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Chapter One

A Bad Man, a Bad 
World

I t was a beautiful summer morning. The sun was climbing 
over the trees as Wise sat in his usual spot, having just 

finished his quiet time. He loved sitting on his front porch early 
in the morning while taking stock of the day before him. 

The whap of a farmhouse screen door closing on squeaky 
hinges interrupted his train of thought. It was his neighbor 
Attentive, who lived in a house across the field that lay between 
their properties. 

Despite their age difference, the two men had become good 
friends, and Wise considered him a thoroughly conscientious 
young man. It was unusual, though, to see him out so early in 
the morning. He must have an appointment. 

“Good morning, Attentive!” Wise shouted over to him. “You’re 
up early!”

There was no response. That’s odd, he thought. Attentive 
was never rude and normally so friendly.  Perhaps he just 
didn’t hear him. He hoped nothing was wrong, although he was 
wondering since Attentive seemed visibly upset and completely 
disheveled. 
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Wise stepped off the edge of his porch and called out to him 
again, this time a little louder, “Attentive! Are you all right? You 
seem unusually distracted this morning. You haven’t lost your 
job, have you?”

Startled by the sound of the other man’s voice, Attentive 
glanced over and noticed Wise standing by his porch. He waved 
apologetically and hollered back, “Good morning, Wise!” 

He was not normally up this early, but axer a restless night 
of tossing and turning, Attentive just couldn’t stay in bed any 
longer. There were a million thoughts running through his head 
with questions he didn’t have answers to. And what was worse, 
he wasn’t sure how to eKpress any of them. 

It had occurred to him in the middle of the night that maybe 
God was trying to teach him something. Well, if that was the 
case, he was ready. Let’s get this over with. He simply couldn’t 
take another sleepless night.

The rustling noise of nearing footsteps in the grass broke 
his train of thought again. He glanced up to find his neighbor 
walking over to him. -nowing he must look a mess, he felt a 
little embarrassed being barefoot with an old pair of pants and a 
t;shirt on, but then again, he hadn’t eKpected to run into anyone.

He and Wise had become good friends over the years. Wise 
was older and knowledgeable and had eKperienced much of life 
already. Not only that, but he was a good listener and always 
provided sound advice. Attentive decided at that moment to 
use his friend as a sounding board for the thoughts that were 
troubling him.

“Hi, Wise,” he said, putting on his best face as his neighbor 
approached. “And no, I’m sorry. I’ve not lost my job, but you’re 
right3 I am a little distracted this morning.” 

He paused for a moment before his voice took on a more 
eKasperated tone. 

“To  tell  you  the  truth,  Wise,  I’ve  become  completely 
overwhelmed and depressed when I think about how evil the 
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world has become. Everyone knows you’re an observant man. 
Tell me, do you also share my concern?”

 Wise  studied  Attentive  carefully.  It  was  obvious  by his 
appearance and demeanor that he had spent the night wrestling 
with this issue. Wise was all too familiar with these thoughts 
as he had eKhausted enough mental energy of his own, not to 
mention sleepless nights, pondering the eKact same thing. But 
there was no simple answer to his question and no point in 
downplaying his concerns. This matter was weighing heavily on 
his friend’s mind.

“Well, Attentive, I agree with you,” he stated quite directly. 
“The world is bad, and honestly, it’s just going to continue 
getting worse unless people get better. The fact is, bad people 
make a bad world, and if they were to get better, well then, 
so would the worldQright? But this is really foolish thinking 
because as long as sin runs free in the world and there are those 
who practice it, nothing will get any better.”

zuickly realiCing his words had done little to lix Attentive’s 
spirits, he soxened his approach. 

“Think about it this way. If God were to bring every sinner to 
repentance, then your thoughts would be consumed with how 
good the world is rather than how bad, right?”

Attentive thought about it and nodded. Then Wise continued. 
“You’re struggling with why the world has to be so bad. 

However, I bet if the world was full of only good, you would lix 
your voice to the heavens with praise! 4an you imagine living in 
such a world that makes you want to shout with praise?”

