
Side 1 - Pages 16-18  

 

MRS VAN DAAN. (To Mr. Frank, as she shakes his hand) Never, never can we thank you. (Then, 

to Mrs. Frank, shaking her hand) I don’t know what would have happened to us, if it hadn’t 

been for Mr. Frank.  

MR FRANK. You don’t know how your husband helped me when I came to this 

country...knowing no one...not able to speak the language. I can never repay him for that. 

(Going to MR VAN DAAN) May I help you with your things? 

MR VAN DAAN. No. No. (to MRS VAN DAAN, starts U.C.) Come along, Liefje. 

MRS VAN DAAN. You’ll be alright, Peter? You’re not afraid? 

PETER. (Embarrassed) Please, mother.  

Mr and Mrs Van Daan exit the stage in character. 

MR. FRANK. You too must have some rest, Edith. You didn’t close your eyes last night. Nor you, 

Margot.  

ANNE. I slept, Father. Wasn’t that funny? I knew it was the last night in my own bed, and yet I 

slept soundly. (Peter carries his gear D.L. and sets cat case on the floor.) 

MR FRANK. I’m glad, Anne. Now you’ll be able to help me straighten things in here. (to Mrs. 

Frank and Margot) Come with me...You and Margot rest in this room for the time being. (Opens 

door on R) 

MRS FRANK. (Crossing R to Mr. Frank, upstage from him) You’re sure…? I could help, really… 

And Anne hasn’t had her milk… 

MR FRANK. I’ll give it to her.  Anne, Peter...It’s best that you take off your shoes now, before 

you forget. (He leads the way to the R room with Margot)  

MRS FRANK. You’re sure you’re not tired, Anne? 

ANNE. (She and Peter taking off their shoes) I feel fine. I’m going to help Father.  

MRS FRANK. Peter, I’m glad you are to be with us.  

PETER. Yes, Mrs. Frank.  

Mr Frank, Mrs Frank, and Margot exit the stage in character.   

(Peter opens the basket and pets his cat.)  

ANNE. What’s your cat’s name? 

PETER. Self conscious, shy) Mouschi. 

ANNE. (To the cat) Mouschi! Mouschi! Mouschi! I love cats. I have one...a darling little cat. But 

they made me leave her behind. I left some food and a note for the neighbors to take care of 

her...I’m going to miss her terribly. What is yours? A him or a her? 

PETER. He’s a tom. He doesn’t like strangers. (He closes the case on her, and picks up the cat to 

start away.) 

ANNE. (Unabashed, she starts after him.) Then I’ll have to stop being a stranger, won’t I? Is he 

fixed? 

PETER. (Startled)  Huh? 



ANNE. Did you have him fixed? 

PETER. No.  

ANNE. Oh, you ought to have him fixed - to keep him from fighting. Where did you go to 

school? 

PETER. Jewish Secondary.  

ANNE. But that’s where Margot and I go! I never saw you around.  

PETER. I used to see you… sometimes… 

ANNE. You did? 

PETER. ...in the school yard. You were always in the middle of a bunch of kids. (He takes a 

penknife from his pocket.) 

ANNE. Why didn’t you ever come over? 

PETER. I’m sort of a lone wolf. (He starts to rip off his Star of David.) 

ANNE. What are you doing? 

PETER. Taking it off.  

ANNE. But you can’t do that. (Grabs his hands, stopping him.) They’ll arrest you if you go out 

without your star. 

PETER. Who’s going out? (He pulls away and brushes past her to put his star in the stove, U.C.) 

ANNE. Why, of course! You’re right! Of course we don’t need them anymore. (She crosses to 

take his knife and cut her own star off. He waits for hers, to throw it away.) I wonder what our 

friends will think when we don’t show up for school... 

PETER.  I didn’t have any dates with anyone.  

ANNE. (Concentrating on her star.) Oh, I did. I had a date with Jopie this afternoon to go any 

play pingpong at her house. Do you know Jopie deWaal? 

PETER. No.  

ANNE. Jopie’s my best friend. I wonder what she’ll think when she telephones and there’s no 

answer…? Probably she’ll go over to the house...I wonder what she’ll think...we left everything 

as if we’d suddenly been called away...breakfast dishes in the sink...beds not made…(As she 

pulls up the star, the cloth underneath shows clearly the color and form of the star.) Look! It’s 

still there! (Peter comes to her to look.) What are you going to do with yours? 

