
For the Nail 

 By Ester Ellis 

 

 

ESTER:  

Welcome to The Goblet Wire: a surreal microfiction podcast. Transcripts are available on our website at 

TheGobletWire.carrd.co 

 

This is Episode 02: For the Nail, written by Ester Ellis. 
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SFX: [CRY OF THE GOBLET] 

00 

00 

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT 

Fisher begins the phone call. 

Ringing. 

An answer. 

 

Operator:  

Good evening. Please state your callsign and passphrase.  

 

Fisher:  

Callsign: Fisher of Snakes 

 

Operator:  

Just a moment. 

 

Operator:  

Passphrase?  

Fisher:  

In terror return  

 

Operator:  

The Fathers supper  

 



Fisher:  

The families tree   

 

Operator:  

Safety among the leaves.  

 

Operator:  

Welcome back Fisher of Snakes. Die used? 

Fisher:  

Six sided, from a monopoly set. 

Operator:  

And coin? 

 

Fisher:  

Copper penny. Found earlier on the street, 1992, lucky side up.  

 

Operator:  

It looks like this will be your thirty fourth session. Any housekeeping before I patch you to your scenario?  

 

Fisher:  

Yes actually. 

 

SFX: He adjusts his posture, taking on an air of formality. 

 

Fisher:  

I have a gift for the operator. 

 

Operator:  

Oh? 

 

Fisher:  

A Seastone Spiral, obtained last session.  

 

Operator:  



Very generous. This will permanently add a Hidden Key to your Projection. Are you sure you want to 

continue? You can’t take it back. 

 

Fisher:  

Yes. The gift is yours.  

 

Operator:  

Patching you to the Dictator, logging session 34, please hold.  

 

INT. THE HOLDING ROOM - ??? 

The hold music stretches. 

A liminal space. 

The patch goes through. 

EXT. THE GOBLET WIRE – DAY 

 

Dictator: 

The groaning timber pier aches. Seaweed brine and the dust of industry collide with your nostrils. Ocean 

fog slowly crawls towards you. 

 

Dictator: 

The Marching of the Dock Barons Strike Breakers beats oppressively across cobbled streets.  

 

Dictator: 

But you are carefully hidden near your boat, surrounded by the barnacle infested pillars holding up the 

town above. 

 

Dictator: 

A disturbance of sand, footsteps rush towards you.  

 

Fisher:  

Who’s steps. 

 

Dictator: 

Your comrade, long expected, blood stains on their long coat, an excited expression paints their face. 



 

Fisher:  

I wait for their report.  

 

Dictator: 

“The Dock Baron has attacked! Strike Breakers have been sent to our hidden nooks and sanctuaries to 

disrupt the Proto-Unions leadership.  

 

 

Dictator: 

Its heir is on its way to the Port, flush with reinforcements.  

 

Dictator: 

This is meant to be the end of us.”  

 

Fisher:  

Was the mission successful?  

 

Dictator: 

Your comrade reveals a small waxed leather satchel.  

 

Dictator: 

“Yes. We successfully infiltrated the factory and made a pact with the Barons phlebotomist. The Baron 

has its blood drawn once a day to test for blood curses.” 

 

Dictator: 

“We made off with an entire pint before we were spotted... I escaped, though I am sorry to say that Mason 

perished after being caught by its hounds.” 

 

Dictator: 

“Take it. I must prepare for the battle to come. Go with luck. For the Hammer.” 

 

Fisher:  

For the Nail. Be safe. You will know by nightfall if I am successful. And if I’m not... Tell the others to run. 

Please. We can find another way. 



 

Dictator: 

“I will try.” They hand you the satchel before disappearing through the forest of dock posts and fog.  

 

Fisher:  

I open the satchel.  

 

 

 

Dictator: 

You see a yellowing translucent bladder filled with dark, warm blood. A note is scribbled to its side, 

marking the time and date it was extracted.  

 

Dictator: 

The marching of skull crushing boots grows loud overhead. You hear the baying of a hound.  

 

Fisher:  

Time to go. I place my musket and sword in the boat, carefully stowing the satchel in my rucksack.  

 

Dictator: 

You are satisfied with their placement. The sea is unnaturally calm, the disturbance of your movements 

barely casts a ripple.  

 

Fisher:  

I push off into the water, using one of the oars to guide the boat through the under side of the Pier.  

 

Fisher:  

How is visibility?  

 

Dictator: 

The vapor is thick around you, gray and green. They will not be able to see you above. 

 

Fisher:  

Good. I row. 



 

Dictator: 

How far. 

 

Fisher:  

So far I forget the land.  

 

Dictator: 

Hours pass. As the sea grows agitated you look around. There is nothing but water and fog and a canopy 

of rolling dark clouds.  

Fisher:  

I remove the divination charts from their cylinder along with the glass.  

 

Dictator: 

Previous attempts to find the fabled Sea Kings Lair have proven fruitless. Leaving you lost and 

dehydrated.  

 

Dictator: 

But you have recently obtained one of the hidden keys. Even without the benefit of a looking mirror you 

can feel new flecks of green in your eyes.  

 

Dictator: 

As you hold the glass above the charts, light refracts in an unusual way. A color you’ve never seen before 

adds new context to the weaving intricate patterns on the parchment.  

 

Dictator: 

And for the first time you can place yourself on this abstract sea.  

 

Fisher:  

Can I place the Lair? 

 

Dictator: 

Yes.  

 

Fisher:  



I begin rowing. 

 

THE CALL ENDS. Fisher is left in his room. 

INT. BEDROOM – NIGHT 

He rolls back on an office chair and throws himself onto his bed. 

 

Fisher:  

Almost there.  

 

00 
 

00 
 

(A lonesome piano Melody) 
 

00 
 

00 

ESTER:  

This episode was written by Ester Ellis. It starred Jack Moore as Fisher of Snakes, Cole Burkhardt as the 

Operator, and Richard Penner as the Dictator.  

 

Art by Chandler Candela.  

 

Credit music by Oliver Morris.  

 

Editing and sound design by Ester Ellis and Justin Hellstrom—synthscape by Justin Hellstrom. 

 

If you enjoyed this week’s episode, I have another podcast recommendation for you: 

 

Do you like psychological horror? Romantic tragedies? Atmospheric storytelling and snow covered 

settings? 

 

You’ll probably dig my original show: Station Blue. It follows the caretaker of an Antarctic research station 

as he struggles with bipolar disorder, isolation, and the ghosts of his past. And there’s plenty of weird stuff 

from seal mummies to an extremely upsetting door. 

 

Season 2 is currently in the works and it’s available to download everywhere. 

 

I want to thank everyone who has shared The Goblet Wire so far: we’ve crossed 500 downloads and the 

audience gets bigger each week. If you’ve got a friend and think they’d enjoy the show—please share it 

with them. We’ve got a lot more surprises instore. 

 



Our next episode continues Fisher’s journey with Episode 03: From Root to Stem by Ester Ellis.  

 

I hope we’ll see you there. 


