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My name is Mouschi and, for two years, I was the cat of a girl called Anne Frank. The reason why I didn't spend more time 
with her, her family and the other people secretly living in an annex of an attic in Amsterdam, is because one day some men in 
uniform, speaking German and with scary voices and gestures, discovered us hiding in that place. From that moment on I had no 
one to take care of me. I tried not to face the same destiny as those who had just got detained, and so I fled from under the legs 
of the soldiers and officials that would hit on the floor with their boots to give orders. I made myself disappear in the deserted 
and sad streets outside, only looking for food that could guarantee my survival.

Some years have already passed and I still miss a lot my friend Anne Frank, even when it comes to mind her little pushes so 
that I would move away from the diary pages that she wrote in the dark annex where she lived for two years hiding herself.



I suppose my readers are familiar with how cats are. 
Curiosity is what they have altogether of good and bad. 
Good because it makes them keep interested in things 
happening around and in humans, while becoming really 
good observers. But bad because it frequently annoys 
those who want to keep still in one place to think or write, 
and can feel as an intrusion our constant vigilance over 
them.

For what I'm concerned, and because I'm no 
exception, I felt a huge temptation to read what that little 
girl of slender face and sad-but-lively eyes wrote every day 
in her notebook. By reading her impressions, I could learn 
what she thought of everyone living with her in the attic, 
and me included as I was also part of that group of people 
even though I was a cat.

Those who aren't aware of Anne Frank's story will 
like to know the reason why she had to hide with her family 
in an annex in the Amsterdam attic, instead of leading a 
normal life like every girl her age. The reason was as simple 
as tragic. It's that Anne Frank, born in the German city of 
Frankfurt, was Jew, and the people who governed that 
country, as well as a good part of Europe by the use of 
force, would hunt and kill the Jew people: they thought 
they were their main enemy and that justified all brutality.

This was the reason that lead Anne's parents to take 
refuge in an annex, in 1942, which was part of the building 
where her father had his business.



It was the only way to be invisible without leaving 
the place where they have lived ever since. In there, 
despite the fear that every day tormented them, they 
could have some peace and, above all, be certain that 
they would not be brought anytime soon to a 
concentration camp – the place where the men who 
terrorized Germany kept Jews jailed, as well as those who 
opposed their ideas and ways of living.

If you read carefully Anne Frank's diary, you will 
realize that, in a certain page, she starts speaking of me. 
She began writing her diary in a Friday, on the 12th of June 
of 1942, the day she commemorated her 13rd birthday. I 
know all this because she told me later, as at this time we 
haven't yet met. I know as well that this was a very happy 
day for her. Even though the world was already in war, 
she couldn't imagine there was also horror reserved for 
her, something that in fact culminated in her death. Those 
who now read me can't tell how hard it is for me to use 
that “D” word, especially when speaking about my dear 
friend Anne Frank. Once, she showed me the first line of 
her diary. It said this: “I hope to tell you everything that I 
could never tell anyone until now. And I hope that you will 
be a faithful and supportive friend.” Inside the cover, Anne 
glued a photograph of herself that she liked a lot and 
wrote: “What a beautiful photograph! Isn't it?” And it 
really was. We could see in it the tender smile and her 
intelligent and sharp eyes.

 



And there was my dear Anne Frank, showing all the 
qualities that this poor cat, who had the pleasure of 
having been her friend, so much appreciated.

In that anniversary day, the last one she spent in 
freedom, Anne received books, chocolate boxes, a puzzle, 
a jewel and the diary that would be her companion and 
main listener of her thoughts during the two years she 
had left to live.



I entered Anne Frank's life by luck. Still a little cat, I 
was picked up from the streets by Peter van Pels – in the 
diary he is called Peter van Dann – who, alongside with his 
family, joined Anne, her parents and her sister Margot in 
the hiding place. Our meeting happened on the 13th of July 
of 1942, and I'm confident Anne liked me right from the 
beginning. She didn't make commentaries like: “what a 
pretty kitty!” or “so good that you found us a new friend, 
Peter”, but I felt in her little eyes a shining of contentment 
that doesn't need further words to be understood.

Just like cats, Anne spent several weeks 
acknowledging every inch of that place which soon would 
become her home – and the home of the other people – 
for the following two years. I did the same as her; looked 
for any holes that may have existed in the floor, small 
wollen yarn or wire with which I could have played, and 
especially cracks on the wall from which I could hunt rats 
or cockroaches. Unfortunately for me, that place was as 
insulated as an egg before being cracked in a frying pan. 
And we can guess why.



The thing is, if there was any hole from which a sound or a brief flash of light would come out, that could pose a threat to the 
fragile security of those people with uncertain futures. I had time to take part of truly intense sewing sessions with Anne and the rest 
of the family. Pieces of fabric would be sewed together to cover those spots that could denounce us.

“Get out, Mouschi! Can't you see we are doing very serious work?”, Anne said several times, in a scolding manner, seeing my 
feet entangled with the yarn. And poor Anne, who didn't like silence and loved laughing and speaking aloud, obliged to speak in 
whisperings and walk barefoot so that so many people hiding in the annex and in the attic above them wouldn't be found. Everyone 
was Jew and, like her, they hoped bad times would be left behind alongside with the fear of being discovered just to be put in jail, and 
that some day they could be under the sun again and speak in whatever way they wanted. Anne used to say jokingly that she was 
condemned to make less noise than a little mouse; she wouldn't ever guess how that comparison sharpened my hunting instincts.




