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All cases in this book are also featured in their own episodes on Sirens | A Southern True Crime Podcast, available wherever you listen to podcasts.

This book includes transcripts from Sirens, interviews with private investigator David Ballard, interviews conducted by Chelsea Phelps, research from myself and the families, and correspondence sent to me, including emails and text messages.

Please note that these cases are ongoing, and many police records, interviews, and materials from Sirens cannot be fully disclosed to the public. As a result, some names have been changed, and certain statements or details have been omitted to protect sources and preserve the integrity of potential investigations.

Most of the information in Sins of the South comes from official records, photos, and documents from authorities or family members. For citations of news articles and other references, visit: https://pastebin.com/SueqAmR.

Trigger Warning: This book contains graphic content, including discussions of sexual assault, strangulation, domestic violence, child abuse, arson, abduction, autopsy details (including decomposition and entomology). Reader discretion is strongly advised.

Everyone featured in this book who has not been convicted of a crime is considered innocent until proven guilty in a court of law.
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FOREWORD


by Chris Williamson





I've gotta admit, this is an undertaking for me. But the ask came from Raven Rollins, who I happen to have a helluva lot of respect for. I’ve been following Raven and The Sirens Network for some time. 

In fact, when we started working on our Zodiac series for Vanished, I knew from the gate who I wanted to advise and participate in that show.

Make no mistake, you’re getting the very best here. Daniel Furr, Shelia Deviney, and Shawna Jones are horrific cases - there’s no way around it. What you’re about to read should serve as a masterclass for anyone that wants to dive into this genre with respect, empathy, and a burning desire to make a change.

In the darkest corners of human existence, where the line between reality and nightmare blurs, lie stories that send shivers down our spines and challenge our understanding of the human psyche. True crime stories have an uncanny ability to captivate us, drawing us into the minds of both the victims and perpetrators, and revealing the complex interplay of motives, emotions, and circumstances that lead to unthinkable acts. Sins of the South delves deep into the abyss of human nature, offering a gripping exploration of three haunting cases that have etched themselves into the annals of criminal history.

As we embark on this journey, the curtain will be lifted on crimes that defy comprehension. These stories are not merely retellings of shocking events; they are an examination of the human condition under the most extreme circumstances. 

Each case selected for this book serves as a microcosm of a larger societal issue, revealing the cracks in our façade of civilization, the fragility of morality, and the depths to which desperation can drive even the most ordinary individuals.

Sins of the South is not for the faint of heart. It is a plunge into the depths of depravity and an exploration of the chilling underbelly of human existence. 

Yet, it is also an opportunity to confront the harsh realities that surround us - to reflect on the fragility of our assumptions about safety and the masks we wear to hide our own shadows. In studying these cases, we hold a mirror to society and challenge ourselves to acknowledge the monsters that may lurk within, however dormant they may be.

As we navigate these gripping narratives, remember that true crime stories are not just macabre entertainment; they serve as cautionary tales, teaching us to be vigilant, empathetic, and aware of the world around us. 

In the end, Raven reminds us that the pursuit of justice is a collective responsibility and that by shedding light on the darkest corners of human behavior, we can inch closer to understanding, prevention, and healing. And that, my friends, is what Sirens is all about.

So dear reader, prepare yourself as we venture into the chilling pages that follow. Brace for the twists, turns, shocks, and revelations that will undoubtedly play a large role in what you’re about to experience. As you immerse yourself in the stories and conversations that lie ahead, may you find solace in the fact that by confronting the darkness, we can better appreciate the light that illuminates our path.

Step forward and let the Sins of the South be exposed by the hardest worker in the room. Raven, you’re up. Let’s get to work.

- Chris Williamson, Host of Vanished Podcast. Author of 'Take the Money and Run: the Vanishing of D. B. Cooper,' and 'Rabbit Hole: The Vanishing of Amelia Earhart & Fred Noonan.' 








  
  

INTRODUCTION


Oklahoma





There’s something timeless about the Oklahoma countryside. Rolling fields stretch toward the horizon, broken only by the occasional rusted fence or weather-worn barn. The air smells of earth and memory. Out here, it was easy to believe in the illusion of simplicity—that life moved slower once, that children were safer, that the world was somehow softer. 

