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To my parents, with love and gratitude




[image: A black and white reproduction of a painting in oils of the author in 1977. Her hair is very short and she is lying naked on a battered couch in a very revealing pose, one leg bent as if she might spring up at any moment and one hand across her eyes to shield herself from the light and the gaze of her father, by whom she is being painted.]
Rose (1977–8) 
LUCIAN FREUD


ONE

Nothing 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. I lay down on the sofa and shielded my eyes, the big ceiling lights in the studio working on full power. I lay down, but I didn’t want to look obedient in my portrait, I didn’t feel obedient. I wanted my father 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. We talked 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.

I 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 onto me and take advantage of my generosity, even if I 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. 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 way longer than I wanted to work – 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. I started at Central School of Art a few months into the painting, 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 cupboard next to the bottle of Mandrax, prescription drugs he obtained from his doctor to help him work harder and unwind at bedtime if he was too wired to stop. He told me the blue ones were called Purple Hearts, and that they had been used by fighter pilots during the war to keep going on overnight missions, associating himself in my mind with those heroes who had dropped bombs on Nazi Germany, the home from which he had fled with his family when he was nine. He worked heroically and I wanted to be like him. The pills woke me up and ruined my appetite. I went to art school in his shirts, his old jackets.

It upset me when the picture went badly and he stabbed himself in the leg with the end of his paintbrush. I just had to lie there while he shouted and hurt himself. When it went well he conjured a marvellous excitement under the bright lights, all the stories he told me, his escapades with aristocrats and villains in London, of his nurse and the legendary glimpse of Hitler in Berlin before he came over, 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 many times it stuck in my head and is still there to sustain me when I need to sleep and I can’t sleep. I never 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 and 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 Gwyn. It went something like this:

She was so exquisite a whore

That in the belly of her mother

She placed her cunt so right before

Her father fucked them both together.

He loved Flaubert above all other writers, and was drawn to his letters in particular, as well as the letters and diaries of Kafka, the stories of Maupassant, ‘Prufrock’ and other Eliot poems, Nietzsche (after Francis Bacon) and 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 Freud’s theory about Oedipus. He thought a person ought to be medically trained to perform psychoanalysis, that it took no heed of the lifespan and was shameful if you found yourself on the receiving end of it. I 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 have forgotten any confusion or upset I might have experienced – as I remember my descent I was always elated, senses heightened, ready to take on anything under his influence.

The studio, on the fifth floor of a converted house in Holland Park, felt almost too private, the unusual arrangement of the doors into the flat adding to the sense of a closed world. The doors, two featureless panels of wood covered in fawn-coloured baize, were hung back to back in the doorway at the top of the communal staircase and hinged at opposite sides of the opening, a defensive system designed by my father to double his privacy and keep himself safe, the muffled panels pressed together when locked, no more than the thickness of a sheet of paper between them.

Often I had the feeling I had just missed somebody as I arrived or that another person would turn up on my departure, the day models and night models scheduled not to cross over because everything was secret and everybody 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 – nobody had a spare key. I rather wished somebody might bang on the outer door during a sitting just to stir things up and relieve the tension.

When Häagen-Dazs first arrived in the shops from America he loved the strawberry flavour and used to stand by the freezer in the kitchen, spoon in hand, digging the ice cream out of the pint carton 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 make a personal phone call or place a bet, urgent activities that seemed to pull him away from the painting in the same way as the ice cream, wasting his time and my own.

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

One evening when I was not sitting I went back to North London to visit my mum. I owed her money for some reason, I can’t remember exactly, and as I had no cash on me I wrote her a cheque, perhaps hoping she might not cash it, debt cancelled, the ordinary thoughts of a teenager reluctant to pay what was owed to a parent. I handed it over and she examined it forensically, her slow smile betraying grief and inflicting it; she claimed to be astonished by the signature – my bank account was in the name of Rose Boyt but my mum said she thought I called myself Freud now, since I lived near my dad and had gone over to his side. I tried to reassure her, offering comfort even though I felt hurt by her accusation, but she would not give it up; although she knew she was wrong she said she really believed I called myself Freud, and held on to her grievance no matter what I said to convince her, nursing the wound and reluctant to relinquish it.