PETER. Burn it. (Moving back to the stove, he holds out his hand for hers.) 

ANNE.  (She starts to give it to him, but cannot. She steps back.) It’s funny, I can’t throw it away. 

I don’t know why.  

PETER. (Incredulous.) You can’t throw…? Something they branded you with…? That they made 

you wear so they could spit on you? 

ANNE. I know. I know. But after all, it is the Star of David, isn’t it? 

PETER. Maybe it’s different for a girl.  

END SIDE ONE 

 

 



 

Side 2 - Pages 29-30 

MR FRANK. (Looking up from papers) Anne, you got an excellent in your history paper 

today...and very good in Latin.  (Mr Van Daan paces R. in a pattern that will circle D.R., L., and 

up again. His pacing reminds us of a caged animal.) 

ANNE. (Sitting beside Mr Frank) How about algebra? 

MR FRANK. I’ll have to make a confession. Up until now I’ve managed to stay ahead of you in 

algebra. Today you caught up with me. We’ll leave it to Margot to correct. 

ANNE. Isn’t algebra vile, Pim! 

MR FRANK. Vile! 

MARGOT. (To Mr Frank as she moves between them) How did I do? 

ANNE. (Getting up and patting Margot on the head) Excellent, excellent, excellent!  

Margot brushes away Anne’s hand. Anne moves away, R.) 

MR FRANK. (To Margot) You should have used the subjunctive here… 

MARGOT. Should I?...I thought...look here...I didn’t use it here…(The two become absorbed in 

the papers. Margot sits in the chair vacated by Anne.) 

ANNE. (Coming down to the sofa.) Mrs. Van Daan, May I try on your coat? 

MRS FRANK. (Taking a step towards Anne) No, Anne.  

MRS VAN DAAN. (Holding it up so Anne can slip into it.) It’s all right...but careful with it. My 

father gave me that a year before he died. He always bought the best money could buy.  

ANNE. Mrs. Van Daan, did you have a lot of boyfriends before you were married? 

MRS FRANK. (Coming down again) Anne, that’s a personal question. It’s not courteous to ask 

personal questions. 

MRS VAN DAAN. Oh, I don’t mind…(To Anne, as Mrs Frank returns to her duties.) Our house 

was always swarming with boys. When I was a girl we had… 

MR VAN DAAN. Oh God, not again! 

MRS VAN DAAN. (Good humored) Shut up! (Without a pause, to Anne. Mr Van Daan mimics 

MVD, speaking the first few words in unison with her, as he paces D.R. then in circles again, 

using the stage.) One summer we had a big house in Hilversum. The boys came buzzing around 

like bees around a jam pot! And when I was sixteen! ...we were wearing our skirts very short 

those days and I had good looking legs. (Flirtatious with Mr Frank) I still have ‘em. I may not be 

as pretty as I used to be, but I still have my legs. (Pulls her skirt up above her knees. Mr Frank is 

a bit nonplussed as he looks up and sees her.) How about it, Mr. Frank? 

MR VAN DAAN. All right. All right. We see them.  

MRS VAN DAAN. I’m not asking you. I’m asking Mr. Frank. 

PETER. Mother, for heaven's sake. 

MRS VAN DAAN. Oh, I embarrass you, do I? (She crosses back to Anne, giving Peter a pat on the 

head as she passes. To Peter) Well, I just hope the girl you marry has as good. (Then to Anne) 

My father used to worry about me, with so many boys hanging around. He told me, if any of 



them gets fresh you say to him…(Emphasizing gestures) “Remember Mr. So-and-So, remember 

I’m a lady.” 

ANNE. (Imitating the action and delivery of Mrs Van Daan) “Remember Mr. So-and-So, 

remember I’m a lady.” (Mrs Van Daan takes the coat from Anne. Anne sprawls our on the floor.)  

MR VAN DAAN. Look at you, talking that way in front of her! Don’t you know she puts it all 

down in that diary?! 

MRS VAN DAAN. So what if she does? I’m only telling the truth! 

END SIDE TWO 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Side 3 - Pages 40-42 

MRS FRANK. Please, Mr. Dussel, sit down. (The Van Daans, Anne, and Mrs. Frank all sit. Peter 

sits on the floor D.L. facing Mr. Dussel.) 

