LOTHAR ASHLEY, Editor-in-chief
LEWIS V. SCOTT, Associate Editor
KURT REICHERT, Photo Editor

ROBERT S. LIGHT, Production
Manager

FRANK EDWARD LEE, Art Director

DAVE BARNETT, Advertising
Manager

VOL. 1, NO. 3, ADAM, PRICE 50c PER
COPY. Published bimonthly by Knight
Publishing Company. Editorlal and Ad-
vertising offices: Prismatic Bullding, Los
Angeles 46, Callfornla. Contents Copy-
righted 1956 by Knight Publishing Com-
pany. Nothing may be reprinted in whole
or in part without written permission.
Printed In U.S.A, Return postage should
accompany unsolicited manuscripts and
plictures; the publisher accepts no respon-
sibility for return. Any similarity between
people and places mentioned in the fiction
and semi-fiction in this magazine and
any real people and places is purely co-
incidental.

SHALL WE DANCE —fiction. . ... JACK HERNDON
MARGARET EMPEY — pictorial. . ..............
LOVE MONEY —fiction. ........... H. I. SINGER
THREE IN A BED — fiction. . JACQUES CASANOYA

ADAM'S TROPICAL FROLIC—cartoon.......... 1

R. THOMPSON
FOOTBALL HERO—fiction......... PETER LAITIN

BURLESQUE BACKSTAGE — pictorial............
TALES OF SEXUAL HORRORS — book review. .... .

YOUTH WITHOUT INNOCENCE —fiction. .......
K. ROBERT HOWARD

ADAM’S EVE — special pictorial .. .............
ADAM'S TALES—humor................ovun
FOR ART'S SAKE —pictorial. . .................
THE COLD FEMALE —fiction. ... ... DALE HARLOW
A DATE WITH VIRGINIA — pictorial. . ..........
LETTERS TO ADAM —feature.................

VvoL. 1 NO. 3

12

22
26
30






TO NO MAN was a woman more
important than Giacomo Casanova
(1725-1798 ) whose fiery conquests
produced a series of true-life ad-
ventures beyond the credibility of
the wildest fiction. In the latter
years of bis life when bis memory
was sharper than his passions, he
set down in his memoirs every
blessed adventure he had in bed.

As a regular feature, AbAM will
bring you the choicest of these
vivid accounts. The settings are as
varied as his women, for in the
course of his 73 years, he passed
through ltaly, France, Germany,
Austria, England, Switzerland, Bel-
gium, Russia, Poland, Spain, Hol-
land and Tyrkey.

In this particular escapade Cas-
anova is in Genoa, feeling sorry
for himself because Rosalie, his
last mistress, left him to enter a
religious convent., He is about to
depart on another journey. He is
alone with Rosalie's housekeeper,
the pretty and well-bred Veronique
who had been asked by her mis-
tress to stay and keep Casanova
company.

Now we pick up the narrative
in Casanova's own words . . .

* ok x

Her mother came while we were still
at the table, She was astounded at the
honor I showed her daughter, and she
overwhelmed me with thanks.

“You owe no gratitude,” said I to
her; “your daughter is clever, good
and beautiful.”

“Thank the gentleman for his com-
pliment,” said the mother, “for you
are really stupid and ugly.” Then she
added, “But how could you have the
face to sit at table with the gentleman
in a dirty chemise?”

“I should blush, mother, if I thought
you were right; but I put a clean one
on only two hours ago.”

*Madam,” said I, “the chemise can-
not look white beside your daughter's
whiter skin."”

This made the mother laugh, and
pleased the girl immensely, When the
mother told her that she had come to
take her back, Veronique said, with a
sly smile,

“Pethaps the gentleman won't be
Eleased at my leaving him twenty-four

ours before he is to leave on his trip.”

“On the contrary,” said I, "I should
be very vexed.”

“Well, then, she can stay, sir,” said
the mother, “but for decency’s sake 1
must send her younger sister to sleep
with her.”

“If you please,” I rejoined. And with
that I left them, :

The thought of Veronique troubled
me, as I knew I was taken with her,
and what I had to dread was a calcu-
lated resistance,

imaginable. .

