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Witch Killers : The True Story of Suzan And Michael Carson

“What started as two hippies going on an acid trip that quickly evolved into a serial killing couple. Suzan thought that she was giving a vision by Allah. She could go on to kill homosexuals and witches. The two then imagined themselves to be these heroic martyrs battling the forces of evil. They were nothing more than schizophrenic killers.”

“Oh God!” 

“Sir, what is the address?” the police dispatcher asked for the second time. 

“She's dead. There's blood everywhere. Everywhere.”

The panicked landlord had just discovered the body of his tenant in her basement apartment in San Francisco. She was lying face down in a pool of blood, covered by a blanket. 

Her name was Keryn Barnes. Twenty-three years old with long blonde hair and wholesome features that looked like someone you would meet at a church social. 

The landlord had enlisted the aid of a plumber to go investigate the basement apartment he owned on Schrader Street in San Francisco. He had not heard or seen the lovely young woman that he had rented the place out to and was worried about her. 

His worst fears would soon become realized. 

Police would find no signs of forced entry and Keryn still had money in her purse. She did not appear to have been raped. 

Keryn had sustained several blows to the head which caused a skull fracture. The coroner found a bloodied iron skillet in the kitchen cabinet and upon further examination determined that the young woman suffered twelve to thirteen stab wounds to the neck and face. 

The apartment wall was painted with mysterious religious symbols, spiral shaped ankhs, triangles and other arcane drawings. 

On the bottom of one wall, however, netted one clue. 

The name “Suzan” was scrawled in black ink.  

Police would go on to interview some of Keryn Barnes' friends and they would find out that the young woman had taken in a strange couple by the name of Michael and Suzan Bear. Keryn had met the two hippies at a party in the Haight-Ashbury district, becoming immediate friends.

“I know something about you,” Suzanne said to the young Keryn. “You're anxious. You're curious. I know because I used to be like you. You know, searching.  But Michael and I we got something, man. All you have to do is sit still. Sit still and let the power of the universe flow inside you.”

Keryn listened in rapt attention as the older woman passed the joint to her. 

“That's right,” Michael said, eyeballing the blonde beauty in front of him. She was younger than Suzan but he could not bring himself to lust after another woman. Or could he? “This culture we live in, our minds and bodies have become disconnected. There's a whole conspiracy to set minds apart from our true selves. Mind and body have to be one. We have to fight against all of the evil forces that prevent that from happening.”

Barnes loved the counterculture of the San Francisco scene and felt a kinship with the weird couple. These were the kind of people she wanted to meet, so different from the people she grew up in Georgia. They had their own belief systems and were not constrained by polite society. 

In her eyes, they were “cool.” 

The Bears would talk to Keryn about transcendental meditation, psychic phenomena and their own interpretation of the Muslim religion in which the young woman found fascinating. The two hippies needed a place “to crash for a little while” and Keryn took pity on the duo, allowing them to stay with her. 

She slowly became drawn into their way of thinking, becoming their acolyte but having no idea how dangerous they really were. 

The Bears had no criminal record but they were about to embark on a murder spree in which they would avoid capture for over two years. 

And Keryn Barnes would be their first victim. 

SUZAN CARSON 

On the surface, Suzanne Carson lived an otherwise normal life growing up in Arizona in the 1950s. Her father was a newspaper executive while her mother was a housewife. As she grew older, however, she became more reclusive. She truly believed she was psychic and because of her introverted nature she had very few friends. Suzanne did very poorly in school, suffering from severe dyslexia. 

Suzanne would marry, becoming a housewife just like her own mother. She lived in Scottsdale but she did not put on the false front of being happily married. She had a teenage son and often flirted with his friends. 

She had the life of privilege, her husband was wealthy and she would spend her afternoons playing tennis. In the end, however, Suzanne was accustomed to the wealth from both her upbringing and now her marriage. She wanted something more. She wanted power, authority and attention. 

A sexual predator, she played the role of “Mrs.Robinson” to her son's high school classmates, shamelessly flirting and going out on “dates” with them. In later interviews, she would brag that she bedded “over one-hundred fifty” of her son's classmates. These sexual rendezvous were intensified with her use of hallucinogenic drugs (acid, peyote, hash, marijuana).

Suzanne went on an acid trip with one of her son's high school friends then woke up in the morning to find her entire living room painted in red triangles with the name “Suzan” written at the bottom. Not remembering what she did the previous evening, Suzanne claimed that there was “a hole in my head” and that “all of the electricity in the house” was now flowing through her. 

Suffering from these delusions, Suzanne would describe her own visual hallucinations. 

