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Chapter One

T hey were walking home through the River 

Quarter in Amsterdam on the day before every-

thing changed. The sisters were three years apart, 

and at fourteen and nearly eleven they were opposites in 

practically every way. Margot, the older girl, was beautiful, 

although she didn’t seem to know it. The younger girl, Anne, 

had always been envious of her sister, for Anne might be con-

sidered ordinary, if you didn’t know her. She had light brown 

eyes and dark hair, and she was always curious, making peo-

ple laugh and talking nonstop as she entertained her friends 

in class, even during lessons. All the same, some people found 

her willful and headstrong. Most people didn’t have any idea 

of who she was deep inside.

The sisters sometimes met after their classes to go home 
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together. Margot would make a detour to pick up her sister, 

then walk her bicycle. It was only ten minutes’ time if they 

were quick about it, which they rarely were, for the weather 

was glorious, and today they lingered longer than usual. The 

world seemed perfect on this day, with bright sunlight fall-

ing through the branches of the trees. Why should they rush 

home to the chores that awaited them? They were young girls, 

in love with life and with all the possibilities of a wonderful 

future. It was May, their favorite time of the year, the season 

when the birds returned to nest in the trees along the river 

and the canals. Only the magpies stayed all year round and 

managed to survive the  ice-  cold winters, but now the skies 

were filled with migrating birds returning from Spain and 

Morocco.

“Let’s go to Oase,” Anne suggested. It was their favorite 

ice cream shop, and if they could, they would have stopped 

there every day.

“You know we can’t,” Margot answered, always the voice 

of reason.

“Can’t or won’t?” Anne grinned. Let’s break the rules, she 

often urged her older sister. Let’s take a chance. “We’re already 
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going to be late,” Anne said cheerfully. “We might as well 

stop.”

They had to pass the ice cream shop on their way from the 

school anyway. Going home meant starting their homework 

and setting the table and listening to their mother’s ques-

tions and judgments about how they’d spent their day. Anne 

loved walking along the streets of their busy neighborhood to  

the Merwedeplein, the square where they lived, not far from 

the Amstel River. The neighborhood was filled with bicycles 

and cars, and the sisters always looked for the flower man, 

whose cart was pulled by a huge dog.

“Let’s bring him home,” Anne said when they spied 

the enormous white dog, who steadfastly towed the cart 

loaded down with tulips from the flower fields out in the 

countryside.

Margot laughed. “He’d take up our whole house.”

“Good,” Anne responded. “He’d make things interesting.”

“And what do you think our mother’s reaction would be? 

If he sat on a chair, he’d be tossed out the door.”

The girls laughed at the idea of the gigantic dog being 

bossed around by their mother. Edith Frank insisted their 
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house be kept neat and clean at all times, and dog hair and 

muddy pawprints would never be allowed. Their apartment 

was in a new building in a comfortable neighborhood with 

many Jewish residents who had fled from the Nazi regime 

in Germany. There were dozens of new apartment buildings 

in the neighborhood, including the tallest residential build-

ing in Amsterdam, called the Skyscraper, one with so many 

stories that little children living nearby said the top floor led 

into heaven. People claimed it was possible to see every star 

up above if you lived in the highest apartments. In the eve-

nings, when the Frank sisters sat on the steps outside their 

apartment, they could see lights flickering in rooms that 

seemed to float above the tallest trees.

“If we stop at Oase, maybe someone will treat us,” Anne 

suggested, for although she had no money of her own, there 

were often boys who were willing to buy girls ice cream. Anne 

was young, too young for boys some might say, but she liked 

to flirt, and what was the harm in doing so?

“We shouldn’t take gifts from strangers,” Margot 

instructed her little sister. She didn’t know where Anne got 

her nerve, and there were times when she wished that she, 
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herself, were a bit braver. She couldn’t remember ever break-

ing a rule.

“Ice cream is not a gift,” Anne insisted. “It’s a necessity. 