Her shortness of sight made too bril-
liant a light painful to her, but as she
stood before me she seemed to like me
looking at her. My gaze fed hungrily
on the two little half-spheres which
were not yet ripe, but so white as to
make me guess how ravishing the rest
of her bofy must be.

My old friend, the marquis came
over, and like myself he thought An-
nette, whom he had never seen before,
an astonishing miniature beauty. Tak.
ing advantage of his age and high rank,
the voluptuous old man dared to pass
his hand over her breast, and she who
was too respectful to cross my lord, let
him do it without making the slightest
objection. She was a compound of in-
nocence and coquetry.

The woman who showing little suc-
ceeds in making a man want to see
more, has accomplished three-fourths
of the task of making him fall in love
with her. For is love anything else than
a kind of curiosity? I think not. What
makes me certain is that when the cur-
iosity is satisfied the love disappears.

Love, however, is the strongest kind
of curiosity in existence, and I was al-
ready curious about Annette.

These girls disturbed me,

The next morning I announced to

‘the household that T was going for a

country walk and would not be in till
suppertime, I walked fast for two hours
with the intention of tiring myself, and
of thus readjusting the balance between
mind and body. I have always found
that severe exercise and fresh air are

A singular incident whereby the prodigious Casanova is put in despair
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I THOUGHT VERONIQUE
prettier than before. Her behavior, now
free and now reserved, as the occasion
demanded, showed me that she could
have played the part of a princess in
the best society.

Nevertheless, I was sorry to find I
liked her, and my only consolation was
that her mother would come and take
her away before the day was over. 1
had adored Rosalie, and my heart still
bled at the thought of our parting.

I have never liked eating by myself,
so I gave orders for the table to be laid
for two, inviting Veronique to join me,
for she had some right to expect as
much, to say nothing of those rights
which her wit and beauty gave her.

The mother came into my room
while I was writing, and wished me a
pleasant journey, telling me for the
second time that she was going to send
her daughter Annette. Annette came in
the evening, and after kissing my hand

crespectfully, she ran gaily to kiss her

sister.

1 wanted to see what she was like,
and called for candles; and on their be-
inf brought I found she was a blonde
of a kind I had never before seen. Her
hair, eyebrows, and eyelashes were the
color of pale gold, fairer almost than
her skin, which was extremely delicate.
She was very short-sighted, but her
large pale blue eyes were wonderfully
beautiful. She had the smallest mouth

by JACQUES CASANOVA

the best cure for any mental perturba.
tion. I had walked for more than three
leagues when hunger made me halt,

I felt too tired to walk back to
Genoa, so I asked for a carriage; but
there was no such thing to be had. The
inn-keerr provided me with a sorry
nag and a man to guide me. Darkness
was coming on, and we had more than
six miles to do. Fine rain began to fall
when I started and continued all the
way, so that I got home by eight o’clock
wet to the skin, shivering with cold,
dead tired, and in a sore plight from
the rough saddle, against which my
satin breeches were no protection.

While I was changing my clothes,

—turn to page 55



THREE, from page 17
Annette came in,
“Where is you sister?”
“She is in bed with a bad headache.’
*Anaette dear, go and ask your sis-
ter if she would like us to sup in her
room.”
She soon came back télling me that
Veronique was obliged, but begged me
to let her sleep.

I supped with Annette, and was glad
to see that, though she only drank
water, her appetite was better than
mine. My passion for her sister pre-
vented me thinking of her, but I felt
that Annette would otherwise "have
taken my fancy. 1 offered her a glass
of Lunel muscat.

“I only drink water, sir."

“Don't you like wine?”

“Yes, but as I am not used to it 1
“am afraid of its getting into my head.”

“Then you can go to bed; you will
SIeT all the better.”

