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THE SECRET OF THE CON-

FESSIONIL.
About the year 1790, Father Frank

Fitzgraham was parish priestof-a large
church in Dublin. His elder brother
who had resigned a captaincy iu the
French army to escapethe terrors of the
Revolution then bresking ont,bad taken
up hi. abode with their widowed mother.
The captain who bad led a rather loose
life, engendered, no doubt, by hie army
habits, about this time becarme enamored
of a very cbarming young lady,.snd had
about concluded ta set..le down, i which
resolution he was encouraged by his
mother sud Father ·Frank. Unfortu-
nately, there. was a rival mitor ibthe
way, and it was not long before a deadly
hale spruug up between the tw mon.

Wbat the resmit <'f bis snroity Was.
we sball let Father Frank tell in his own
words :

"One nigbt 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 lifelea body of my broth-
er's rival was found in a loneaome
atreet; he had been stabbed to the heart.
As bis sword was still in ita srabbard le
had evidently not been killed in a duel,
and although bis coat and vest were torn
open, his watch and valuables -were un-
toucbed, so it was certain that robbery
was not the motive for the crime.

"What then could it be but revenge?
Suspicion at once pointed to my unfor-
tunate brother, wbo was forthwith seized
and thrown into prison, nd as the evi-
dence was strong against him be was in.
dicted for the murder, and bail was re-
fused. .

"II muet confes that I myself was
incined te believe him guilty, the more
so as it was found that the poinetof bis
sword was broken-although he denied
all knowledge of it-but our dear old
mother, although deeply affected, stoutly
asserted his innocence, and had no fear
of hie acquittal.

" My brother bore himelf with a Chris-
ian fortitude which was quite impres

sive, and steadily maintained bis entire
innocence of the crime.

" It was the Lenten season, and when
I mounted ·the pulpit on Good Friday
night to preach on the Passion my mind
involuntarily reverted te the coming
Eater term of the Court. In my faucy
I.saw my brother standing before the
jury as our Lord stood beforeo Caiphas
and Pilate. The agony in the garden,
the unjust accuestions, the ignominy of
a public trial, the terror of a shameful
and horrible death, rose before me with
the vividness of an actual occurrence.
My soul was torn with anguish, and in
that moment my brother' innocence
was revealed to me. I was deeply moved
as I described the aorrows of our Blessed
Lady îtandirig at the foot of the cross,
for it was m'y mother's form I saw there,
and it was ber head that was bowed in
grief. My voice choked with sobs, and
as I left the pulpit there was scarcely 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 ho
heard.

"Shall I ever forget that night, and
the terrible etory there revealed1 After
long hesitation my penitent confessed
that he bad committed a murder. He
had beon employed in a bank which was
the agent of a lottery, Among the
tickets, he had sold one te au acquaint-
suce, whom he saw fold it careleesly and
place it in his veut pocket.

" A few days after, the drawing of the
lottery reached 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 uight, before any one knew of the
prie, he waylaid bis friend, snd after
murdening hlm, robbed him fe the ticket,
which he presented to a bank through a
broker, under pretext that the owner did1
not wish ta be known.1
. "After this horrible confession, I began1
te question my penitent of the time and9
circumstances of the murder, until:it
gradually dawned upon me-slowly at
frst, then surely and ummistakably-thst
I vas face to face withi the murderer oft
muy br-other's rival. va

"My firt imipulse wsto thank God.
fervently, but the next moment the
Ioughî t f y duty ross before 'me, sud

1felt the awfulness of my pomition. L.
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was worn ont by the fatigues of the day.
and the strain was too great. I uttered
one cry of anguiah and swooned.

" When I recovered my senses I found
myself supported by my penitent. We
were alone, all alone, in the church, and
in almost utter darkness. I turned my
face towards him and cried out: SlUn-

fortunate man1 My brother in suffering
for your crime.'

"'What PI ho almost shrieked, 'you-
you are a brother of Captain Fitzgra-
ham?,

''Yes I replied, 'and the son of bis
mother, whose aged head is bowed with
sorrow almost to the grave'

"' 1Merciful heaven l' he exclaimed.
and I bave confessed my guilt to you1

But you will not betray me 1You dare
not, for yon are bound by the seal of oon-
fesion.'

"' AisI!' I replied, '1I know it but too
wel, but I cannot see my brother diel'

''' And I,' heanswered, 'do you think
I want to die, now that I am rich ? Oh
no! Swear te me by the Blessed Sacra-
ment whioh now reste in the Repository
that you will never reveal what yon
bave thisnight heard.'

