
Daniel

The Prophet in the Flames

GOSPEL ROAD

Daniel: The Prophet in the Flames

Copyright © 2025 by GOSPEL ROAD. All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced or transmitted in any form without the prior written permission of the author.

This is a work of literary fiction inspired by the biblical book of Daniel. The inner lives, dialogues, and personal reflections of the characters are imaginative reconstructions based on the scriptural account.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Prologue: How to Listen to a River

Part One: Before Jerusalem Fell

Part Two: People Who Walk Through Deserts

Part Three: The Strange World of the Palace

Part Four: The Interpreter of Dreams

Part Five: Into the Fire

Part Six: The Rise and Fall of Kings

Part Seven: The Lions’ Den

Part Eight: Visions at the End of Things

Part Nine: What Remains

Epilogue: The River Still Flows

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Prologue: How to Listen to a River
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Learning to hear a river takes practice.

At first it sounds like a single thing—water moving. That is all. But sit long enough and the sound begins to open. Layers appear beneath the surface: water striking stone, water dragging sand, water moving through nothing because it must. Each is distinct. It took me a lifetime to learn the difference.

I am sitting now on the bank of the Euphrates.

The sand is cold. Night has drawn all the warmth out of it. When I close my hand around a fistful, it runs through my fingers. Sand cannot be held. It can only be cupped, briefly, before it finds its way back to where it belongs. Perhaps faith is something like that. You do not grip it. You let it rest in your open hand.

My name is Daniel.

People have called me Belteshazzar. Nebuchadnezzar gave me that name. But names are not given by kings. Names are settled before birth. I have always been Daniel. God is my judge. My name is a confession.

Tonight I intend to open my memory.

Not for myself. For someone who has not yet been born. Centuries from now, perhaps millennia, someone will read this. That person will be living inside a world they cannot fully understand—one where power seems stronger than truth, where silence seems safer than speech, where faith feels like a dangerous thing to carry. I want to speak to that person.

The river still flows.

Hananiah is gone. Mishael is gone. Azariah is gone. I am eighty-two years old and I am still here on the bank of this river. I was fifteen when I left Jerusalem. More precisely: Jerusalem left me. The city fell, the people were led away, and the golden vessels from the temple were placed on shelves in Babylonian shrines. On that day something was decided inside me. Not broken. Hardened. A choice. A choice to remember who I was regardless of what river I was thrown into. That choice kept me alive—in the palace, before the furnace, inside the lions’ den.

Wind passes over the river. The reeds bend.

Let us begin.
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Part One: Before Jerusalem Fell
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Chapter 1: My Mother’s Hands

The first time I felt God was not through a teaching.

It was not through any verse read aloud by a rabbi, not through any passage encountered by lamplight. It came through my mother’s hands—through watching those hands move as she lit the Sabbath candles.

I was six years old.

After kindling the flames she would circle her palms toward the light, eyes closing, lips moving in a whisper too low to catch. I knew it was prayer not because anyone told me but because I felt it, the way a child feels things before having words for them. In the space between her closed eyes and the candle’s glow, something was present that was not present elsewhere. Her face was different in those moments. Not peaceful exactly—too intense for peace. Not joyful exactly—too still for joy. It was the face of a person in conversation with someone the rest of us could not see.

I thought: I want to know who she is speaking to. That was the beginning.

My mother’s name was Miriam. She was small. Her hands were rough from years of work done alone after my father died young. We lived near the City of David in Jerusalem, in a house with low ceilings and thick stone walls. I remember the smell of that house more than anything else about my childhood—olive oil and old stone and the lentil soup she made on the days before Sabbath. That smell is home. Not Jerusalem the city. That specific house. Those specific smells.

My mother did not speak often. But she spoke when it mattered. She had no use for words that filled silence without earning it.

When I was nine she taught me Psalm 23. She sang it in a low, even tone. I repeated the words after her. The Lord is my shepherd; I shall not want. I did not know what the valley of the shadow of death was. I was nine. But I stored the words. Later—crossing the desert, inside the den, lowering Hananiah into the earth—I found out.

