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                                                                   LILY, BE FREE

CHAPTER 1-- FINDING OUT

April, 1966 

The dismissal bell rang in the old Psychology/Education Building,   propelling a noisy crowd of college students through the double doors and into the Southern spring sunshine.    Lily Farmer pushed against the flow, ignoring the cheerful greetings of friends, as she struggled to enter the building.   Classes were finished for the day, but Lily’s concentration was focused on reaching the second floor.   As she started up the cracked concrete steps at the entrance, she felt a tug on her arm.


“Hey, Lily, wait a minute,” a voice shrilled from behind her.   Lily turned to see a tiny freshman girl with a babyish face grinning at her.   “Thanks for talking to me yesterday.   I’ve decided to stay in college because of what  you said.  Now can you help me with my English comp paper so I can pass?   Tonight, maybe?” 


Lily smiled vaguely, staring into space over the girl’s shoulder.   “Not tonight.  Uhm, let’s see.  Tomorrow morning?   8:00 o’clock?   Library?  See you then.”


Without waiting for a reply, Lily hurried into the building and through the dimly lit hallway.   She climbed the creaking stairs leading to the second floor and collided head on at the top of them with a shapely senior in a pink mohair sweater.  


“Ow!  Watch where you are …Oh, it’s you, Lily.   I might have known,”  the senior grumbled.  Then taking a more friendly tone, she said,  “I needed to talk to you anyway.   Would you do me a favor?   I managed to get permission for an off-campus date this Friday.  Would you substitute for me and play the piano for Women’s Service League that night?  Plee-ase?”


Lily thought quickly.    She enjoyed playing the piano, but would her vision hold up for the late night meeting?   Probably, if she rested during the afternoon.   “All right, I’ll do it.   Leave the song book on the piano so I can practice.”


“Thanks.  You’re an angel,”  the senior called, running down the stairs.


“Sure, just ask Lily.   She can do anything.  She always does,” the sophomore muttered to herself, as she stepped into the alcove leading to the door marked  Professor Leon Filbert.  She glanced at her watch.   Seven minutes until time for her appointment.  Too early.  


Lily leaned against the wall, smoothed the pleats in her green shirtwaist dress, and patted down her short chestnut curls.  She pasted a smile in place and hoped that, to passing students, she appeared to be just another psychology major reporting for a routine conference.


Appearances are deceiving, thought Lily.  And it’s a good thing.   How horrible if they knew why I am here.

Involuntarily, her muscular body tensed.  Her breathing quickened.  Her mind anticipated the impending battle.  I must win this fight.   I must have the truth from him, and he must not see me flinch.   Then we shall see what will be my doom.

Gathering all her will power, Lily knocked on the door, then stepped back, and watched the gold letters on the name plate dance up and down.  Not now, her inner monitor warned her.  Be calm, Lily.  Smile, Lily.  Don’t let him see what is happening, Lily.  

The door rasped open and Lily Farmer looked straight at the tall, imposing man in the gray tweed suit and smiled mechanically.   From behind her carefully constructed mask of calmness, she heard the psychologist’s voice, gentle but compelling.  “Lily, I’m glad you came.   Come in and sit down.” 


 Lily glanced around the sparsely furnished room, checking for any possible threat.  Satisfied, she seated herself in the wooden armchair directly in front of the scarred oak desk.   Arranging her body in what she hoped was a relaxed pose, she watched the professor take his seat behind the desk and pull from under the blotter pad a manila folder marked Lily Farmer.  In spite of her determination to stay rational, she felt the room begin to sway.


Professor Filbert leaned forward, observing her intently.  “How have you been feeling?”

The world spun.  The varnished floor rose toward Lily, tilting her back, back into oblivion.


“I—I,” she stammered, then was silent.  It was upon her again—this thing, this monstrous force that had driven Lily, the model child, the star pupil, to the office of a psychologist.  Fight it, she commanded herself silently.  You must stay rational.  Fight.  She bit her lower lip hard.


“Lily, look at me,” the psychologist ordered.


Lily forced her gaze upward from the treacherous floor until her smoldering green eyes met the professor’s and were caught and held against her will.  He was stronger than she, and from his steel gray eyes flowed a current that strengthened and empowered, a force that anchored the frightened girl to reality.  She had not wanted his power and yet, as her mind steadied a bit, she found she was grateful for it.  But gratitude was dangerous and she must answer him as if nothing had happened.


“Prof, I’ve had kind of a hard time since you gave me those tests.  But I can handle it.  I have before.  Would you please tell me what the tests showed?”


“Not so fast,  Lily.  Slow down and relax.  We have a whole hour; we don’t need to hurry.  I want to get to know you a little better.  When you came in last week, you were pretty upset but you couldn’t tell me why.  Is there anything you want to tell me now?”


“Just that I’m having a difficult time thinking clearly.  I keep forgetting where I am going and where I’ve been.  Yesterday afternoon at 4:00 I woke up on my bed in the dorm.  I thought I’d missed my classes, but when I got out my notebook, it had notes from my 1:00 and 2:00 o’clock lectures.  I’d been there; I just couldn’t remember them.  Now that’s a little scary.”


Lily laughed nervously.  “My roommate, Rebecca, says I’ve been acting strangely, talking to myself more, answering questions she didn’t ask, staring into space.  I told her I went through this in tenth grade and I worked it out myself.  But, Prof, I would appreciate some help.”