And there’s nothing wrong with friendship.”

“Anne.” Even Margot, easygoing as she was, could get 

annoyed by her sister’s badgering. “Not today.”

“Fine,” Anne said, walking on ahead of Margot. They 

weren’t friends, only relations, and Anne was certain she 

would have never chosen Margot as a friend; they had so very 

little in common.

“Don’t bother trying to catch me,” Anne called over her 

shoulder as she took off running. “Someday you’ll wish you’d 

listened to me and had more fun.”

V  V  V

Margot did her best to watch over her sister, but Anne had a 

mind of her own. She was perceptive and already interested 

in topics she wasn’t supposed to know about at her age. The 

more she knew, the more puzzled she was by the workings of 

the world around her. Why were men allowed more freedom 

than women? Why did people fall in love? How did it happen, 
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and when would it happen to her? Why had their family left 

their home in Germany? Why was there so much hatred in 

the world?

Margot was an excellent student, diligent and kind-

hearted and athletic, and a valued member of the rowing 

team. She was enrolled in a high school that included stu-

dents of all religions, with only five Jewish girls registered in 

a class of thirty or more. Anne, whose full name was Annelies 

Marie Frank, went to a Montessori school on Niersstraat, a 

wonderful place where students were allowed to write and 

paint as they saw fit, with classes based on a method that 

encouraged children to express themselves. The girls’ parents 

knew their younger daughter needed the freedom to be her-

self; she couldn’t sit still for very long and only paid attention 

to the subjects she liked, and she likely wouldn’t have done 

well in the classes Margot attended. Anne’s school felt like an 

enchanted place for those who had wild imaginations. There 

was a huge chestnut tree in the courtyard, and some people 

believed if you touched the bark of the tree your wish would 

be granted, but only if you closed your eyes, and only if you 

really believed. Anne was a believer, one who loved fairy tales 
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and myths. She was certain girls could forge paths for them-

selves, no matter how dark and deep the forests might be.

I wish to be whoever I want to be, Anne whispered when she 

held the palm of her hand against the tree in the courtyard. 

I wish to be myself.

The sisters had lived in Amsterdam ever since Anne was 

four, when the family had fled Germany. The Netherlands 

still allowed Jews to enter when other countries, including 

the United States, had instituted quotas that kept out refu-

gees, even though the conditions for Jews in Germany were 

worsening as the Nazi persecution grew more ruthless all 

the time. The Netherlands had been a refuge for Jews f lee-

ing the Inquisitions in Spain and Portugal in the 15th and 16th 

centuries. It was a place rooted in equality, where much of the 

Jewish population was given full civil rights in 1796, allowed 

to live freely in a city that was both mysterious and practical, 

a world made of ice in the winter and of tulips in the spring. 

Back then, the city would flood with the rising tide; it had 

been built in the marshes, and people wore wooden shoes so 

they could walk through the mud as they tended their fields. 

Now Amsterdam was ringed by 165 canals, with countless 
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bridges built across the waterways, for the swampland had 

been drained hundreds of years ago by wealthy merchants 

who had then built tall, elegant canal houses with  fairy- 

 tale gables. For those passing by, it was possible to imagine 

they had walked into a story, one in which good people were 

rewarded and those who were evil were locked up in the tow-

ers, the keys thrown away, tossed into the dark waters of the  

canals.

Anne liked to stop and gaze into the canals. She some-

times thought she could see what other people could not. 

There, in the still water, she imagined she saw pieces of 

the city’s past. Bricks from houses that had fallen down, a 

necklace lost by a noblewoman, a silver fish that had been 

swimming in the canals for a hundred years.

“You’re a dreamer,” Margot always told her sister, for all 

Margot saw when she gazed at the canals was the dirty water 

and ducks paddling by. She saw boats making their deliveries 

and an occasional elegant white swan, too proud and vain to 

look back at her.

