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How did I feel about 51tt1ng for

As a show about

Lucian Freud’s

working process

opens, Rose Boyt,

his daughter,

recalls modelling

for him at'18

othing had been
discussed, I just
assumed I would be
naked. I got
undressed and asked
him what he would
like me to do. He
said it was up to me,
so I lay on the sofa and shielded my
eyes; the big ceiling lights in the studio
were on full power. I lay down, but I
didn’t want to look obedient in my
portrait; I didn't feel obedient. I
wanted him to paint me, but not like
the others — there was some kind of

battle going on, unacknowledged, but
expressed in the muscles of my bent
leg. I was alert, prepared to spring up
at any moment. I asked him not to
paint in my hairy legs. He said it was
not like that.

[ wanted to know if he was happy
with the pose. He thought it was
spectacular, but showed some concern.
I'm not sure whether he was worried
about my ability to keep going until
the end of the painting with so much
tension in my body or if he was uneasy
about the level of exposure I had
unwittingly chosen to inflict on myself:
I was unaware of how much he could
see from his vantage point. I think
I understand now he wanted my
permission to use what he could see,
to shift the responsibility on to me
and take advantage of my generosity.
Even if [ didn’t know what I was doing,
[ didn’'t know what he was asking for.

I was shocked when I looked at the
canvas and saw what he saw.

This was a night picture, painted in
1977 and 1978, when I was about 18.

I sat three or four times a week,
starting when it got dark, often until
dawn. We were collaborators, but he
always wanted to work far longer
than I wanted; I didn't know how to
make him stop, how to stick up for
myself. He groaned in disappointment
if I needed a stretch or to go to the
bathroom, the urgency of his
resolve a trial of my courage. After
a long session I didn't always go
home; I slept in the studio if I was
aching, wide awake, but too tired to
get up off the sofa — he chucked

a blanket over me and gave me a big
glass of port to knock me out, for
which I was grateful.

1 was at Central School of Art and
Design in London when we started, on
the foundation course, and after
a couple of hours I would have to get
up and go in. Sometimes he offered
me one of the little blue pills that he
kept in his bathroom cabinet next to
the bottle of Mandrax, prescription
drugs he obtained from his doctor to
help him to work harder. The blue
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ones woke me up and ruined my
appetite. [ went to school in his shirts,
his old jackets.

It really upset me when the picture
went badly and he stabbed himself in
the leg with the end of his paint brush.
1 just had to lie there while he shouted
and hurt himself. When it went
well he conjured up a marvellous
excitement under the bright lights, all

the stories he told me, his escapades
with aristocrats and the villains of
Paddington, of his nurse, and Hitler
glimpsed in Berlin before he came
over to Britain, the songs he sang to
keep me entertained. He knew by
heart Hilaire Belloc’s Cautionary Tales,
Prufrock and Shakespeare’s best
sonnet, “My mistress’ eyes are nothing
like the sun”, a poem he recited so
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Rose Boyt at home in
London. Left: with her
father, Lucian Freud,
and her brother
Alexander in 1974
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many times it stuck in my head and is
still there now to sustain me when I
need to sleep and can’t.

I never really got tired of listening to
it, even the times he rewrote the last
couplet off the top of his head for his
own reasons without even knowing it;
I shared his pleasure in the celebration
of the unpoetical attributes of the
beloved mistress even as I cringed in
mild embarrassment — she was so
rough, yet so adored. Although there
was a poem he recited once too often
as I lay there with my eyes half-hidden
under his scrutiny, by the Earl of
Rochester, called Written Under Nelly’s
Picture, about Nell Gwynne.

He loved Flaubert, I think, above all
other writers, read his letters in
particular, as well as the letters and
diaries of Kafka, the stories of
Maupassant, The Waste Land and
other TS Eliot poems, Nietzsche (after
Francis Bacon) and loved the
Eadweard Muybridge books of
photographs, another enthusiasm that
came through Francis. He told me that
there were absolutes in art, nothing
was relative, and loathed the idea of
self-expression. He referred to
Sigmund as “my grandfather” and
knew some of the jokes out of Jokes
and Their Relation to the Unconscious,
but was not himself conscious of
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Freud’s ideas about Oedipus. He
thought psychoanalysis was shameful
if you found yourself on the receiving
end of it, that a person had to be
medically trained to perform it, and
said it took no heed of the lifespan,
meaning it was too slow — he knew
somebody who had been in analysis
with his aunt Anna for 25 years.