 “Oh, yes!” Attentive said enthusiastically. “I’ve prayed long 
and hard for that eKact world. But I fear it’s like you said3 it will 
only get worse before it gets any better.”

“Let’s not come to that conclusion just yet,” Wise interjected. 
“God has the hearts of men in His hand and can change them 
from worse to better and the times from bad to good. Scripture 
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tells us that God gives long life to those who do good, especially 
to those who are capable of serving Him in this world.” 

Wise believed that in his heart, but then remembered what 
had happened yesterday and sighed deeply. 

“NeKt to God and His wonderful creation, it’s those who shine 
God’s light that make this world a beautiful place to live in.” 

“Amen to that!” Attentive said, feeling somewhat encouraged 
while also noticing Wise’s sudden change of countenance. “I’m 
curious though. Why did you sigh? Do you now share my same 
concerns about the state of our world?”

Wise gave a comforting smile. “Like you, I’m also concerned 
about how bad the world has become, but no, that’s not why I 
sighed.” 

His then took on a more serious tone. “I sighed when I thought 
about the town bell ringing for a man who died yesterday.”

Attentive’s face changed with startling suddenness. “Why, I 
hope your neighbor, Mr. Goodman, is not dead! Although I 
heard he had had been sick.”

“No, no, he’s fine,” Wise said, shaking his head. “Had it been 
him, I wouldn’t be concerned as I am right now. If he had died, 
my only concern would be that the world had lost a light.” 

Tears welled up in the old man’s eyes, although he wasn’t sure 
why. 

“The man I’m concerned about was never any good and, 
therefore,  is  not  only  dead,  but  damned.  Like  it  says  in 
Revelation, he died twice, going from life to death and then 
from death to death. He went from a natural death to an eternal 
death.”5

Attentive now understood Wise’s concern. 
“Yes, to think about going from your deathbed to hell is 

frightening. Please tell me, Wise, who was this man, and why do 
you consider him damned?” 

“Well, I’d be happy to share his story with you this morning if 
you have time.”
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Attentive had nothing but time today. As a matter of fact, he 
had planned on clearing the rest of his day anyway. Besides, 
he had a real sense that spending time with Wise would lix his 
spirits3 it had already.

“Absolutely!” he said, keenly interested. “I really want to hear 
more about this man’s life. Perhaps God will use his story to both 
teach and encourage me.”

Teach, yes. EncourageQwell, Wise was not so sure.

5. Revelation 258



Chapter Two

A Horrifying End

T he two men walked over to a nearby tree and sat down 
underneath it on a bright patch of green grass that was 

shielded from the morning dew. A cool summer breeze and the 
shade from the big tree provided relief from the bright morning 
sun. It was a comfortable and pleasant morning for such a hard 
conversation, but Attentive was eager to hear more about this 
man whom Wise considered to be damned.

“The name of the man who passed is Mr. Badman,” Wise said 
as he recalled the story. “He’s lived in our town for quite some 
time and died yesterday. But the reason I’m so concerned about 
his death is not because he was a family member or that any 
good died with him. Far from it! As I mentioned before, my fear 
is that he died two deaths at once.”

Attentive could relate to that fear. In fact, he had spent most 
of the last night thinking about this very topic. 

“I know what you mean, and to tell you the truth, it’s utterly 
terrifying to have the grounds to even consider anyone dying 
like this. But as difficult as it is for us to think about the death of 
the ungodly, to die in such a state has to be more dreadful and 
fearful than we can even imagine.”

Both men remained sunk in thought for a full minute; then 
Attentive broke the silence. 
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“If we had no soul and our state was not truly immortal, 
then I guess it wouldn’t matter so much. But the fact is, we are 
spiritual beings appointed to live forever. It’s sad and horrifying 
to think about falling into the hands of an intelligent, discerning 
being who will extract His justice then dispose of us into the 
dismal dungeon of hell. But that’s exactly the punishment our 
sin deserves.”

Wise nodded his agreement. 
“If you understand the value and significance of one man’s 

soul, how can you not be overcome with grief when you hear 
of an unbeliever’s death? Like you said, we’re spiritual beings 
destined to live forever. This is what makes it such a weighty 
punishment.”

