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In 1933, at the age of four, Anne Frank and her family fled from the Nazis in Germany and

sought safe haven in Amsterdam, the Netherlands. In 1940, when the Germans invaded the

Netherlands, the Frank family once again feared for their lives. Like tens of thousands of Dutch

Jews, the Franks went into hiding. They lived in several hidden rooms -- known as the "Secret

Annex" -- above Mr. Frank's office building. It was there that Anne wrote her now-famous

diary.The Franks lived in hiding for two years before they were discovered and sent to

Auschwitz, the most well-known and feared concentration camp. Anne Frank gave a human

face to the victims of the Holocaust and a courageous voice to all those who were

silenced.Though Anne Frank only lived to the age of fifteen, her inspirational childhood is

perhaps the best known in history.
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CHAPTER ONEA NEW HOMEIt was a cold winter day in 1934. Bare gray branches stood out

against the bright blue Amsterdam sky. Over a snowy bridge skipped a little girl in a short white

fur coat. Her large green eyes darted about, taking in all the new sights.This was Anne Frank’s

first visit to Holland, and everything seemed strange and new. Tall buildings loomed

mysteriously over narrow cobblestone streets. Their steep roofs climbed up like staircases.

Along the sidewalks, stalls sold steamy hot chocolate and spicy herring. On every street corner

organ-grinders cranked out lively music.Best of all were the frozen canals filled with happy

skaters. As Anne watched, a group of children all linked hands and swung around in a wide

circle. A girl with long blond braids and a red hat skated at the end of the line. Faster and faster

she flew—until she let go and swirled out across the ice.Anne ran over to the side of the bridge

to get a better look.“Oops!” She bumped right into a red-faced boy with a pair of ice skates

thrown over his shoulder.The boy said something loudly in a strange language. Then he held

out his hand to help her rise. Just then, her uncle Julius came running up.“Watch where you’re

going, Anneliese,” her uncle warned, laughing. “Thank you,” he said to the boy. He caught



Anne’s mittened hand in his own.Obediently Anne slowed down and trotted beside her uncle.

But her thoughts raced ahead. Soon she would see her father, mother, and big sister, Margot,

again! Anne’s family had moved from Germany to Holland a few months before, but four-year-

old Anne had been left behind in Aachen, Germany, to stay with her grandmother Holländer.

Anne could come when their new apartment was ready, her mother had promised her. Uncle

Julius Holländer had volunteered to take Anne to Amsterdam. Then he would return to Aachen,

where he lived with his mother and brother Walter.Anne dearly loved her sweet grandmother,

who always smelled like freshly baked bread. But she had missed her family. Especially her

little kitten, Moortje!The walk seemed to take forever. They entered a big triangular plaza

surrounded by brand-new apartment buildings. Abruptly Julius came to a halt in front of one of

the doors. He set down the suitcase he’d been carrying and pulled a card out of his overcoat

pocket to read the address on it. “Thirty-seven Merwedeplein,” he said. “This is it, Anne. Your

new home.”Anne craned her neck to look up at the sandy-colored apartment building.“Go

ahead,” Julius said. “Ring the bell.”Anne scrambled up the steps and pressed the buzzer. A

minute later a pleasant-looking woman appeared at the doorway, her dark hair pulled back into

a bun. “Mummy!” Anne cried, throwing herself into Edith Frank’s arms.They climbed the three

flights to the apartment. Anne chatting all the way. “The train trip took forever, and then we

caught a streetcar from the railroad station, and I had hot milk with anise in it …”Her mother

flung open the doors to the living room, and Anne went running in. It was filled with furniture

she remembered from Germany. The steady tick tock of the tall dark grandfather clock made

her feel right at home. Best of all, her favorite picture hung on the wall. It was a charcoal sketch

of a mother cat with her two baby kittens.Just then a small black cat scooted across the room.