She drank the first glass, which she
‘enjoyed immensely, then a second, and
then a third. I made her drink a fourth
glass, but an instant after she told me
that she could not see anything, and we
rose from the table. Annette began to
please me a little too much, but I de-
termined not to make any attempts
upon her for fear of finding her too
submissive. A little resistance sharpens
the appetite, while favors granted with
too much ease lose a great deal of their
charm, She ‘was only eighteen, she had
a soft heart, no knowledge of the world
or her own rights, and shé would not
have resisted my embraces for fear of
being rude. That sort of thing would
only please a rich and voluptuous Turk.

1 begged her to do my hair, intend-
ing to dismiss her directly after, but
when she had finished 1 asked her to
give me the ointment.

“What do you want it for?"

“For the blisters that cursed saddle
on which I rode six miles gave me.”

“'Does the ointment do them good >

"Certainly: it takes away the smart,
and by tomorrow I shall be cured.”

“Can't I do it?"

“Yes, but I am afraid that would be
an abuse of your kindness.”

“T guess why; but as I am short-
sighted, how shall.I see your blisters?”

“If you want to do it for me, T will
place ‘myself so that it will be easier
for you. Stay, put the candle on this
table,”

“Is that right? Good heavens! what
a state your skin is in!”

“You have not finished yet.”

- "I am so short-sighted; turn around.”

"With pleasure. Here 1 am.”

The little wanton could not resist
laughing at what she saw, doubtless,
for the first time. She continued rub-

— turn the page

55



A

56

THREE, from page 55
bing the ointment in, and I saw that
she liked it, as did 1.

When she had finished I burst out
laughing to hear her ask, in the most
serious way, the: pot. of ointment still
in her left hand,

“Did I do it right?”

Oh, admirably, dear Annette. You
are an angel, and I am sure you know
what pleasure you gave me. Can you
come and spend an hour with me?”

“"Wait a bit.”

She went out and shut the door, and
I waited for her to return; but my pa-
tience being exhausted I opened the
door slightly and saw her undressing
and getting into bed with her sister. I
went back to my room and to bed again,

without losing all hope. I was not dis- *

appointed, for in five minutes back she
came, clad in her chemise and walking
on tip-toe.

“Here I am. My sister is asleep and
suspects nothing; and even if she awoke
the bed is so large that she would not
notice my absence.

Yol are a divine creature, and I
love you with all my heart.”

*“So much the better. I give myself
up to you; do what you like with me,
on the condition that,you think of my
sister no more." t

“"Which will not cost me much, 1
promise that I will not-think of her.”

I found ‘Annette a perfect neophyte.
I spent two hours of delight with this
pretty baby, for she was so small, so

“delicate, and so daintily shaped all

over, that I can find no better name for
her, Her docility did not detract from
the piquancy of the pleasure, for she
was voluptuously inclined,

When I rose in the morning she
carhe to my room with Veronique, and
I was glad to see that while the young-

“er sister was radiant with happiness
the elder looked pleasant. I asked how '

she was, and she told me that diet and

sleep had completely cured her. "I~

have always found them the best rem-
edy for a headache.” Annette had also
cured me of the curiosity 1 had felt
about her. I congratulated myself on
my achievement.

I spent the day in watching the care
with which Veronique and Annette
packed my trunks, for I would not let
any of the other servants help in any
way. .
We supped in our usual manner,
discussing only commonplace topics,
but just as I was going to bed, Annette
shook my hand in a way-that told me
to prepare for a visit from her. I ad-
mired the natural acuteness of young
girls, who take their degrees in the art

of luve with so much ease, and at such

ome to my arms, my love; it is .
very cold.”

an early age. Annette, almost a child,
lf:lnew more than a young man of twenty
ve, .

She lay down beside me, and after a
moment devoted to love she said that
Veronique was asleep, adding,

"I do believe that you really love my
sister.” o

I protested, and while we were hav-
ing our conversation, we were surprised
by the sudden appearance of Veronique
with a lighted candle and wearing only
her chemise. She laughed at her sister
to encourage her, and I joined in the
laughter, keeping a firm hold on the
Little one for fear of her escaping. Ver-
onique looked ravishing in her scanty
attire, and as she laughed I could not
be angry with her, N

However, I said, "“You have inter-
rupted our enjoyment and hurt your
sister’s feelings; perhaps you will .de-
spise her for the future?”

