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When Father Fergus retired at age seventy-five, many in his parish breathed a sigh of relief. Though he was well liked they felt, when in the confessional, he could be rather strict and severe. When a major sin was revealed he asked questions...many questions. He wanted to get to the bottom of what was going on in their lives to cause them to commit this particular sin. He was proficient at finding the root cause and through discussion, prayer and a heavy penance, freeing the soul from the burden of their sin. In other words, Father Fergus was an excellent confessor.

It seems the priests in his parish and others, worked the confessional like a fast-food restaurant. You rattle off your sins into the window, he absolves you, and for penance it’s always, one Our Father, one Hail Mary and one Glory Be. And if you ask, you could probably get fries with that.

You knew if you were in Father Fergus’ confessional your minimum penance was one-hundred Hail Mary’s, and that was for jaywalking. There were no Happy Meals being served but there was truth and forgiveness being offered. Few people wanted to go to Father Fergus for confession, but ALL were relived and blessed when they did.

So in retirement he actually increased his hours hearing confessions. It was true that in his later years his patience was not what it used to be. He had no time for nonsense and he could be a little gruff or grumpy or as he thought of himself...feisty! But he was still an incredible instrument of the Holy Spirit and here are three instances of his unique gift.
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“Forgive me Father for I have sinned. It’s been four weeks since my last confession.”

A smartly dressed, middle aged man in a gray suit and red tie was speaking into the darkness of the confession window. Light beads of sweat trailed down his face from his hairline as he wiped away the tiny streams with a handkerchief. He was handsome enough for his age but one could see that, minus a few of the wisdom lines on his forehead, eyes and mouth, he had been quite handsome not too long ago.

So tell me son...what sins are on your heart today? How have you offended God?” The calm, low baritone voice floated out of the dark window.

The man took a deep breath and sighed. Well Father, about three weeks ago I was backing my car out of the driveway and I ran over Miss Lilly. And...she died instantly.”

The priest gasped loudly and leaned into the window. This is the kind of confession an elderly, bored priest dreams of. You can only hear about a teenagers impure thoughts so many times before it takes a toll on the mental fortitude in his profession. ‘Finally...a little juice.’ He thought.

“Oh my! How horrible.” The old priest exclaimed. “Did you not notice her in the rear-view mirror?” He asked excitedly.

“No Father...I couldn’t see her. She was asleep under the rear tire.” He answered.

“Asleep? Asleep in your driveway? What was wrong with this woman?”

“Oh...no...no Father.” The confessee stated. “Miss Lilly is our cat.”

“Thank the Lord...it was only a cat. You gave me quite a scare.” The priest took a thankful breath.

“Just a cat?” The man shot back. “Miss Lilly was seventeen years old and a big part of our family. She was twice as old as our oldest child and we loved her just as much as our children. Some days even more!”

Sensing the poor mans pain the priest recovered, “Of course, of course son. I didn’t mean it like that. I just meant if one had to chose between a human and a cat...well...you know...”

“Depends on the human.” The man snapped back quickly. “So the family wasn’t home at the time and when they arrived back at the house I...I uh...told them the mailman did it.”

“What?” The priest was quite surprised. “So you blamed the mailman? Wow...how could you do that? How could you pin such a deed on someone else?”

“Well yes...about that...I know that was also a sin so I was hoping you had some sort of...I dunno...a two for one sin count. Like...since both sins were related...can’t you just count it as one?”

Poor Father Fergus was now sweating and pulled out his own hanky to wipe his watery face.

“No son...it doesn’t work like that. It’s two separate sins. And your wife believed you?”

The sinner chuckled, “Oh yeah. She was already mad at the mailman because she claimed he was reading our mail. Some of our envelopes appeared to have been opened the last three months or so and they didn’t all seal back.”

“I see, I see.”

“I even came home for lunch one day and they were both sitting at the kitchen table having coffee. He was denying everything.” The cat killer explained. “But...seeing how I’m here and I’ve gone this far...to be honest with you Father...It was me that was opening her mail.” He admitted.

“What?” Father asked with a booming voice. ‘Why?”

Leaning in closer and speaking quieter he said, “I think she’s been having an affair. So...so I’ve been steaming open her cell phone bills and checking all the numbers for ones I don’t recognize.”

“And...and...what’s the scoop? I mean, uh, what did you find out?” He asked excitedly.

“Nothing. No strange numbers. Just the old hens she plays bridge with and my cell number. Say...now opening her mail wasn’t a sin, was it?”

“Of course it was.” The anxious priest sighed. “Okay then...is that the end...or do you have more?”

The man chuckled again. “Oh no...there’s more Father. The next week I was feeling bad about all that stuff so I took her out to a nice romantic dinner. She was dressed to the nines and we had a wonderful meal.”

The priest smiled in the dark. “Oh that’s great. Showing sorrow and contrition for your actions. Well done my boy.” He praised.

“Yeah...well...” The man squirmed and toweled off his sweat stained face. “You see I got pulled over for speeding, and I had a couple glasses of wine with dinner so I didn’t know if I would pass the DUI breath test thingy. So I tell my beautiful wife to unbutton a couple buttons on her blouse. You know...put the girls on display a little more. What could it hurt?”

The priest face was sweating and matching the sinner across from him, drop for drop. “Oh no son. Stupid move.”

“Yeah,  yeah Father, tell me about it. The cop asked how much I had to drink and I tell him a couple glasses of wine. I give my wife the nod and she leans over so the guy gets an eyeful and she whispers all sexy like, “Gee officer...isn’t there any way to avoid all that. Can’t you give him a warning?”

“And how did that go over?” The priest questioned.

“Like a fart in a space suit.” Was the answer. “So I blow into the machine and I’m fine...not even close to the line. So I get off the hook and it turns out she did that for nothing. But he writes my wife a ticket for prostitution saying she was trying to trade
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