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THE SECRET OF THE CON-
~FESSIONAL.

About the year 1790, Father Frank
Fitzgraham was parish priest of -« large
church in Dublin. His elder brother,
who had resigned a captaincy in the
French army to escape the terrorsof the
Revolution then bresking out,had taken
up his abnde with their widowed mother.

The captain who had led a rather loose |

life, engendered, no doubt, by his srmy
habits, about this time became enamo:
of a very charming young lady, and had
about concluded to set.le down, in which
resolution he was encouraged by his
mother and Father -Frank. Unfortu-
nately, there. was a rival suitor in the
way, and it was not Jong before a deadly
hate sprung up between the two men,

What the result of this enmity was.
we shall let Father Frank tell in his own
words : .

“One night my brother and his rival
happened to meet at a club ; words passed
between them, and the intervention of
friends alone prevented them coming to
blows. They were separated, and two
hours later the lifeless body of my broth-
ers rival was found in a lonerome
street ; he had been atabbed to the heart.
As his sword was still in its seabbard be
had evidently not been killed in a duel,
and althongh his coat and vest were torn
open, his watch and valuables -were un-
touched, 50 it was certain that xcbbery
was not the motive for the crime.

“What then could it be but revenge ?
Suspicion at once pointed to my unfor-
tunate brother, who was forthwith seized
and thrown into prison, and as the evi-
dence wus atrong against him he was in-
dicted for the muxder, and bail was re-
fused. . .

“1 must oonfess that I myself was
inclined to believe him guilty, the more
80 as it was found that the point! of his
sword was broken—althongh he denied
all knowledge of it—but our dear old
mother, although deeply affected, stoutly
aaserted his innocence, and had no fear
of his acquittal.

%My brother bore himaself with a Chris-

tian fortitude which was quite impres

sive, and steadily maintained his entire
innogence of the crime.

“ It was the Lenten season, and when
I monnted - the pulpit on Good Friday
night to preach on the Passion my mind
involuntarily reverted to the coming
Easter term of the Court. In my fancy
I .saw my brother standing before the
jury as our Lord stood before Caiphas
and Piate. The agony in the garden,
the unjust accusations, the ignominy of
& public trial, the terror of & shameful
and horrible death, rose before me with
the vivid1ness of an sotual ocourrence.
My soul was torn with anguish, and in
that moment my brother’s innocence
was revealed to me. I was deeply moved
a8 I described the sorrows of our Blessed
Lady standing at the foot of the cross,
for it was my mother’s form I saw there,
and it was her head that was bowed in
grief. My voice choked with sobs, and
as I left the pulpit there was scarce'y a
dry eye in the congregation.

“ From the pulpit I went to the con-
fessional, where I remained until late,
and was just about leaving when another
penitent entered and begged to be
heard.

“Shall I ever forget that night, and
the terrible story there revealed! After
long hesitation my penitent confessed
that he had committed a murder. He
had been employed in a bank which was
the agent of a lottery, Among the
tickets, he had sold one to an acquaint-
ance, whom he saw fold it carelessly and
place it in his vest pocket. '

“ A few days after, the drawing of the
lottery rsached the bank late in the
evening, and my penitent found that
that ticket, of which he remembered the
number, had drawn a prize of £2,000:
The lust of gold seized on his soul, and
that night, before any one knew of the
prize, he waylaid his friend, and after
murdering him, robbed bim of the ticket,
which he presented to & bank through a
broker, under pretext that the owner did
not wish to be known.

.. ““After this horrible confesaion, I began
to question my penitent of the time and
circumstances of the murder, until.it

- gradually dawned upon me—slowly at
first, then surely and nnmistakably—that
I was face to face with the murderer of

_my brother's rival. o :

- My first imnulse was -tb‘thah];: God |
* fervently, but the mnext moment the’

thought of my duty ross before me,and
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was worn ont by the fatignes of the day,
and the strain was too great. I utt
one ory of angnish and ewooned.

“ When I reoodvelr)ed my uenseu_m It fo%d
myself supported by my penitent, We
wgre along, all alone, in the church, and
in almost ntter darkness. I turned my
face towards him and oried ont: ‘Un-
fortunate man! My brother is suffering
for your crime.’

% What I’ he almost shrieked, ‘ yon—
you are a brother of Captain Fitzgra-
bam ¥ .

% 4Yea,’ I raplied, ‘and the son of his
mother, whoee aged head is bowed with
sorrow almoet to the grave. .

¢ ¢ Mercifal heaven!’ he exclaimed,
‘and I have confessed my guilt to you!
But you will not betray me! You dare
not, for you are bound by the seal of con-
fecsion.’ .

“¢Alas!’ I replied, ‘ I know it but too
well, but I cannot see my brother die!’