“On the contrary, I shall always love
her.”

“Her feelings overcame her, and she
surrendered to me without making any
terms.”

“She has more sense than 1"

“Do you mean that?”

I do, really.”

“I am astonished and delighted to
hear it; but as it is so, kiss your sister.”

At this invitation, Veronique put
down the candle and covered Annette’s
beautiful body with kisses. The scene
made me feel very happy.

“Come, Veronique,” said I, “you
will. die of cold; come and lie down.”

1 made room for her and soon there
were three of us under the same.sheet.
I was in an ecstasy at this group.

“‘Dearest ones,” said I, “you have
played me a pretty trick; was it pre-
meditated ?"* '

“We did not premeditate anything,”
said Veronique, "Now I am jn my right
senses, as I have yielded to the feelings
with which you inspired me when 1
saw you first, and against which I have
fought too long.”

“‘What you say pleases me extremely.”

“Well, forgive me and- finish ‘my
punishment by showing that you are
not angry with me.”

“How am I to do that?” E

“By telling me that you are vexed
no longer, and by continuing to give
my sister proofs of your love, :

I swear to you that so far from be-
ing angry with you, I am very fond of
you; but would you like us tq be fond
in your presence?”

“Yes, if you don't mind me.”

Feeling excited by voluptuous emo-
tions, I saw that my part could no lorig-
er be a passive one.

“What do you say,” said I to my
blonde, “will you allow your heroic sis-
ter to remain a mere looker-on at our



sweet struggles? Are you not generous
enough to let me make her an actress
in the drama?”

“No: 1 confess T do not feel as if I
could be so generous tonight, but next
night. if you will play the same part,
we will change. Veronique shall act
and T will look on.” .

“That would do beautifully,” said
Veronique with some vexation in her
manner. “If the gentleman was not
going tomorrow morning.”

"I will stay, dear Veronique, if only
to prove how much I love you.”

eronique resigned herself to the
passive part which her younger sister
imposed on het, and turning aside she
leant her head on her hand, disclosing
a breast which would have excited the
coldest of men, and bade me to begin
my attack on Annette. -

It was no hard task she laid upon
me, for I was all on fire, and I was

certain of pleasing her as long as she,

looked at me. As Annette was short-
sighted, she could not distinguish in.
the heat of the action which way I was
looking, and I succeeded in getting my
right hand free, without her noticing
me, and 1 was thus enabled to commu.-
nicate a pleasure to Veronique as real
though not as acute as that enjoyed by
her sister,

‘When the coverlet was disarranged,
Veronique took the trouble to replace
it, and thus offered me, as if by acci-
dent, 2 new spectacle, She saw how I
enjoyed the sight of her charms, and
her eyes brightened. At last, full of un-
satishied desire, she showed me all the
treasures which'nature had given her,
just as I had finished with Annette for
the fourth time.

She might well think that I was only
rehearsing for the following night, and
her fancy must have painted her com-
in;lg joys in the brightest colors, Such at
all’ events were my thoughts, but the
fates determined otherwise.

I was in the middle of the seventh
act, always slower and more pleasant
for the actress than the first two or
three, when my manservant Costa came
knocking loudly at my door, calling out
that the sailing vessel was ready. I was
vexed at this untoward incident, got up
in a rage, and after telling him to pay
the sailing master for the day, as I was
not going till the morrow, I went back
to bed, no longer, however, in a state
to continue the work I begun.

My twb"sweethearts were delighted
with me, but we all wanted rest, though
the piece should not have finished with
an interruption. I wanted to get some
amusement out of the interval, and
proposed an ablution, which made An-
nette laugh and which Veronique pro-
nounced to be absolutely necessary. I
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found it a delicious hors d'oeuvre to

the banquet I had enjoyed. The two

sisters rendered each other various ser-

vices, standing in the most lascivious
stures, and 1 found my situation as

looker-on an enviable one.