" He laid his hand on my sleeve as he
spoke, but I disengaged myself, and sois-
ing him, held him firmly in my grasp as
1 replied:

"'I have taken an oath beforeeGod,
and that I will keep. But I owe you
none. norwill I take one for you!

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

"' Moet me nere to-morrow night with-
out fail. In the meanwhile I will learn
what I must do te reconcile my duties
as a brother and a priest. At al events
you will be afe to go and come.'

" He wa gilne ; and Ietaggered toamy
room, where 1 threw myself on my bed,
but not to sleep. The one thought was
constantl - before me: What could I do?
How could I keep my priestly oath and
at the samie time ave my brother from
the scaffold? At daybreak I arose and
wrote to my Bishop, relating al the cir-
cumstances-without giving my peni-
tent' name-and aukmg for advice in
my great trouble.

"The answer came promptly-: Be.
your penitent again; point out -to him
that he la about te commit another and
more dreadful crime. Beg him td ao-s
knowledge his guilt or at lat to make
such a declaration as wil save your
brother. How or before whom such a
declaration is to be made, I leave to your
disoretion, but it muet be voluntary and
without compulsion. But should the
man refuse, should Almighty God not
give yo the grace to move his heart, it
will be becase he has other ends li
view for both you and your brother, and
we must bow to His holy Wil. No ue>
much less a priest, hua the right te ques-
tion His action. In this case,.my dear
son, your duty i the more painful, but
9one the ]es plain: Yon can only pray
snd d eth.1nt..

I read ths lotter again and again,
ad resolved te follow the advice as that
of our ord Himeeif.

I wa ail impatience to see my1
brother, se greatly did my conscience re-
proach me for the unjust-suspicions I
had previously entertained:- I hastened
te the- prison and even before we were
alone, I threw myself into hie arma.
'Pardon me, my-dear brother-I cried,
' that I should have doubted yon. Yon
are innocent! I know it;now, I know it.'
'Thank Godl' ho exclaimed fervently
and bowing bis hesd the .stroiig man whoi
had endured my susnicions without mur.1
muring wept like a child.

"When he had somewhat recovered he.I
began to.ply me with questions. 'Howl

Las my innocence been establiahedt
When shall I he released?'-

"Need I sy what anguish these simple
questions caused me? I ought to have
been prepared for them, but now I knew
not what to answer. I mumbled, I know
not what, about being able to prove, and
fdnally withdrew, leavmg my brother de.
premsed and Le le.s by my imprudent
words, which bbraaed bis hopes only to
dah them to the ground again. I dared
not go home, asI fearod to face my
mother, so I %peut part of the day in
church and thon walked the atreeta until
the hoir appointed for meeting my peni-
tent. I Lad to wait soue little Lime, and
began to fear he would not come, when 1
maw him enter the church. He looked
furtively about him, as though sus-
ilnious of some trap, and when called

him,he started and his band uncon-
sciously sought a hidden weapon under
Lis oloak. When asaured we were alone
ho wanted to enter the confesaional.

«'Come to my bouse,' I said. 'There
we can talk more freely and withont in-
terruption.,

" He looked at me suspiciously, 'I1
prefer the confessional,'lhe replied ; 'it
in more sacred.'

"'A priest is the same everywhere,' I
continued ; 'had I wished to betray you,
you would Lave been arrested are this.'

"'But you have a brother tosave!'1
"'True, but. I have also a soul to lme.,
" e looked at me steadily, seemed to

hositate a moment, thon took my arm,
and weleft the church together.

" What passed between us at my
house it were Lard to teiL No two men,
probably, ever bad a similar conversa
ion. .I began to speak of my brother

and the terrible injustice for an
innocent man to die on the scaf-
fold. He admitted it was undoubtedly
very sad, but at the same time inevita
ble, as ho was not dieposed to suffer for
the crime ho had oommitted. I described.
our aged mother and spoke of ber an-
guish; he remained ao unmoved that
one might doubt whether he ever knew
what it was te Lave amother. The man
was a brute with two instincts; greed
and self preservation. As I found him
susceptible to fright the provions even-
ing, 1 now apoke to him of hell, sud of
the terrible reckoning hi would one day
bave to give. That -moved him, and ho
at length broke into tears, and offored
me one, two, three hundred pounds if I
would give him absolution.