“Moortje!” Anne cried out, picking up the cat. “You’ve grown so much!” She burrowed her nose

into its soft fur. “But where is Margot?” she asked, looking up.Her mother smiled. “Since today

is Margot’s eighth birthday,” she explained, “she and your father have gone out to buy treats for

a birthday party.”Anne twirled around. “A party, a party!” she sang. Then she remembered

something, and her face dropped. “But, Mummy, I have no birthday present for Margot.”Edith

Frank hugged her daughter. “I have an idea, Anne,” she said. “Margot doesn’t know you’re

coming back today. It’s a surprise. You can be her birthday present!”“I know,” Anne said

excitedly. “I’ll be a ballerina birthday present!” She began to jump up and down. “May I wear my

tutu with the pink roses? May I?”Edith nodded at Uncle Julius, who had come upstairs with the

luggage. “I guess you can put Anne’s suitcase on her bed,” she said, laughing. “It looks as

though I have a costume to find.”An hour later Anne was sitting on a table in the middle of the

living room, all dressed up in her white ballet tutu. Brightly wrapped presents were piled high all

around her. She squirmed in anticipation. When would they come?Suddenly she heard the

door open, and the sound of excited voices came from the front hall. “There’s a surprise for you

in the living room,” she heard her mother say. An eight-year-old girl with short dark hair zipped

around the corner.“Happy Birthday, Margot!” Anne shouted, and held out her arms. Margot

squealed and ran to hug her baby sister.“There you are. Annelein!” Otto Frank, a tall man with

a thin mustache, swept her off the table and into his arms. “We have missed you. Where have

you been? Did you walk from Germany?”Anne beamed at her father, who liked to tease her.

She gave a happy sigh. She was home, and her loving family was all around her.Later that

night her father tucked her into bed. He pulled the cozy goose-down comforter up under her

chin and kissed her good night. She could feel his mustache tickle her cheek.“Tell me a story,

Pim,” she begged him. Pim was her special name for her father. “Tell me about the two

Paulas.”He smiled and sat down on the bed. “Once upon a time,” he began, “there were two

little girls named Paula. One was a good Paula.” His voice grew low and growly. “And one was a



very bad Paula indeed.”Anne listened happily to the familiar words. The good Paula was sweet

and obedient. She sat up straight at the table and finished all the food on her plate. She was

kind to the cat and gave him a saucer of milk.Bad Paula always fidgeted during dinner. She

made a face when she had to eat her turnips. She pulled the cat’s tail.“Now, Anne,” her father

always finished, “who do you want to be? The good Paula or the bad Paula?”“The good Paula!”

Anne would crow, and snuggle under the covers.Sometimes, though, she thought it might be

fun to be the bad Paula for a change. She hated turnips too.The next morning Anne’s mother

took her to see her father’s new office. Anne knew that her father had started a business in

Amsterdam called Opekta. It sold a product called pectin, made from ground-up apples. When

cooks added the pectin to sugar and chopped-up fruit, the mixture thickened as it cooked. It

turned into delicious jams and jellies.The office was small and dark, crammed with boxes and

desks. Otto Frank came out to greet them, smiling. “Come meet my staff,” he told Anne.“Miep,”

he said to a young woman with dark blond hair, “I’d like you to meet my younger daughter,

Anneliese Marie. Anne, this is Miss Santrouschitz.”Anne curtsied, as her mother had taught

her. The young woman had a round, friendly face and sparkling blue eyes. “Perhaps Anne

would like to help me with the coffee and cake,” she said in Dutch, holding her hand out to

Anne.Anne looked puzzled. “You’ll have to speak to her in German,” Mr. Frank told Miep. “Anne

hasn’t learned any Dutch yet”Miep repeated her offer, this time in German, and Anne followed

her into the back kitchen. As Anne watched, Miep poured her a big glass of milk.“Would you

like to learn the Dutch word for milk?” Miep asked her, handing her the glass. “It’s not too hard.

Say ‘melk’!”“Melk,” Anne said, grinning. She took a small sip of milk.“And this is a moffen,” Miep

said, handing her a cookie shaped like a little fat pig.“Moffen,” Anne repeated. “Oink!

Oink!”Miep laughed and continued making coffee. When they rejoined the others, her father

introduced Anne to another one of his employees, a Mr. Victor Kugler. He nodded at Anne with

a serious face.While her parents had coffee in her father’s private office, she gazed in wonder

at the big black typewriter on Miep’s desk. “Do you want to see how it works?” Miep asked

her.Anne nodded. Miep held the little girl’s right index finger and brought it down on one of the

typewriter keys. In a flash, a big black “A” appeared on the white sheet of paper. “Oh,” Anne

gasped. It was like magic!Miep lifted Anne’s finger again and pushed it down on another of the

heavy keys. Another letter sprang onto the page—and another.“There you are,” Miep said when

they had finished. “A-N-N-E F-R-A-N-K. Now you know how to spell your name.”That evening

when Anne went home, she clutched the piece of paper in her hand. Every once in a while she

glanced at it proudly. There was her name—and she had typed it all by herself!The Franks

were not the only new family in their neighborhood. Many Germans were fleeing to Holland in