1 used to leave the studio after work
and descend the stairs with so much
stuff buzzing in my head I could
hardly contain myself. I can’t
remember any confusion or upset as
I descended — I was always elated,
senses heightened, ready to take on
anything under his influence.

The studio felt private, the
arrangement of the double doors on to
the common parts of the building
adding to the sense of a closed world.
Both of the doors, covered in fawn-
coloured baize, spanned the whole
doorway and were hinged at opposite
sides, one opening into the flat and the
other opening on to the landing, no
more than the thickness of a sheet of
paper between them. I often had the
feeling I had just missed somebody as
I arrived or that another person was
about to turn up on my departure, the
day models and night models
scheduled not to cross over bécause
everything was secret and everybody
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must be kept apart. Sometimes there
were clues — an unfamiliar blouse
over the back of the bathroom chair, a
cigarette stubbed out on a plate in the
kitchen. Once the doors were locked,
nobody could get in. I rather wished
somebody might bang on the outer
door during one of my sittings just to
stir things up and relieve the tension.
‘When Hdagen-Dazs first arrived in
the shops, he loved the strawberry
flavour and used to stand by the
freezer in the kitchen digging the ice
cream out of the cardboard container
with a spoon like a teenager. At work
his concentration was complete. I had
the luxury and pain of his full
attention in the studio, but suddenly
he would break off in the middle of a
brushstroke, leave me on my own and
go into the boiler room to place a bet
or make a phone call, urgent activities
that seemed to pull him away from
work in the same way as the ice
cream, wasting his time and mine.
Apart from the racing, he never
watched the small telly he kept in the
boiler room, a rejection of the
mundane I thought was part of the
whole superman thing he got out of
Nietzsche, ideas about the will and
power that I half-embraced and
half-rejected as too adolescent even
for me. In a break we might go out

I‘ Rose, 1977-78, Freud’s
i portrait of his daughter.
! Above right: Boyt
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im? Angry, outraged, honoured

and get something to eat locally — to
an Athenian restaurant off Queensway
or to A Taste of Honey on Notting
Hill Gate, a place he favoured because
the woman who ran it was like the
mum or sister or wife he never had,
bringing him dishes of home-cooked
food, being lovely to look at and loving
him without complications, being
caught up, but married, asking for
nothing in return. 1

It was clear to me after maybe a year
of sittings that I was too big to fit on
the canvas — my leg was going to be
chopped off above the ankle. I thought
the end of the limb would look too
stumpy and awkward at the bottom
edge of the picture, so I suggested
bandaging it with one of the unused
paint rags that were always to hand in
the studio, old hotel shegts that came
from Ratzker’s, a rag-yard in Brick
Lane. He arranged the piece of cloth
and it looked better than I expected,
something of its former life insinuating
itself into the atmosphere of the
finished painting. We did talk about
make-up. He didn't like to paint it, but
I was not going to take off my
mascara. In the end he decided it was
part of me. That was a small victory.

Anthony D’'Offay, my father’s agent
at that time, was organising a show
and commissioned me to take an

informal portrait of my-father to

use in the catalogue and to display

on a small easel in the window of his
gallery in Dering Street. When I
arrived at the studio Raymond Jones,
the model for the painting Naked Man
with Rat, was already there, naked
and larking around with his pet. My
father would not keep still. He didn’t
like to be photographed, and would
not take seriously my need to capture
him for posterity.

I'had one roll of film, and it was
running out. In the end I persuaded
him to sit in a chair on his own just
long enough for me to take one shot.
This, of course, was the one Anthony

He told stories
of his escapades
with aristocrats
and villains

chose. In the background you can see
the plants that were such a big feature
of the studio. At that time my father
was working on a day picture, Two
Plants, now in the Tate — every time
I'sat I could see the progress he was
making, each'leaf a small portrait.

He loved to watch me ironing a shirt
or washing the floor of the studio in
my bare feet. How did I feel about
sitting? Angry and exhilarated,
outraged by the terms and conditions,
honoured to have been chosen. Just to
spend time with him was inspirational.
I loved him. He influenced my
reading. I learnt what work looked
like, how to be punctual and
dependable, and how to stick up
for myself a little bit, and not before
time. I wanted to learn how to cook, to
be loveable, but was trying to become
my own person. I think that was one
of the things he liked about me. He
was planning to call the picture The
Artist’s Daughter, but I said he should
call it Rose. His title would make
anybody think about incest. Mine
is better, less misleading.

This is an edited version of an essay
that appears in the catalogue for

In the Studio at Ordovas, London W1
(020 7287 5013), from February 23 to
April 27. The painting Rose will be on
display in the exhibition