IL were vain to try to persuade him to
gve himself up; beaides, I vas not sure
that may conscience vould shlow me se
to advise him. I therefore tried to per-
suade him that ho might save my
brother without risk to himself, and pro
posed that hoe should go toe soine foreign
country, and thera, in presence of wit.
nesses, make a deolaration in wbich ho
avowed his guilt, giving such particular.
as would carry conviction to the mind
of the judge. But no, the man -had no
faith in any ane, and feared the witnes
would betray him, and in some way de-
liver him u p to justice.

"Wbat I suffered at that interview it
would be impcssible to tell. I argued
and pleaded, and listened with a patience
of which I wonld not have believed my-
self capable. But I was playing for a
heavy stake, and would attempt any-
thing to Win it.

Once-for a moment oly-I lost sight
Of My boly office.: Wearied with fight-
ing this selflsh-nature, I turned on him,
and tthreatened to give-him up. He
drew a knife, but.I wrenched it from iis
graap asif he wre a child, and threw it
into the .street, but the next miiute,
covered with-shame, I oat myself at hia
fet, land begged his pardon.

It was, all of no use; -the-man Lai no
more heart than s wild beasat I

"At daybreak w parted,.after a'night.

cf unav''""lgeffort on my p rt. Thon
I threw 'mysulf oun my bed, utterly'ex-
hausted fer I-had no closed my eyes
for forty-eight hours. It was not long
before tired nature suocumbed, and I
foul aleep.

"When I awoke my mother ws
standing by my bedaide, pale and agi-
tated. I feared that I might have talked
ln my sleep and trumbled lest my fatal

mecret had escaped me. Thanks be to
God, it was not sol But I had sald
enough for ber to suspect that I knew
sometbng. I had.poken of my broth.
er's innocence as certain; I had talked
with the real murderer, but without re.
vealing him name or how I made hisac.
guaintance. My mother began to qus.
tion me, but finding me dumb to all she
asked she at irt heaped on me the
most (iter reproaches, and thon, break-
ing down, begged me, while the tsars
ceursed devu ber cheokm, by ail that I
beld dear and acred, to restore to her
her darling boy. How long this painful
interview migbt have iated I1canot
say, but it wa happily interrupted by a
Sail frein tbe Biahop, and my mocher
withdrew so that we might be aone.

"I told him all that lhad happened
ince the previoum night; ho listened

wih tears ln bis eyjes, holding my bands
in 'is, and spemking word eo encour-
agement . Sddenly ho cried out.
Thank a e to ed ! my son you

are in a high foyer. Almighty U' Wo
values your sacrifice, senda Ibis aicknees
te .pare you for a time from mental an-
guish. From this moment yon are no
longer responaible for what youe ay, but
I, to whom yon bave confidedlyour secret,
am, and since you aannot keep guard
over yourself, your Bishop will remain
and watoh you.'

IIt was true; and for more than a
week, day or night, he never left my
bedoide, and while I was in the delirium
of fover, he allowed no one to enter my
room, not even my mother. When the
delirium left me and I recovered con-
sciouanes, 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 prayers 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 hie repeated
assertions of innocence had gained him
many friends, and there were fears of a
revolt for which Ireland was then ripe.

IBat nothing occurred to interrupt
the fatal proceedings, and my poor
brother was hanged in chaine, as a noble-
man unworthy of hi rank. Before the
execution his sword was broken before
hi& eyes and our family arma destroyed.

My mother did not long survive him;
she seemed completely broken-hearted,
and a week later she was united to her
martyred son. At the last, when ber
soul was about leaving its earthly tene-
ment, the Bishop, who had been most
attentive to ber, leaned over and whis-
pered somethmg in uer ear ; joy lit up her
face as ahe raieed her eyes to heaven.
Then she bookoned to me, whom she had
refused to see since the day of the execu-
tion, bse pressed me in her wasted arma,
covered me with caresses and tears, call-
ed me ber saintly boy, her blessed one,
her martyr, and begged me to blessa her,
and passed from earth bresthing thaunk
te God for all Hie meroies.

-Some years after my brother's in-
nocence was fuly establihed, as the
murderer on hie death-bed madepublie
acknowedgment of hie guilt. Hsdhe
not, I could not now be he telling the
story of hia crime.-Catholio Home a-

'ual.

OPEN AS DAY.
It is 'gven to every physician, the,

formula of Soott'a Emulsion being no
secret; but no successful imitation bas
ever been offered to the public. Only
years of experience and study can pro-
duce the best.

DRYGO DEEMPORIUM.
Dry Goodesand Mllinery.
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