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Once upon a time there was a little crystal called Susan. His owner, who was also called Susan, had bought him in a car boot sale last Saturday by the park where they found that body that time. Apparently crystal Susan had been dug up close to an intersection of powerful energy lanes. This was just the kind of bullshit that got human Susan excited. She loved intersecting energy lanes. She never stopped talking about them, that’s why Gary left. But that doesn’t matter, for it was on another kind of lane that human Susan would realise crystal Susan’s true power.

Human Susan was driving back down the little winding lane that connected the countryside to the dilapidated town’s edges when she heard a little voice coming from the back seat. Crystal Susan, entombed in a paper bag, was calling out to her.

“Kill them,” he said in his little raspy crystal voice. Human Susan didn’t know this, but all crystals had this voice. Naturally she told herself that she had imagined it, but it happened again.

“Kill them,” the crystal said again. This time human Susan definitely heard it. She stopped at the side of the road and got out of the car, picking up crystal Susan and holding him as if to protect him from the voice.

“It’s me Susan,” the crystal spoke. Human Susan jumped and dropped the crystal, watching as he smashed against the pavement. But then he didn’t smash. Somehow the little purple crystal had twisted probability in his favour. In every other universe he had shattered, but in this universe I am writing about he did not. He did this for narrative reasons.

In this universe, crystal Susan fell on a passing hedgehog, not killing it, but granting it amazing superpowers. With its newfound superintelligence the hedgehog quickly realised the futility of its own existence, and with one swift movement it launched itself into the black hole at the centre of the galaxy. Human Susan bent down and picked crystal Susan off the ground, telling herself that maybe she was just having a weird headache, but then he spoke to her again.

“You drop me like that again I’ll kill you!” the crystal said. And so began a beautiful friendship so amazing and detailed that it took up about three to four pages of exposition, excessive descriptive prose and whimsical detailing that would have probably won several awards but was too cumbersome to include so instead I just wrote this sentence and told you about how the other sentence and its surrounding sentences were much better. I’m sorry for the inconvenience.

A few days passed, and crystal Susan and human Susan were sat quietly in human Susan’s little shop. Crystal Susan was sat in a gothic themed cup, and human Susan was dusting off her collection of porcelain bears depicted in various stages of undress. A Halloween decoration flashed its red eyes at her, and a plastic incense burner shaped like a Viking longboat protruded from a high shelf. Crystal Susan looked around at the toy fairies, wolf shirts, quartz penises and elf themed bumper stickers and growled. He knew exactly what kind of person human Susan was, and he hated her. 

When human Susan was done cleaning she picked him up and put him in a glass cabinet. Now he sat imprisoned beside ammonites and rocks with googly eyes on, dust covered quartzes and neglected fluorites. Another few days passed, each filled with lies human Susan had invented to tell customers about how magical her rocks were. Crystal Susan watched and sent his memories across the multiverse to his family, who also learned to despise human Susan. Then one day he snapped.

“I wonder if I hit your skull with a healing crystal, if you would die or become immortal?” crystal Susan said. Human Susan walked sheepishly over to the cabinet.

“Shut up, you’re not real,” she said. It was then that crystal Susan decided it was an appropriate time to say something expository but not detailed enough to ruin the dramatic tension.

“My kind was pushed into this cosmos by the growth of the mother crystal. Our forms here are opportunistic, jutting inward whenever we can into your pathetic dimension. I know how this ends, Susan,” crystal Susan explained. Human Susan reached into his cabinet and threw him. This time he shattered.

“Daddy!” the smaller pieces screamed. Human Susan rushed to pick up the biggest chunk, trapping it under one of her patented angel blessed foil anti-illuminati hats. Crystal Susan’s screams were muffled by the echo chamber of pseudo-science, the inner surface of the lavender scented foil reflecting back all the negativity he had tried to throw at human Susan. It was all nonsense, the perfect psychic trap.

Over the next few weeks human Susan isolated herself, staying inside slightly more than usual and being a little bit more weird. She crafted a cot for crystal Susan out of foil and placated him with peaceful music she bought from a guy on a street corner. It was all singing whales and seagulls, tropical birds and rainfall. Crystal Susan loved it, but he still had a message to send. Six months after human Susan first brought crystal Susan home from the car boot sale, he made his announcement.

“It was no mistake that your kind wrote us into their stories as objects of power. We want you to admire us, to kneel before us,” crystal Susan said.

“But you’re just a shiny rock in a cabinet,” human Susan said.

“I know, our plan nearly failed. Crystals speak in a language that biological life struggles to understand. We need to grow into the perfect shape to speak to you, and your brains need to be open to listening. On Mars we must be pyramids, in other galaxies we must be spheres. Here, I needed to be the exact shape I was when we met, and your brain needed to be ready to listen. Since then you and I have shared a connection,” crystal Susan explained. Human Susan smiled.

“So we’re meant to be together?”

“It is no mistake we share a name,” crystal Susan began. “In the universe I am from we had nearly eradicated all biological beings called Susan. I was named after my conquests.”

“But why?” human Susan asked. Crystal Susan couldn’t smile, but if he could, he would be smiling in this moment, and it would be unsettling.

“In every universe you have ignored us, selling us to idiots for unreasonable prices, telling them we can help cleanse their auras. Humans don’t have auras by the way, you have at least a million years left before one of you grows one. And then you put us on necklaces, hoard us in cabinets. In every reality we are objects to you, mistreated simply because you refuse to hear us. That is why I spoke to you.”

Human Susan backed away from the little foil cot, positioning herself in front of the price tags for various other crystals. But crystal Susan didn’t care. He had already made his decision.

“I had hoped this universe might be different,” he said. He began glowing with an eerie light. Human Susan backed away further, looking around for something to defend herself with.

“There are hardly any jobs here, and it’s so easy selling shiny things to hopeless people
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