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I was still young when Jerusalem fell.

The city I loved—its markets, its songs, its temple shining in the sun—was swallowed by the armies of Babylon. King Nebuchadnezzar besieged us, and though we prayed, the Lord allowed him to prevail. Sacred vessels from the house of God were carried off to the land of Shinar and placed in the treasury of a foreign temple. I watched soldiers move through the courts where I had once worshipped. The sound of their boots echoed where psalms once rose.

I was taken with others from the royal family and nobility—young men without physical defect, showing aptitude for learning, suited to serve in the king’s palace. We were transported far from home, uprooted and replanted in soil that did not know the covenant of our fathers.

In Babylon, everything was designed to reshape us. We were to be taught the language and literature of the Babylonians. New knowledge. New customs. New loyalties. Even new names.

Hananiah became Shadrach.
Mishael became Meshach.
Azariah became Abednego.
And I was called Belteshazzar.
Their names and mine were tied to Babylonian gods. It was as if the empire believed that by renaming us, they could redefine us. But though my name was changed, my heart remained bound to the God of Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob.

The king assigned us a daily portion of food and wine from his own table. It was generous, luxurious, and defiled. The food had likely been offered to idols. To eat it without question would be to silently accept allegiance to gods that were not ours.

I resolved not to defile myself.

I approached Ashpenaz, the chief of the eunuchs, and asked for permission to abstain. He feared for his life. If we appeared weak, his head could fall. So I proposed a test: ten days of vegetables and water, then compare us to the others.

God granted us favour. After ten days, we appeared healthier and better nourished than those who ate the royal provisions. The steward allowed us to continue.

God gave the four of us knowledge and skill in all literature and wisdom. To me, He gave understanding in visions and dreams.

At the end of three years, we stood before Nebuchadnezzar. He spoke with us personally. In every matter of wisdom and understanding, he found us ten times better than all the magicians and enchanters in his kingdom. We entered his service.

Not long after, the king was troubled by a dream.

He demanded that his magicians, astrologers, and sorcerers tell him both the dream and its interpretation. When they protested that such a request was impossible—that only the gods could reveal what he asked—he flew into a rage and ordered all the wise men of Babylon to be executed.

The decree included me.

When Arioch, the commander of the king’s guard, came to carry out the sentence, I asked for time. I gathered my friends and urged them to seek mercy from the God of heaven concerning this mystery. We prayed that night with urgency.

The mystery was revealed to me in a vision.

I praised God before I ever approached the king. He changes times and seasons; He removes kings and raises kings; He gives wisdom to the wise and knowledge to those who have understanding.

Standing before Nebuchadnezzar, I made one thing clear: no human wisdom could answer him. But there is a God in heaven who reveals mysteries.

I described what he had seen: a great statue, dazzling in appearance. Its head was of gold, chest and arms of silver, belly and thighs of bronze, legs of iron, and feet partly of iron and partly of clay. A stone cut without human hands struck the statue at its feet, shattered it, and reduced the entire image to chaff blown away by the wind. The stone became a great mountain that filled the whole earth.

The head of gold was Nebuchadnezzar and his kingdom. After him would arise another kingdom, inferior to his, then a third, and then a fourth strong as iron. The divided feet of iron and clay represented a divided kingdom—strong yet brittle. In the days of those kings, the God of heaven would set up a kingdom that would never be destroyed. It would crush all others and stand forever.

The king fell on his face before me. He acknowledged that my God is God of gods and Lord of kings. He promoted me to a high rank and made me ruler over the province of Babylon and chief prefect over all the wise men. At my request, my three friends were appointed administrators as well.

Years passed, and Nebuchadnezzar built an enormous golden image on the plain of Dura and commanded all officials to bow before it at the sound of music. Refusal meant being thrown into a blazing furnace.

Shadrach, Meshach, and Abednego did not bow.

They were brought before the king. He gave them another chance. When they refused again, he threatened them with the furnace.

Their answer still echoes in my heart: “Our God whom we serve can deliver us from the burning fiery furnace, and He will deliver us out of your hand, O king. But if not, be it known to you that we will not serve your gods or worship the golden image.”

The furnace was heated seven times hotter. Soldiers who threw them in were killed by the flames.

Then something astonishing happened.

Nebuchadnezzar leapt to his feet. He saw four men walking unbound in the fire, unharmed. The fourth appeared like a son of the gods.

My friends emerged without injury. Not a hair was singed. There was no smell of fire on them. Nebuchadnezzar praised their God and issued a decree that no one should speak against Him.

Time revealed that even miracles do not erase pride.

Nebuchadnezzar later dreamed of a massive tree reaching to heaven, visible to the ends of the earth. Its leaves were beautiful, its fruit abundant, providing shelter for beasts and birds. Then a watcher from heaven commanded that the tree be cut down, its branches stripped, its fruit scattered. Only the stump remained, bound with iron and bronze. The decree declared that its heart would change from a man’s to a beast’s for seven periods of time, until he knew that the Most High rules in the kingdom of men.

When I heard the dream, I was deeply troubled.

The tree was the king. Because of pride, he would be driven from people, dwell with animals, eat grass like an ox, and be wet with the dew of heaven until he acknowledged God’s sovereignty.

I urged him to break off his sins by practising righteousness.

Twelve months later, as he walked on the roof of his palace boasting of Babylon’s greatness, a voice from heaven pronounced judgment. His mind left him. He lived like an animal until the time was fulfilled. When he lifted his eyes to heaven, his reason returned. He praised the Most High and was restored to his throne.

After Nebuchadnezzar came Belshazzar.

During his reign, Babylon’s arrogance reached its peak. One night, at a great feast, Belshazzar commanded that the gold and silver vessels taken from the temple in Jerusalem be brought in so he and his nobles could drink from them. They praised their gods of gold and silver as they drank from what had once been sacred.

Suddenly, fingers of a human hand appeared and wrote on the plaster of the wall near the lampstand.

The king’s face turned pale. His knees knocked together. None of his wise men could interpret the writing.

The queen remembered me and recommended that I be summoned.

I stood before Belshazzar and reminded him of Nebuchadnezzar’s humiliation. Though he knew all this, he had not humbled his heart. Instead, he had exalted himself against the Lord of heaven.

I read the inscription: “Mene, Mene, Tekel, Parsin.”

God had numbered his kingdom and finished it. He had been weighed in the balances and found wanting. His kingdom was divided and given to the Medes and Persians.

That very night, Babylon fell. Belshazzar was slain. Darius the Mede received the kingdom.

Under Darius, I was appointed one of three administrators over 120 satraps. The king planned to set me over the whole realm because an excellent spirit was in me. Jealousy stirred again.

My rivals searched for grounds to accuse me but found none. I was faithful, not corrupt or negligent. They concluded they could only trap me concerning the law of my God.

They persuaded Darius to sign an irrevocable decree: for thirty days, no one could petition any god or man except the king. Violators would be thrown into a den of lions.

When I learned the decree was signed, I did what I had always done. I went to my house, where the windows of my upper chamber opened
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