
God’s Throne Is Covered with Hostage Stickers
 A Dream from the Hostage Sticker Campaign
 By Elisha Fine and Naftali Ash
 Day 333 since October 7, 2023.
 

A woman came to me after the vigil.
 She had put up nearly every hostage poster
 on Central Park West.
 She said, “I had a dream of the heavens.”
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At a vigil for the six
murdured hostages a
woman shared with me;
“I dreamt I was moving
through the heavens—
 one layer to the next—
 and saw all the prayers
 of the Jews
 delivered upward.”
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In Enchanted Jewish

ages, some special few

return from heavenly

journeys.

 They are called Yordei

Merkavah—

 descenders of the

Chariot.

 They speak of angels,

 and of God’s throne.





In ancient Babylon,

 Ezekiel saw the

chariot.

 In later centuries,

 Kabbalists and

Hasidim

 rose in dreams,

 returned with

messages.

 Now, this woman had

dreamed it , too.





In our catastrophe-

ridden

 post-October 7th era,

 it makes sense to me

 that someone so close

 to the faces of the

hostages

 would dream of

 the divine palace.
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After all, 

The Midrash says:

 When the Jewish people

 put on tefillin—

 so does God. It makes

sense that this woman

saw God’s throne. The

heavens reflect life as

we live it.



Our activist circle makes

stickers.

 We put them up, religiously.

 Thousands.

 Their faces and stories

 are stuck to us.



When we learned
 that six hostages had been murdered—

 including Hersh—
 we were destroyed.

 We had put up his face
 a hundred times over.

 It wasn’t enough
 to save him.



Hersch Goldberg Polin 
יהי זכרו ברוך

We
Remember 

May his Memory be a Revolut ion 



We sat in Central Park,
 a few of us,

 four women, two men, two
dogs.

 Floating candles.
 Flashlights.

 Telling stories
 of the six murdered hostages.

 Trying to mourn.
 Trying to understand.



We said Kel Maleh Rachamim.
 We laid down

 stickers of their faces
 in a line

 on the picnic table.



א ֵ̂ ים, הַמ¿ ƒרוֹמ מּ¿ וֹכֵן בַּ ׁ̆ ים  ƒרַחֲמ 
ינָה ƒכ ¿ ּ ׁ̆ פֵי הַ נ¿ כוֹנָה עַל כַּ נוּחָה נ¿ מ¿

זוֹהַר ים כּ¿ ƒהוֹר ים וט¿ ƒ ׁ̆ דוֹ ¿̃ מַעֲלוֹ˙  בּ¿
מַ˙ ¿ ׁ̆ ƒים אֶ˙ נ ƒיר ƒה יעַ מַז¿ ƒ̃ הָרָ

אורי בן אלחנן
א נוּחָ˙וֹ. אָנָּ הֵא מ¿ ¿ּ̇ גַן עֵדֶן  עוֹלָמוֹ בּ¿ הָלַך¿ ל¿ ֶ ׁ̆

נָפָיו ר כּ¿ ֶ̇ סֵ ירֵהוּ בּ¿ ƒּ̇ ים יַס¿ ƒעַל הָרַחֲמ בַּ
מָ˙וֹ. ¿ ׁ̆ ƒים אֶ˙ נ ƒּרוֹר הַחַי ¿̂ ƒּרוֹר ב ¿̂ ƒי ים, ו¿ ƒעוֹלָמ ל¿

לוֹם. ָ ׁ̆ בוֹ בּ¿ כָּ ¿ ׁ̆ ƒיָנוּחַ עַל מ יָ הוּא נַחֲלָ˙וֹ, ו¿ י¿
נֹאמַר אָמֵן ו¿

אל מָלֵא



Afterward, we let the

dogs run.

 One woman,

 responsible for half the

stickers

 on the Upper West Side,

 turned to me:

 “I had a dream.

 You’d have thought I was

crazy.”



“I moved through the heavens.
 I saw bundles of light—

 prayers—wrapped like gifts.
 They floated upward

 through the darkness.”



“There were also
 dark prayers.

 But angels reached out,
 snatched them,
 ripped them up,

 and threw them back
 into the dark.”



“I asked an angel:
 Where are the babies

 killed in the Shoah?
 Shouldn’t they protect us?”

 “They do,”
 the angel said.

 “They plead every day.”



“They’ve all been
 very busy

 since October 7.”
 “Who will win?”

 I asked.
 “They’re still counting the votes,”

 he said.
 “Keep praying.”



Then one angel told me:
 “Don’t worry.

 God’s Throne is covered
with 

 Hostage Posters.”



AND I SAW IT—
 GOD’S THRONE.

 RED. WHITE.
BLACK.

 COVERED IN
PAIN.

 COVERED IN
STICKERS.

 COVERED IN US.



 I thanked her for her story and

 I’ve been haunted ever since

 by the image

 of the Throne

 covered in stickers.



As the two years

since October

7th nears,

 we mourn.

 We put up

stickers, we act

 with our hands

and hearts.

 They enter our

dreams.

 And still,

 We keep going.
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