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The Case of Mary Ford
 
 
The case of Mary Ford was written up in 1913 by Dr Dimitris Frangos, a psychiatric doctor of the State Hospital for the Criminally Insane, Fishkill, NY. She was committed to the asylum after her acquittal of murdering her second husband George on the grounds of insanity. She maintained that George was beaten to death by her first husband Adonis who came back from the dead for this purpose.
 
“I am the daughter of Michael Anagnostou. He was a fisherman of Midye on the Black Sea between Adrianopolis and Constantinople. 
George was the best dancer in the village. I was the best dancer of the girls. My friends said we would be married. I dreamed of him riding into the village like Saint George to take me away. He threw an apple in my lap and we waited for his family to send the matchmaker. She offered us George’s best friend, Adonis. George’s parents would not have me because my dowry was only a boat. For Adonis’s mother it was a treasure. Since her husband drowned she made a living smoking and pickling fish that she took to market in the town. 
They took the lamb to the slaughtering tree. I was married to Adonis. We lived with his mother outside the village. We had the marriage bed. Mother-in-law moved into the bed by the fire. Adonis worked the boat. He took his best friend George as crew.
We were married three months. One evening Adonis and George went out with the other boats. They didn’t come back in the morning. Nobody knew what happened. We brought the icon of Saint George outside and watched the sea. We were looking the wrong way. George came along the road.
He told us the fish were running. They were half hauled in and a squall hit them. One minute they were leaning over the side and the next the boat was upside down. George was underneath. He got out from under and saw Adonis in the water. His head was covered in blood. Then he was gone. It was all George could do to hold on. The boat was smashed on the rocks.
We watched for two weeks. We walked the shore and found only a dead dog. The priest declared Adonis dead. We we lit his lamp and threw his funeral cake into the sea. His mother and I were alone. Our man was gone, our boat was gone. Smoked and pickled fish had to feed us.
George came to see us.
“I want you to know I am sorry. I grieve for my friend. I grieve for you.”
“God willed it,” said Mother-in-law.
“I’m going to America. I’ll be back in three years. Maria, wait for me.”
“It’s not right to woo a new widow,” said Mother-in-law.
“Don’t worry Mother. I’ll take care of you both. I’ll be rich.”
“If God wills.”
Mother-in-law moved back into the marriage bed with me. We lived in black. We went to no weddings or baptisms in case we tapped a foot to the dancing, God forbid. In any case we were unwelcome, cursed women of a shroudless corpse.
 
After three years mourning we put out the lamp. The next day I was gathering seaweed on on the beach. I saw a mob of gulls screaming over something in the water. I thought it was a dead seal and ran down to get it off them. The oil would still be good and maybe the skin. On the beach I saw it was a man. I had the stupid idea it was Adonis and ran into the water to pull him out. Why was it stupid? No man could last three weeks in the water let alone three years. His skin was bleached white and tight as a drum but there was nothing underneath but bones. He had no clothes on, not a hair on his body. He still had his eyes, though the fish go for them first.
I dragged him in. A boy saw me and ran for help. They carried him up to the cemetery and gave him a sack for a shroud. He wasn’t circumcised so the priest gave him a Christian burial. When he sprinkled the corpse with holy water the eyes opened. He gave a great shudder and spewed water. He lay there shivering and looking up into the sky.
“Who will help this man?” said the priest.
No-one came forward. The priest looked at me.
“God has given you a guest.”
“We are two widows. How can we take a man into the house?” said Mother-in-law.
“Look at him. He’s not a man,” I said.
We put him in the bed by the fire and waited for him to die. We gave him broth and after a few days he kept it down. After three weeks he sat up. His hair grew. He put on flesh. He was an old man growing young. One morning he spoke. He couldn’t remember anything. We named him Yannis. We gave him Adonis’s clothes. When he was well enough he went out for work. But what could he do? Not fishing. When the sea water touched him he shook and fell down.
The gossip started. He was a man now, living with two widows. They said he looked like Adonis. Old women said he had come back from the dead. They said the priest should stab him through the heart and burn his body at the crossroads. Mother-in-law and I laughed at them. We had washed his naked body, changed his blankets, dressed him. Wouldn’t we know a son and a husband?
 
