
Text excerpts from Lloyds. Get Your Own Whistle. 
School of the Event Horizon 

TRAILER FOR A BOOK (some fragments) 

Scene 1 

In which a building has been turned inside out. 

PUBLIC SERVICE ANNOUNCEMENT:  

It has come to our attention that the Lloyds Building in central London has turned inside out. 
This happened some time ago; it is the early days of our investigation, and we are still trying to 
determine when. That said, it has been confirmed beyond the shadow of a doubt that its 
outsides are on its inside, and its insides are on its outside. We are speculating as to some of 
the possible procedures that could have caused this occurrence. However, we are bringing our 
findings to the attention of the public as they have immediate ramifications for the health, 
welfare and security of all concerned.  
 
This occurrence means that each and every one of us - not to mention our children, our land, 
our schools - is inside the Lloyds building. Its headquarters encompass the whole world.  

// 

Neat glass rectangles held in place by wormholes of steel. Desks dare a peep over the 
precipice, transactions wink effortlessly back and forth. Hard smiles of concrete and perspex, 
sharply glinting fonts, and endless escalators bisect the void.  

I’m imagining making an incision, perhaps in both feet, just before the toes and peeling the 
whole skin off like a sock, or like a too tight jumper, perhaps a black polo neck.  

The skin of the money building turned inside out, lifts and vents exposed like swollen offal. But 
this body is taut, there is no wound. No peeled orange fleshiness.  

Scene 5.a 

In which objects go missing from Lloyds of London and appear unexpectedly in Essex House, to 
be found by Ben, the security Guard. They are mystically being re-deployed, but on arrival  their 
roles seem uncertain. 

…It was the following week, after he had examined the tile and stapler, noticing that one was 
broken and the other stained, and put them in a storage cupboard, not knowing quite what else 
to do with them, that his eye was caught by a black shadow as he checked the now defunct 
canteen. Wedged down between the empty display fridge and the metal counter was a black 
box file. He reached in and pulled it free. Inside it was three quarters full of papers, most of 



which had been stamped through the centre with the word ARCHIVE. It was disconcerting but 
not inexplicable. It must have been on top of the display case all along, which was almost taller 
than he was, and easy to overlook. It was labelled Lloyds of London. He took the box file, in the 
crook of his arm, back down to reception. He was about to put it in the cupboard when he 
noticed the date on the side of the file (2013-). He paused in confusion, and opened the it up 
again. The documents were dated 2013 and 2014, the top of the pile was dated: Wednesday 
30th July 7.04 pm. Yesterday. The annoyance of having to check the building again and the 
security camera to work out who had got in dispelled any alarm about the oddness of the file 
appearing. 

There was nothing unusual on the footage. Two youths loitered briefly near the entrance around 
2.30 am the night before, but he clearly saw them arrive and depart back down the road. No 
windows forced, no locks broken. 

It was twelve days later when Ben stepped out of a lift on the fifth floor and fell straight over a 
large Areca palm, housed in a cracked silver pot, that he felt a new kind of anxiety constrict 
inside him.  

Scene 5.1 

In which a brand consultant brainstorms a series of adverts for Lloyds. 

Bold life manoeuvres. At Lloyds we don’t talk about work-life balance. You make the decisions. 
Life balances on you. 
  
This work-life balance…it is a platitude which gets bandied about like too-tired nephew at a 
family reunion.  But only an institution like Lloyds can actually achieve a work-life balance for its 
employees. 
  
News flash. Work is life. Chances are, you’re gonna find someone you love, right where you 
work. And you’re gonna want to make decisions that count with that person. Children. A house. 
A small business. A new library. A foundation for autistic children. The sky’s the limit, but guess 
what? It all takes money. That’s where Lloyds comes it. We get it done. 

Come to Lloyds and get on with your life. 

Scene 9 

In which Essex House has been fitted with a machine to ensure that employees check their 
souls at the door before each shift 

The light in her soul shot out in an elliptical fashion, intercepting her body at an odd angle. Five 
days a week for fourteen years, it had been taken off in the morning and put back on, eight hours 
later, at the end of the shift. Off and on, off and on. There was a machine at the front entrance 



that scanned everyone as they came in, detected souls (if any), and removed them with a patented 
“unzipping” device called The Throng™. The souls were then filed away like coats in a coat 
check, and there they remained, cloaked and compartmentalized, for the next eight hours, when 
the machine’s highly efficient Soul Recovery System (or SRS) would re-scan the bodies, and 
match them to the soul they longed for. Of course, this was the early 2000s, and the souls were 
only fed trans fats, and no one had ever suggested that their bedding was comfortable. But it was 
dangerous work bringing them inside. Everyone knew that. They were a safety hazard, always 
getting caught on sales targets, debt shame, shareholder shadows and the little spikes of death 
wish that darted through the office, like pebbles on the riverbed of everybody’s mind. At first, the 
soul (like many souls) did not weather the unzipping gladly. It became tattered and weak, and 
clouded, and because of the trans fats, it was blotchy and bloated, and it didn’t have time for 
anything or anyone in the evening. But with time it began to adapt: loosening its grip on the 
body’s shape, experimenting, during its incarcerations, with ways to connect to the souls around 
it (though they were sealed off from each other, of course). Eventually, it reshaped itself into a 
sort of sleek dart, hard like a diamond, that could be easily and aerodynamically driven into its 
body like a stake, and removed like a sliver. 

Scene 5.2 
  
6. There is a whistle which plays out a sound. The sound is the voice of reason. The person 
playing the whistle is just reading the music. It sounds flat. It’s time you got your own whistle, it’s 
time you learned to play your own device.  
  
Lloyds.  
Get your own whistle. 
  
7. I believe that people are good. My dad taught me that. He was an alcoholic, he died of liver 
disease. He never did a good thing in his life. 
  
Lloyds.  
Some things you just know. 
  
8. 
My son Aiden told me that he had come up with his own kind of money, called the doody-lamb. 
He said that it works on smell. So if you wanted to buy a hambuger you’d just burp. But if you 
wanted buy a laptop which has parts made in lots of different countries, you’d have to put your 
finger up someone’s butt. 
  
Lloyds.  
You get it. 
  



9. My hands smell like pickle. Does that mean I get a free laptop? 
Lloyds, shut the fuck up. 
  
10.  Blood is thicker than water. Water is not that thick. 
Lloyds. 

11.  Blood is thicker than water. Water is not that thick. 
Lloyds 
  
12.  Open your mind to new possibilities. But know that you can’t really change, what you are. 
You’re a person. 
  
Lloyds.  
Made by people. 
  
13.  Feeling a bit overwhelmed, finding the work week too demanding, and not rewarding 
enough personally. Gemma, took some time off work to get her head straight.  

When she was off work, she realised how much she missed it. 
  
Lloyds. 
We miss you too Gemma.  
  
14.  Your hard work is the train journey between need and enjoyment. 
Lloyds. 
We keep your train running. 
  
15.  
Jim and Brenda on the left side of the room prefer fairness over freedom, Chaz and Monique on 
the right side of the room prefer freedom over fairness.  

Lloyds. 
We are the room.  