When Margot made such comments, Anne knew that 

even if you were sisters you could see the world in completely 
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different ways. The here and now and the what could be. How 

dull to have no imagination, to see only what was right there 

in front of you. She thought of the fairy tale “ Snow-  White 

and  Rose-  Red,” a story in which two sisters were different in 

every way, just as she and Margot were different. Anne some-

times thought her favorite words were Once upon a time, even 

though her mother always told her to wake up and pay more 

attention to her schoolwork and her chores and not always be 

reading one of her books. But the girls’ father, Otto Frank, 

whom they called Pim, was a great reader, and what was so 

wrong with that? He was the one who understood Anne, even 

when her mother didn’t.

Dreams are the beginning, he always told Anne. They’re the 

stories we tell ourselves.

V  V  V

At the Montessori school, Anne’s best friend was Hannah 

Goslar, called Hanneli or sometimes Hanne. Both girls had 

spent their earliest years in Germany, and they often whis-

pered to each other in a language not many in their class 

understood. The two friends spent huge amounts of time 
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together, for Hanneli also lived nearby in the River Quarter. 

Soon, they included another girl in their friendship,  Susanne, 

who was called Sanne. Anne and Hanne and Sanne. They 

thought it was fate that they would be best friends with 

rhyming names, and they would never stop being  friends— 

 they had already decided that. They talked for hours about 

the future that awaited them and all they would do.

“We’ll go to America,” Anne said, for that was her dream, 

a story she told herself every night. Once upon a time, we lived in 

Amsterdam, until we left and went across the sea.

“And we’ll live in the same house,” Hanneli added.

“But who will pay for it?” Sanne was a realist who always 

wanted to know details.

“Whoever is in love with us,” Hanneli suggested.

“No.” Anne shook her head. “I’ll pay for it,” she told them. 

“I’ll be famous by then.”

They all grinned, for if Anne believed it, so did they. She 

always took charge, and her closest friends understood why. 

Anne had always thought she would be someone special. But 

whenever her friends left for their own homes, the truth was 

Anne felt far too alone. She felt as if anything could happen. 
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Maybe she wasn’t special, maybe she would find herself alone in 

the darkness without anyone who understood her. Margot was 

who she appeared to be, sunny and bright and well-mannered, 

but Anne kept her truest self hidden, even from her closest 

friends. She was the cheerful girl who was always such fun,  

but she was smarter than anyone imagined, which was some-

thing she kept to herself. Let people think she was nothing 

beyond the person she showed on the outside, the dramatic 

girl who liked to act in plays, the chatterbox who often 

found herself in trouble at school. She was always reading 

and thinking, but she gazed out the window at the clouds 

when she should have been listening to her teachers and her 

parents. Anne’s mother was often disapproving when Anne 

talked too much or acted as if she knew the answers to most 

questions, even though Edith was a big talker as well. But 

the girls’ beloved grandmother Rosa Holländer, whom they 

called Oma, understood Anne.

If you want to know who she is, Oma had told Anne’s mother, 

look more deeply. Look inside.

V  V  V
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The girls’ grandmother spent nights sleeping in what had been 

the dining room but had been set up with a bed for Oma, a 

necessity now that the extra bedroom on the top floor was 

occupied by a boarder who helped pay the rent. Oma had 

been frail ever since she’d arrived from Germany a little over 

a year ago. She had lost everything, her home, her belong-

ings, even the roses that grew in her garden; all of it had been 

taken by the government. In 1933, Adolf Hitler and his Nazi 

Party rose to power in the wake of Germany’s loss in World 

War I, often called the Great War. Otto and Edith had sensed 

that conditions for Jews would grow worse under Hitler’s 

regime. Soon, there were race laws in Germany, and Jews were 

no longer considered citizens, even if they had lived there all 

their lives, even if they had fought in the Great War to protect 

their country, even if they were doctors or teachers or famous 

writers. By 1940, German Jews were no longer allowed into 

parks or public schools or markets. Hate had become legal; it 

was everywhere.