1934. The year before, a man named Adolf Hitler had become head of the German

government. His National Socialist German Workers’ Party—called Nazis—believed that

Germans were superior people, destined to rule the world. In addition Hitler told his people that

all the troubles in Germany were the fault of the Jews. Germans had suffered defeat in the

Great War in 1918 and a severe economic depression had followed. Many Germans were

ready to blame somebody for their troubles, so they believed what Hitler was telling them.Years

before. Hitler had written in his book Mein Kampf (My Struggle) that Germany should get rid of

all its Jewish citizens. Otto Frank, for one, took Hitler’s threat seriously. Frank came from a

Jewish banking family that had lived in Germany for centuries, and he did not want to leave his

native land. But German Jews were beginning to lose their jobs and their businesses. So Otto

and Edith decided to get out while they could. The Franks believed that in friendly, tolerant

Holland, their family would be safe.Anne, of course, understood nothing of all this. All she knew

was that she had lost her old friends—and she wanted to make new ones!Across from her



apartment was a big empty plaza filled with sand. Someday this would be a park with grass

and trees. But right now, it was one giant sandbox. When spring came, she and her mother

went outside to the plaza every day. Other children were playing in the sand, digging tunnels

and building sand castles. But they all spoke Dutch. Anne couldn’t understand a word they

said.She was bored and lonely. It’s not fair, she thought. Margot gets to go to school. I want to

go too!One day she trailed after her mother to the neighborhood bakery. A woman with a little

girl about Anne’s age entered right behind them. While her mother struggled to order some

bread in Dutch, Anne wandered away to investigate the tulips in the window. They were so

beautiful, white and red striped. She put her hand out to feel one….“Anneliese Marie,” her

mother said sharply in German. “Don’t touch!” Anne jumped and pulled back her hand.“Oh, you

speak German too,” the other woman exclaimed, her face lighting up. “We have just moved

from Berlin, and live now on the Merwedeplein.”“What a coincidence,” Mrs. Frank answered.

“So do we.” Soon they were chattering away in German.Anne glanced over at the little girl, who

was hiding behind her mother. She had a long, thin face, framed by soft brown hair pulled back

on one side by a barrette. Suddenly Anne felt shy. She too moved over to her mother and

leaned up against her long brown coat.She wanted to talk to the little girl—but she didn’t know

what to say.

CHAPTER ONEA NEW HOMEIt was a cold winter day in 1934. Bare gray branches stood out

against the bright blue Amsterdam sky. Over a snowy bridge skipped a little girl in a short white

fur coat. Her large green eyes darted about, taking in all the new sights.This was Anne Frank’s

first visit to Holland, and everything seemed strange and new. Tall buildings loomed

mysteriously over narrow cobblestone streets. Their steep roofs climbed up like staircases.

Along the sidewalks, stalls sold steamy hot chocolate and spicy herring. On every street corner

organ-grinders cranked out lively music.Best of all were the frozen canals filled with happy

skaters. As Anne watched, a group of children all linked hands and swung around in a wide

circle. A girl with long blond braids and a red hat skated at the end of the line. Faster and faster

she flew—until she let go and swirled out across the ice.Anne ran over to the side of the bridge

to get a better look.“Oops!” She bumped right into a red-faced boy with a pair of ice skates

thrown over his shoulder.The boy said something loudly in a strange language. Then he held

out his hand to help her rise. Just then, her uncle Julius came running up.“Watch where you’re

going, Anneliese,” her uncle warned, laughing. “Thank you,” he said to the boy. He caught

Anne’s mittened hand in his own.Obediently Anne slowed down and trotted beside her uncle.

But her thoughts raced ahead. Soon she would see her father, mother, and big sister, Margot,

again! Anne’s family had moved from Germany to Holland a few months before, but four-year-

old Anne had been left behind in Aachen, Germany, to stay with her grandmother Holländer.

