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You are going to read an extract from a novel, in which the singerin a pop
group describes a meeting between the group and someone who wants to be
their manager. For questions 7-14, choose the answer (A, B, C or D) which
you think fits best according to the text.

Mark your answers on the separate answer sheet.
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That first business meeting with Mae was one of the
most important mornings of my life. Before she ever
said a word, she left us time to be impressed by her
office and, although we’d meant to be extremely cool,
it impressed us all right. As her secretary opened the
door, the room stretched ahead of us, not wide but
almost ten metres long. For the first two-thirds, it was
narrowed almost to a corridor by cupboards. Beyond
them, the room opened out across its full width into
silver and pale green, carpeted and furnished and full
of light. And there was Mae, watching us from the
depths of a huge silver armchair. We walked the length
of the room, trying to look casual and wondering who
the little guy beside her was. She left us time to sit
down and take him in, too, before she introduced him.

‘Stanley Grierson. My husband and business
partner.’

Nobody said a word while Mae poured us coffee. We
left the talking to Christie.

"Well?" He balanced his coffee spoon on one finger.
‘Come on, persuade us. What are you offering?’

Stanley choked slightly into his coffee, as if he
couldn’t believe we would dare to bargain. but Mae
kept a straight face. She had too much sense to answer
the question directly. Instead, she waited until we were
all listening and then began to talk softly, looking into
her cup.

‘It’s hard to handle something really different. really
new. If you launch it too soon. people don’t know what
you're talking about. If you leave it too long, 1t’s dead.
You need a special kind of nose for the moment, for
how people are feeling and thinking. And I’ ve got that.
London’s full of little Mae Griersons, all doing what |
did last year, but none of them will ever catch up with
me, because they 're only copyists.”

‘And now you’ve smelt us out?” said Job, raising an

eyebrow. “Who are you complimenting — us or
yourself?””’

"You — when you did that first song the other night.’
Mae was crisper now, more business-like. ‘If that’s the
way you want to develop, Stanley and I are prepared to
invest money in the band. If not, get out and stop
wasting my time. You may make a living, but you’ll
never be anywhere near my league.’

Rollo spoke then. ‘But music isn’t really your area,
1s it? Have you got any other groups at all? And if not,
why are you so keen to take us over when it’s bound to
be arisk?” Mae grinned. ‘How about money? Anyone
can do with another million or so.” Then, more
seriously, ‘But it’s not only that. It’s because I saw
what you could be, I knew what the band could
achieve if it was handled properly —and I want to test it
out. The biggest pleasure of all 1s being proved right.’

"And you're sticking your neck out that far on the

basis of one song? With an inexperienced singer?’ said
Job.

"Oh, L know that’s the biggest hazard,” Mae said.
"‘But it’s her I want. Without her, you’re about as
exciting as watching paint dry.” Suddenly everyone
was looking at me, with their thoughts so plain I could
have drawn in the speech bubbles myself. She’s only a
kid. Can she take the pressure? It was obvious they
were waiting for a gesture.

[ put my feet up on the table — boots and all —in
among the porcelain coffee cups. Folding my arms, 1
said, "Why don’t we stop messing about? We all want
to do business. The question 1s, what are you going to
give us to make it worth our while? And what are you
going to screw out of us in return?’

Even with half an eye on her precious coffee cups,
Mae relaxed visibly. ‘I like straight talk.” she said.

40

45

30

60

70






