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The speaker was trying to explain tangled social problems to a room full of half-asleep attendees who were struggling to stay awake. The PowerPoint slides were endless and almost animation-free; no wonder everyone was praying for the coffee break. Most were there because they had to be. Good for the CV.

Near the back sat Jorge. He had run out of ways to fit his bulk into the chair. All he wanted was for the bald old guy to finish so he could stand up. Maybe, if nobody noticed, he could slip out quietly. He glanced at the doors. Impossible; the registration tables were still there, and he’d have to return the lanyard and badge they’d forced on him. He shifted again. All he could do was wait.
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