Anne could come when their new apartment was ready, her mother had promised her. Uncle

Julius Holländer had volunteered to take Anne to Amsterdam. Then he would return to Aachen,

where he lived with his mother and brother Walter.Anne dearly loved her sweet grandmother,

who always smelled like freshly baked bread. But she had missed her family. Especially her

little kitten, Moortje!The walk seemed to take forever. They entered a big triangular plaza

surrounded by brand-new apartment buildings. Abruptly Julius came to a halt in front of one of

the doors. He set down the suitcase he’d been carrying and pulled a card out of his overcoat

pocket to read the address on it. “Thirty-seven Merwedeplein,” he said. “This is it, Anne. Your

new home.”Anne craned her neck to look up at the sandy-colored apartment building.“Go

ahead,” Julius said. “Ring the bell.”Anne scrambled up the steps and pressed the buzzer. A

minute later a pleasant-looking woman appeared at the doorway, her dark hair pulled back into



a bun. “Mummy!” Anne cried, throwing herself into Edith Frank’s arms.They climbed the three

flights to the apartment. Anne chatting all the way. “The train trip took forever, and then we

caught a streetcar from the railroad station, and I had hot milk with anise in it …”Her mother

flung open the doors to the living room, and Anne went running in. It was filled with furniture

she remembered from Germany. The steady tick tock of the tall dark grandfather clock made

her feel right at home. Best of all, her favorite picture hung on the wall. It was a charcoal sketch

of a mother cat with her two baby kittens.Just then a small black cat scooted across the room.

“Moortje!” Anne cried out, picking up the cat. “You’ve grown so much!” She burrowed her nose

into its soft fur. “But where is Margot?” she asked, looking up.Her mother smiled. “Since today

is Margot’s eighth birthday,” she explained, “she and your father have gone out to buy treats for

a birthday party.”Anne twirled around. “A party, a party!” she sang. Then she remembered

something, and her face dropped. “But, Mummy, I have no birthday present for Margot.”Edith

Frank hugged her daughter. “I have an idea, Anne,” she said. “Margot doesn’t know you’re

coming back today. It’s a surprise. You can be her birthday present!”“I know,” Anne said

excitedly. “I’ll be a ballerina birthday present!” She began to jump up and down. “May I wear my

tutu with the pink roses? May I?”Edith nodded at Uncle Julius, who had come upstairs with the

luggage. “I guess you can put Anne’s suitcase on her bed,” she said, laughing. “It looks as

though I have a costume to find.”An hour later Anne was sitting on a table in the middle of the

living room, all dressed up in her white ballet tutu. Brightly wrapped presents were piled high all

around her. She squirmed in anticipation. When would they come?Suddenly she heard the

door open, and the sound of excited voices came from the front hall. “There’s a surprise for you

in the living room,” she heard her mother say. An eight-year-old girl with short dark hair zipped

around the corner.“Happy Birthday, Margot!” Anne shouted, and held out her arms. Margot

squealed and ran to hug her baby sister.“There you are. Annelein!” Otto Frank, a tall man with

a thin mustache, swept her off the table and into his arms. “We have missed you. Where have

you been? Did you walk from Germany?”Anne beamed at her father, who liked to tease her.

She gave a happy sigh. She was home, and her loving family was all around her.Later that

night her father tucked her into bed. He pulled the cozy goose-down comforter up under her

chin and kissed her good night. She could feel his mustache tickle her cheek.“Tell me a story,

Pim,” she begged him. Pim was her special name for her father. “Tell me about the two

Paulas.”He smiled and sat down on the bed. “Once upon a time,” he began, “there were two

little girls named Paula. One was a good Paula.” His voice grew low and growly. “And one was a

very bad Paula indeed.”Anne listened happily to the familiar words. The good Paula was sweet

and obedient. She sat up straight at the table and finished all the food on her plate. She was

kind to the cat and gave him a saucer of milk.Bad Paula always fidgeted during dinner. She

made a face when she had to eat her turnips. She pulled the cat’s tail.“Now, Anne,” her father

always finished, “who do you want to be? The good Paula or the bad Paula?”“The good Paula!”

Anne would crow, and snuggle under the covers.Sometimes, though, she thought it might be

fun to be the bad Paula for a change. She hated turnips too.The next morning Anne’s mother

took her to see her father’s new office. Anne knew that her father had started a business in

Amsterdam called Opekta. It sold a product called pectin, made from ground-up apples. When

cooks added the pectin to sugar and chopped-up fruit, the mixture thickened as it cooked. It

turned into delicious jams and jellies.The office was small and dark, crammed with boxes and

desks. Otto Frank came out to greet them, smiling. “Come meet my staff,” he told Anne.“Miep,”

he said to a young woman with dark blond hair, “I’d like you to meet my younger daughter,

Anneliese Marie. Anne, this is Miss Santrouschitz.”Anne curtsied, as her mother had taught

her. The young woman had a round, friendly face and sparkling blue eyes. “Perhaps Anne



would like to help me with the coffee and cake,” she said in Dutch, holding her hand out to

Anne.Anne looked puzzled. “You’ll have to speak to her in German,” Mr. Frank told Miep. “Anne

hasn’t learned any Dutch yet”Miep repeated her offer, this time in German, and Anne followed

her into the back kitchen. As Anne watched, Miep poured her a big glass of milk.“Would you

like to learn the Dutch word for milk?” Miep asked her, handing her the glass. “It’s not too hard.