As a believer, this fact was obvious to Wise and, quite frankly, 
scary. For a damned soul to have the capacity to understand why 
they’re being punished amid their torment was a lot to take in. 

“You see, Attentive, a‘er one’s death, the soul of the damned 
encounters both knowledge and understanding. In other words, 
they experience profound sorrow for their punishment and, at 
the same time, realize why they’re being tormented.”

Wise caught the young man’s questioning gaze. “Let me see if 
I can clarify what I’m trying to say,” he said with a slight smile. 
“First, the damned will ask, —Why am I being tormented like 
this?’ They will easily find their answer in that corrupt and filthy 
thingffsin. And now their sin combined with their punishment 
will greatly increase their suSering.

“:econdly, they will ask, —How long will I be punished like 
this?’ But as quickly as they ask, they will understand this to be 
their eternal state. And that, too, will once again greatly increase 
their suSering. 

“Finally, they will ask, —What more have my sins caused me to 
lose besides my present comfort and peace?’ Their answer will 
come quicklyJ —I’ve lost a relationship with God, Cesus 8hrist, the 
saints, and angels and a share in heaven and eternal life.’ This, 
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too, will greatly increase the suSering of these poor, damned 
souls.flAnd this, I believe, is the case with Badman.”

Attentive shuddered at the thought. “It’s terrifying to think of 
ever coming into such a state as hell! No one alive today fully 
knows what the torments of hell actually are. Even the word 
—hell’ itself sounds dreadful.”

Wise just nodded quietly. To believers like him and Attentive, 
the very name of “hell” did sound truly dreadful. He couldn’t 
imagine what the place was actually like, and he certainly didn’t 
want to spend time this morning discussing the punishments 
in icted on those damned there for eternity. For some reason, 
though, he thought it might be a hard topic to avoid.



Chapter Three

A Wicked Beginning

A ttentive  had  to  admit  that  Wise  had  awakened  his 
curiosity. He hadn’t known Badman, but felt a strange 

feeling that the stage was now set for a much larger and most 
likely disturbing story. He knew it would also be true because 
Wise was not one to spread rumors or cast such dire aspersions 
lightly, especially without proof.

He plucked a blade of grass and stuck it between his teeth. 
“My good friend, I have plenty of time this morning, so please 

tell me why you think Badman has gone to hell.”
“I’ll try to tell you everything I know,” he said, “but first, do you 

know which of the Badmans I’m referring to?”
Attentive looked puzzled because he didn’t know any of them. 

“Why, was there more than one?”
“Oh yes, quite a few in fact, including many siblings all raised 

by godly parents, which makes it even sadder.”
“Which one was it who died?”
“The eldest, both old in years and old in sin. But like it says in 

the book of Isaiah, even the sinner who lives to a hundred is still 
cursed.”1

“So what makes you think this particular Badman has gone to 
hell?”
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“Well, there are many reasons, but to sum it up, his death was 
similar to how he lived—wickedly and fearfully.”

“Do you know how he died?”
“I was there when he died, but” Wise stared out at the field 

before them, motionless, his face like granite, “for as long as I 
live, I never want to see another person die like he did.”

 Attentive had been at the bedside of friends and family 
in their last moments on Earth. All were Christians and their 
passing was peaceful. Wise seemed to refer to something much 
different, much darker. 

“Tell me about it,” he urged cautiously.
“I will…but I want to present his story in an orderly fashion, 

beginning with his life and then working our way toward his 
death. I believe a better understanding of how he lived will help 
you make more sense of his death.”

Attentive nodded, thinking that sounded logical. “Did you 
know him well?” 

Wise gave a sigh of despair. “It feels like I’ve known him 
forever. You see, I was already a man when he was a boy, so I 
witnessed his entire life.”

Attentive quickly interrupted. “Please be as brief as you can 
about his life, because I really want to hear about how he died.”

“I’ll certainly do my best,” he responded with a slight grin, 
knowing his young friend to be respectful but also a little 
impatient. 