On my birth certificate I have no surname at all, although both my parents are named, each registered at a different address, my father at 20 Delamere Terrace, Paddington and my mum at 357 Liverpool Road, a house in Islington that belonged to an actor called Norman Bowler, once married to Henrietta Moraes, who sat not only for my father but also for Francis. The house was full already, no spare bedrooms, but Norman was kind enough to put us up anyway, my mum on the floor of the sitting room with my brother Alexander tucked in beside her, until I came along and he had to move over. He was her first child, later known as Ali, not much more than eighteen months old when I was born, still small enough to ride in our pram. In my earliest memory we are parked out front in the pram to get some fresh air and look after ourselves for a while, I am propped up at the foot end under a thick blanket to keep warm and he is sitting in shadow under the grey braided fringe of the hood, wearing some kind of leather safety harness to restrain him in case he tried to climb out. Peace and quiet for Mum, who was upstairs; I hope she was painting.

She was a wonderful painter and believed in the importance of painting but not with such fierce zeal as my father, for whom it mattered beyond anything; when life got too hard for her to go on with that type of work she made other things, numberless manifestations of her creativity she didn’t value highly enough, everything domestic and not attracting much acclaim, nobody sacrificed in the process, the thought she was making art never occurring to her or anybody else at the time.

We attended the register office on the eighth of January, better late than never, a good seven weeks after my birth. Dad accompanied us or met us there – a family outing – but Mum must have been too diffident and grand to insist on helping herself to his name on my behalf, let alone for her own sake; that was her style, her personality, no slight whatsoever implied towards anybody who might have been less backward at coming forward in the same circumstances. My guess is that Mum sensed she would do better not to claim anything from him, she wished to behave without rapaciousness and avoid any awkward scenes, always super cool when he was around and hiding her feelings because she didn’t want to make him feel tied down. Everything was so precarious. But who knows what was really going on.

I am unable even to imagine a conversation between them about naming me, although it is not impossible they did talk about it, if only in a jokey way and way too late, my father rattling coins nervously in his pocket by the window of the register office and my mother holding the plaited handles of the Moses basket in one hand in front of the shiny desk, Alexander wedged on the opposite hip, the registrar, name of Gladys Tice, sat poised with her fountain pen over the red and white certificate, waiting for instructions from one or other of them. Lucky we were tame children, me so small and good still in my straw basket, swaddled in a white shawl, and my brother wearing a little white baby dress under his fawn woollen coat, garments handed down to me once he had grown out of them. The registrar wrote my name in the register, all four letters of it, and my mother’s face would have been all smiles, obviously longing for more from my father but taking it nice and easy because she was not about to drive him away by insisting too bravely on the connection between us.

Still, they must have said something, my parents, even just to answer the registrar’s questions, my mother’s sweet fluting lightness of voice floating over my brother’s head but witnessed by Gladys Tice, my father uneasy because he hated submitting to authority, almost furtive in his demeanour, reluctant even to give the address of his home as if disclosure of his whereabouts might lead to undesirable consequences. It was 1959, Gladys must have been thinking her own thoughts about the pair of them, my father prepared to show himself at the register office but not offering his name and my mother too smiley and unsure of her status to say anything, although perhaps Miss Tice had seen it all before, just doing her job, not paid to judge or hold anybody to account. At least he put in an appearance. They didn’t talk, they talked, somebody decided to call me Rose, they left it at that.

Rose was the name of both the midwives who delivered me. My father was not in attendance at the birth, not unusual in those days, but turned up at Liverpool Road an hour or two after I was dragged out with forceps, two days late for my mum’s birthday but just in time for my own. He brought two live lobsters as a birthday gift, and my mum had to get up and cook them on the stove in Norman’s kitchen, the nappy bucket the only vessel capacious enough to contain them. They screamed when she dropped them into the boiling water and she was allergic to shellfish.