“Suzanne was a schizophrenic,” forensic psychologist Paula Flowers said. “It grew worse as she got older and she obviously needed psychiatric assistance. She needed to have been diagnosed, medicated and perhaps even institutionalized. But this was the early 1980s and we didn't have a lot of the mental health precautions in place like we have now. She was, in essence,  a functional schizophrenic. The people she came in contact with would write off her strange ramblings as coming from someone who was a 'bit off'. And when she moved to San Francisco she fit right in.”

“We can argue that Suzanne may have been medicating herself with the daily use of drugs,” Flowers said. “Her use of hallucinogenic drugs increased as the years went on. She would have 'visions' as she would call them but a doctor would call them delusions and consider her to be very, very dangerous. When you combine acid tripping with schizophrenia you can get a lethal cocktail and that is what we got with Suzan. The drugs would only enhance her bizarre visions and make things much worse.”

Suzan grew tired of the role as a housewife while her husband grew tired of her bizarre thought processes and behavior. Her husband would divorce her and take his two children with him. She was now free to embrace the counterculture and free love philosophy that she always wanted. 

She began developing her own radical interpretation of the Islamic religion and with her new found identity she changed her name from Suzanne to Suzan, thinking that the mess she created in the living room was some kind of sign from Allah. 

Suzan took bits and pieces from the Islamic religion to fit her own needs as she enjoyed mescaline and marijuana. Square jawed and wild eyed, Suzan began losing her physical attractiveness and noticed that the teenage boys no longer paid too much attention to her. 

She needed a new man. 

Around the age of 35, she went through a serious acid trip and began to have visions. These visions called for her to have a spiritual partner to “complete her destiny”. 

She would meet this man in James Carson. 

JAMES CARSON 

James Carson was born in 1950 in Oklahoma. He grew up in a normal middle class family. His father was an oil engineer while his mother was a schoolteacher. 

His childhood was typical until he was diagnosed with a rare bone disorder when he was very young. He was put on bed rest for several years where he devoured books of philosophy, religion, politics and history. 

He grew to have a combative personality, however, regularly using drugs and alcohol.

“Part of James' mental illness was that he thought everyone was about to get him,” Flowers said. “There would be no way in hell he could hold down a job. He was anti-social and argumentative, willing to take offense at the most minor details.” 

James would take a stab at normalcy, however, as he would meet a woman named Lynn at the University of Iowa where he obtained a masters degree in Chinese studies. The couple married, had a child, then moved to Arizona. 

His wife worked while James stayed at home to take care of his young daughter. He was a loving father but his anti-social tendencies ran deep. He hated the government, believed in conspiracies and soon became impossible to live with. Lynn divorced James and soon afterward he met Suzan. 

Long-haired and bearded, James cut a Charles Manson-esque appearance. His eyes were empty and soulless, often greeting people with an expressionless glare. 

CRAZY AND CRAZIER 

When the two first met at a party, there was instant chemistry. Suzan was nine years older, taking on the mother/God role that James seemed to be looking for. He loved Buddhist philosophy and had been waiting his whole life for a woman like Suzan, someone who turned her back on mainstream American values. Suzan liked younger men, she liked being looked upon as a mother figure, a spiritual guide that led young men into drug-crazed nights where she was the center of their world. 

Suzan was looking for someone to worship her and she found that in James who made her feel sexually attractive again. 

“They both described their meeting as instant electric attraction,” Jenn Carson said, the daughter of James. “From that very moment that they met, they were just joined like magnets.”

“Me and you,” Suzan said meeting James for the first time.  “We're the same.”

“That right?”

“There is a defiance in you. You are who you are and you are going to stick to your guns. We're the same, you and I. There is a whole world out there that is trying to suffocate who we are. We can fight back. We can take our swords into battle together.”

Suzan saw James as a reflection of who she was and the two begin a daily routine of pot, alcohol and hallucinogenic drugs. They would have daily discussions on the problems of the world and how only they understood it. 

James, in essence, becomes Suzan's follower in their cult of two. They both had the same spiritual fantasies and they both suffered from mental illness. 

Baptizing James into her self-made religion, Suzan decided that he should change his name. She christened him as “Michael”, in reference to the archangel from the Bible who fought demons. They adopt the last name of “Bear” as James may have used his childhood fascination with the animals as inspiration. 

“What we see happening is a reinvention of themselves,” Flowers said. “By taking on these new identities they shed all of the ghosts of their past. Renaming themselves was a symbolic gesture, their way of taking control and being rid of the societal forces that they felt were keeping them down. They were free to recreate a new person and that person would have power. That person would be special, given a license from God himself to go and rid the world of evil.”

The couple would go on acid trips and engage in their own invented prayer sessions. They would talk in tongues, read from selected verses in the Koran and then indulge in yoga-inspired chants. Michael was well-versed in eastern religions but again followed Suzan's lead as she went from one discipline to another in her mescaline-fueled
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