Say ‘melk’!”“Melk,” Anne said, grinning. She took a small sip of milk.“And this is a moffen,” Miep

said, handing her a cookie shaped like a little fat pig.“Moffen,” Anne repeated. “Oink!

Oink!”Miep laughed and continued making coffee. When they rejoined the others, her father

introduced Anne to another one of his employees, a Mr. Victor Kugler. He nodded at Anne with

a serious face.While her parents had coffee in her father’s private office, she gazed in wonder

at the big black typewriter on Miep’s desk. “Do you want to see how it works?” Miep asked

her.Anne nodded. Miep held the little girl’s right index finger and brought it down on one of the

typewriter keys. In a flash, a big black “A” appeared on the white sheet of paper. “Oh,” Anne

gasped. It was like magic!Miep lifted Anne’s finger again and pushed it down on another of the

heavy keys. Another letter sprang onto the page—and another.“There you are,” Miep said when

they had finished. “A-N-N-E F-R-A-N-K. Now you know how to spell your name.”That evening

when Anne went home, she clutched the piece of paper in her hand. Every once in a while she

glanced at it proudly. There was her name—and she had typed it all by herself!The Franks

were not the only new family in their neighborhood. Many Germans were fleeing to Holland in

1934. The year before, a man named Adolf Hitler had become head of the German

government. His National Socialist German Workers’ Party—called Nazis—believed that

Germans were superior people, destined to rule the world. In addition Hitler told his people that

all the troubles in Germany were the fault of the Jews. Germans had suffered defeat in the

Great War in 1918 and a severe economic depression had followed. Many Germans were

ready to blame somebody for their troubles, so they believed what Hitler was telling them.Years

before. Hitler had written in his book Mein Kampf (My Struggle) that Germany should get rid of

all its Jewish citizens. Otto Frank, for one, took Hitler’s threat seriously. Frank came from a

Jewish banking family that had lived in Germany for centuries, and he did not want to leave his

native land. But German Jews were beginning to lose their jobs and their businesses. So Otto

and Edith decided to get out while they could. The Franks believed that in friendly, tolerant

Holland, their family would be safe.Anne, of course, understood nothing of all this. All she knew

was that she had lost her old friends—and she wanted to make new ones!Across from her

apartment was a big empty plaza filled with sand. Someday this would be a park with grass

and trees. But right now, it was one giant sandbox. When spring came, she and her mother

went outside to the plaza every day. Other children were playing in the sand, digging tunnels

and building sand castles. But they all spoke Dutch. Anne couldn’t understand a word they

said.She was bored and lonely. It’s not fair, she thought. Margot gets to go to school. I want to

go too!One day she trailed after her mother to the neighborhood bakery. A woman with a little

girl about Anne’s age entered right behind them. While her mother struggled to order some

bread in Dutch, Anne wandered away to investigate the tulips in the window. They were so

beautiful, white and red striped. She put her hand out to feel one….“Anneliese Marie,” her

mother said sharply in German. “Don’t touch!” Anne jumped and pulled back her hand.“Oh, you

speak German too,” the other woman exclaimed, her face lighting up. “We have just moved

from Berlin, and live now on the Merwedeplein.”“What a coincidence,” Mrs. Frank answered.

“So do we.” Soon they were chattering away in German.Anne glanced over at the little girl, who

was hiding behind her mother. She had a long, thin face, framed by soft brown hair pulled back

on one side by a barrette. Suddenly Anne felt shy. She too moved over to her mother and



leaned up against her long brown coat.She wanted to talk to the little girl—but she didn’t know

what to say.One morning in May, Anne put on a new checked dress with a crisp white Peter

Pan collar. It was a very special day. A place for her had opened up in the local preschool—and

today was her first day!The school, a modern brick building, was a brisk ten-minute walk away.

