
The Diary of Anne Frank: Audition Monologues & Scenes 
 
Everyone should pick one of the provided excerpts from the book to audition with 
and those who want to audition for a specific role should also perform the correlating 
side for the character they most want to be considered for. 
 
Audition Materials: 

1. Anne Frank: one excerpt from the book and the Anne Monologue 
2. Otto Frank: one excerpt from the book and Otto Frank Monologue 
3. Mrs. Frank; one excerpt from the book and the Mrs. F. Monologue 
4. Mrs. Van Daan: one excerpt from the book and the Mrs. Van D. Monologue 
5. Mr. Van Daan: one excerpt from the book and the Mr. Van D. Monologue 
6. Peter Van Daan: one excerpt from the book and the Peter Monologue 
7. Mr. Dussel: one excerpt from the book and the Dussel Monologue 
8. Mr. Kraler, Miep Gies, and the 3 people: one excerpt from the book. I will be 

able to cast without a specific reading for Mr. Kraler, Miep Gies, and the 3 
people.  Recommended audition excerpt: Welcome to the Annex. 

 
STEP ONE: Pick one of the below excerpts from the book to perform/read for 
your audition 
 

1. Fleas  
We're being plagued with yet another problem: Mouschi's fleas. We didn't know that 
people could be bitten by cat fleas, but they can. Yesterday when I was upstairs I 
found a flea on my leg, ten minutes later when I was downstairs I nabbed another 
one, and last night when I was sitting on Dussel's bed, I felt another one crawling 
down my leg, but the little critter slipped through my fingers--they're incredibly fast. 
This morning I was getting dressed over by the closet when I saw another one of 
those wondrous creatures, walking along as pretty as you please. A flea that walks 
as well as jumps is a new experience for me. I picked it up and squeezed as hard as 
I could, but Mr. Flea hopped away again. Sighing, I got undressed and subjected my 
naked body and my clothes to a thorough examination until I finally found the flea in 
my panties. A second later, it was off with his head. 
 

2. Welcome to the Annex: 
Here’s a description of the building… A wooden staircase leads from the downstairs 
hallway to the third floor. At the top of the stairs is a landing, with doors on either 
side. The door on the left takes you up to the spice storage area, attic and loft in the 
front part of the house. A typically Dutch, very steep, ankle-twisting flight of stairs 
also runs from the front part of the house to another door opening onto the street. 
The door to the right of the landing leads to the Secret Annex at the back of the 
house. No one would ever suspect there were so many rooms behind that plain grey 
door. There’s just one small step in front of the door, and then you’re inside. Straight 
ahead of you is a steep flight of stairs. To the left is a narrow hallway opening onto a 
room that serves as the Frank family’s living room and bedroom. Next door is a 
smaller room, the bedroom and study of the two young ladies of the family. To the 
right of the stairs is a windowless washroom with a sink. The door in the corner leads 
to the toilet and another one to Margot’s and Anne’s room… Now I’ve introduced you 
to the whole of our lovely Annex! 
 



3. Meat Making: 
Mr. van Daan had a large amount of meat. Today he wanted to make bratwurst and 
sausages, and tomorrow mettwurst. It's fun watching him put the meat through the 
grinder: once, twice, three times. Then he adds all kinds of ingredients to the meat 
and uses a long pipe, which he attaches to the grinder, to force it into the casings. 
We ate the bratwurst with sauerkraut (served with onions and potatoes) for lunch, 
but the sausages were hung to dry over a pole suspended from the ceiling. Everyone 
who came into the room burst into laughter when they saw those dangling sausages. 
It was such a comical sight. The place was a shambles. Mr. van Daan, clad in his 
wife's apron and looking fatter than ever, was concentrating his hefty form on the 
meat. What with his bloody hands, red face and apron, he really looked like a 
butcher. Mrs. van D. was trying to do everything at once: learn Dutch, cook, watch, 
sigh, moan--she claims to have broken a rib. That's what happens when you do such 
stupid physical exercises. Dussel had an eye infection and was sitting next to the 
stove dabbing his eye with camomile tea. Peter was romping around the room with 
the cat, holding out a piece of meat and then running off with the meat still in his 
hands. When you get right down to it, none of us were doing our work properly, 
because we were all so busy watching Mr. van Daan. 
 
 

4. Dentist Appointment: 
The nicest spectacle I've ever seen here took place today: Mrs. Frank was ironing 
and Mrs. van Daan was scheduled for a dental appointment. Dussel began 
unpacking his case with an air of importance (it was the first time he'd worked on 
anyone here), and he needed some eau de cologne, which could be used as a 
disinfectant, and vaseline, which would have to do for wax. Mrs. van D. sat down, 
and he started looking in her mouth, but every time he touched a tooth, the poor 
woman flinched and uttered incoherent cries. After a lengthy examination (lengthy as 
far as Mrs. van D. was concerned since it actually took no longer than two minutes), 
Dussel began to scrape out a cavity. But Mrs. van D. had no intention of letting him. 
She flailed her arms and legs until Dussel finally let go of his probe and . . . it 
remained stuck in Mrs. van D.'s tooth. That really did it! Mrs. van D. lashed out wildly 
in all directions, cried (as much as you can with an instrument like that in your 
mouth), tried to remove it, but only managed to push it in even farther. Mr. Dussel 
calmly observed the scene, his hands on his hips, while the rest of the audience 
roared with laughter. Of course, that was very mean of us. After a great deal of 
squirming, kicking, screaming and shouting, she finally managed to yank the thing 
out, and Mr. Dussel calmly went on with his work as if nothing had happened. He 
was so quick that Mrs. van D. didn't have time to pull any more shenanigans. But 
then, he had more help than he's ever had before: no fewer than two 
assistants…performed our job well. The whole scene resembled one of those 
engravings from the Middle Ages, the kind showing a quack at work. In the 
meantime, however, the patient was getting restless, since she had to keep an eye 
on "her" soup and "her" food. One thing is certain: Mrs. van D. will never make 
another dental appointment! 
 
