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         Dominic was a lively one, always up to something. One day, more restless than usual, he decided there wasn’t enough going on in his own neighborhood to satisfy his need for adventure. He just had to get away.

         He owned an assortment of hats which he liked to wear, not for warmth or for shade or to shield him from rain, but for their various effects—rakish, dashing, solemn, or martial. He packed them, together with his precious piccolo and a few other things, in a large bandanna which he tied to the end of a stick so it could be carried easily over a shoulder.

         Too impatient to dash around saying goodbye to everyone, he hammered this note to his door: “Dear Friends, I am leaving in rather a hurry to see more of the world, so I have no time to say goodbye to you individually. I embrace you all and sniff you with love. I don’t know when I’ll be back. But back I will be. Dominic.”

         
            [image: ]
            

         

         He locked the door, buried the key, and left home to seek his fortune—that is, to look for whatever it was that was going to happen to him out there in the unknown world.

         He took the highroad going east so he could greet the sunrise as soon as it arrived, and also the nightfall. But he didn’t travel in a straight line. He was forever leaving the road, coming back to it and leaving it again, investigating the source of every smell and sound, every sight that intrigued him. Nothing escaped his ardent attention.

         On the second day of his journey, he reached a fork in the road and he wondered whether to go the way that veered off to the left or the one that curved over to the right. He would have been happy to go both ways at once. Since that was impossible, he flipped a coin—heads for the left, tails for the right. It fell on tails, so he chased his own tail three times around and took the road that curved over to the right.

         By and by, there was an exceptional smell, one he had never encountered before, and hurrying toward it, as he always hurried toward every development, he came to another fork in the road, and there a witch-alligator stood, resting on a cane and looking as if she had been expecting him.
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         Dominic had never seen a witch-alligator. Though all smells engaged his interest, he wasn’t sure he liked her particular one, and it seemed to him that she had many more teeth than were necessary for any ordinary dental purpose. Still, he greeted her in his usual high-spirited way: “Good morning! Happy day to us all!”

         “Good morning to you,” said the witch. “Do you know where you’re going?”
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         “Not at all,” Dominic said with a laugh. “I’m going wherever my fortune tells me to go.”

         “And would you like to know your fortune?” the witch asked, adjusting the fringes on her shawl. “I can see the future just as clearly as I see the present and more clearly than I can recall the past. For twenty-five cents I’ll reveal your immediate prospects—what is in store for you during the next few days. For half a dollar I’ll describe the next full year of your life. For a dollar you can have your complete history, unexpurgated, from now to the finish.”

         Dominic thought a moment. Curious as he was about everything, especially everything concerning himself, he preferred to do his own learning. “I’m certainly interested in my fortune,” he said. “Yet I think it would be much more fun to find out what happens when it happens. I like to be taken by surprise.”

         
            [image: ]
            

         

         “Well,” said the witch, “I know everything that’s going to happen to you.” Then she remarked that Dominic was unusually wise for so young a dog and offered him a bit of information. “I hope you don’t mind if I tell you this much,” she said. “That road there on the right goes nowhere. There’s not a bit of magic up that road, no adventure, no surprise, nothing to discover or wonder at. Even the scenery is humdrum. You’d soon grow much too introspective. You’d take to daydreaming and tail-twiddling, get absent-minded and lazy, forget where you are and what you’re about, sleep more than one should, and be wretchedly bored. Furthermore, after a while, you’d reach a dead end and you’d have to come all that dreary way back to right here where we’re standing now, only it wouldn’t be now, it would be some woefully wasted time later.

         “Now this road, the one on the left,” she said, her heavy eyes glowing, “this road keeps right on going, as far as anyone cares to go, and if you take it, believe me, you’ll never find yourself wondering what you might have missed by not taking the other. Up this road, which looks the same at the beginning, but is really ever so different, things will happen that you never could have guessed at—marvelous, unbelievable things. Up this way is where adventure is. I’m pretty sure I know which way you’ll go.” And she smiled, exposing all eighty teeth.