MR DUSSEL. I’m dreaming. I know it. I can’t believe my eyes. Mr. Otto Frank here! (To Mrs 

Frank) You’re not in Switzerland then? A woman told me… She said she’d gone to your house… 

the door was open, everything was in disorder, dishes in the sink. She said she found a piece of 

paper in the wastebasket with an address scribbled on it.. An address in Zurich. She said you 

must have escaped to Zurich.  

ANNE. Father put that there purposely...just so people would think that very thing! 

MR DUSSEL. And you’ve been here all this time? 

MRS FRANK. All this time… ever since July.  

ANNE. (Speaks to her father as Mr Frank enters the room) It worked, Pim...the address you left! 

Mr. Dussel says that people believe we escaped to Switzerland. 

MR FRANK. I’m glad...Let’s have a little drink to welcome Mr. Dussel. (All of the adults except 

Mr Dussel  rise as Mr Frank lifts his glass and begins his welcoming toast. He breaks off as Mr 

Dussel bolts his drink. All are amused. Mr Frank begins again) To Mr. Dussel. Welcome. We’re 

very honored to have you with us.  

MRS FRANK. To Mr. Dussel, welcome. (The Van Daan murmur a welcome. The grownups drink. 

Mr Dussel is embarrassed that he drank too quickly. Anne pantomimes taking a big drink.) 

MRS VAN DAAN. Um. That was good.  

MR VAN DAAN. (To Mr Dussel) Did Mr. Kraler warn you that you won't get much to eat here? 

You can imagine...three ration books among the seven of us...and now you make eight.  

MR DUSSEL. Mr. Van Daan, you don’t realize what is happening outside that you should warn 

me of a thing like that. You don’t realize what’s going on... (Mr Van Daan begins to pace again. 

Mr Dussel continues to the others.) Right here in Amsterdam every day hundreds of Jews 

disappear… They surround a block and search house by house. Children come back from school 

to find their parents gone. Hundreds are being deported...people that you and I know...the 

Hallensteins...the Wessels… 

MRS FRANK. (In tears.) Oh no. No! 

MR DUSSEL. They get their call-up notice...come to the Jewish theatre on such and such a day 

and hour… bring only what you can carry in a rucksack. And if you refuse the call-up notice, 

they come and drag you from your home and ship you off to Mauthausen. The death camp! 

MRS FRANK. We didn’t know that things had gotten so much worse.  

MR DUSSEL. Forgive me for speaking so. (Sits.) 

ANNE. Do you know the DeWaals? Do you know what has become of them? Their daughter 

Jopie and I were in the same class. Jopie’s my best friend.  

MR DUSSEL. They are gone.  

ANNE. Gone? 

MR DUSSEL. With all the others.  



ANNE. Oh no! Not Jopie! (She moves upstage in tears. She goes to her father for comfort.) 

MRS VAN DAAN. There were some people called Wagner. They lived near us…? 

MR FRANK. (Interrupting, with a glance at Anne.) I think we should put this off until later. We 

all have many questions we want to ask...But I’m sure Mr. Dussel would like to get settled 

before supper. 

MR DUSSEL. (Rises.) Thank you. I would. I brought very little with me.  

MR FRANK. I’m sorry we can’t give you a room alone. But I hope you won’t be too 

uncomfortable. We’ve had to make strict rules here...a schedule of hours...we’ll tell you after 

supper. Anne, would you like to take Mr. Dussel to his room?  

ANNE. (Controlling her tears.) If you’ll come with me, Mr. Dussel.  

MR DUSSEL. (Crosses to shake hands with Mrs Van Daan.) Forgive me if I haven’t really 

expressed my gratitude to all of you. (Shakes hands with Mrs Frank.) This has been such a shock 

to me. I’d always thought of myself as Dutch. I was born in Holland. My father was born in 

Holland, and my grandfather. And now...after all these years…(He breaks off.) If you’ll excuse 

me… 

 END SIDE THREE 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Side 4 - Pages 48-51 

MRS FRANK. (To Anne) Would you like some water? (Anne shakes her head.) Was it a very bad 

dream? Perhaps if you told me…? 

ANNE. I’d rather not talk about it.  

