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An innocent man is about to be executed.Only a guilty man can save him.For every innocent
man sent to prison, there is a guilty one left on the outside. He doesn’t understand how the
police and prosecutors got the wrong man, and he certainly doesn’t care. He just can’t believe
his good luck. Time passes and he realizes that the mistake will not be corrected: the authorities
believe in their case and are determined to get a conviction. He may even watch the trial of the
person wrongly accused of his crime. He is relieved when the verdict is guilty. He laughs when
the police and prosecutors congratulate themselves. He is content to allow an innocent person
to go to prison, to serve hard time, even to be executed.Travis Boyette is such a man. In 1998, in
the small East Texas city of Sloan, he abducted, raped, and strangled a popular high school
cheerleader. He buried her body so that it would never be found, then watched in amazement as
police and prosecutors arrested and convicted Donté Drumm, a local football star, and marched
him off to death row.Now nine years have passed. Travis has just been paroled in Kansas for a
different crime; Donté is four days away from his execution. Travis suffers from an inoperable
brain tumor. For the first time in his miserable life, he decides to do what’s right and confess.But
how can a guilty man convince lawyers, judges, and politicians that they’re about to execute an
innocent man?From the Hardcover edition.

"The Confession is the kind of grab-a-reader-by-the-shoulders suspense story that demands to
be inhaled as quickly as possible. But it's also a superb work of social criticism in the literary
troublemaker tradition of Upton Sinclair's "The Jungle....Brilliant"--Washington Post"Grisham is
the master of the legal thriller."--USA TodayNO ONE KEEPS YOU IN SUSPENSE LIKE
AMERICA’S FAVORITE STORYTELLER “The secrets of Grisham’s success are no secret at all.
There are two of them: his pacing, which ranges from fast to breakneck, and his Theme—little
guy takes on big conspiracy with the little guy getting the win in the end.” —Time magazine “The
law, by its nature, creates drama, and a new Grisham promises us an inside look at the dirty
machineries of process and power, with plenty of entertainment” —Los Angeles Times “With
every new book I appreciate John Grisham a little more, for his feisty critiques of the legal
system, his compassion for the underdog, and his willingness to strike out in new directions.” —
Entertainment Weekly “John Grisham is about as good a storyteller as we’ve got in the United
States these days.” —The New York Times Book Review “Grisham is a marvelous storyteller
who works readers the way a good trial lawyer works a jury.” —Philadelphia Inquirer “A mighty
narrative talent and an unerring eye for hot-button issues.” —Chicago Sun-Times “A legal literary
legend.” —USA TodayFrom the Hardcover edition.About the AuthorJOHN GRISHAM is the
author of twenty-two novels, one work of nonfiction, a collection of stories, and a novel for young
readers. He is on the Board of Directors of the Innocence Project in New York and is the