*“*'And I,” heanswered, ‘ do you think
I want to die, now that I am rich? Oh
no! Swear to me by the Blessed Sacra-
ment which now rests in the Repository
that you will never reveal what yon
bave this night heard.’

“ He laid his hand on my sleeve a8 he
apoke, but I disengaged myself, and seiz-
ing him, held bim firmly in my grasp as
I replied:

“¢T have taken an oath before God,
and that I will keep. But I owe you
none, nor will I take one for you.

“ He was but a child in my grasp; and
feeling his helplessness, he began to
tremble and to weep. I pushed him to-
wards the door of the church, saying at
the same time: . .

“ * Meet me here to-morrow night with-
out fail. In the meanwhile I will learn
what I must do to reconcile my duties
a8 a brother and a priest. Atall eventa
you will he safe to go and come.’

“ Heo was gune ; and Ietaggered to my
room, where I threw myself on my bed,
but not to sleep. The one thought was
constantl - before me: What conld I do?
How could I keep my priestly oath and
at the same time save my brother from
the scaffold? At daybreak I arose and
wrote to my Bishop, relating ali the cir-
cumstances—without giving my peni-
tent’s name—and asking for advice in
my great trouble,

““The answer came promptly: Bee
your penitent again; point out to him
that he is about to commit another and
more dreadfnl orime. Beg him td ac-
knowledge his guilt or at least to make
such a declaration as will save your
brother. How or before whom such a
deolaration 18 to be made, I leave to your
discretion, but it must be voluntary and
without compulsion. But shounld the
man refuss, should Almighty God not
give you the grace to move his heart, it
will be hecause he has other ends in
view for both you and your brother, and
we must bow to His holy Will.  Noone,
‘much less a priest, has the right to guee-
tion His action. In this case, my dear
son, your duty is the  more painful, but
none the Jess plain: You can only pray
and be silent.” :

“Iread this letler again and again,
and resolved to follow the advice as that
of our Lord Himeelf. :

“] was all impatience to see my
brother, 8o greatly did my conscience re-
proach me for the unjust-suspicions I
'had previously entertained.- I hastened
to the' prison and even before we wera

alone, I threw myself into .his :arms.’

‘Pardon me, my -dear brother -] oried,
‘that I should have doubted -yon. Yon
are innocent! X knowitnow,I know it.’
‘Thank God! he exclaimed. fervently
and bowing his head the strong man who

bad endured my susnicions without mur-

felt the awfulness of my poaition..-I. began to.ply me with questions.’

muring wept like a.ohild. SR
“ When he bad somewhat xecovered he

'..How' :

bas my innocence been established ?

ered | When shall I be released ?”

“Need I say what anguish these simple
questions caused me ? I ought to bave
been prepared for them, but now I knew
not what to answer, I mumbled,Iknow
not what, about being able to prove, and
finally withdrew, leaving my brother de-
pressed and h::?leas by my imprudent
words, which had raised his hopes only to
dash them to the ground again. I dared
not go home, a8 I fi to face my
mother, 80 I spent part of the day in
church and then walked the atreets until
the hour appointed for meeting my peni-
tent. I had to wait some little time, and
began to fear he wounld not come, when 1
saw him enter the church. He looked
furtively about him, as though sues-
picious of some trap, and when I called
him,he started and his hand uncon-
sciously sought s hidden weapon under
his cloak, When assured we were alone
he wanted to enter the confessionsl.

“‘Come to my house,’ I said. ¢ There
we can talk more freely and without in-
terruption.’

“ He looked at me suspiciously, ‘I
prefer the confessional,’ he replied; ‘it
is more sacred.’

' ‘A priest is the sume everywhere,’ 1
continued ; ‘had I wished to betray you,
you would have been arrested ere this.’

“*But you have & brother to aave!’

“ ‘True, but.I have ulso a soul to lose.’

' He looked at me steadily, seemed to
hesitate a moment, then took my arm,
and we left the church together.

“ What passed between us at my
house it were hard to tell. No two men,
probably, ever had a similar conversa-
tion. . I'began to speak of my brother
snd the terrible injustice for an
innocent msan to die on the socaf-
fold. He admitted it was undoubtediy
very sad, but at the same time inevita
ble, a8 he was not disposed to suffer for
the crime he had gommitted. I desoribed
our aged mother, and spoke of her an-
guish; he remained so unmoved that
one might doubt whether he ever knew
what it was to have a mother. The man
wag & braute with two instinots; greed
and self preservation. As I found him
susosptible to fright the previous even-
ing, 1 now spoke to him of hell, and of
the terrible reckoning he would one day
bave to give. That moved him, and bhe
at length broke into tears, and offered
me one, two, three hundred pounds if I
would give him absolation.

