The Confession
George woke up expecting a normal Sunday morning: wake up at 5, eat a sandwich, get dressed, and head to the church for work. But instead, as he checked the time and date, he realized today was the anniversary of the day. He decided to brush it off as if nothing happened ten years ago. As he was spreading the jam on his bread, suddenly he was back, hearing his mom scream, he could feel the blades of grass cutting his feet as he ran away. 
“Go away, go away” , he said this repetitively for the next nine seconds, but that didn't work. Usually, it only took about 9 seconds, today it took eighteen. George knew this day was going to be a weird day. The drive over to church felt awkward, even though George was alone. He hopped out of his car and saw a woman running with her dog. The woman looked exactly like his old neighbor from before the accident. There he was again, feeling the heat on his body, touching the burning metal. “Go away, go away” he said without fail for twenty four seconds.
“Hello George,” the other priest from his church was parked right next to him, “how are you doing this wonderful morning?”
George thought about how gloomy and muddy it actually was, but he didn't say that. “Henry!” He said, "I'm doing well, and you?”
“Well you know how it goes.” 
They both chuckled at the exact same pace. It was one of those laughs where nothing was really funny, you're just both being polite. 
George walked in the building still feeling off. He sat in the confessional booth, you're on the wrong side, he thought. I've worked here for nine years, I know which side I'm supposed to be on, he answered himself. 
George sat in his own thoughts for two hours, until a young girl walked in, 
she said “Father Benedict,” she said “I cheated on my math homework, I looked at Sam's paper.” She said it so innocently, “Please forgive me Father.”
Once she left, George remembered how his brother would always cheat off him. Proof that he never had any life to live, he thought. George's brother was in prison, he'd been there since the accident.
In the middle of his shift a man came into his booth. He looked oddly familiar. The man said to George “Father Benedict, I must confess…”
“What is it my son?” he started to feel a weird sensation in his body. 
“Ive been lying to everyone, even God. I've even convinced myself,” he started to sob, “I swear man, I thought she got out. It's not my fault she didn't live,” his voice was cracking as he spoke. 
The man's voice was so familiar, almost too familiar. 
Do your job, George, do your job, he thought. “The Lord forgives you,” George said aloud, but he didn't truly believe it.
The man left, and George sat alone for another fifteen minutes, thinking. Was it my fault? No, Tony burned our house down… I should've told the police the truth. No, I did what I had to do.
The same man from before walked into the booth again, “Father, I need to finish my confession” he said,
“Im here,” George replied.
“I . . . I set fire to my childhood home. I killed m . . . my mother.”
The man was silent for the next minute. 
George couldn't help but think, What the hell, I gotta get out of here. He was supposed to be a priest and all-forgiving, but in all of his years, he'd never heard anything so similar to what happened that night. 
The man continued his voice shaking “Y . . . you . . . you have to understand I had too much on the line. I was studying to work in the church, and I had just bought my first home. I . . . I couldn't go to jail,” he was talking so fast he couldn't catch his breath, “it's not my fault.” 
The man was quiet again. This time the silence was so loud. George started to remember. Tony burned the house down, not you.
George kept trying to convince himself, but finally the man said, “I didn't burn the house down, Father, you did”.
George was astonished, he looked into the other side of the booth, but no one was there. No one had been there.