I didn’t get my father’s name, which has cut both ways with me, although my mother, rather than asking the registrar to write Boyt in the box instead, must have told Gladys Tice to leave the space blank, perhaps hedging her bets in case there was any change in circumstances, living in secret hope.

In her old-fashioned handwriting Gladys has written the word Painter under Occupation of Father, no space on the certificate for Occupation of Mother, it just went without saying the answer was motherhood. My parents met at the Slade, student and visiting teacher, Mum was just up from the country. She won prizes for painting, but had received no sex education as a child, not from her governess, not at school, not a word from her parents. She hated to talk about sex but told me the first she heard of intercourse she was actually having it. That must have been a horrible shock. He told me he took the Slade job to get girls. The authorities overlooked the birth of her first child but when her second pregnancy manifested itself they asked her to leave. She was expelled, but my father kept his job – nobody challenged him about his behaviour.

Mum described to me the short scene that occurred when she and her sister Bulie went down to Enford in Wiltshire to visit their mother, both sisters finding themselves required to impart news much too important to be delivered by letter or telephone. I don’t know how Mum addressed her mother, but Bulie, recently married, still called her Mama, the a of the second syllable drawn out to rhyme with bra, an Edwardian pronunciation that in 1956 must already have seemed archaic, pushing their mother back into the past and maintaining the distance of the formal maternal relationship. I think of my grandmother by her maiden name, Linda Stevens, although her physical heft in my childhood I am able to recall only through a faint smudge of loss, my memory of her almost entirely wiped out now, just a dark narrow sleeve.

I imagine her seated at her spindly desk in the morning room when the sisters arrived at their childhood home, still in her dressing gown, hair in a turban of peach silk that looked a bit grubby round her pale face, the fabric in need of a wash – she wasn’t very good at looking after herself in spite or perhaps because of her selfishness. She half-rose to acknowledge the arrival of her daughters then sank back down into her chair in the languid but slightly aggressive way in which she was accustomed to communicate her exhaustion and sadness, Bulie robust enough in her status as new bride to repel the influence of Linda’s mood but my mum already beginning to feel diminished. Bulie’s new girth was obscured under a dress and coat of brown tweed, and my mum was squeezed into the boys’ Levi’s she used to buy from the children’s department of Jones Brothers on the Holloway Road, gaping at the waist because she was no longer able to fasten the button, a man’s jersey worn over the top like a smock.

Bulie took off her coat and Linda turned in her chair to face the yellow sofa, raising her eyebrows interrogatively. The two sisters were seated side by side, Mum’s feet in tatty black ballet shoes on the Aubusson and Bulie wearing stout brogues, her ankles already a bit puffy. Bulie made her announcement first and Linda expressed delight in her slightly off-hand way, reached for her cigarette case and offered it first to Bulie and then to my mum, neither of whom wanted to smoke right at that moment. Linda lit up, inhaled and exhaled in a long plume, and my mother told her that she too was pregnant. Linda’s response was unforgettable.

‘But darling,’ she declared, ‘I don’t remember you having been married!’

Mum had to explain that she had had sex with a man to whom she was not even engaged, and Linda was utterly baffled, not only lacking the imagination to understand why any woman would submit to intercourse if she wasn’t obliged to submit under matrimonial contract, but seeming to believe that sex outside marriage was a physical impossibility. She just could not take on board what she was hearing. I don’t know whether my mum mentioned that the father of her unborn child was a painter, her teacher, already twice divorced, an immigrant, a Jew, nor if Linda would have been impressed or horrified by the connection to Sigmund, should that information have been proffered. Linda rang the bell for the maid and while they waited for her to enter with the tea things on a giant tray my grandmother had a brainwave. She decided to pretend in the neighbourhood that her daughter was dead, rather than subject herself and her husband to the embarrassment of having to explain away the irregularity of her circumstances. I thought this meant that my mum could never go back – she never spoke of a subsequent visit – but I was wrong. Going through the boxes of papers in my father’s basement after his death I came across a letter from her addressed to him, written from Enford, where she was staying for a while with her new baby.

