the floor, writing.)
Mr. van Daan: What have you got to write about that’s so important all the time? How much does a thirteen-year-old have to say?
Margot: Just because someone’s young doesn’t mean they don’t have anything to say, Mr. van Daan.
Anne: Please.  Can’t I have any privacy?
Mr. van Daan: Petronella, can you please tell me what could possibly be so private.
Mrs. van Daan: Oh, you know how it is at that age, Putti.  Everything’s private.  Even brushing your teeth.
Mr. van Daan: I just hope she doesn’t write anything about me in that private diary of hers.
Mrs. van Daan: (Laughing.) Don’t be ridiculous!  Really, Putti, you’re so childish sometimes. (Anne stifles a laugh.)
Mr. van Daan: (To Peter.) Still haven’t finished your French? You ought to be ashamed.
Peter: I know, I know. I’m a hopeless case.
Mrs. van Daan: You are not hopeless. (To her husband.) He is not hopeless.  He just doesn’t have anyone to help him, like the girls do.  Maybe you could, Mr. Frank.
Mr. Frank: I’m sure his father –
Mr. van Daan: Not me.  He won’t listen to me.
Mr. Frank: What do you say, Peter?
Mrs. van Daan: Oh, Mr. Frank, you’re an angel! (Kissing the top of his head.)  I don’t know why I didn’t meet you before I met that one over there.
Mr. Frank: (Uncomfortable.) Come, Peter.  Show me which chapter you’re on.
Mrs. van Daan: (As Peter and Mr. Frank go into Peter’s room.) You listen to Mr. Frank, Peter.  Mr. Frank is a highly educated man. (Mr. van Daan nearly trips over Anne, who lies on her stomach, writing.)
Mr. van Daan: (Stepping over her.) Aren’t things hard enough without you sprawling all over the place?
Mrs. van Daan: If you didn’t smoke so much, Putti, you wouldn’t be so ill-tempered.
Mr. van Daan: Am I smoking?  Do you see me smoking?
Mrs. van Daan: Don’t tell me you used up all those cigarettes.
Mr. van Daan: One package!  Miep only bought one package.
Mrs. van Daan: You’re smoking up all our money.
Mr. van Daan: Will you shut up? (Mrs. Frank and Margot keep their eyes down as Anne, sitting on the floor, follows the whole exchange.  Seeing her staring at him.) What are you staring at?
Anne: I never heard grownups quarrel before.  I thought only children quarrelled and it wore off when you grew up.
Mr. van Daan: This isn’t a quarrel – it’s a discussion.  And I never heard children so rude before.





Mr. and Mrs. Frank, Mrs. van Daan, Anne, Peter and Mr. Dussel – the introduction of Mr. Dussel.

Mrs. van Daan: Mr. Dussel.  What is happening outside?
Mrs. Frank: Tell us. (Anne moves closer, sits non the floor before Mr. Dussel.)
Mr. Dussel: All over Amsterdam, Jews are disappearing…torn out of bed in the middle of the night… My God, the screams.  Children come home from school – their parents are gone.  Women come back from shopping – whole families…vanished.  It’s impossible to escape unless you go into hiding.  Thousands are being taken away.  Deported.  The Blumbergs, Professor Hallenstein –
Mrs. van Daan: (Falling back.) Oh God, no.
Mr. Dussel: You have five minutes to get ready.  Bring only what you can carry in a rucksack.  Herded into the Jewish Theatre for days, weeks sometimes, and then…Westerbork.  The transit camp.  From there, every Tuesday, like clockwork, a train leaves for…the East. (A moment of stunned silence.)
Anne: Mr. Dussel, do you know the Goslers?  Their daughter Hanneli and I – we’ve been friends since we were four.  They…they didn’t come for them, did they? (Mr. Dussel looks at Mr. Frank, then back at Anne, silent.  She leaps up.) Not Hanneli!  It can’t be! (In tears she moves away, Margot following, comforting her.)
Peter: There’s a family by the name of –
Mrs. Frank: (A sudden cry.) No!
Mr. Frank: I’m sure Mr. Dussel needs to get settled before supper. (To Mr. Dussel) I’m sorry we can’t offer you your own room.  I trust you won’t mind sharing one with my daughter.
Mr. Dussel: Forgive me for upsetting you.
Mrs. Frank: No. You had to tell us.  We had to know.
Mr. Frank: Anne, why don’t you show Mr. Dussel your room?








Mr. and Mrs. Frank, Mr. and Mrs. van Daan, Mr. Dussel, Anne, Margot and Miep – Miep arrives with a New Year’s cake.