First, Otto Frank came to the Netherlands in 1933, then 

Edith and Margot and Anne followed in 1934. The family had 

left long before the mayhem of November 9 and 10 in 1938, 
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later known as Kristallnacht, the Night of Broken Glass, because 

the streets in Germany and Austria were littered with shards 

of broken glass after the Nazis’ most violent public attack on 

the Jews. Bands of storm troopers and Hitler Youth ran wild,  

out for blood, beating and murdering Jews. Thousands of 

 Jewish-  owned shops and houses were destroyed, fourteen hun-

dred synagogues were burned to the ground, and Jews were 

dragged from their homes simply because they were Jewish; 

murdered men were left on the street, women and children 

wept, and their cries echoed far into the countryside.

More than thirty thousand Jewish men were rounded 

up on Kristallnacht, then arrested and taken to concentra-

tion camps; even Anne’s uncle Walter was arrested, though 

later released. People fled as if they were birds, for soon more 

concentration camps were built, and any Jew who didn’t f lee 

would be trapped in a cage for which there was no key. They 

were called labor camps, and it was said that those brought 

there to work would return home when their work was com-

pleted, but in time, the Jews in Germany came to realize 

those who were taken would never come back.

Anyone who didn’t f ly away soon discovered it was too 
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late. The sky was wide, but the world they inhabited was 

small, and before you knew it there was nowhere to escape to, 

and even the sky was crisscrossed by nets. Countries closed 

their borders, refusing to let Jewish refugees enter; boatloads 

of people were turned away from the shores of free coun-

tries and many had no chance to survive. Anne’s family was 

thankful to have come to the Netherlands, a neutral country 

that had avoided taking sides in international issues. They 

would be safe here, the girls’ father was sure of it, which was 

why Edith Frank’s mother, Oma, had come to live with them 

in March 1939 as well.

They were settled in Amsterdam, and yet Oma dreamed 

of broken glass; she heard it shattering in her sleep, and 

sometimes she spent the night in a chair by the window so 

that she might keep watch, even though they were no lon-

ger in Germany. Oma heard something breaking apart. She 

heard the future that might await them.

One night Anne spied her grandmother peering out the 

window in the middle of the night, and she came to sit at  

Oma’s feet.

“I thought I heard a riot outside,” Oma said in a quiet voice.
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Anne had heard about Kristallnacht, and she dreamed 

about it sometimes. In her dreams she saw people running 

down a dark street. There were men who were dragged under-

ground, and women who turned into birds in order to fly 

away. Families who had been sitting in their own homes had 

been pulled into the street. People who had huddled in court-

yards and office buildings were arrested and thrown onto a 

ground of glass. Oma had warned her that the worst things 

happened when you least expected them, they came the way 

a hard rain fell, when you had your eyes closed, when you 

were too busy thinking about other things. On an ordinary 

day, when the weather seemed fine, that’s when it happened, 

that’s when the whole world changed.

“Good people cannot understand evil. They don’t even 

recognize it,” Oma told her granddaughter. “That’s what 

happened in Germany.”

There had been small riots in Amsterdam, even close to 

their home, but that knowledge had been kept from Anne 

and her sister.

“Everything is fine here,” Anne reassured her grand-

mother. “Maybe you heard the rabbits.”
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It was the time of year when the rabbits burrowed under-

neath the hedges during the day, but were often out at night 

when the grassy square was deserted.

Oma shook her head. “That’s not what I heard.”

Anne’s eyes were bright. She understood things people 

would have assumed she was too young to notice. She knew 

that her grandmother was afraid that what was happening 

in Germany could also happen here. “You heard the past,” 

Anne said.

Her grandmother leaned down and stroked Anne’s hair. 