MRS FRANK. Poor darling. Try to sleep then. I’ll sit right here beside you until you fall asleep.  

ANNE. You don’t have to. 

MRS FRANK. But I’d like to stay with you...very much. Really.  

ANNE. I’d rather you didn’t. 

MRS FRANK. Goodnight, then. (She leans down to kiss Anne. Anne puts her arm across her face 

and turns away. Mrs Frank tries not to show her hurt. She kisses Anne’s arm instead.) You’ll be 

alright? There’s nothing that you want? 

ANNE. Will you please ask father to come. 

MRS FRANK. (After a second.) Of course, Anne dear. (She hurries into the center room, fighting 

back her tears. Passing Mr. Frank, she ends U.C.) She wants you.  

MR FRANK. (Sensing her hurt, he goes to her.) Edith, dear! 

MRS FRANK. It’s all right. I thank God that at least she will turn to you when she needs comfort. 

Go to her, Otto. She is still shaking with fear. (As Mr Frank hesitates) Go to her. (Mr Frank looks 

at Mrs Frank for a second. He gathers a pill from a bottle and a cup of water. Mrs Frank sits and 

tries to keep from sobbing aloud. Margot sits next to her and puts her arms around her.) She 

wants nothing of me. She pulled away when I leaned down to kiss her.  

MARGOT. It’s a phase...You heard father... Most girls go through it...they turn to their fathers at 

this age...they give all their love to their fathers. 

MRS FRANK. You weren’t like this. You didn’t shut me out.  

MARGOT. She’ll get over it.  

(Mr Frank enters Anne’s room and places the glass down. As he goes to Anne, she sits up and 

flings her arms around him, clinging to him. Margot continues to comfort her mother.) 

ANNE. Oh, Pim. I dreamed that they came to get us! The Green Police! They broke down the 

door and grabbed me and started to drag me out the way they did Jopie!  

MR FRANK. I want you to take this pill. 

ANNE. What is it? 

MR FRANK. Something to quiet you. (She takes it and drinks the water Mr. Frank places the cup 

down.) Do you want me to read to you for a while? 

ANNE. No. Just sit with me for a minute...Was I awful? Did I yell terribly loud? Do you think 

anyone outside could have heard? 

(Margot silently pats Mrs Frank on the hand, and they slowly get up and leave the stage in 

character.) 

MR FRANK. No. No. Lie quietly now. Try to sleep. 



ANNE. (She lies back, still overwrought.) I’m a terrible coward. I’m so disappointed in myself. I 

think I’ve conquered my fear...I think I’m really grown up...and then something happens...and I 

run to you liek a baby...I love you, father. I don’t love anyone but you.  

MR FRANK. (Reproachfully.) Anneline! 

ANNE. It’s true. I’ve been thinking about it for a long time. You’re the only one I love.  

MR FRANK. It’s fine to hear you tell me that you love me. But I’d be much happier if you said 

you loved your mother as well...She needs your help so much...your love… 

ANNE. We have nothing in common. She doesn’t understand me. Whenever I try to explain my 

views on life to her she asks me if I’m constipated.  

MR FRANK. You hurt her very much just now. She’s crying. She’s in there crying.  

ANNE. I can’t help it. I only told the truth. I didn’t want her here…(Then, with sudden remorse, 

she sits up and clings to him again.) Oh, Pim, I was horrible, wasn’t I? And the worst of it is, I can 

stand off and look at myself doing it and know it’s cruel and yet I can’t stop doing it. What’s the 

matter with me? Tell me! Don’t say it’s just a phase! Help me.  

MR FRANK. There is so little that we parents can do to help our children. We can only try to set 

a good example...point the way. The rest you must do yourself. You must build your own 

character.  

ANNE. I’m trying. Really I am.  

END SIDE FOUR 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Side 5 - Pages 71-74 

MR KRALER. If we could go downstairs… (Mr Frank starts ahead. Mr Kraler speaks to the 

others.) Will you forgive us? I won’t keep him but a minute. (He starts to follow Mr Frank down 

the stairs.) 

MARGOT. (With sudden foreboding.) What’s happened? Something’s happened! Hasn’t it, Mr. 

Kraler? (Mr Kraler stops and comes back to C. trying to comfort Margot with a pretense of 

casualness.) 