I grew up in that illusion. Back when bikes lined driveways at sunset and pop songs crackled through boom boxes. My world felt small, my town even smaller, tucked far away from the chaos I saw on TV. There was no social media, no constant stream of headlines to remind me how fragile things really were. Back then, I trusted my neighbors. We left our doors unlocked. I believed that terrible things didn’t happen here.

But the truth has a way of finding its way in.

Oklahoma is a state defined by contrast—by wide-open plains and tightly knit communities, by its quiet charm and its wild unpredictability. The Sooner State is a place of Friday night lights and slow-paced living, where country life isn’t just a lifestyle—it’s in our roots.

Statistically, Oklahoma is sparse. According to the 2022 Census Bureau, there are just 57.7 people per square mile here, compared to New York’s 428.7. That’s a lot of land—over 68,000 square miles—most of it stretching out between towns that sit miles apart. That kind of space makes it easy to disappear. It can make the silence feel safe… until it’s not.

The landscape is beautiful, almost disarmingly so. Rolling hills, thick woods, fields dotted with hay bales, winding creeks and quiet lakes. You’ll find herds of cattle grazing under wide blue skies and whitetail deer darting through the trees. 

On any given weekend, people here might be tailgating for the OU/OSU game, fishing by a lake, or catching up at the local diner. The people are kind. They wave from their porches. They’ll pull over to help you with a flat tire. It’s the kind of place that feels like home even if you’ve never been there before.

And yet, that beauty can be deceiving. Because in places like this—where towns are small, where everyone knows everyone, where you’re taught to look the other way—darkness sometimes hides in plain sight.

As I got older, I began to question the innocence I’d always believed in. Was it ever real, or was it just a comforting story I’d been told? Was my hometown truly safe, or just quiet enough to keep its secrets buried?

This book is a return to the places I thought I understood. It’s about the stories I heard in kitchens and on back porches, passed down in fragments and half-truths. Stories of the boy who vanished, of families still waiting for answers, of justice that never fully arrived.

And at the heart of it all are Daniel Furr, Shawna Jones, and Sheila Deviney. To most, they might just be names in a headline—but to those who knew them, and to those of us who have come to know their stories, they are symbols of something much greater. They represent resilience. Their untimely deaths ignited a fire in the people who loved them—a relentless pursuit of truth and justice that refuses to be extinguished.

This book is for them. For the mothers who kept fighting. For the families who turned pain into purpose. For the survivors who’ve carried the weight of loss and found a way to keep going. Daniel, Shawna, and Sheila now sit close to my heart, not just as cases, but as people whose lives mattered deeply.

Their stories—and the stories of the people who loved them—remind me of the extraordinary strength it takes to seek answers when the world would rather forget. This book honors their memory and celebrates the warriors they’ve become. It’s a testament to the human spirit—to its capacity to endure, to rise, and to hope.

Even in the darkest of times, justice can prevail. And in telling their stories, I hope to help light the way.








  
  

PART ONE


Shawna Jones
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"But what is grief if not love persevering?" ~Vision, Marvel, WandaVision








  
  

ONE
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Small towns have a way of holding on to things—secrets, stories, scars. In the 90s, Oklahoma, was the kind of place where you waved at every car that passed, even if you didn’t know who was driving. Kids still rode their bikes barefoot, raced the sunset home, and drank out of garden hoses. The world felt smaller, slower, and maybe a little safer. 

There was no Facebook to air your drama, no cell phones to ping your exact location. If you wanted to reach someone, you called their house and hoped they picked up. If they didn’t, you might just drive by and knock. People watched the 10 o’clock news religiously and got their gossip from the beauty salon or the church potluck.

The cultural backdrop of the time was loud and colorful—grunge was on the rise, and Nirvana’s In Utero had just dropped. Bill Clinton was in the White House, Jurassic Park was breaking box office records, and What’s Up? by Four Non Blondes—Shawna Jones’s favorite song—was playing on every car stereo and kitchen radio. Whitney Houston’s voice was everywhere, soaring through the airwaves with I Will Always Love You. On TV, The X-Files had just premiered, feeding our appetite for things mysterious and unexplained.