 
 



Step Two: If you would like to be considered for a specific role, please also 
perform/read that character’s monologue listed below. 
 
Anne: Just as I was falling asleep, my friend Hanneli suddenly appeared before me, 

dressed in rags, her face thin and worn. She looked at me with such sadness in her 

enormous eyes that I could read the message in them: “Oh, Anne, why have you 

deserted me?  Help me, help me, rescue me from this hell!” If only I could. Why have 

I been chosen to live, and she to die? Oh Hanneli, Hanneli, if only I could take you 

away, share everything I have with you.  I hope if you live to the end o the war and 

return to us, I’ll be able to take you in.  Are you still alive? I keep seeing your 

enormous eyes. I keep seeing myself in your place. You’re a reminder of what my 

fate might have been.  What will we do if we’re ever …no, I mustn’t write that down.  

But the question won’t let itself be pushed to the back of my mind. All the fear I’ve 

ever felt is looming before me in total absolute horror. 

 
Otto Frank:  A barren heath.  Wooden towers where our jailors 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.  Late August, 

Paris is freed.  Brussels.  But for us it is too late…a thousand of us are loaded into 

cattle cars...for extermination camps.  The train. Three days, three 

nights…Auschwitz. Separation. Edith. Marot. Anne. My family. Never again. 

 
Mrs. Frank: Oh Miep.  I remember when a New Year was something to look forward 

to.  There’s no hope to be had.  I know that…I knew it the night Hitler came to power, 

when that voice came screaming out of the radio.  I sat there paralyzed.  And now in 

London, what is the Dutch Queen doing?  What are they all doing?  They’re not even 

mentioning the word Jew.  The trains are still leaving.  Why don’t they bomb the 

tracks?  I can’t talk about this with the others. I know they’re making plans, counting 

the days till the war is over, but I have to tell you, I feel the end will never come. 

Sometimes… sometimes, I want to give myself up. I’m ashamed I feel this way.  I 

know you and Mr. Kraler have it just as hard…thank you, thank you for listening to 

me.   

 
Margot: I don’t even know what home would be like anymore.  I can’t imagine it—

we’ve been away so long.  …to be outside again. Just to walk along the canal… I’m 

afraid to let myself think about it.  To have a real meal---it doesn’t seem possible!  

Will anything taste the same?  Look the same?  I don’t know if anything will ever feel 

normal again. How can we go back really? You know what I’ve decided?  I want to 

be a nurse.  For newborns.  And go far, far away.  Maybe…I don’t know…maybe to 

Palestine. Maybe you’ll go back to school in October… September even. Wouldn’t 

that be something! 



Peter: You left this. I’m sorry for what happened in there. I…I wish I could 

have…said something.  But they make me feel so…I can’t stand it when 

they…Sometimes I wish I didn’t belong to them at all! I just hope I never turn out like 

them. Like him. What if I’m like him? All I can say is if it wasn’t for you…I don’t 

know…I mean, you’re always a big help to me. When you are cheerful…it…well…it 

keeps me from feeling depressed. When there’s a fight..you know with my parents…I 

just duck into my room. At least you can talk to your parents. I think your father’s 

terrific. But I’m not miserable…anymore. I mean…even bumping into you on the 

stairs sometimes I feel…you know…you’ve changed. I used to think you were a real 

pain in the neck. 

 

Mrs. Van Daan: Putti? You know what I was just thinking? You won't believe this, 

but I was thinking about that first day we met, when you were buzzing around with 

the rest of the boys in Bremerhaven. I picked you out right away, you know. You 

were the one who made me laugh. And laugh ...That afternoon you took me out on 

the ferry, first you made me laugh and then you started to kiss me. And kiss me , . . 

And the kisses were even better than the laughter -remember? You gave me so 

many, the ferryman kept watching us and the ferry went off course, and then you 

made me laugh even more. When we got back, you had such a ravenous appetite 

you made that little restaurant open its doors and you ordered almost everything on 

the menu, "What an appetite!" the waiter kept saying, "The man can really eat!"  

We'll go back on that ferry one day, Putti. I promise. It won't be long now, And soon 

I'll be cooking all your old favorites - sauerbraten with red cabbage, latkes with your 

cherished applesauce. We'll even go to Berkhof's for cream cakes! But in the 

meantime, Putti, if you're hungry, hold onto me. Oh Putti, please, Just hold onto me. 

 
 
Mr. Van Daan: The coat was seventeen years old, for God’s sake! Those skins had 

definitely seen their day. I know we need the money.  We have no money –can you 

get that through your head?  You’ve still got us, haven’t you? If you hadn’t been so 

attached to your father, your coat, the apartment, with all our goddamned 

possessions, we’d be in America by now! I only stayed because of you! Believe me, I 

knew which way the wind was blowing. You…never listen.  

 
 
Mr. Drussel: All over Amsterdam, Jews are disappearing…some are torn out of bed 

in the middle of the night…my god, the screams. Children come home from school to 

find their parents gone, women come back from shopping to find their families 

vanished. It’s impossible to escape unless you go into hiding. Thousands are being 

deported. You have five minutes to get ready. Bring only what you can carry in a 

rucksack. Herded into the Jewish Theatre for days, sometimes weeks, and then…the 

transit camp. From there, like clockwork, every Tuesday a train leaves for…the East. 

Charlotte and I have never been apart. It all happened so quickly. I couldn’t tell her 

where I was going, I didn’t know myself.  


