Rupert Morgan

= o)

% \Jersion audio







The
Blackout

Cet ouvrage est précédemment paru sous le titre The Consultant

didler]



Direction artistique : Jamie Keenan

Mise en page : MCP

Photo couverture : Marcelo Santos/Getty Images
Graphisme de couverture : SKGD-Création

Enregistrements, montage et mixage : Studio Corby
Texte lu par Saul Jephcott

« Le photocopillage, ¢’est 'usage abusif et collectif de la photocopie sans autorisation
des auteurs et des éditeurs.

Largement répandu dans les établissements d’enseignement, le photocopillage menace
I’avenir du livre, car il met en danger son équilibre économique. Il prive les auteurs
d’une juste rémunération.

En dehors de I'usage privé du copiste, toute reproduction totale ou partielle de cet
ouvrage est interdite. »

« La loi du 11 mars 1957 n’autorisant, au terme des alinéas 2 et 3 de larticle 41,
d’une part, que les copies ou reproductions strictement réservées a 'usage privé du
copiste et non destinées a une utilisation collective » et, d’autre part, que les analyses
et les courtes citations dans un but d’exemple et d’illustration, « toute représentation
ou reproduction intégrale, ou partielle, faite sans le consentement de I'auteur ou de
ses ayants droit ou ayants cause, est illicite. » (alinéa ler de I'article 40) — « Cette
représentation ou reproduction, par quelque procédé que ce soit, constituerait donc une
contrefagon sanctionnée par les articles 425 et suivants du Code pénal. »

© Les Editions Didier, une marque des Editions Hatier, Paris, 2010



Intermédiaire

A2-B1

B1-+B2

B2-»C1

<% PAPER PLANES

Une collection imaginée avec humour,
enthousiasme et provocation par Rupert Morgan

. Jd\f<'\(\
Tous les titres que vous pourrez
lire en anglais !

e Macbeth and the Creature from Hell, Roger Morris
* Romeo and Juliet in Las Vegas, Rupert Morgan

e Login: Dracula, Peter Flynn

e Bubonic Britain, Philippa Boston

e Deadly Jobs, Philippa Boston

e Blitz Britain, Philippa Boston

e Killer Sports, Philippa Boston

* Frankenstein 2.0, Roger Morris

e Live Fast, Die Young, Rupert Morgan
* Rock Rebels, Rupert Morgan

e The River Killers, Michael Gregorio
e After The Sea Rose, M. F. W. Curran

* The Blackout, Rupert Morgan

e Her Other Life, Janice Hally

* The Princes of Prohibition, Rupert Morgan
e The Guilty Innocent, Philippa Boston

* The Trader, Rupert Morgan

- Retrouvez l'ensemble des titres de la collection sur www.paperplanes.fr






On an island somewbhere in the Indian Ocean

WE ARE CANNIBALS dressed in Dolce & Gabanna,
my colleagues and I.

That is what we do at Amelyosis: we eat up
other humans as if we were foxes and they were
chickens. It’s a pretty good job.

That, in any case, is what I found myself think-
ing this afternoon as I listened to our Chief Execu-
tive, Rueben Cicero, welcome us to this tropical
island where we have come for a week of intensive
management training:

“Amelyosis is not an ordinary business,



'”

people!” Cicero shouted as we stood on the sand,
our baggage at our feet. He was on a wooden ter-
race overlooking the beach as he gave his oration:
“Kellogs is a business. Coca-Cola is a business.
General Motors is a business. Or... maybe not
General Motors, actually.”

He paused as we laughed at the sorry condi-
tion of the company that had once been the jewel
of American consumer culture: a company so influ-
ential that whole cities and the landscape itself had
been remodelled in accordance with its product. A
company that we at Amelyosis helped to 'restruc-
ture' last year, axing® 45,000 jobs and three fac-
tories. They paid us millions to do it. Or, rather,
the tax-payers did. Which means, when you think
about it, that the very people whose jobs we axed
paid us to do it. It’s a strange world we humans
have invented, isn’t it?

Amelyosis is doing well in the recession because
it’s our job to tell other businesses what they are
doing wrong. Good times or bad — it makes no dif-
ference to companies like ours. We used to be called

Hackersakt Corporate Solutions, but we rebranded

* axing : suppressing



ourselves a few years ago. The old name was too
20th Century.

“Why are these businesses really any different
to the farmers of old?” he asked rhetorically, “They
produce things, they take them to the market, they
sell them and make a little profit. Some are selling
carrots and some are selling cars — but is there any
fundamental difference? It’s positively medieval!
They are all... peasants!”

His eyes blazed with passionate intensity:

“The laws of Nature do not change! The world
never changes! Democracy is a beautiful, intricate
charade but, at heart, we at Amelyosis know that
society is still feudal because that is the natural
order of things: the strong dominate the weak.”

He paused to look at us, a hundred and fifty
of Amelyosis’s best management consultants. He
raised his arms, opening his hands wide as if to
hold us in his embrace:

“Amelyosis Corporate Solutions is not a busi-
ness, my friends. We do not make anything. We do
not invent anything. We do not sell anything. So
why do corporations pay us hundreds of millions of
dollars in consultancy fees each year? Because their



managers are terrified, that is why. They look at
General Motors and think 'Are we next? Will we be
conquered by stronger foreign competitors?'. So,
just as medieval serfs turned to the Baron and his
knights for security, they look to us: Amelyosis!”

I looked around at my colleagues and could see
by their expressions that Cicero was pushing all the
right buttons. They were loving it.

“We are an elite combat force! We are a war-
rior tribe! We are Amelyosis! What are we?”

“Amelyosis!” came the answer from all around

“Who are the strongest?”

“Amelyosis!”

I opened my mouth, but no sound came out.
This is a little strange, I thought. We are on a beach
on a tropical island in the middle of the Indian
Ocean, all in expensive designer suits, having a
mini-version of the Nuremberg rallies*. My col-
leagues had started a rhythmic chant now, their
arms punching the air:

“Ame-el-y-o-sis! Am-el-y-0-sis!”

I raised my arm, pretending to join in, and

* The Nuremberg rallies, held annually by the Nazi Party from 1933
to 1938, were carefully planned propaganda events.