Chairman of the Board of Directors of the Mississippi Innocence Project at the University of
Mississippi School of Law. He lives in Virginia and Mississippi.From the Hardcover
edition.Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.Chapter 1The custodian at St.
Mark’s had just scraped three inches of snow off the sidewalks when the man with the cane
appeared. The sun was up, but the winds were howling; the temperature was stuck at the
freezing mark. The man wore only a pair of thin dungarees, a summer shirt, well-worn hiking
boots, and a light Windbreaker that stood little chance against the chill. But he did not appear to
be uncomfortable, nor was he in a hurry. He was on foot, walking with a limp and a slight tilt to his
left, the side aided by the cane. He shuffled along the sidewalk near the chapel and stopped at a
side door with the word “Office” painted in dark red. He did not knock and the door was not
locked. He stepped inside just as another gust of wind hit him in the back.The room was a
reception area with the cluttered, dusty look one would expect to find in an old church. In the
center was a desk with a nameplate that announced the presence of Charlotte Junger, who sat
not far behind her name. She said with a smile, “Good morning.”“Good morning,” the man said. A
pause. “It’s very cold out there.”“It is indeed,” she said as she quickly sized him up. The obvious
problem was that he had no coat and nothing on his hands or head.“I assume you’re Ms.
Junger,” he said, staring at her name.“No, Ms. Junger is out today. The flu. I’m Dana Schroeder,
the minister’s wife, just filling in. What can we do for you?”There was one empty chair and the
man looked hopefully at it. “May I?”“Of course,” she said. He carefully sat down, as if all
movements needed forethought.“Is the minister in?” he asked as he looked at a large, closed
door off to the left.“Yes, but he’s in a meeting. What can we do for you?” She was petite, with a
nice chest, tight sweater. He couldn’t see anything below the waist, under the desk. He had
always preferred the smaller ones. Cute face, big blue eyes, high cheekbones, a wholesome
pretty girl, the perfect little minister’s wife.It had been so long since he’d touched a woman.“I
need to see Reverend Schroeder,” he said as he folded his hands together prayerfully. “I was in
church yesterday, listened to his sermon, and, well, I need some guidance.”“He’s very busy
today,” she said with a smile. Really nice teeth.“I’m in a rather urgent situation,” he said.Dana had
been married to Keith Schroeder long enough to know that no one had ever been sent away
from his office, appointment or not. Besides, it was a frigid Monday morning and Keith wasn’t
really that busy. A few phone calls, one consultation with a young couple in the process of
retreating from a wedding, under way at that very moment, then the usual visits to the hospitals.
She fussed around the desk, found the simple questionnaire she was looking for, and said,
“Okay, I’ll take some basic information and we’ll see what can be done.” Her pen was
ready.“Thank you,” he said, bowing slightly.“Name?”“Travis Boyette.” He instinctively spelled his
last name for her. “Date of birth, October 10, 1963. Place, Joplin, Missouri. Age, forty-four.
Single, divorced, no children. No address. No place of employ-ment. No prospects.”Dana
absorbed this as her pen frantically searched for the proper blanks to be filled. His response
created far more questions than her lit-tle form was designed to accommodate. “Okay, about the
address,” she said, still writing. “Where are you staying these days?”“These days I’m the property



of the Kansas Department of Correc-tions. I’m assigned to a halfway house on Seventeenth
Street, a few blocks from here. I’m in the process of being released, ‘re-entry,’ as they like to call
it. A few months in the halfway house here in Topeka, then I’m a free man with nothing to look
forward to but parole for the rest of my life.”The pen stopped moving, but Dana stared at it
anyway. Her interest in the inquiry had suddenly lost steam. She was hesitant to ask anything
more. However, since she had started the interrogation, she felt com-pelled to press on. What
else were they supposed to do while they waited on the minister?“Would you like some coffee?”
she asked, certain that the question was harmless.There was a pause, much too long, as if he
couldn’t decide. “Yes, thanks. Just black with a little sugar.”Dana scurried from the room and
went to find coffee. He watched her leave, watched everything about her, noticed the nice round
back-side under the everyday slacks, the slender legs, the athletic shoulders, even the ponytail.
Five feet three, maybe four, 110 pounds max.She took her time, and when she returned Travis
Boyette was right where she’d left him, still sitting monklike, the fingertips of his right hand gently
tapping those of his left, his black wooden cane across his thighs, his eyes gazing forlornly at
nothing on the far wall. His head was completely shaved, small, and perfectly round and shiny,
and as she handed him the cup, she pondered the frivolous question of whether he’d gone bald
at an early age or simply preferred the skinned look. There was a sinister tattoo creeping up the
left side of his neck.He took the coffee and thanked her for it. She resumed her position with the
desk between them.“Are you Lutheran?” she asked, again with the pen.“I doubt it. I’m nothing
really. Never saw the need for church.”“But you were here yesterday. Why?”Boyette held the cup
with both hands at his chin, like a mouse nib-bling on a morsel. If a simple question about coffee
took a full ten sec-onds, then one about church attendance might require an hour. He sipped,
licked his lips. “How long do you think it’ll be before I can see the reverend?” he finally asked.Not
soon enough, Dana thought, anxious now to pass this one along to her husband. She glanced at
a clock on the wall and said, “Any minute now.”“Would it be possible just to sit here in silence as
we wait?” he asked, with complete politeness.Dana absorbed the stiff-arm and quickly decided
that silence wasn’t a bad idea. Then her curiosity returned. “Sure, but one last question.” She
was looking at the questionnaire as if it required one last question. “How long were you in
prison?” she asked.“Half my life,” Boyette said with no hesitation, as if he fielded that one five
times a day.Dana scribbled something, and then the desktop keyboard caught her attention. She
pecked away with a flourish as if suddenly facing a deadline. Her e-mail to Keith read: “There’s a
convicted felon out here who says he must see you. Not leaving until. Seems nice enough. Hav-
ing coffee. Let’s wrap things up back there.”Five minutes later the pastor’s door opened and a
young woman escaped through it. She was wiping her eyes. She was followed by her ex-fiancé,
who managed both a frown and a smile at the same time. Neither spoke to Dana. Neither
noticed Travis Boyette. They disap-peared.When the door slammed shut, Dana said to Boyette,
“Just a minute.” She hustled into her husband’s office for a quick briefing.———The Reverend
Keith Schroeder was thirty-five years old, happily married to Dana for ten years now, the father of
three boys, all born separately within the span of twenty months. He’d been the senior pas-tor at