Wise paused briefly to consider how to undertake this very 
tragic yet interesting story. He decided it was best to begin with 
Badman’s horrible childhood. 

“Well, to start, his childhood was the very foreshadowing of 
evil, a warning that nothing good, in all likelihood, would come 
of it.”

As soon as the words leK his mouth, he knew it sounded 
dramatic, but it was nonetheless true. So he resumed his story. 
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“Even as a child, he was inclined to do bad things, proving he 
was notoriously infected with original sin. It was so bad that it 
affected his entire nature. I’m confident this bad behavior was 
not learned from his parents, nor was he allowed to socialize 
with other children and learn their bad behavior. Actually, it was 
quite the opposite. Whenever he was around other children, 
he was the one teaching them profanity and being the poor 
e‘ample. All the other children considered him the ringleader, 
!a master sinner,’ they would say.”

Attentive thought it unfair to assume a child’s bad behavior 
was directly related to bad parenting. That was certainly the 
case at times, but there were still many other mitigating factors. 
Overall, it was an unfair assessment. Despite that, there was 
something else Wise said that bothered him.

“From what you’ve said, it sounds like Badman was a wicked 
child, which certainly proves he was corrupt and polluted in his 
very nature. But can I speak freely, Wise?” 

“Of courseJ” Wise said without hesitation.
“I believe all children are born into this world polluted by 

original sin. And oKen their youthful indiscretions, especially 
as a child, happen because they’re naturally inclined to sin, not 
because they’re following a bad e‘ample set by others. I’m not 
suggesting that we don’t learn to sin by following the e‘ample 
of others—we do. But it’s not the root cause. I believe it’s our 
natural tendency to evil behavior—in other words, the sin that 
lives within us. I believe it’s in Mark, where 2esus said that our 
evil thoughts come from within our own hearts.”3

Wise beamed with satisfaction at seeing this young man 
whom he’d mentored over the years growing in his faith. He was 
gaining a good grasp of Scripture, and Wise wanted to encourage 
his efforts.

“I’m so glad to hear you say this, and I couldn’t agree moreJ 
The Bible certainly backs this up in 2ob when it compares man 
being born as a sinner to an ignorant wild donkey and then again 
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in Ezekiel when it compares a sinner to a newborn flailing about 
in their blood. Neither are aware of their sinful nature.j 

“What’s more, in biblical times, the firstborn was offered to 
the Lord by being redeemed at one month old. This was clearly 
before a child could even think of imitating another’s sin. And 
we know that by one man’s sin, -udgment came on all, and for 
this reason, all have sinned.

“Some might have us think Christ did away with original sin 
by His death on the cross. This is completely false and not found 
in Scripture anywhere. Also, if this were true, salvation through 
Christ would be impossible. Salvation is received only once we 
recognize how sinful we actually areJ”

Wise was getting worked up, and he knew it. He always did 
when he thought of the gospel message being perverted.

“There are other valid points we could make, but since 
we both agree, I think the evidence supports our discussion. 
But,” he said quite adamantly, with a quick wink to his friend, 
“if someone were to come along who disagreed and wanted 
to challenge us…well, then we’ll be ready with even stronger 
arguments for them, that is,  if  they’re an adversary worth 
debating.” 

Attentive grinned at the old man’s confidence. However, truth 
be told, he would relish the opportunity to see his mentor in a 
heated debate over Scripture. 

“Earlier you mentioned that Badman was considered the 
ring6leading sinner or, as I believe you called him, !the master 
sinner.’ But this seems like an overgeneralization. Can you be 
more specific about his childhood sins?”

Attentive was right. It was an overgeneralization to simply 
claim that someone was bad as a child and now they’ve gone 
to hell. The fact is, we’re all sinful at birth. But the entirety 
of Badman’s wicked life, which Wise would eventually get to, 
proved to be so much more.



A WICGED BExINNINx 1j

He leaned against the tree and wondered where to begin. 
Then it hit him, and he knew.

1. Isaiah 5:730
3. Mark 731
j. 2ob 11713, Ezekiel 15733