MR KRALER. No, really. I want your father’s advice… 

MARGOT. Something’s gone wrong! I know it! 

MR FRANK. (Coming back, to Mr Kraler.) If it’s something that concerns us here, it’s better that 

we all hear it.  

MR KRALER. (Turning to him, quietly.) But...the children…? 

MR FRANK. What they’d imagine would be worse than any reality. (Mr Frank sits. Mr Kraler 

hesitates but then reluctantly begins his story.) They all listen with tense apprehension and 

move slowly to sit.) 

MR KRALER. It’s a man in the storeroom… I don’t know whether or not you remember 

him...Carl, about fifty, heavy-set, near-sighted...He came to us just before you left.  

MR FRANK. He was from Utrecht? 

MR KRALER. That’s the man. A couple of weeks ago, when I was in the storeroom, he closed 

the door and asked me...How’s Mr. Frank? What do you hear from Mr. Frank? I told him I only 

knew there was a rumor you were in Switzerland. He said he’d heard that rumor too, but he 

thought I might know something more. I didn’t pay attention to it...but then a thing happened 

yesterday… He’d brought some invoices to the office for me to sign. As I was going through 

them, I looked up. He was standing staring at the bookcase...the bookcase that hides your door. 

He said he thought he remembered a door there...Wasn’t there a door that used to go up to 

the loft? Then he told me he wanted more money. Twenty guilders more a week.  

MR VAN DAAN. (Bursting out.) Blackmail! 

MR FRANK. (Calmly.) Twenty guilders? Very modest blackmail.  

MR VAN DAAN. That’s just the beginning.  

MR DUSSEL. (Nervously rushes down to Mr Frank.) You know what I think? He was the thief 

who was down there that night. That’s how he knows we’re here.  

MR FRANK. (To Mr Kraler as Mr Dussel slowly walks away.) How was it left? What did you tell 

him? 

MR KRALER. I said I have to think about it. What shall I do? Pay him the money?...Take a chance 

on firing him...or what? I don’t know.  

MR DUSSEL. (More agitated as he returns to Mr Frank.) For God’s sake don’t fire him. Pay him 

what he asks...keep him here where you can have your eye on him.  

MR FRANK. (To Mr Kraler.) Is it so much that he’s asking? What are they paying nowadays? (Mr 

Dussel moves away again, U.C.) 



MR KRALER. He could get it in a war plant. But this isn’t a war plant. (Turns to reassure the 

others.) Mind you, I don’t know if he really knows...or if he doesn’t know.  

MR FRANK. Offer him half.  Then we’ll soon find out if it’s blackmail or not.  

MR DUSSEL. (Running to Mr Frank again.) And what if it is? We’ve got to pay it haven’t we? 

Anything he asks we’ve got to pay.  

MR FRANK. (Patiently, calmly.) Let’s decide that when the time comes.  

MR KRALER. (Again, trying to reassure them. Mr Dussel move U.L.) This may be all my 

imagination. You get to a point, these days, where you suspect everyone and everything. Again 

and again...on some simple look or word, I’ve found myself- (Phone rings offstage.) 

MRS VAN DAAN. (Hurrying past everyone toward the stairs D. R. breathless, overwrought.) 

There’s the telephone! What does that mean, the telephone ringing on a holiday? 

MR KRALER. That’s my wife. I told her I had some papers to go over in my office...To call me 

there when she got out of church...I’ll offer him half then. (Shakes Mr Frank’s hand.) 

Goodbye...We’ll hope for the best! (The group calls out their goodbyes half-heartedly. Mr Frank 

follows Mr Kraler to bolt the door behind him. Everyone processes.) 

MR DUSSEL. (To Mr Van Daan.) You can think your son for this...smashing the light! I tell you, 

it’s just a question of time now. (He walks away and broods against a window.) 

MARGOT. Sometimes I wish the end would come...whatever it is.  

MRS FRANK. (Rises, shocked.) Margot! (Anne goes to Margot, putting her arms around her.)  

MARGOT. Then at least we’d know where we were. 

MRS FRANK. You should be ashamed of yourself! Talking that way! Think how lucky we are! 

Think of the thousands dying in the war, every day! Think of the people in concentration 

camps! 

ANNE. (Lashing out at her mother.) What’s the good of that? What’s the good of thinking of 

misery when you’re already miserable? That’s stupid! 