         Dominic feverishly opened his big, polka-dotted bandanna, pulled out some sardines, and gave them to the witch, who consumed them in a gulp. He thanked her for her good advice and went high-tailing it up the road to the left, the road to adventure.
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         The adventure road started out through a shady wood. On both sides the trees stood tall and solemn. The light glowed greenly through their leaves as if through stained-glass windows in a church. Dominic walked along in silence, smelling all the wonderful forest odors, alert to every new one, his nostrils quivering with delight. He smelled damp earth, mushrooms, dried leaves, violets, mint, spruce, rotting wood, animal droppings, forget-me-nots, and mold, and he savored all of it. The odors came as single notes, or percussion shots, or fused together in wonderful harmonies. Dominic was inspired to take out his piccolo and play. He invented a melody which he decided should be called “The Psalm of Sweet Smells.”
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         Presently he came to a quiet pond. Putting away his piccolo, he reconnoitered the grassy bank, investigating various plants, pebbles, and anthills, and then sat down to enjoy some lunch. Scarcely had he wolfed a couple of sardines than the smooth surface of the pond before him ruffled and there was a huge catfish regarding him with unblinking eyes.

         “You’re Dominic,” the catfish said.

         Dominic was aquiver with attention. “Yes, I’m Dominic,” he admitted. “Who are you?”

         “I can’t tell you my name,” said the catfish. “But I have something for you. I’ve been waiting for you to pass by so I could give it to you.” And he held forth out of the water a long, sharp spear. “You’re going to need this,” he said. “This fine-edged spear will make you invincible in serious combat. That is, if you use it rightly.”

         “What is ‘using it rightly’?” Dominic asked, accepting the spear.

         “Using it rightly,” said the fish, “is using it with such skill that no one can best you.”

         “I see,” said Dominic. “Thank you very much.”

         “You needn’t thank me,” said the fish. “I’m acting on orders.” And he disappeared, leaving behind a small ripple that also disappeared.
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         Dominic never did find out whose orders the catfish was acting on. He speculated that it was the witch.

         Remembering the fish, he felt guilty for having eaten sardines. But he quickly got over it and ate another. He discarded the stick that had served to carry his bandanna and replaced it with the spear. Then he put on his Royal Fusiliers hat and continued on his way.

         In not many minutes, proving that the witch had been correct when she said there would be action along this road, he fell into a deep hole. He looked up from the bottom. And, proving that the catfish had been right when he said Dominic would need the spear, he saw three masked faces looking down at him. They belonged to members of the Doomsday Gang.

         The Doomsday Gang robbed, ravaged, cheated, attacked innocent creatures at large and travelers especially, and did all sorts of damaging mischief; and the hole into which Dominic had fallen was a trap they had set for anyone at all who might happen to be passing that way. Dominic hadn’t seen the hole because it had been cleverly covered with burdock leaves, arranged to look as if they had fallen there by chance.
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         “Well, look what we’ve caught!” said the fox who was captain of the gang. “I think we’ve got a good one, a real prize.” And he laughed.

         “I’ll bet he has a slew of fine things in that fat bandanna,” said the ferret crouching next to him. “It looks full as a ripe melon.”

         “I wonder if he’s good to eat,” said the third character looking down the hole, a weasel.

         “No, their meat is tough,” said the fox. “But surely we can use him for something or other. Maybe for hunting. They have an incredible sense of smell.”

         These villains were never really certain what they wanted. But they knew they liked to be evil, in any convenient way. Being evil was what they were best at; everyone enjoys being best at something.

         “They make too much noise,” said the ferret, whereupon Dominic vented a series of ear-tearing barks. Then to frighten them he growled, but they didn’t scare.

         “Let’s get him now,” said the fox, and the three started edging into the hole.

         “Stand back! Stand back there!” commanded Dominic, and without waiting for a response, he jabbed, jabbed, jabbed at them with his long, sharp spear.

         “Ouch!” said the ferret, though he hadn’t been touched. “Oops,” said the weasel. “Curses!” said the fox. They strove to get at him with sticks and clubs and swords, but Dominic held them at bay with the wonderful weapon the catfish had given him.
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