But while the world was changing fast, small-town Oklahoma changed slowly, if at all. People still knew who your grandmother was, who your daddy drank with, and who your cousin dated in high school. Families had roots that went back generations. Everyone was connected—by blood, by marriage, or by memory. You could embrace that closeness, or be suffocated by it.

And when tragedy hit—when something awful happened—it didn’t usually come with national headlines. It came with whispers. Rumors. Nervous glances at the gas station. In a place like Oklahoma, bad news didn’t spread through push notifications; it passed from mouth to mouth like wildfire in dry grass.

That was the world Shawna Jones came home to. A town that felt safe on the surface, but under the weight of time and silence, carried more than its share of buried truths. And once her story cracked that surface, nothing felt quite the same again.

HENRYETTA


Nestled in the rolling green expanse of Okmulgee County, Oklahoma, lies the town of Henryetta—a place where the echoes of prosperity still whisper down cracked sidewalks and past boarded-up windows. With a modest population of just over 5,600 residents spread across six square miles, Henryetta may appear quiet now, but its history tells a far louder story.

The town’s origins stretch back to 1900, when three pioneers—Henry Beard, George Clark, and Lake Moore—joined forces to form a town-site company. In a moment of both ambition and strategy, they struck a deal with Hugh Henry, a Creek Native American who had been allotted land in the area under federal law. The land couldn't legally be sold, but Henry negotiated a trade: his original parcel for 160 acres to the north, where he would build what would come to be known as the “Henry House.” That house still stands today, perched like a sentry on the hill above the town, watching over the decades.

The land Hugh Henry left behind didn’t stay idle long. It quickly gained federal recognition as a town site, first known informally as Henry City. A post office had already been operating in nearby Sonora during the 1890s, so for a time, mail came addressed to “Henry City, Sonora, Indian Territory.” The settlement was little more than a collection of tents and hopes in those days. A Muskogee man opened its first store near what’s now 6th and Main, and slowly, Henryetta took root.

But the name wasn’t always set in stone. According to town founders Olin Meacham and Lake Moore, their first few choices—“Henry City” and even “Hughhenry”—were rejected by postal authorities. Too many towns already claimed the word "City," and "Hughhenry" just didn’t stick. One evening in the spring of 1900, as they pondered alternatives in a canvas tent, fellow founder Henry Beard entered with his wife, Etta. In a flash of inspiration—or perhaps exhaustion—someone reportedly said, “Let’s name it after Henry and Etta.” And just like that, Henryetta was born. The first official post office opened its doors on August 28th, 1900.

In the early 20th century, Henryetta thrived as a coal mining hub. By 1943, at the height of its industrial productivity, the town was producing an impressive 600,000 tons of coal annually. Black dust and hard hats were part of everyday life. The pulse of coal trains and factory whistles set the rhythm of the town, and for a while, Henryetta felt invincible.

But that boom didn’t last. Coal mining, once its lifeblood, eventually dried up. Manufacturing businesses followed suit. One by one, the engines of prosperity went silent. What remains now is a town frayed at the edges—once-bustling neighborhoods now riddled with vacant homes, entire blocks where time seems to have paused. In certain parts of Henryetta, it feels as though the town is dissolving into memory.

Statistically, Henryetta is Oklahoma’s 71st largest community. Education levels here fall slightly below the national average. Roughly 16% of adults aged twenty-five and older hold a bachelor’s degree or higher—less than the U.S. average of about 22%. The town’s per capita income in 2018 was $20,945, placing it in the lower-middle income bracket statewide, and in the low-income category nationally. For a family of four, that averages out to about $83,780 annually—enough to get by, but not enough to get ahead.

Crime, too, casts a long shadow over Henryetta. The town’s crime rate sits significantly above the national average, with approximately seventeen reported crimes per 1,000 residents. While not among the most dangerous places in America, Henryetta ranks higher in crime than 57% of cities and towns across Oklahoma. Property crime is the most common threat; the chance of being victimized is roughly 1 in 57. As for violent crime—armed robbery, assault, rape, or worse—the odds are about 1 in 469.

Still, towns like Henryetta often hold something that can’t be measured by statistics or salaries: grit. Pride. Memory. A sense of place that refuses to die quietly, even when the lights dim and the coal dust settles. It's in the few family-owned shops still open for business. It’s in the stories traded on front porches. And it’s in the bones of that old Henry House, where the town’s past began.