Five years after I married Adonis, I married Yannis. I hoped it would stop the gossip about us living immorally together, about him being Adonis come back, about sea vampires. I reasoned that if the priest accepted to marry us none of these things could be true. Nobody came to the wedding. Mother-in-law passed the wreaths over our heads. Yannis came into the marriage bed. Mother-in-law moved back to the bed by the fire.
Three months after we were married a stranger rode into the village. It was the first automobile we’d seen. It had two benches and a folding roof and two brass lamps. The driver wore an American suit and a plastic collar and a straw hat. It was George. The men gathered round and women came out of the houses. It was the car they welcomed as much as George. It gave them hope that life could be different.
George came to see us two days later. Mother-in-law and I were outside filleting anchovies.
“Good day. Do you remember me?”
Mother-in-law went inside for a chair. I couldn’t think of anything to say to this alien, decked out in foreign finery and smelling like a woman.
“I came back. You didn’t wait,” he said.
“I was five years the widow of a shroudless corpse.”
Mother-in-law came out with water and jam. Behind her came Yannis with a chair. George saw him and went white as a corpse. His knees gave and Yannis put the chair down behind him just in time. George crossed himself, stared up at all of us in turn, three avenging angels.
“Adonis?” he said.
“This is my husband Yannis.”
George swigged the water in one go. Yannis sat down opposite him. He just looked, with his little smile like everything was lost. George took out a box of cigarettes.
“Here. Try one. Virginia tobacco. It’s different.” He lit them with a fancy match. His hand shook. 
“I’m sorry about the boat,” George said to me. “I’m happy it’s turned out well.”
“You were in America.”
“It’s a better life.”
“Why did you come back?”
He didn’t answer. He stood up to go and held out the pack of cigarettes and the matches to Yannis.
“Here. Enjoy.”
We watched George go down the path. Yannis crushed the cigarettes in his hand.
 
A few days later I was on the beach looking for driftwood. I heard the car come along the cattle track and stop. George came down to the water with his hands in his pockets as if he was going for a walk. As if anyone would go for a walk in fancy two tone shoes and a bow tie and a straw hat. He kept his distance and looked out to sea.
“Is it truly Adonis?” he shouted above the noise of the wind and the surf.
“Yes.”
“You pretend it isn't him.”
“They would stab him through the heart and burn him.”
“You sleep with a sea vampire.”
“Who else would marry me? I am twenty three years old. I have no dowry. I didn't want to sleep with my mother-in-law for the rest of my life.”
“What do they say about me?”
“That you killed him. You pushed him under. You watched him drown. They will kill you too and throw you to the fishes."
“What about you?”
“I have to bring you to them.”
“Why are you telling me this?”
“Take me to America.”
He picked up stones and threw them into the sea.
“We will leave tomorrow. Midnight. Saint Nicholas.” He shouted.
He went back to his car.
 
Saint Nicholas is an abandoned monastery carved out of the cliff by the river on the road out of the village. No-one goes there at night for fear of dead monks. I put my best clothes in a bag and hid them under a bush. The next night was full moon. Adonis said he was going to hunt hare on the mountain. Mother-in-law was no problem. She started snoring as soon as she went to bed. When the moon was high I crept out and changed into the clothes I had embroidered for my first wedding. When George drove up to the monastery I stepped out of the shadows like a bride.
“Are you sure about this?” said George.
“Of course she is. Why do you think she brought you here?” Adonis stepped into the moonlight. His gun was pointed at George.
“You told him,” said George to me.
“You told me. Shout to the sea all you like. I am sea,” said Adonis. He walked over to the car. He ran his free hand across the metal and the rubber and the leather. He stood at the driver’s side and jiggled the steering wheel.
“It’s beautiful.”
“Take it. You can have it.”
“It is not in our world.”
“It’s worth a lot of money.”
“Was it America makes you talk of dollars on a moonlit night? Or is it fear?”
“I’m sorry for what I did, Adonis.”
“I loved you, George.”
Adonis walked round to the front and ran his fingers over the badge.
“Is this the name?”
“Ford. It’s the name of the man who built it.”
George unbuckled the hood and opened it.
“Look at that. Four-cylinders all in one block. That’s the power of twenty horses. You know how fast it goes? Forty-five miles an hour. It’ll go twenty miles on a gallon of kerosene. The tank holds ten gallons. It’ll get you to Constantinople and back. The lamps and the horn and all these levers and buttons are pure brass. They’ll never rust. The tires are filled with air. Talk about a smooth ride. Do you want to go for a spin, Adonis?”
“What are you talking about?”
“A spin. A test drive. You start the motor with this.”
He leaned into the car and picked up the starting handle. He smashed it into Adonis’s face. The gun went off into the air. Adonis staggered backwards. George hit him again with the handle and he fell over. He lay on the ground moaning.
“You killed him once. Do it again.”
“He’s your husband.”
“He’s a dead man.”
George raised the starting handle and brought it down on Adonis’s head. Again and again. There was no blood. Water streamed from his eyes and ears and nose. He stank of stagnant rock pools, rotten fish, seaweed in the sun. He shrank like a punctured goatskin. We dragged him to the river. He would drift down to the sea. It would look as if he’d fallen and hit his head on the rocks. He bobbed in the black water and disappeared. I threw the gun in after him.
“We should have stabbed him through the heart,” I said.
“He won’t find us in America.”
“Don’t they have vampires in America.”
“It’s not their world.”
George wiped the handle on the grass and started the car. He put on goggles and gloves. When we got to the forest where the moon didn’t shine he put water in the carbide lamps and lit them. The light was silver like the moon. I was terrified. I had never traveled faster than a trotting mule. We lurched and bumped down the winding road until we came out of the forest onto the plain and the main road to Constantinople. George pressed down the throttle. Forty miles an hour! Who in the history of the world ever went so fast? How we flew! I stood up and held the top of the windshield and breasted the rushing air. I looked round
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