St. Mark’s for two years; before that, at a church in Kansas City. His father was a retired Lutheran
minister, and Keith had never dreamed of being anything else. He was raised in a small town
near St. Louis, educated in schools not far from there, and, except for a class trip to New York
and a honeymoon in Florida, had never left the Midwest. He was generally admired by his
congregation, though there had been issues. The biggest row occurred when he opened up the
church’s base-ment to shelter some homeless folks during a blizzard the previous win-ter. After
the snow melted, some of the homeless were reluctant to leave. The city issued a citation for
unauthorized use, and there was a slightly embarrassing story in the newspaper.The topic of his
sermon the day before had been forgiveness—God’s infinite and overwhelming power to forgive
our sins, regardless of how heinous they might be. Travis Boyette’s sins were atrocious, unbe-
lievable, horrific. His crimes against humanity would surely condemn him to eternal suffering and
death. At this point in his miserable life, Travis was convinced he could never be forgiven. But he
was curious.“We’ve had several men from the halfway house,” Keith was saying. “I’ve even held
services there.” They were in a corner of his office, away from the desk, two new friends having a
chat in saggy canvas chairs. Nearby, fake logs burned in a fake fireplace.“Not a bad place,”
Boyette said. “Sure beats prison.” He was a frail man, with the pale skin of one confined to unlit
places. His bony knees were touching, and the black cane rested across them.“And where was
prison?” Keith held a mug of steaming tea.“Here and there. Last six years at Lansing.” “And you
were...Read more
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Virginia, “Can hardly put book down so good!. Nothing to dislike, one of the best books I have
read.”

hugo, “John Grishman novel.  Great read. Couldn’t put book down”

Checking, “Review of “The Confession “. This novel was very well written and suspenseful. I
couldn’t put it down. He gave me a new perspective on capital punishment.”

lgillis, “Finished! Now I can get some housework done.. If you enjoyed John Grisham's, A Time
To Kill, you will also enjoy The Confession. A Time To Kill was my favorite of all of Grisham's
novels and I've read almost all of them. The Confession might be my second favorite even
though I want to rewrite it with a different ending.”

