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​Introduction

A Man on Death Row and Justice Denied
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Paul Everett is forty-seven years old. He has been on Florida’s death row since he was twenty-two. He speaks on the prison phone in a voice that is steady, unbroken and unadorned—the voice of a man who has made peace with who he is, but not with the false conviction that put him in a cage.

That false conviction has cost him more than twenty years of his life. Now, the state of Florida is preparing to end what remains.

On a Friday in the fall of 2001, a woman named Kelli Bailey was found dead in her home in Bay County, Florida. She had been beaten and sexually assaulted, and her neck had been broken. The crime was brutal, the investigation swift, and within weeks, law enforcement had settled on a suspect: Paul Everett, a young man from Fort Payne, Alabama, who had been staying nearby at a local motel.

Paul Everett was convicted of first-degree murder, burglary of a dwelling with battery, and sexual battery involving serious physical force. The jury recommended a death sentence unanimously. The trial judge imposed it. And Paul Everett has sat on Florida’s death row ever since—through two decades of appeals, through successive postconviction motions, through the grinding machinery of a system that increasingly treats finality as more sacred than justice.

This book is about what Florida’s courts have not yet been forced to confront: the full account, in Paul Everett’s own words, of what happened to Kelli Bailey, and the compelling physical evidence that corroborates that account while pointing directly at the man who actually killed her.

That man is Jared Farmer.

Paul Everett did not kill Kelli Bailey. He did not know she was going to be killed. He did not know she had been killed. He did not know who killed her until Jared Farmer raised his hand with pride and made himself known. Before that moment of grim revelation, Paul Everett had spent years believing it was one of the male neighbors with whom Kelli had relationships.

On the night of November 1, Paul Everett was in Kelli Bailey’s house when Jared Farmer and two other men forced their way in. Paul Everett shoved Farmer away from Kelli. He tried to deescalate the confrontation. And then he left—believing, catastrophically, that his departure was what the moment called for. That it would defuse the situation. That Kelli was shaken, but not in mortal danger.

He was wrong. It’s the mistake he has lived with every day since. But leaving a living woman in a frightening situation is not murder. The men who stayed behind are responsible for what happened after Paul Everett walked out that door.

The evidence that was never tested includes hairs found in Kelli’s hands and on her arm, possible skin tissue recovered from her hands, fingernail scrapings and clippings from her own fingers: the very physical remnants a victim leaves behind when she fights for her life. These materials were submitted for expedited analysis at law enforcement’s explicit request. They were never analyzed. They were never compared to Jared Farmer’s known DNA standard. They remain in law enforcement’s possession to this day.

What follows is a careful, thorough examination of Paul Everett’s case, drawn from court records, legal briefs and directly from Paul Everett himself. He has asked that his account be shared. Every detail of his narrative has been drawn from conversations with him and verified with those closest to him. This is what they all collectively know to be true.

Florida’s death chamber awaits Paul Everett. But before an execution, these facts deserve a hearing.

The Rev. Dr. Jeff Hood

March 5, 2026
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​Chapter 1

Fort Payne and the Road South
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​​A Childhood in the Sock Capital of the World

Paul Everett grew up in Fort Payne, Alabama, a small town that once called itself the “sock capital of the world.” Hosiery mills dotted the landscape. People worked hard and knew one another. He came from a large family of seven siblings. They weren’t rich, but they were stable. It was the kind of childhood that only reveals its goodness after it’s gone.

Drugs arrived early. Marijuana in middle school. Daily use by fourteen. Methamphetamine by seventeen. Once meth took hold, it reorganized everything. Addiction became routine, as ordinary as breathing. Then the mills collapsed. Jobs disappeared. The ground gave way beneath the family, and Paul, still a teenager, did what desperate kids do. He hustled. He dropped out of school at sixteen. He cycled in and out of jail for petty, nonviolent offenses: addiction crimes, poverty crimes, the predictable wreckage of a young life with no footing. There is nothing in Paul Everett’s past that points toward violence. No assaults. No cruelty. No pattern that would make sense of what the state later accused him of.

