
from The Diary of Anne Frank 

by Frances Goodrich and Albert Hackett 

(Act I Scene 2) 

Mr. Frank: Never. I am sorry, Anneke. It isn’t safe. No, you must never go beyond that door.  

[For the first time ANNE realizes what “going into hiding” means.] 

Mr. Frank: It’ll be hard, I know. But always remember this, Anneke. There are no walls, there are no 

bolts, no locks that anyone can put on your mind.  Miep will bring us books. We will read history, poetry, 

mythology. 

 

 

from Civil Disobedience 

by Henry David Thoreau 

I have paid no poll-tax for six years. I was put into a jail once on this account, for one night; and, 

as I stood considering the walls of solid stone, two or three feet thick, the door of wood and iron, a foot 

thick, and the iron grating which strained the light, I could not help being struck with the foolishness of 

that institution which treated me as if I were mere flesh and blood and bones, to be locked up. . . . I saw 

that, if there was a wall of stone between me and my townsmen, there was a still more difficult one to 

climb or break through before they could get to be as free as I was. I did not for a moment feel confined, 

and the walls seemed a great waste of stone and mortar. . . . They plainly did not know how to treat me, 

but behaved like persons who are underbred. In every threat and in every compliment there was a blunder; 

for they thought that my chief desire was to stand the other side of that stone wall. I could not but smile to 

see how industriously they locked the door on my meditations, which followed them out again without let 

or hindrance, and they were really all that was dangerous. As they could not reach me, they had resolved 

to punish my body. . . 

Thus the State never intentionally confronts a man's sense, intellectual or moral, but only his 

body, his senses. It is not armed with superior wit or honesty, but with superior physical strength. I was 

not born to be forced. I will breathe after my own fashion. Let us see who is the strongest. What force has 

a multitude? They only can force me who obey a higher law than I. They force me to become like 

themselves. I do not hear of men being forced to have this way or that by masses of men. What sort of life 

were that to live? . . . I perceive that, when an acorn and a chestnut fall side by side, the one does not 

remain inert to make way for the other, but both obey their own laws, and spring and grow and flourish as 

best they can, till one, perchance, overshadows and destroys the other. If a plant cannot live according to 

its nature, it dies; and so a man. 

  



from The Diary of Anne Frank 

by Frances Goodrich and Albert Hackett 

(Act II Scene 4) 

 

Anne: Look, Peter, the sky. (She looks up through the skylight.) What a lovely, lovely day! Aren’t the 

clouds beautiful? You know what I do when it seems as if I couldn’t stand being cooped up for one more 

minute? I think myself out. I thin myself on a walk in the park where I used to go with Pim. Where the 

jonquils and the crocuses and the violets grow down the slopes. You know the most wonderful part about 

thinking yourself out? You can have it any way you like. You can have roses and violets and 

chrysanthemums all blooming at the same time. . . It’s funny. . . I used to take it all for granted. . . and 

now I’ve gone crazy about everything to do with nature. Haven’t you? 

 