MRS FRANK. (Shocked.) Anne!  

ANNE. We’re young, Margot and Peter and I! You grown-ups had your chance! But look at 

us...If we begin thinking of all the horror in the world, we’re lost! Were trying to hold on to 

some kind of ideals...when everything...ideals, hopes...everything, are being destroyed! 

MRS FRANK. (Trying to get a word in.) Now, Anne… 

ANNE. (Overriding her.) It isn’t our fault that the world is in such a mess! We weren’t around 

when all this started!  

MRS FRANK. Anne! 

ANNE. So don’t try to take it out on us! 

END SIDE FIVE 

 

 

 

 



 

Side 6 - Pages 78-80 

ANNE. (Calling to him.) No, no, Mr. Dussel! I am not dressed yet. (To Margot.) How is that? How 

does that look? 

MARGOT. (Glancing at her briefly.) Fine.  

ANNE. You didn’t even look.  

MARGOT. Of course I did. It’s fine.  

ANNE. Margot, tell me, am I terribly ugly?  

MARGOT. Oh, stop fishing.  

ANNE. No. No. Tell me.  

MARGOT. Of course you’re not. You’ve got nice eyes...and a lot of animation, and… 

ANNE. (Dryly.) A little vague, aren’t you? 

MRS FRANK. (Knocking.) May I come in? 

MARGOT. Come in, mother.  

MRS FRANK. (Coming in and closing the door behind her.) Mr. Dussel’s impatient to get in here.  

ANNE. Heavens, he takes the room for himself the entire day.  

MRS FRANK. (Gently.) Anne, dear, you’re not going in again tonight to see Peter? 

ANNE. (With dignity.) That is my intention. (Checking her look in the mirror.) 

MRS FRANK. But you’ve already spent a great deal of time in there today.  

ANNE. I was in there exactly twice. Once to get the dictionary, and then three-quarters of an 

hour before supper. (She turns to see herself from another angle.) 

MRS FRANK. Aren’t you afraid you’re disturbing him? 

ANNE. Mother, I have some intuition.  

MRS FRANK. Then may I ask you this much, Anne. Please don’t shut the door when you go in.  

ANNE. You sound like Mrs. Van Daan! 

MRS FRANK. No. No. I don’t mean to suggest anything wrong. I only wish that you wouldn’t 

expose yourself to criticism...That you wouldn’t give Mrs. Van Daan the opportunity to be 

unpleasant. 

ANNE. Mrs. Van Daan doesn’t need a reason to be unpleasant! 

MRS FRANK. Everyone is on edge, worried about Mr. Kraler...This is one more thing… 

ANNE. I’m sorry, Mother, I’m going to Peter’s room. I’m not going to let Petronella Van Daan 

spoil our friendship. (Mrs Frank hesitates for a second, then goes out, closing the door behind 

her. She indicates to Mr Dussel that it won’t be long now. Anne begins to put on high heels. 

Margot helps steady her.) 

MARGOT. Why don’t you two talk in the main room? It’d save a lot of trouble. It’s hard on 

mother, having to listen to those remarks from Mrs. Van Daan and not say a word.  

ANNE. Why doesn’t she say a word? I think it’s ridiculous to take it and take it.  

MARGOT. You don’t understand Mother at all, do you? She can’t talk back. She’s not like you. 

It’s just not in her nature to fight back.  



ANNE. Anyway...the only one I worry about is you. I feel awfully guilty about you.  

MARGOT. What about? 

ANNE. I mean, every time I go into Peter’s room, I have a feeling I may be hurting you. (Margot 

shakes her head. Anne sits next to her on the bed.) I know if it were me, I’d be wild. I’d be 

desperately jealous, if it were me.  

MARGOT. Well, I’m not.  

ANNE. You don’t feel badly? Really? Truly? You’re not jealous? 

MARGOT. Of course I’m jealous...jealous that you’ve got something to get up in the morning 

for...But jealous of you and Peter? No. 

ANNE. (As she returns to the mirror.) Maybe there’s nothing to be jealous of. Maybe he doesn’t 

really like me. Maybe I’m just taking the place of his cat!...Wouldn’t you like to come in with us? 

MARGOT. I have a book.  

END SIDE SIX 