She had always had a special fondness for her younger grand-

daughter. Although some people felt Anne was too full of 

herself, Oma knew she was deeply sensitive, possessing a huge 

compassionate heart that was easily wounded, not that Anne 

showed her hurt to anyone, especially not to her mother, 

whom she often felt she could never please. Sometimes, when 

Anne was in her mother’s presence, she would retreat into a 

world of her own. “Wake up,” Edith would say then. “We’re 

not here to dream.”

I am, Anne would whisper under her breath. I can dream 

whatever I want to.
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It was true Anne often forgot her chores, and everyday 

life didn’t always interest her. Her imagination ran wild as 

she read novels in the fading light in the bedroom that she 

shared with Margot, so engrossed that the rest of the world 

slipped away. Her mother would knock on the door late at 

night,  calling for Anne to turn out the light. But even after 

she’d done as she was told, Anne often couldn’t sleep; she 

would look out her window to gaze at the stars, which seemed  

so close she sometimes felt as if she could reach out and  

touch them.

On this night, when she’d heard her grandmother in the 

parlor, she knew what it was like to feel alone, even when your 

house was filled with people. She knew how alone you could 

feel when everyone else was asleep, when you felt haunted by 

your own dreams.

“Dream of rabbits,” she advised her grandmother that 

night.

“I’d rather dream about you,” Oma told her. She agreed 

to go back to bed if Anne did the same.

“Let’s dream about the future,” Anne suggested.

“Fine,” her Oma agreed. She felt better just talking to 
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Anne. How lucky she was to have a granddaughter who had 

hope. “Let’s do that.”

“We’ll be in California,” Anne said. “In a big house by 

the sea.”

“Will we?” Oma laughed, delighted.

“I’m bringing you with me,” Anne assured her 

grandmother.

“I’m ready,” Oma said, kissing Anne good night. She 

could not love her granddaughter more.

When Anne went back to her room, Margot was dream-

ing, her breath soft and foggy, her face turned to the wall. 

Anne crept beneath her own blanket and closed her eyes. It 

was late, past midnight, but that didn’t mean she was sleep-

ing, and it didn’t mean that out in the dining room Oma was 

either.

V  V  V

Anne loved to go out onto the flat roof when her friends 

came to visit. They had privacy there, and it seemed as if they 

could be anywhere in the world as they set up lawn chairs 

and sprawled out comfortably to read on a sunny afternoon.
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“Maybe you should write a book about us,” Hanneli sug-

gested to Anne.

“Maybe,” Anne said. She didn’t want to make any prom-

ises. For now she was most interested in the tales her father 

told her, ones in which girls often saved their families and 

themselves.

All you needed to believe in yourself was to know that 

someone loved you, the real you, the you deep inside. Although 

Anne felt as if no one truly knew her, she knew that she was 

loved. She had her Oma, but she was also her father’s favorite. 

She was sure of it, even if he never said so and did his best not 

to show it. They were two peas in a pod. Pim laughed at Anne’s 

jokes and appreciated the fact that she yearned for more from 

life. He was calm and logical, but he was passionate as well, 

especially when it came to literature. He was a voracious reader 

and was proud that Anne was as well, even if that meant stay-

ing up late and breaking the rules. Pim influenced her greatly, 

especially when it came to reading, which he always said was 

never a waste of time.

Pim’s father had risen to become a wealthy banker in 

Germany before Jews were blamed for the financial failures 
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in that country following its defeat in World War I. All they 

had once possessed had been lost in the global turmoil, and 

they were left with nothing. The Franks had never been a reli-

gious family and had considered themselves Germans, but 

soon enough, like all other Jews, they were seen as outsiders. 

When they’d had to flee, Pim initially set up a jam and spice 

business in Amsterdam, through a German company, renting 

office space and hiring a partner, Johannes Kleiman, and an 

employee, Victor Kugler. He also brought in a young Austrian 

woman named Miep Santrouschitz, who had become his faith-

ful assistant and was now considered a member of the family. 