I was astounded. Linda must have been able to accept what had happened after all, unable to resist the lure of her new grandson or just curious to meet him, Mum only remembering the initial pain of her banishment, not the subsequent change of heart. Or maybe Linda stuck to her original idea and only allowed her daughter to come home under cover of darkness, the house itself quite remote from the village and surrounded by substantial grounds, the servants sworn to secrecy, Mum feeling the equivocation of Linda’s mother love in the constrained logistics of the visit but ready to keep her head down and play her part in the deception. She may well have been in urgent need of some postnatal support, obliged to avail herself of any kindness Linda might have been able to spare, however intermittent and laced with unsolicited advice, her milk supply boosted by the substantial meals that appeared three times a day in the dining room whether or not Linda could muster any appetite, the linen sheets on the bed in which my mum slept so smooth, so beautifully laundered. Maybe she just chose not to tell me that part of the story, exaggerating Linda’s cruelty and by omission the distance between herself and her mother, casting herself adrift in my mind from her family, her home, or perhaps the visit had been too hideous to mention.

In the letter she tells my father one of her dreams and suggests he might like to come and stay, so much eager romantic hope and so little expectation of his acquiescence evident in the phrasing of the invitation I think she must have known in her heart that the prospect of him actually showing up at her family home with a suitcase and box of painting materials was as dreamlike as the surreal nocturnal vision she described in her letter to him, her little boy floating up to the ornate ceiling of the drawing room like a balloon, connected to her only by a long piece of string.

Dad and I talked about Mum sometimes. He told me how she cooked eggs for us when we were children, the touching way she held the boiled eggs under the tap to cool them as quickly as possible and using a small spoon basted the yolks of the fried eggs in the pan with such delicate carefulness it made him smile in a dreamy way to describe it. He spoke lovingly of her, mostly with utter respect, but when I asked him if he had been in love with her he paused, trying to think, and gazed past the top of his easel and up at the ceiling of the studio for a few moments, averting his eyes from the moon that beamed down at us through the big skylight – he hated the moon – and said no, not really. His denial distressed me and made me feel guilty for having asked – I just wanted to understand what went on between them – but I know now his answer only meant she was available and he had no opportunity to yearn for her in desperation over what he couldn’t get. He also said he thought she didn’t like him all that much, she never showed him much affection, a plea made not complainingly but in self-defence, to justify himself, although there may have been some sadness and hurt in his voice. I can still remember her marvelling over what had happened to her. She said it was so strange how things worked out, she hadn’t even been all that keen on him in the first place. Then she had fallen for him. Even though he wasn’t really her type.

Francis Bacon was still pretty much my father’s best friend at the time of the painting, although it was Frank Auerbach he trusted to stand beside him in front of a picture while the paint was still wet, Frank’s task to help him decide whether or not it was finished. Francis, whom my father adored but who was perhaps more competitive, was showing some new work at the Galerie Claude Bernard in Paris and Dad wanted to go over on the boat with Katie McEwen, his young girlfriend, to pay tribute at the opening, which was a big deal as he disliked leaving London. Katie was reluctant to travel alone with him so I was invited along as a sort of buffer between them. She was the same age as me.

The trip took place in early 1977, not long before I started to sit, although since he’d met Katie I was seeing my father really quite frequently outside the studio, Dad inviting her along when he took me out and counting me in on their dates to encourage her to meet with him, time spent with his girlfriend plus his daughter the gooseberry better than no time at all in her presence, me just tagging along when Katie felt too shy or hostile to see him alone.

I had never been on holiday with him before, and it was mildly excruciating to witness him try and negotiate his hunger at the counter of the floating cafeteria, a wide room below deck cluttered with patio furniture, the staff wearing hairnets – he was more used to dining at Wheeler’s – but I needn’t have worried. He ordered fish, chips and peas three times, wolfed down his lunch and told us that frozen peas are not real peas, just little jackets of a plastic-like material injected with pea mash and additives, made in the Bird’s Eye factory, a fiction he really seemed to believe and that made me question my own knowledge. Katie ate almost nothing.