She prayed before dawn every morning. I discovered this by accident one winter. I pressed my ear to her door and heard only a murmur. I opened it a crack and saw her sitting with her back to me, spine curved forward as if leaning toward something invisible. The room did not feel empty.

I closed the door and went back to my mat. Knelt. No words came. I simply stayed there in the dark. That was my first prayer—a prayer without language. Perhaps those are the most honest kind. You stop trying to construct sentences and simply arrive.

The year I turned twelve, my mother became ill. Her hand felt lighter—the roughness still there but the weight gone. That frightened me more than anything.

She opened her eyes one afternoon. “Daniel.” “Yes.” “Are you afraid?” I thought about it honestly. “Yes.” She nodded. “Fear is not a bad thing. Fear reminds us we are not alone. If you were truly alone, there would be nothing left to fear. Everything would already be finished.”

I did not understand completely. But I kept it. Some words must be stored before they can be opened.

She recovered that autumn. I was not alone while I prayed. That was enough.

Every Sabbath her hands drew circles in the light. I never stopped watching.

Chapter 2: A Friend Named Hananiah

I met Hananiah in the temple courts, and our first act was a fight.

I was ten. He was ten—two months older, a fact he considered significant for the rest of his life. The cause of the fight was a stone step. I was sitting on it when he arrived and announced it was his usual spot. I said no step belonged to anyone. He said it was his. I said his step was at his house. He shoved me. I did not fall. I shoved him back. He fell.

A silence followed. He looked up at me from the ground. I looked down at him. Something passed between us—an unspoken agreement that winning this was not particularly interesting to either of us.

He stood, brushed the dust from his robe, and sat down beside me. On my step. Right beside me. We sat together looking out at the temple courts.

Then he said: “What’s your name?” “Daniel.” “I’m Hananiah.” “I know. I’ve seen the rabbi shout at you.”

He laughed. That was the first time I heard it—the laugh that climbed a full octave, filling the air around us. I liked it from the first moment. “How many times have you seen that?” “Twice.” “Why twice?” “Because you were loud.” He laughed again, and that was the end of the fight and the beginning of everything else.

Hananiah was unpredictable. Some days the quietest boy in the courtyard; other days the loudest. The gap between these versions of him was large. But I came to understand that the gap itself was Hananiah. It was not a flaw. It was his nature.

When he was angry, his earlobes turned red. His face might stay composed, but the lobes gave him away. I never mentioned this to him. I simply knew.

Mishael and Azariah came into our lives around the same time. Mishael observed—that was his primary mode of existing in the world. He talked less and noticed more, reading people by their hands and eyes rather than their words. Azariah was the deepest of the four of us. He held questions inside himself for days, then produced sentences arriving from angles none of us had considered.

We were different from each other. That was precisely why we needed each other.

One evening during Sukkot the four of us sat in an alley off the main courtyard. The sounds of celebration came through the walls. Hananiah said: “What do you think God looks like?” Mishael: “No one knows. No one has seen Him.” “Moses saw Him.” “Only the back.” “That’s still something.”

I said: “I feel Him when I watch my mother light the candles. When she prays, her face changes. Something is there that isn’t there at other times.” No one spoke for a while.

Then Azariah said—after perhaps ten minutes of silence—“I feel it in the early morning. Before any sound has started. When there’s nothing yet, but something is already there.”

That sentence settled over us like a hand placed gently on a table.

I believe we were already, in that alley, what we would be to each other for the rest of our lives.

Chapter 3: Mishael and Azariah

Mishael’s house had a cat with no name. Mishael believed naming a cat was a presumption—cats belonged to themselves. Azariah’s house had books. His father was a scribe. Scrolls lined the walls and the rooms smelled permanently of parchment and ink.

The first time the four of us went to the temple together was for Passover. Jerusalem was crowded with pilgrims. The air near the temple was thick with incense and the breath of thousands oriented toward the same invisible point.

Mishael pressed his palm flat against a stone pillar—he wanted to feel how old it was, he said. Touch is more honest than sight. Azariah stood with his neck craned upward, his eyes moving slowly over the height of the building. Something between awe and recognition moved across his face.
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Chapter 4: The Sound of Something Breaking









Chapter 5: The Last Morning in the Temple







Chapter 6: The Farewell









d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