A young secretary of eighteen named Elisabeth Voskuyl, called 

Bep, was hired, and she was devoted to the company as well.

Pim inspired loyalty in others and he was loyal in return. 

He was an honorable,  hard-  working man and he had given 

up his own dreams for the sake of his family. When he was 

young, he had worked in New York with his friend Nathan 

Straus Jr., whose family owned the famous Macy’s depart-

ment store in Herald Square in Manhattan. They had 

attended the University of Heidelberg together for a summer, 

and Pim had been best friends with Nathan, whom he called 
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Charley. Pim might have stayed in New York, for he loved 

that wild, busy city, but then his father passed away and he 

returned to be with his family and help them financially.

Nathan Straus Jr. was a wealthy, important man with 

strong ties to the US government. He’d been a member of 

the New York State Senate and had been appointed head of 

the United States Housing Authority by President Franklin 

D. Roosevelt. Straus was a friend of the first lady, Eleanor 

Roosevelt, who was a great believer in social justice, and who, 

from the beginning of the Nazi regime, had asked for aid for 

Jewish refugees. As far back as 1939, Eleanor Roosevelt had 

tried to persuade the government to pass a bill that would 

have allowed twenty thousand German Jewish refugee chil-

dren to enter the States, but the bill was ignored and never 

voted on, and the children had not been allowed into the 

country. Later, most were taken to death camps and mur-

dered. In the Nazi regime, age meant nothing, humanity 

meant nothing, love meant nothing.

If  Otto Frank had remained in New York, if  he hadn’t been 

afraid of disappointing his mother and had instead done as he 

pleased, he might have had an entirely different life from the  
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one he was living in Amsterdam. He thought about that some-

times. He thought about it more and more all the time. He 

might have been in Manhattan right now, and if he’d had 

daughters, they would have walked down Fifth Avenue every 

Sunday, looking in store windows, going to the movies, run-

ning through Central Park. He knew what happened when 

you did as you were told; you often lost the best part of your-

self. People said that his daughter Anne should behave, she 

shouldn’t talk so much and have such big dreams or be so 

certain of what she wanted, but Pim didn’t always agree. 

Anne was special, that was all there was to it. She was not 

like everyone else, for better or for worse, with good qualities 

along with qualities that annoyed people, but most certainly 

with dreams that were hers alone.

Just don’t f ly away, Pim often teased Anne when she was 

daydreaming, and she would grin because that was exactly 

what she planned to do someday.

V  V  V

On the beautiful May day when the sisters met and walked 

home from school, that day before everything changed, Anne 
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gazed up at the magpies in the branches of the plane trees. 

The birds had gone through the cold Amsterdam winter, 

nesting in the tallest branches of the trees. The magpies were 

looking down at her with their  jewel-  like eyes, and although 

they were usually loud, they were silent on this May day. 

Magpies were members of the crow family, so clever and 

curious that some people said they were thieves. They took 

clothes from the laundry lines, rings from people’s fingers, 

f lowers from fenced gardens, grapes and pears from carts 

being pulled by horses. Perhaps this was why Anne admired 

them so. Magpies took what they wanted and did as they 

pleased. They went wherever they wished and they didn’t f lee 

as the other birds did when winter came. They stayed where 

they were, even when there was ice and snow; nothing could 

chase them away from Amsterdam.

Anne waved at the birds and whistled a tune. “Hello,” she 

called out. “Can you teach me to f ly?”

“Do you think they understand you?” Margot asked 

with a grin. She didn’t know where Anne got her  ideas—  from 

books, she imagined, from the stories she overheard Pim tell-

ing her, magical tales in which anything could happen.
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“Of course they do,” Anne replied. She’d read that mag-

pies recognized faces and could tell people apart. There was 

one that often followed her home from school, and she some-

times thought he waited for her until classes were over and 

she ran out to the street. She pointed at him now. “That one 

knows me.”