When the washing and the laughter
it gave rise to were over, we returned
to the stage where the last act should
have been performed. I longed to be-
gin again, and I am sure I should have
succeeded if I had ‘been well backed
up by my partner. But Annette, who
was young and tired out by the toils of
the night, forgot her part, and yielded
to sleep as she had yielded to love.

Veronique began to laugh when she
saw her asleep and I had to do the
same, when I saw that she was still-as
a corpse.

"What a pity!” said Veronique's
eyes; but she said it with her eyes
alone, while I was waiting for these
words to issue from her lips. We were
both of us wrong: she for not speak-
ing, and I for waiting for her to speak.
It was a favorable momeat, but we let
it pass by, and love punished us. 1
ha<f it is true, another reason for ab-
staining. I wished to reserve myself for
the night.

Veronique went to her own bed to
quiet her excited feelings, and I stayed
in bed with my sleeping beauty till
noon when I wished her good morning

by a fresh assault which was completed-

neither on her side nor on mine to the
best of my belief. .

" The day was spent in talking about
ourselves, and determined to eat only
one meal, we did not sit down to table
till night began to fall. We spent two
hours in the consumption of delicate
dishes, and in defying Bacchus to make
us feel his power,

We rose.as we saw Annette falling
asleep, but were not much annoyed at
the thought that she would not see the
pleasures we promised each other,

1 thought that I should have enough
to do to contemplate the charms of the
one nymph without looking at An-
nette’s beauties. '

We went to bed, our arms interlaced,
our bodies tight together, and lip
pressed on lip, but that was all. Ver-
onique saw what prevented me going
any further, and she was too polite and
modest to complain. She dissembled
her feelings and continued to caress
me, while I was in a frenzy of rage. I
had never had such a misfortune, un.
less.aé the result of complete exhaus.
tion, or from a strong mental impres-
sion capable of destroying my natural
faculties. -

Let my readers imagine what I suf-
fered; in’ the flower of my age, with 2
Strdng constitution, holding the body

of a woman [ had ardently desired in
my arms, while she tenderly caressed
me, and yet I could do nothing for her.
I was in despair; one cannot offer a
greater insult to a2 woman. )

At last we had to accept the facts
and speak reasonably, and I was the
first to bewail my misfortune,

"You tired yourself too much yes-
terday,” said she, “and you were not
sufficiently temperate at supper. Do not
let it trouble you, dearest; I am sure
you love me, Do not try to force na-
ture, you will only weaken yourself
more. I think a geatle sleep would re-
store manly powers better than any:
thing. I cen't sleep myself, but don't
mind. Sleep, we will make love to-
gether afterwards.”

After those excellent and reasonable
suggestions, Veronique turned her back
to me, and I followed her example, but
in vain did I endeavor to obtain a re-
freshing slumber. Nature which would
not give me the power of making her,
the loveliest creature, happy, envied me
the power of repose as well. My amor-
our ardour and my rage forbade all
thoughts of rest, and my excited pas-
sions conspired against that which
would enable them to satisfy their de-
sires,

Nature punished me for having dis-
trusted her, and because 1 had taken
stimulants fit only for the weak. If T
had fasted, I should have done great
things, but now there was a conflict be-
tween the stimulants and nature, and
by my desire for enjoyment I had de-
prived myself of the power to enjoy.

Thus nature, wise like its Divine
Author, punishes the ignorance and pre-
sumption of poor weak mortals,

Happier than 1, Veronique slept:for
three hours; but she was disagreeably
sutprised on my telling her that I had
not been able to close an eye, and on
finding me in the same state of impo-.
tence as before. She endeavored to de-
stroy the spell by all the means which
Eassion suggested and which I had

itherto thought infallible; but her ef-
forts and mine were all thrown away.

My despair was as great as hers when
at last, wearied, ashamed and degrad-
ed in her own eyes, she discontinued
her efforts, her eyes full of tears. She
went away without a word, and left me
alone for the two or three hours which
had still to elapse before the dawn ap-
peared.

That afternoon, the master of the
sailing vessel came to tell me that the
winds were favorable, and I took leave
of the sisters. Veronique shed tears,
but T knew to what to attribute them.
Annette kissed me affectionately; thus
each played her own part,
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