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    The ultra-conformist society of the future would seem, by now, to have become a science fiction stereotype. But here is a savage, magnificent story which begins where others stop. You will remember this story.
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      John Peel snapped the shaver back in its slot and pulled down hrs masker. He was late this morning. The Voice gave a melodious whir and said, "You now have ten minutes to catch your car, John." He slid the masker down his cheek, smoothing the pale gray plastic over his face. Halfway down it sputtered, and the liquid came out in uneven drops.




       




      Blast! He fumbled for a fresh tube, took a precious minute to refill the masker. Stripped off the right cheek and started over. Sometimes it could be bonded together, but he didn't want to take a chance on being caught in public with a crack showing.




       




      He gave himself an embarrassed grin at the thought. The mirror with its subliminal message flashing, "You are a handsome and virile male," reassured him. He finished masking, then stared at his face again. His eyes, alive in the gray mask, stared back at him, seemed to ask, "Who am I?" His lips parted slightly and he leaned forward as if to listen for the answer, but there was no reply except the message from the mirror repeating itself a thousand times a second.




       




      The Voice, now strident with alarm, said, "You have five minutes to catch your car!"




       




      He whirled and ran into the sleeping room, snatched up his gray coverall with its gleaming white collar, and threw it on.




       




      It was not until he was on the station platform, surrounded by the grayness of the other masked and coveralled men and the pink that was the women, that he realized that instead of his briefcase of cards he held a piece of toast -in his right hand. His stomach, resentful at being left without breakfast, had betrayed him into grabbing the toast from the breakfast slot instead of the card case from its rack.




       




      Oh, well, he thought, what difference does it make if I don't talk? I never say anything anyway. Shocked at himself, he glanced hastily at the city mural painted on the walls. The subliminal hidden in the skyline soothed him. "I am going to catch a clean and speedy train to my pleasant place of work," it said. The tension in his stomach subsided. He saw a woman eyeing the piece of toast and stuck it in his pocket.




       




      Aboard his car he hurried to the men's compartment to eat his toast. As he chewed the dry stuff he wondered resentfully why he should have to hide, though of course he knew it was because chewing might crack his mask. He glanced in his wrist mirror, then went down to the Artists' Car.
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