Lily laughed again, fending off the cry of desperation that forced itself toward her lips.  She must not show too much feeling; that was certain rejection.


“Lily, how do you get along with your parents?”


“Oh, my parents love me.  I’m their only child and their whole lives revolve around me.”


“But how do you feel about them?”


The power of the question sent Lily reeling through inner space.  She searched her  memory-bank  for an standard answer that would not reveal the emotions propelling  her backward,  away from the professor,  at a terrifying rate of speed.  She managed to answer,   “I love and obey them.  I am a Christian, you know, and the Bible says to honor your father and mother.”


“Lily, I can’t help you unless you are honest with me.”


The widening chasm between Lily and the psychologist filled with a white mist.  Lily stared into the mist, searching for the strength of those piercing gray eyes.


“What do you do when you are angry?”


The voice led her to the eyes and, from them; she drew enough reality to answer.  “I don’t get angry.  G—good Christians don’t get angry.”  The white mist turned to a cottony fog which filled her mouth and throat.


“But you are angry,” Professor Filbert insisted, seemingly unaware of the fog.  “Intensely angry—with yourself, your parents, perhaps even with God.  What do you do with your anger?”


“Nothing.” 

 The fog choked her voice and seeped into her mind.  You’re losing him; he’ll be swallowed up into the fog in a minute.  Fight, Lily, fight the fog.  Lily gripped the wooden chair arms, pulling herself forward toward reality.


Through the mist she could hear Prof   Filbert calling her.  “Lily! Lily, listen to me.  Things in your life, now or in the past, maybe in your family, are upsetting you.  You must tell me about them.  We must face the hurt and get rid of the hostility.”


Hostility—hostile—that word she understood.  No one had ever told Lily it was a sin to be hostile, only to be angry.  Her high school journals were full of the word hostile.  The fog disappeared.  The chasm closed.  The cotton in her mouth came unstuck.  Words revealing a few of the bitter experiences of the past twenty years rolled involuntarily from her mouth.  After the words had ceased, Lily cringed, expecting the familiar authoritarian phrases of judgment and condemnation.


Instead, Lily heard, “It’s all right for you to feel hurt and confused.  It’s natural and normal.  But your parents and these other people did not mean to hurt you.  Remember what Jesus said from the cross, ‘Father, forgive them for they know not what they do.’  Forgive your parents, teachers, preachers.  They meant well.”


“I don’t know how.  I’ve said the words, ‘I forgive,’ but nothing ever changes.”


“There are four reasons why people can’t forgive,” Professor Filbert explained, resorting to an academic approach.  “They don’t believe the other person is worthy of forgiveness.  Or they are exalting themselves self-righteously.  Or they equate forgiveness with condoning—saying the other guy is right.  Or they want to make the other person suffer enough before forgiving him.”


The words dropped around Lily as meaninglessly as tiny beads from a broken necklace clicking to the floor.  “I don’t know.  I guess I fit all four categories.  I usually do.”


Though the words had been meaningless, Lily had drawn enough strength from their giver to feel more in control.  The all encompassing question must be asked, and with the fog gone and her mind clearer, this was the ideal moment.  Lily smiled and with feigned casualness inquired, “Prof, did you find out about the hostility from the tests I took last week?”


“Yes.”


“What else did you find out?”


“Well, maybe we should discuss that another time.”


“No, I want to know now.  I can take anything as long as it is the truth.”


Professor Filbert sighed, leaned backwards in his rickety desk chair, and knit his bushy eyebrows.  “All right.  You have an unusually high degree of hostility.  You live a good bit in fantasy.  You have depression score that is high, but lower than the other two.  You are confused about your sexual identity.”


“In other words, the same pattern we studied in class last week?”


“What do you mean?”  


“Didn’t we study a syndrome like mine in class?  What do you think finally precipitated my seeing you?”


The psychologist paused, sighed as if making an uncomfortable decision, and then said,  “I would like circumvent that question, but from your being in my classes, I know how you function.   If I don’t tell you, you’ll read and research until you find out anyway; then you won’t trust me.”  Lily nodded in agreement. “So I may as well tell you.  Your tests and emotional and behavioral symptoms are indicative of schizophrenia.”


“In plain English, please.”


“You have a form of schizophrenia.”


“Thank you.  I am then legitimate.”  The professor looked at her questioningly.


“I can quit telling myself I have no right to experience the things I hear, see, and feel.  I am legitimate.  I am not making them up.  Well, what shall we do about it?  Do you think I’m going to totally break with reality?”


“Do you?”  Professor Filbert asked, baffled by Lily’s calmness.  He was not accustomed to being cornered into giving a diagnosis, and he was certainly not accustomed to a client approaching her own disturbance so methodically.


“No, I’ve been this far out before.”


“Well, I want to see you every week.  If you need me between sessions, you can see me after class.  We need to take off the immediate pressure.  We’ll see how you are in a couple of weeks.  Then we will decide on the next step. Do you get along well with your roommate?”


“Oh, yes, Becca understands me.  She has wanted me to get counseling.”


“Do you have any tests in the near future?”


“Just in your class, and I’m ready for that.”


“Then go back to your dorm and relax tonight.  Let your studies go for a while.”


In that hour, Lily Farmer had consciously and intentionally committed herself to the world of psychotherapy, determined not to relinquish it until she was free from her inner turmoil.  With naïve trust, she pictured herself crossing the graduation stage, diploma in hand, free to greet the world.   