For those who know how to look, Henryetta remains a living artifact—its story still unfolding, one chapter at a time.
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The Case That Came to Me





Henryetta was not on my mind when I ran into Shawna’s case while scrolling through the Oklahoma Cold Cases Facebook page and saw a brief post about her and the town. It immediately intrigued me and I initiated a Google search to see what kind of coverage was out there on her. 

Surprisingly, there wasn’t much at all. At this time, there had never even been a podcast episode on her, nor any sort of updated news coverage. As a matter of fact, no one had covered her case, save for posts on Facebook and other social media sites, since 1995. It was March of 2021, and I was halfway through season three of the podcast and I had started looking for more cold cases to cover in season four. I always try to have things planned out about a year in advance for travel, interviews, and research, among other things. I would start preparing for coverage in the fall around the anniversary of Shawna’s death, which would be January 1st, 2023.

In August of 2022, I began officially looking into the case. I started by asking my friend Amanda Newland-Davis at Oklahoma Cold Cases about what information she might have on it. She directed me to an associate of hers named Alanna Keegan Cooper who was a victim advocate and freelance journalist and had been advocating for the case for about a year. She had already collected quite a few documents pertaining to the case. Oddly enough, before I could reach out to Alanna, she messaged me on Facebook Messenger.



TEXT MESSAGE - 11/16/2022, 1:40 PM FROM ALANNA:


Hey Raven! I just heard about your interest in doing an episode on Shawna Jones' murder from both Mandi (Amanda Newland-Davis) and Miracle, which is awesome. 


I had actually planned to reach out to you this week or next to ask if you might be willing to cover Shawna's case, coincidentally. 


I just wanted to message you and let you know if you need to talk to or ask me anything about Shawna's case, you are totally welcome to message me or call me at…. 


I've been assisting with/advocating for her case for a little over a year in conjunction with Shawna's daughter, Miracle, and it is a case that is really important to me. 


It's one of those difficult cases where we know who did it, he's set to get out of prison in possibly a year so we are running out of time to get him charged before he gets out to hurt more women, but the DA won't prosecute it yet. 


Any investigation I do from my end isn't going to do much because the interviews I would be able to gather are useless legally unless I interview them and convince them to talk to the detective… 


So really, our best chances of pushing this case past the finish line is media coverage to promote more tips that could be useful and suggestions of forensic testing that could be done that would help strengthen the case. 


Thank you so much for thinking of covering Shawna's case, btw!






After that, we chatted extensively about the case and Alanna sent me the case files she had collected up to that point. She told me some of her theories and some points that needed some light shed on them. She also told me some of her own backstory pertaining to her interest in Oklahoma cases, and I was intrigued to know since she hails from Wisconsin, yet works on a lot of cases out of Oklahoma.



TEXT MESSAGE - 11/16/2022, 3:12 PM FROM ALANNA:

My husband's mother was actually… murdered in Oklahoma when he was just a baby… 





Learning that Alanna had a personal connection to her advocacy work immediately put me at ease. We had more in common than I expected. My cousin was murdered in 2018—a case I detail in my book, Allegedly: True Crime From Pontotoc County, Oklahoma. And when I was just sixteen, I survived a sexual assault.

In this line of work—true crime, advocacy, seeking justice—we’re often drawn in by our own pain. We come to it not as spectators, but as people who’ve lived through tragedy. Many of us are survivors, victims' family members, or narrowly escaped being victims ourselves. That shared experience creates a deep well of empathy and purpose. It gives us the language and the heart to tell these stories the way they deserve to be told—through the eyes of those left behind.

After a long and heartfelt conversation with Alanna, I reached out to Miracle. I asked if she would be open to having Sirens investigate Shawna’s case and share her story in an upcoming episode. Her reply was instant—and full of emojis. Her excitement was clear, but beneath it, I could feel something deeper: hope.



TEXT MESSAGE - 11/16/2022, 1:14 PM FROM MIRACLE:


COUNT MY BLESSINGS!


THANK YOU JESUS, AND I AM 100% IN!


YES, I DID JUST YELL!






Miracle and I began discussing her mother right then and to this day, we usually speak at least once a week if not more. She has become another family member to me and she feels the same. She is one of the strongest, most courageous women I have ever met. She has been through the wringer and has always landed on her feet to fight another day. With all of the horrible experiences she has had in her life, she tries to stay positive and is dedicated to helping others, especially those with experiences like her own.