Mrs. Frank: Happy New Year Miep!
Miep: Happy New Year!
Mrs. Frank: You really should have this day to yourself, but we love that you’ve come.
Anne: Oh Miep, you smell like the wind!
Miep: Anne – how are you? 
Mr. Dussel: I wonder if you’d mind taking this letter.  For Charlotte. For the New Year.
Miep: Of course.
Mr. van Daan: Miepchen! (Hopeful, he mimes smoking a cigarette.  She shakes her head.)
Miep: Feeling any better Margot?
Margot: A little.
Miep: (Removing the napkin from the cake.) Maybe this will make you feel better yet.
Mrs. van Daan: Putti – look! The cake! The cake!
Mr. van Daan: Cake. I’ll get the plates.
Anne: Is it your special spice cake?
Miep: (Laughing.) Spice cake. Exactly. Your favourite.
Mr. Frank: Everyone’s favourite.
Mrs. Frank: Spice cake.  What a treat!  You must have used up all your rations for the week.
Mrs. van Daan: How sweet!  And look – she wrote “Peace in 1944.”
Mr. Dussel: Last year it was “Peace in 1943.”
Miep: Well, it has to come sometime, doesn’t it?
Mr. Dussel: Let’s pray it will.
Mr. van Daan: Here’s the knife Petronella.  Now, how many of us are there?
Miep: None for me, thank you.
Mr Frank: Oh, but you must.
Mr. van Daan: Well, that leaves seven.
Mr Dussel: Eight! Eight! The same number it always is.
Mr. van Daan: I took it for granted Margot wouldn’t have any.
Anne: Why not?
Mrs. Frank: I don’t think a piece of cake would harm her.
Mr. van Daan: I don’t want her to start coughing again.  Eight, eight – all right, eight!
Mr. Dussel: And please, Mrs. Frank should cut the cake. (Silence, as they all look at him.) Mrs. Frank divides things…better.
Mrs. van Daan: What are you saying?  Don’t I always give everyone exactly the same?
Mr. Dussel: Yes, yes.  Everyone always gets the same. (As Mrs. van Daan starts to cut the cake.) Except Mr. van Daan always gets a bit more.
Mrs. van Daan: (Throwing down the knife.) Now just a minute –
Mr Frank: (Taking Mrs. van Daan’s arm.) Please, please!  Miep, you see how a little spice cake goes to our heads?

















Mr. and Mrs. Frank, Mr. and Mrs. van Daan, Margot, Anne, Peter and Mr. Dussel – Mr. van Daan gets caught stealing food.

Mrs Frank: My God, I don’t believe it.  The bread!  He’s stealing the bread!
Mr. van Daan: No, no. Quiet.
Mr. Frank: (As everyone comes into the main room in their nightclothes.) Hermann, for God’s sake!
Mrs. van Daan: (Sleepily opening her eyes.) What is it?  What’s going on?
Mrs. Frank: Your husband. Stealing our bread!
Mrs. van Daan: That can’t be.  Putti, what are you doing?
Mr. van Daan: Never before!  Never before!
Mrs. Frank: I don’t believe you.  If he steals once, he’ll steal again.  Every day I watch the children getting thinner.  And he comes in the middle of the night and steals food that should go to them!
Mr. van Daan: (His head in his hands.) Oh my God.  My God.
Mr. Frank: Edith.  Please.
Margot: Mama, it’s only one piece of bread.
Mr. van Daan: (Putting the bread on the table.  In a panic.) Here. (Mrs. Frank swats the bread away.)
Mrs. Frank: (Quiet.) I want him to go.
Mrs. van Daan: Go? Go where?
Mrs. Frank: Anywhere.
Mrs. van Daan: You don’t mean what you’re saying.
Mr. Dussel: It would be impossible for – 
Mr. Frank: Edith, you know how upset you’ve been these past – 
Mrs. Frank: That has nothing to do with it.
Mr. Frank: He couldn’t help himself.  It could happen to any one of us. (He looks at Mr. van Daan.) It won’t happen again.
Mr. van Daan: Never, I promise.
Mrs. Frank: No!  I can’t take it with them here!  They have to go.
Mrs. van Daan: You’d put us out on the street?
Mrs. Frank: There are other hiding places.  Miep will find something.  Don’t worry about the money.  I’ll find you the money.
Mrs. van Daan: Mr. Frank, you said you’d never forget what my husband did for you.
Mrs. Frank: If my husband had any obligation to you, it’s paid for.
Mr. Frank: For God’s sake, Edith.  I’ve never seen you like this!
Anne: You can’t throw Peter out!  He hasn’t done anything.
Mrs. Frank: Peter can stay.
Peter: I wouldn’t feel right without my parents.
Anne: Please, Mother.  They’ll be killed on the street!
Margot: Anne’s right.  You can’t send them away.
Mrs. Frank: They can stay till Miep finds them a place.  But we’re switching rooms.  I don’t want him near the food.
Mr. Dussel: Let’s divide it up right now. (He hurries to get a sack of potatoes.)
Margot: We’re not going to divide up some rotten potatoes.
Mr. Dussel: (Dividing the potatoes into piles.) Mrs. Frank, Mr. Frank, Margot, Anne, Peter, Mrs, van Daan, Mr, van Daan, myself…Mrs. Frank, Mr. Frank – 
Margot: (Overlapping.) Stop, Mr. Dussel!  No more.  No more!  I beg you.  Please.  Don’t! (Mr. Dussel continues counting nonstop.  In tears.) I can’t bear it!
Mrs. Frank: All this…all that’s happening…
Mr. Frank: Enough!  Margot.  Mr. Dussel.  Everyone – back in your rooms.  Come, Edith.  Mr. Dussel, I think the potatoes can wait. (Mr. Dussel goes on counting.  Tearing the sack from Mr. Dussel, the potatoes spilling.) Just let them wait.