It were vain to try to persuade him to
give himself up; besides, I was not sure
that my consoience. would allow me so
to advise him. I therefore tried to per-
suade him that he might save my
brother without risk to himself, and pro
posed that he should go to soine foreign
country, and there, in presence of wit
nesses, make a declaration in which he
avowed his guilt, giving such partioulare
a3 would carry conviction to the mind
of the judge. But no, the man-bad no
faith in any one, and feared the witness
would betray him, and in some way de-
liver him up to justice,

“What I suffered at that interview it
would be impcasible to tell. I argued
and pleaded, and listened with a patience
of which I wonld not have believed my-
self capable. But I was playicg for a
heavy stake, and would attempt any-
thing to win'it. :

Oace—for & moment only—I lost sight
of my holy office.. . Wearied with fight-
ing this selfieh nature, I turned on him,
and - threatened - to give -bhim up. - He
-drew & knife, but I wrenched it from his
grasp &8s if he were & child; and:threw it

.Into- the street, but the next :minute,

:covered with-shame, I cast myself at his

-feet, and begged his pardon. .-
It: was-all of no use;- the-manhaino-

‘more heart than a wild beast! . -

“ At-dnybreak we paried, after a night |2
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of unavailing effort on my part. Then
I threw .myself on my bed, utterly ex-
hausted; for I had not closed my eyes
for forty-eight hours. It was not long
before tired natnre smooumbed, and |
fell anleep.

“When I awoke my mother was
standing by my bedside, pale and agi-
tated, I feared that I might hava talked
in my sleep and trembled lest my fatal
secrut had esoaped me. Thanks be to
God, it was not so! But I bad sald
enough for her to suspect that I knew
something. 1 had,spoken of my broth-
er's innocance as certain; I had talked
with the real murderer, but without re-
vealing his nsme or how I made his ac.
quaintance. My mother began to quee-
tion me, but finding me dumb to all she
asked, she at first heaped on me the
most bitter reproaches, and then, break-
ing down, begged me, while the tears
coursed down her cheeks, by all that I
held dear and sacred, to restore Lo her
her darling boy. How long this painful
interview might have lasted I cannot
say, but it was happily interrupted by a
ocall from- the Bishop, and my mother
withdrew so that we might be alone.

“I told him all that had happened
since the previous night; he listened
with tears in his eyes, holding my hands
in his, and spesking words of encour-
agement. Suddenly he cried out:
‘Thanks be to God! my son, you
are in a high fever. Almighty God, who
values your sacrifice, sends this siokness
to spare you lor a time from mental an-
guish., From this moment youn are no
longer responsible for what yon say, but
I,to whom you have confidedjyour secret,
am, and since you cannot keep guard
over yonrself, your Bishop will remain
and watoh you. .

. %It was true; and for more than n
week, day or night, he never left my
bedside, and while I was in the delirium
of fever, he allowed no one to enter my
room, not even my mother. When the
delirium left me and I recovered con-
scioueness, I was so weak that I had
scarcely strength to suffer. The Bishop
called on me every day, and when, at
length, the fatal morning of the execu-
tion came, we passed the time on our
knees repeating the prayera for the
dying. We were often interrupted by
the cries of the populace and the roll of
drume, for a large military force was
ordered out on duty, The Christian re-
signation of my brother and his repeated

"assertions of innocence had gained him

many friends, and there were fears of a
revolt for which Ireland was then ripe.

“Bat nothiog occurred to interrupt
the fatal proceedings, and my poor
brother was hanged in chains, a8 & noble-
man unworthy of his rank, Before the
execution his sword was broken before
his eyes and our family arms destroyed.

My mother did not long survive him;
she seemed completely broken-hesrted,
and a weok later she was united to her
martyred son. At the last, when her
goul was abont leaving its earthly tene-
ment, the Bishop, who had been most
attentive to her, leaned over and whis-
pered something in her ear ; joy lit up her
face a3 she raised her eyes to heaven.
Then she beckoned to me, whom ehe had
refused to see since the day of the execu-
tion, she pressed me in her wasted arms,
covered me with caresses and tears, call-
ed me her saintly boy, her blessed ons,
her martyr, and begged me to bless ber,
and passed from earth breathing thanks
to God for all His mercies. .

#Some years after my brother’s 1o-
nocence was fully established, as the
murderer on his death-bed made public
acknowledgment of his guiit. Had he
not, I could not now be be telling the
st.or{ of his crime.~Catholic Home An-
nual, :

OPEN AS DAY.

It iy given to every physician, the
formula of Scott’s Emulsion being 1o
secret ; but no succeseful imitation has
ever been offered- to the public. Only
years of experience and study oan pro-
duce the beat. .

W est-Eand
~ DRY GOODS EMPORIUM.
'Dry Goods and Millinery. ‘
Ladles’ and Children’s ‘Mantles.
. Dres¥ Goods,.all oolors. ' ,
Underwear in great yariety.

" Oarpe's and Oli-oloths, ',