In November 2022, my husband and podcast co-host Rick and I traveled to Henryetta to meet with Miracle and visit some of the key locations connected to her mother’s case. We knew the trip wouldn’t be easy for her. She’d already told us it had been a long time since she’d returned—longer still since she’d visited the places that shaped her childhood, especially the home she once shared with her mother and sister.

I reminded her she didn’t have to come with us. We didn’t want to reopen wounds or cause her unnecessary pain. But in true Miracle fashion—resilient and brave—she said she was ready. She needed to face these memories, to begin reckoning with the past on her own terms.

We began at her mother’s former workplace, tracing the route she drove on the night of her murder. As we made our way to Miracle’s childhood home, the skies darkened, almost as if mirroring the weight of the moment. We continued on foot to the old single-wide trailer—now abandoned and decaying—where she had lived with her mother and sister in 1994. The yard was overgrown, the windows shattered, either by storms or time, and tree limbs rested heavily on the roof. Time had left its mark in every corner.

I stayed just outside the door as Miracle climbed the worn steps and quietly slipped inside. I hesitated, unsure whether to follow, but quickly decided this moment belonged to her alone. About ten minutes passed. Through the silence, I heard her break down. Still, I held back. She needed this space to grieve, to remember, and to feel.

When Miracle finally emerged, no words were spoken. I simply held her, tighter than I’ve held anyone in a very long time. We stood that way for what felt like forever. Eventually, she pulled away, wiped her tears, and with steady composure said, “Thank you for this.”



TEXT MESSAGE - 11/19/2022. 8:19 PM FROM MIRACLE:

So some memories from stepping in the trailer opened some things. I wish I could just go back there and just let it all go... because I hugged her within hours of someone taking her from me.





TEXT MESSAGE - 2/27/2023, 11:24 PM FROM MIRACLE:


Y’all took time to listen to me. More than anyone else has ever in my life. Y’all gave me the courage to overcome a fear I didn’t even know I had. That weekend I met y’all (in Henryetta) was the day y'all became family… 


I told my full story once to y’all. Where I go, y’all go. This is just the beginning… 


Going back to that trailer was one of the most profoundly healing moments of my life. I felt everything I remember from that night. It was like she needed me to go back to feel that. 


It was breathtaking and she knew if I felt that again I could start healing and it was something that almost happened instantly. I really can’t explain.






With the property owner’s permission, we made our way to the pond where Shawna’s body was found. The walk there was quiet, almost reverent. Time had reclaimed the road—it had narrowed into a footpath overgrown with weeds. We passed rusted mailboxes still standing like forgotten sentinels, their houses long gone. A decaying bridge groaned under our feet. Branches clawed at our clothes like the hands of the dead reaching up from the earth, trying to pull us into their silence.

At the edge of the woods, we reached the fence line where the landowner waited to meet us. We crossed over and stood there together in the stillness of the forest. We asked questions. We took photos. We listened to the wind rustling through the trees. And then we stood in silence. This was the place. Right here—this is where Shawna took her last breath. This is where she was stolen from the world.

While we were there, the property owner shared something his elderly neighbor had told him—an unsettling piece of local lore. The man, in his 80s, said Shawna wasn’t the first woman to end up in that pond. He claimed others had died in similar ways around Henryetta. There’s no evidence to support it yet, but the story felt like something whispered around a campfire—dark, lingering, and hard to shake.

Our final stop was the site where Shawna was supposed to exchange vehicles the night she disappeared—just across from a gas station. We had planned to end the day at her gravesite, but it was clear Miracle had reached her limit. We didn’t need words to know it was time. We said our goodbyes, quietly and respectfully.

Miracle has told us that no one had ever taken the time to walk through her past with her until now. We often visit crime scenes to better understand the victim’s story, to connect with the humanity beneath the headlines. But we had never done so with a family member before. It changed everything.

I’ll walk this path with Miracle for as long as it takes—until Shawna gets the justice she has always deserved.


[image: Miracle at the now abandoned home she shared with her mother, Shawna.]
Miracle at the now abandoned home she shared with her mother, Shawna.
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