The teacher met Anne and her mother at the door of the classroom. “Hello, Anne,” he greeted

them, holding out his hand. “I am your teacher, Mr. van Gelder. Please come in. We’ve been

waiting for you.”Anne peered into the busy classroom. Though it was alive with activity,

everyone was quiet and orderly. Some children were sitting at tables and drawing. Others were

building towers made of colored blocks. In one corner a group of friends bent over a book and

giggled.Her mother had told Anne that this was a Montessori school. Maria Montessori was a

famous educator who believed that children should work at their own pace. Anne thought that

was a great idea. This school looked like fun, not work. She couldn’t wait to explore!Around the

room she wandered, her eyes bright with excitement. Here was a dollhouse, inhabited by little

wooden dolls. In this corner was the library. In one cupboard she found musical instruments.

She picked up one of the bells and rang it. Ting-a-ling! She was so fascinated, she didn’t even

notice when her mother left.Mr. van Gelder came over to speak to her. “A friend of yours has

just arrived,” the teacher said, nodding his head toward the door. Anne looked up to see the

little girl from the bakery. She looked scared and unhappy. Anne gave her a big grin and held

the bell up for her to see. Ting-a-ling!The girl smiled back—and dashed across the room to give

Anne a big hug. “My name is Hanneli Goslar,” she said in German.“And mine is Anne

Frank.”From that moment the two girls were the best of friends. They walked to school together

during the week and played together on the weekends. When Hanneli wanted Anne to come

outside, she stood on the sidewalk and whistled. No children on the Medeweplein ever used

house bells. They were for the grown-ups.No matter how hard she tried, Anne couldn’t whistle

at all. She would stick two fingers in her mouth, blow energetically—and nothing would happen!

So instead, Anne made up her own little tune. When she wanted to call for a friend, she would

lift up the mail slot in their front door and sing five notes: “La-la-la-la-la!”At the sound of her

voice, Hanneli—or perhaps Suzanne Lederman (“Sanne”), her other good friend—would come

running downstairs. Sanne was quieter than Anne, with big violet eyes and dark braids. The

three girls were always together. “Anne, Hanne, and Sanne” (Anna, Hannah, and Sannah)

everyone called them.With the other children, Anne played hide-and-seek and tag in the huge

plaza in front of their apartments. They loved to roll their hoops along the sidewalk, whipping

them along with small sticks. With chalk and small round stones they played hinkelen, a Dutch

version of hopscotch.Everyone in Amsterdam rode a bicycle. When the girls were five, they got

small bikes with training wheels. By the time they were nine, their bicycles were big and black,

just like those of the grown-ups.On many Friday nights, the start of the Jewish Sabbath, the

Franks would go to the Goslars’ for dinner. Anne watched Mrs. Goslar light the Sabbath

candles, a kerchief over her head. Afterward Mr. Goslar would pronounce the blessing over the

kiddush cup. Otto Frank, not very religious, had never learned Hebrew. He listened very

attentively to the prayers, but rarely went to synagogue himself. Anne knew they went to the

Goslars’ because her mother wanted to observe the Sabbath. Mrs. Frank and Margot went to

synagogue every week. Anne usually stayed home with her father.Year after year, on New

Year’s Eve, both families would gather at the Frank’s for a party. Though she tried to stay up,

halfway through the evening Anne would nod off and be tucked into bed with Hanneli. At

midnight they were woken up for a delicious treat—Mrs. Frank’s homemade jelly doughnuts.In

the summers Anne vacationed with the Goslars in a thatched guest cottage on the North Sea.

Because the kitchen in the cottage served only vegetarian food, Anne and Hanneli named it



the Tomato House.
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William Younglove, “good overview of Anne's life. While Anne Frank: Young Diarist breaks no

new ground, the short overview of Anne's life is accurate and quite comprehensive. There are

just a few revelations, even for those steeped in Anne Frank lore. The book should not supplant

(chiefly) middle school readers of Anne's diary itself, but the overview would be a good recap

for, say, tenth graders whose view of Anne and her times is a bit fuzzy.”

Librarian at Providence, “New Information. Reading about Anne Frank is always bittersweet

since we know the end of the story. This book filled in some gaps from her childhood that other

books had not.”

Sallyh19, “excellent. We recieved the book on time we needed it to replace the schools book

that got damaged. very happy. teacher was very happy when she recieved the book.”

R.P. Frank, “I love Anne Frank. I love this young woman so much. This story mabe me cry.

Poor Anne. Poor Jews. Anne was almost there. She almost made it.”

Jeanne, “great book. overall this was an extroadinary overview of anne frank's life. it is one of

my faves. a masterpiece is what it is.”

The book by Ruth Ashby has a rating of  5 out of 4.1. 11 people have provided feedback.
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