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Student Worksheet

From Hidden: A True Story of the Holocaust. Copyright © 2017 by Fanya Gottesfeld Heller. Reprinted by permission of Scholastic Inc.

Chapter Seven: A Father’s Prediction

By my third day in Sidor’s home, it was clear Marynka would let me stay but not my brother or our parents. 
The risk of so many people would be too great. Just a few days before in a neighboring town, German 
soldiers found a Christian man who had hidden a family of Jews in his house. The soldiers made him watch 
as they shot his wife and children along with the Jews.

Sidor tried to pacify his wife. “Fanya’s father has always treated me well,” he said. “When the time comes, 
rest assured that Benjamin and his family will be as good to us as we are to them now.”

The next night, I returned with Jan to my parents, who were still hiding in his barn. I was ready to give them 
my report, but as soon as I walked in I saw my mother in tears and a hurt look on my father’s face that I will 
never forget. They had just received word that my father’s parents had been caught in an Aktion and killed. 
I loved my grandparents, and this news was a terrible shock, but there was no time to grieve their deaths. 
The Nazis were closing in. I helped my mother and father pack what few possessions we could carry, and 
we quickly headed to Sidor’s house.

Sidor’s wife was at the door, scowling at us. Sidor gently moved her aside and helped us climb a ladder to 
their attic.

Our routine in Sidor’s attic was the same as when Jan and I had been there on our own. My father, mother, 
brother, and I had to be completely quiet all day. There was no room to walk, so my father constantly shifted 
his weight back and forth and jiggled his legs to keep the blood circulating. At night, when there was less of 
a risk of anyone visiting, we were allowed to come down to exercise. We walked back and forth on the hard 
wood floor, chatting about trivial things, until some of our leg stiffness began to subside. Then we climbed 
back up to the attic and fell once again into silence.

In the morning, before Marynka and Sidor left to work in the fields, they gave us each a small slice of bread. 
Often, that was all we had to eat for the entire day. The extreme hunger we felt is hard to describe. Imagine 
an emptiness in your stomach so complete that you get cramps and headaches and feel so dizzy you can’t 
think straight. On those rare days when Jan was able to visit us, he often brought bits of food: a pocketful of 
cornmeal, a small sausage, maybe some cheese. Then he left, and the hunger returned.

The pain of hunger and headaches would have been bearable if there were something to do. But there 
wasn’t. We sat, stared at the walls, and sometimes talked about the food we used to have. The monotony 
was torture. To distract us from such terrible thoughts, my father recited lessons from history or passages 
from novels he had read during his university days, and we talked about them. Sometimes he chanted 
portions of the Torah, and we joined in as best we could.

We knew better than to complain. Our hardships were not like those of Jews who had been sent to camps 
to be beaten and murdered. So far, at least, my family and I had not been subjected to such horrors. Still, 
we did have nightmares about what could happen to us.

From time to time, my father looked at me and said, “Fanya, you will survive. I can see it.” Was he a psychic? 
Or were such prophecies just wishful thinking from a frightened parent? There was a word in German, 
überleben, which meant surviving despite the odds. Each day I thought, “I must try to live one more day, 
despite the odds.”
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Chapter Eight: “You Have to Leave”

Over the weeks and months that my family and I hid in Sidor and Marynka’s attic, we heard them argue 
about how long they should let us stay. Marynka resented us being there at all, since hiding Jews could get 
them all killed. At first she seemed willing to help keep our presence a secret and even told Hania to never 
mention us in school or in church. And Hania never did. The only time I ever heard her speak of us was to 
her family’s German shepherd, Rex. “Don’t tell anyone about the people in the barn,” she warned him, “or 
my mother will cook you in the soup.”

Other times, it was clear Marynka could not stand our being in her home. She would throw a shoe or broom 
against the wall and yell at her husband for putting his own family in such danger. Sidor did his best to calm 
her down.

“He’s a good man,” Sidor said, referring to my father. “I can’t send him to his grave.”

“Instead, you’re digging ours!” Marynka yelled, and then she threw a kettle against the wall.

We listened to these fights with growing concern. Marynka had every right to be upset. Our presence in her 
home was a serious danger, and my family and Jan anticipated that sometime soon she would force Sidor 
to make us leave. So my father and Jan built a new hiding place, this time behind a chicken coop attached 
to Sidor’s barn.

The chicken coop was a three-foot-high box made of wooden boards nailed together and covered with a 
slanted tin roof. The space was only wide enough for two people to sit comfortably. There were four of us, 
and we squeezed in only with great effort. The roof was too low to stand upright, and there was not enough 
room to lie down. Still, in this new hiding place we would be less of a risk to Sidor and his wife and daughter, 
since we would not be in their house if the police came looking for us.

The small wooden structure stood against the outside of the barn. On the other side, inside the barn, was a 
feeding trough for the cows. We entered the hiding place between the barn and the chicken coop by going 
into the barn, crawling underneath the trough, and squeezing into the small space between the outside wall 
and the chicken coop.

When my brother, mother, father, and I did a test, we squirmed snakelike on our bellies under the trough, 
through the hole in the barn wall, and into the hiding space, where we pressed tightly together. Wind howled 
through the cracks in the wooden walls, and we dared not imagine what it would be like in winter. Once we 
finished practicing how to get into and out of the space behind the chicken coop, we returned to the attic 
in Sidor’s house.

Early one morning, Sidor’s Rex started barking. I peered outside through a chink in the attic wall and saw 
German soldiers jumping out of cars and motorcycles. Ukrainian police followed them with rifles. “They’re 
coming!” I whispered to my parents and brother.

We jumped down from the attic, ran to the barn, and quickly squirmed under the trough and into the hiding 
space behind the chicken coop. Moments later, the Germans stormed into the barn and ordered the sol-
diers to search everywhere. We heard neighbors outside the barn, laughing and cheering on the soldiers. It 
was as if they were making a holiday of waiting for us to be found and shot. I told myself this was it, only a 
matter of minutes before they found us, and once again I prayed that when the time came they would kill 
us quickly.
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The Germans ordered the Ukrainians to dig holes in every part of the barn. For hours, we listened to the 
chink-chink of shovels digging through the hay that covered the floor of the barn and into the hard-packed 
dirt, searching for places where we might be hiding. Several hours later, there was silence.

We waited. By morning, the only sounds were birds chirping in the fields and trees, and it seemed like the 
Germans and their Ukrainian helpers were gone. Still, we agreed it was not yet time to come out from 
behind the chicken coop. What if the Germans were only pretending to have left? What if they were waiting 
to grab us as soon as we emerged?

A few hours after dark, Sidor entered the barn and cleared away the dirt and hay that covered the entrance 
to our hiding place. We crawled out from the hole under the trough, amazed at still being alive. Sidor hugged 
each one of us and crossed himself. “It’s a miracle,” he said over and over. “I expected to find you dead.”

That evening, he returned to the barn and handed us a whole loaf of bread. “You have to leave,” he said. 
“Rumor has it the Germans are coming back tomorrow.” Then he handed my father a blanket.

“It’s cold in the forest,” he said. “I will take you there.”

1. Explain why Sidor wanted to help the Gottesfeld family.

2. Did everyone in the family agree with Sidor’s decision? Who objected, and why do you think they did so?

3. Describe the conditions in hiding. What was life like for Fanya and her family?
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