​Looking for a Way Out

By 2001, Paul Everett was twenty-two and trying to escape the gravity of everything he’d become. He wanted out—out of meth, out of Fort Payne, out of the cycle. He had a girlfriend back home and a fragile hope that something like stability might still be possible.

Linking up with Jared Farmer seemed to offer a path. Panama City, Florida. Connections. Money. Weed instead of meth. A fresh start. It sounded like a rescue. It was not. Farmer had no real network, just small dealers and meth users whose paranoia ran hot. Paul Everett realized quickly that there was no future there. He decided to give it a few days and return to Alabama. Before he did, he had a chance encounter that would change everything.

That is when he met her.

​The Woman He Met in Panama City

A brief encounter turned into conversation, and before long, they were spending time together.

Over the weeks that followed, Paul and Kelli developed a relationship. He came to know her. She never shared her full name with him. Paul Everett would not learn who she really was until she was dead—and he would not learn she was dead until two weeks after it happened.

At no point during their time together did Paul Everett ask Kelli about the men who lived two houses north of her: men she knew as Chico and his brother. She had no idea Paul had any connection to them. He had kept that fact carefully separate, by design. The relationship between Kelli and Chico was already its own thing, with its own history, before Paul ever walked into the picture. He had stumbled into a situation whose full dimensions he would not understand until it was far too late.​
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Chapter 2

The Paranoia that Surrounded Kelli Bailey
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​What the Lead Sheets Reveal

The investigation into Kelli Bailey’s death began, as investigations do, with law enforcement canvassing the neighborhood. What those early lead sheets reveal is more significant than the original trial ever acknowledged.

A lead sheet submitted by Lt. Chad Lindsey records that on November 3rd, 2001, at approximately 8:45 a.m., Lt. Lindsey visited 516 Lantana and spoke with Margaret Johnson. Ms. Johnson stated she didn’t know Kelli, but had seen her “walking up and down Lantana checking mailboxes” on several occasions.

This detail—a woman covertly watching the block, checking mailboxes, behaving in a manner that could be characterized as surveillance—is the seed of the paranoia that festered within Farmer, Chico, and a man known as Bubba Wilson. To minds running hot on methamphetamine, a woman watching their block and checking their mailboxes was not a curious neighbor. She was a threat.

A second lead sheet from that same morning, recorded at approximately 9:15 a.m., documents Lt. Lindsey’s visit to 208 Lantana, where he spoke with Greg Webster. Webster’s son, who had been selling items for a school fundraiser, recalled seeing two Mexican men in the house with Kelli some time before her death. Notably, two individuals fitting that description lived two houses north of Kelli on Lantana: Chico and his brother. The son’s account confirms what Paul Everett knew from his own limited observation: Chico and his brother had a preexisting relationship with Kelli Bailey. Something had occurred between them that had her paying close attention to their activities. Paul never knew the nature of that history. He never asked Kelli about it because she didn’t know he had any connection to those men.

​What the Paranoid Men Believed

To Chico, Bubba and Farmer, the picture took on a sinister shape. A woman was watching the block. A woman was checking mailboxes. That same woman seemed to be spending a great deal of time with an outsider from Alabama. And now that outsider, Paul Everett, was defending her, saying she wasn’t a threat, vouching for a woman they believed was watching them.

In the logic of meth paranoia, defending her made Paul suspect too. To them, his arrival had been impeccably timed. A complete fluke, in reality—a chance encounter with a young man looking for conversation—but it did not look like a fluke to people who believed they were under surveillance.

The trio, as Paul came to understand it, wanted to know for certain whether Kelli Bailey was an undercover officer. Sometime in the days before November 1, someone among Chico’s people entered her home while Kelli and Paul were otherwise occupied. They searched her computer for anything that might confirm their suspicions. They found nothing. For a brief window, it seemed the paranoia might ease.

It did not.

​Paul Everett’s Trip Back to Alabama

Paul Everett made a trip back to Fort Payne in the days before November 1. He told Farmer they needed to go back and get more product: that was the stated reason. It was not the real one.

The actual
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