MEET THE WRITERS

The Making of a Masterpiece

Frances Goodrich (1890-1984) and Albert Hackett
(1900-1995) both started out as actors. They began writing
] plays and screenplays together in the 1920s and were married
| soon after. Working at desks facing in opposite directions in
" the same room, they would each write a version of a scene,
then read and comment on the other’s version before revis-
ing. In this way, Goodrich and
Hackett created the scripts
for many hit movies, including
Easter Parade, Father of the
Bride, and it's a Wonderful Life.
The Diary of Anne Frank is
_ - considered their masterpiece.
2 Before they wrote the play,
the playwrights spent ten days
in Amsterdam visiting the
Secret Annex, studying the
neighborhood, and question-
ing Otto Frank (who came
from Switzerland to help) on
his memories and impres-

sions.. It took them two years The cast of The Diary of Anne Frank
and eight drafts to complete on Broadway, in a 997 adaptation by

the play, which opened on Wendy Kesselman. Anne (center, on
. Broadway in 1955 to great table) is smiling at Mr. Frank.

acclaim. The play won a

Pulizer Prize in 1956 and has since been performed countless

times in countries around the world.

More About Anne Frank

In addition to her diary, Anne wrote many short stories and
autobiographical sketches during her time in hiding. You'll find
a selection of these in Anne Frank’s Tales from the Secret
Annex (Bantam).

Anne Frank Remembered (Simon & Schuster) is the
story of Anne and the other occupants of the Secret
Annex as told by their helper and protector Miep Gies.
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from The Diary of a Young Gt

Anne Frank

Wednesday, 3 May, 1944

. . . Since Saturday we've changed over,
and have lunch at half past eleven in the
mornings, so we have to last out with
one cupful of porridge; this saves us a
meal. Vegetables are still very difficult
to obtain; we had rotten boiled lettuce
this afternoon. Ordinary
lettuce, spinach, and
boiled lettuce, there’s
nothing else. With
these we eat rotten
potatoes, so it’s a deli-
cious combination!

As you can easily
imagine, we often ask
ourselves here despair-
ingly: “What, oh, what
is the use of the war?
Why can’'t people
live peacefully to-
gether? Why all this
destruction?”

The question is very understandable,
but no one has found a satisfactory an-
swer to it so far. Yes, why do they make
stil more gigantic planes, still heavier
bombs, and, at the same time, prefabri-
cated houses for reconstruction? Why
should millions be spent daily on the
war and yet there’s not a penny avail-
able for medical services, artists, or
poor people?

410 1STILL BELIEVE

Anne in 1940,

Why do some people have to starve
while there are surpluses rotting in
other parts of the world? Oh, why are
people so crazy?

I don’t believe that the big men, the
politicians and the capitalists alone, are
guilty of the war. Oh no, the little man

is just as guilty; otherwise

the peoples of the world
. would have risen in revolt
long ago! There’s in peo-
ple si‘nfply an urge to de-
stroy, an urge to kill, to
murder and rage, and until
all mankind, without ex-
ception, undergoes a great
change, wars will be waged,
everything that has been
built up, cultivated, and
grown will be destroyed
and disfigured, after which
mankind will have to begin
all over again.

1 have often been downcast, but
never in despair; I regard our hiding as
a dangerous adventure, romantic and
interesting at the same time. In my

diary I treat all the privations® as amus- . &

ing. I have made up my mind now to
lead a different life from other girls and,
later on, different from ordinary house-
wives. My start has been so very full of

® privations (pti- vi‘shonz): hardships.
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interest, and that is the sole reason why
I have to laugh at the humorous side of
" the most dangetous moments.
I am young and I possess many
. buried qualities; 1 am young and strong
and am living a great adventure; I am
still in the midst of it and can’t grumble
the whole day long. I have been given a
lot: a happy nature, a great deal of
cheerfulness and strength. Every day I
feel that I am developing inwardly, that
the liberation is drawing nearer, and
how beautiful nature is, how good the
people are about me, how interesting
this adventure is! Why, then, should I
be in despair?
Yours,

Lrrnce

| Saturday, 15 July, 1944

+ + . “For in its innermost depths youth
is lonelier than qld age” I read this say-
ing in some book and I've aftways re-
membered it, and found it to be true. Is
+ it true, then, that -grown-ups have a
¢ More difficult time here than we do?
£ No. I know it isn’t. Older people have
i formed their opinions about everything
. and don’t waver before they act. It’s
- ™Wice as hard for us young ones to hold
. Our ground and maintain our opinions
| inatime when all ideals are being shat-
- tered and destroyed, when people are
howing their worst side and do not
know whether to believe in truth and
ight and God.
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Anyone who claims that the older
ones have a more difficult time here
certainly doesn’t realize to what extent
our problems weigh down on us, prob-
lems for which we are probably much
too young but which thrust themselves
upon us continually, until, after,a long
time, we think we've found a solution,

“but the solution doesn’t seem able to

resist the facts which reduce it to noth-
ing again. That’s the difficulty in these
times: Ideals, dreams, and cherished
hopes rise within us, only to meet the
horrible truth and be shattered.

It’s really a wonder that I haven't
dropped all my ideals, because they
seem so absurd and impossible to
carry out. Yet I keep them, because in
spite of everything I still believe that
people are really good at heart. I sim-
ply can’t build up my hopes on a foun-
dation consisting of confusion, misery,
and death. I see the world gradually
being turned into a wilderness, I hear
the ever approaching thunder, which
will destroy us too, I can feel the suffer-
ings of millions, and yet, if I look up
into the heavcjns, I think that it will all
come right, that this cruelty too will
end, and that peace and tranquility will
return again.

In the meantime, I must uphold my
ideals, for perhaps the time will come
when I shall be able to carry them out.

Yours, ’

Qs
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