Rick Shaq Goldstein, “RICK "SHAQ" GOLDSTEIN SAYS: "A MINISTER & SERIAL RAPIST-
MURDERER TAKE A RIDE TO TEXAS TO TRY & SAVE AN INNOCENT MAN". Donte' Drumm
is a young black man convicted in Slone Texas of murdering and raping Nicole Yarber a white
high school cheerleader. After nine years on death row his time to finally be executed has
arrived. Concurrently in Kansas a paroled serial rapist Travis Boyette hobbles into Reverend
Keith Schroeder's life... claims that he will die shortly from a brain tumor... and also claims that
Donte' is innocent... and the reason he knows this... is because he committed the crime. The
Reverend's life is turned upside down as he is faced with all types of moral as well as legal
dilemmas. The scene shifts back and forth from Texas to Kansas and back... and everywhere in
between... where Donte's devoted and highly agitated Texas attorney Robbie Flak pursues
every route... both legal and illegal... in an attempt to save Donte's life... and prove that he is an
innocent man. The fact that Donte' was coerced during his initial interrogation and after he
confessed... he recanted... is spelled out in detail... and if that wasn't enough... no one has ever
found Nicole's body.When the Reverend decides to break the law and drive non-stop with a
serial-rapist-murderer sitting shotgun... it's not your normal "road-trip". Additionally a key witness
from the nine-year-old trial is secretly recorded and plied with alcohol... every appeal that can be
made is made... and the behind the scenes maneuvering and thought processes of the Texas
Governor and his brain trust are all described as if it's a movie displayed in a multi-divided
screen. In what might be the most powerful writing in this book is the hopelessness and stripping
of humanity... and the literal deterioration of a man's mental strength and willingness to keep
fighting with faith in solitary confinement on death row."DEATH ROW IS A NIGHTMARE FOR
SERIAL KILLERS AND AX MURDERERS. FOR AN INNOCENT MAN, IT'S A LIFE OF MENTAL
TORTURE THAT THE HUMAN SPIRIT IS NOT EQUIPPED TO SURVIVE.""AT THE NEW
PLACE, HE WAS ASSIGNED TO A CELL THAT MEASURED SIX FEET BY TEN FEET. THERE
WERE NO WINDOWS. THE DOOR WAS SOLID METAL, WITH A SMALL SQUARE OPENING



SO THE GUARDS COULD LOOK IN. BELOW IT WAS A NARROW SLOT FOR A FOOD TRAY.
THE CELL WAS ENCLOSED, NO BARS TO LOOK THROUGH, NO WAY TO SEE ANOTHER
HUMAN. IT WAS A CRAMPED BUNKER OF CONCRETE AND STEEL."Engulfing this entire
story from every angle is the ugly curtain of black versus white... and white versus black. A
powder keg that hangs over all of Texas. This scenario and the way the author paints it is very
reminiscent of his early novel "A TIME TO KILL". As usual the media which includes newspaper
and TV reporters are portrayed as soulless vultures. I always wonder if novelists such as
Grisham, who always seem to create the same image of media types consider novelists way
above them on the evolutionary scale?”

InTheDark, “Another good read from Grisham. Having read a number of Grisham novels back to
back recently, this one has been a brilliant read. The plot is quite good and the quality of the
characters is also quite interesting. I was gripped throughout the book and although there were a
few sections where the story moved slowly, overall I enjoyed the read. I would recommend this
book to others.*** Please could you click Yes if my review has helped you in any way ***”

Penelope Sylvia Allen, “The Confession. This is one of the most poignant books I have ever read
and should give anyone in favour of bringing the death penalty back in the UK much food for
thought! The research, orchestration and writing of this story is, always with John Grisham, pure
genius! The execution of such an obviously innocent young man is sorely frightening, as was
the method of extracting his wrongful confession by the police. The story will stay with me for a
long time and I could not put the book down until I had finished it. A truly remarkable piece of
literature and history.”

Jl Adcock, “Powerful storytelling. A compelling argument against the death penalty, John
Grisham's The Confession combines a gripping story with wider social and political commentary
about the US legal system and how it dishes out capital punishment. Without spoiling the plot,
parts of the book are shocking, and even though the plot is a little bit predictable the story rattles
along and grips pretty much all the way through. Threaded into the book are observations about
race, inequalities, human rights, the role of the media and indeed the hypocritical nature of faith.
The central character - a priest called Keith, is brave enough to break the law as part of the plot,
only for the church he represents to disown him for his actions as a result. The political climate
and mood in America may well have darkened considerably since The Confession was written,
but Grisham presents his case compellingly and with real passion. A thought-provoking and at
times moving read.”

J. Brady, “another phenomenal story from the best legal fiction, author!. I have nothing bad to say
about this novel. It was engaging and kept the pace the entire way through, and was likely the
most political of any of Grisham’s previous books, certainly that I can recall.I’ve often thought



that the sign of a great work of fiction is when the story stays with you long after you finish, as if it
was a real life account. This is one such story. It has an unapologetically biased message to
share and it does so with such flair and conviction that it will be impossible to forget anytime
soon.”

The book by John Grisham has a rating of  5 out of 4.4. 8,803 people have provided feedback.
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