“Anne, that’s very unlikely,” Margot said gently, as if she 

were speaking to someone who didn’t understand a thing 

about the world. “These things don’t happen.”

Sometimes, Anne felt sorry for her sister. She wondered 

what it was like to be so good and unquestioning and how 

it felt to believe everything you were told and never imagine 

anything brand new. Margot didn’t even notice that most 

of the boys who passed stared at her, but Anne did, and she 

understood why: Margot was a natural beauty and boys 

were instantly drawn to her. They usually ignored Anne, but 

recently she realized that whenever she started to talk they 

gathered around, charmed and wanting to hear what she had 

to say, which was quite a lot. When that happened, Anne knew 

she was worth talking to, even if she wasn’t yet eleven, even if 

she wasn’t as pretty as Margot. Once she started talking, the 
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light inside her began to shine and that was when other girls 

didn’t seem the least bit interesting. It was a gift, her Oma 

had told her, a kind of magic all her own. Being pretty wasn’t 

everything, but feeling that you were worth something was.

The sisters went out of their way so they could pass by 

the Blankevoort Bookstore, one of their favorite places, just 

around the corner from home.

“We have to stop here,” Anne said. “Just for a few minutes!”

“Not here either.” Margot laughed. “We’re late!”

Still, they took a moment to stare inside at the shelves of 

books. Anne wished that she lived in a bookshop and could 

read all night long. In every bookshop in Amsterdam there 

seemed to be a black cat and over nearly every door there 

was a bell that rang when you walked inside. Anne and Pim 

had visited shops looking for old volumes. They especially 

loved investigating the bookstalls set up outside at the book 

market, where books were stuffed onto rickety shelves in 

no particular order, so that fairy tales were mixed in with 

poetry, history and novels were side by side, and every book 

was a surprise.

Whenever they were out together, Pim told Anne her 
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favorite stories, old German fairy tales, along with Greek and 

Roman mythology, a subject he had studied while at univer-

sity in Heidelberg. Sometimes, he told tales he’d made up, 

which Anne liked best of all. Her favorite stories were about 

girls who were locked away but who discovered a way to free 

themselves, girls who leaped from tall towers, who climbed 

down thorny vines and ran through the mossy woods to find 

safety among the trees.

“We could be just a little late,” Anne suggested to her sis-

ter as they walked on. She was one of those girls, like the ones 

in her stories, who yearned for freedom. How she would love 

to prowl around inside the bookshop without having to keep 

time on the clock, then stop at a café to have a lemonade and 

a roll topped with cream cheese and chocolate. What differ-

ence would ten minutes make? Even half an hour? It wouldn’t 

matter to anyone, but it would open the world for her if she 

could have a life in which she could do as she pleased.

“Not today,” Margot insisted. When Anne sighed, Margot 

added, “It’s so much easier when you do as you’re told.”

“I’m sure it is. For you.”

Anne made a face and they both laughed. That was the 
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thing about being someone’s sister. You could hate her and 

love her at the very same time. You could tell her things you 

wouldn’t tell anyone else or tell her nothing at all. You could 

have a fight and say horrible things, and then forget all about 

it. You could outrun her when she least expected you to do so, 

just take off and know she would follow.

They raced past the billowy trees, a mad dash so they 

wouldn’t be too late to help fix dinner. As the girls neared 

home, Margot saw their building in the distance, beyond the 

green park bordered by hedges and flower beds. Unlike her 

sister, Anne saw not only what was, but what might be. She 

was beside Margot as they turned the corner, but she already 

had one foot in the future, ready to leap into the life she 

wanted, one that was far away from here. She was a magpie, 

she was an escape artist, and she didn’t intend to stay put and 

live the life everyone else thought she should. All girls had 

dreams, and Anne certainly had hers, which she kept secret 

not only from Margot, but from her closest friends as well. 

She might look ordinary, she might seem like any other girl 

on the street, but she knew she was something more.

She was just waiting to find out what that was.
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