We stayed at the Hôtel des Saints Pères, a hotel my father favoured and at which Miss Beston from the Marlborough Gallery was also resident for the duration of the festivities – she was in Paris to look after Francis. We attended various fancy parties and a couple of small dinners in oppressively claustrophobic private apartments, Katie and I wearing the home-made dresses I had run up back in London out of some striped shirting from Berwick Street, and lunched at all the famous brasseries, my father utterly au fait with the menus, nothing much having changed in those places since he had been in Paris after the war. As well as the oysters and grilled lobster he loved so much I remember him ordering poitrine d’agneau Sainte-Menehould, lamb’s breast in breadcrumbs, a dish I had read about in French Provincial Cooking, and that turned out to taste unaccountably delicious.

One morning, after hot chocolate in bed, I went down to the foyer with Katie and my father and as we made for the door (some outing that never happened) my name was called out by the concierge – ‘Mademoiselle Boyt, Mademoiselle Boyt.’ Nobody had ever called me that before. I thought there must be some mistake – I knew nobody in Paris – but the concierge handed me a fat envelope containing hundreds of francs in large bills and a note from Miss Beston – she was returning to London and wondered if I might make use of her spare cash. Katie and I, in possession of our own funds, were no longer tied to my father, and so we abandoned him immediately, which feels pretty mean now, looking back, although I am sure he took it on the chin. Katie and I were too young to know any better.

We had so much money we did not know what to do with ourselves. We didn’t go shopping because neither of us were interested in Paris fashion, and we didn’t want to buy books – too heavy to cart around – so we went to the Louvre to look at The Raft of the Medusa, and afterwards to a cafe. Having drunk some wine, eaten chips and paid the bill, we sat at the table together, smoking Gitanes and chatting, the envelope of cash on the table between us. After about fifteen minutes a team of waiters skipped out from behind the service doors, closed in on us, took up the four corners of the tablecloth like some horrible conjuring trick and made everything on the table disappear, including Miss Beston’s cash. The waiters shrugged and feigned incomprehension when I remonstrated with them in my school French, the theft of the money returning Katie and me to my father as emphatically as if he had orchestrated the whole thing. We meandered back to the hotel, downhearted and a little shamefaced after our loss, and waited for Dad, I for one secretly hoping he might offer to return to the cafe with us to seek justice in a fatherly way once we had told him our story, but that was too much to expect.

[image: A black and white photograph of Lucian Freud and his young girlfriend Katie McEwen on a bridge over the Seine in Paris in 1977, both figures about the same height and both wearing scruffy dark overcoats. To their left by an ornamental lamp-post a seated man is playing a musical instrument.]
My father and Katie McEwen in Paris (1977) 
ROSE BOYT


He loathed the smell of Imperial Leather and told me he was shocked to find tablets of it in all the bathrooms at Marchmont, the big house in Scotland where Katie had been brought up; he was taken aback by the unshowy parsimony by which Katie’s mother was guided in some of her housekeeping decisions.

The first time I went there I was so innocent I thought Katie was playing a trick on me when the station taxi careered up the drive and deposited us on the gravel. I looked up at the rows of long windows, the mossy stone balustrades and double sweep of elegant steps and thought she must have decided to stop off at a stately home on the way to her parents’ house for some reason, perhaps to genuflect under a frescoed ceiling or ogle a collection of paintings pillaged by somebody’s ancestor on the grand tour. I protested because I was tired and just wanted to curl up somewhere warm and have a cup of tea or a few beers, but she told me the house was her home. I thought only the royal family still lived like that.

I remember on that visit I understood for the first time that it was possible to hate your own brothers and sisters, a discovery that unsettled me even though I had heard my father describe both Stephen and Clement with repetitive malevolence; perhaps I thought that he was an exception because his brothers were particularly loathsome, at least in the anecdotes he told me about them. Katie and her brother James adored one another but openly despised not all but one or two of their other siblings, dividing them into the loved and unloved and feeling totally justified in the persecution of their older sister in particular and expressing not just hostility but hatred towards her whenever they felt like it, no holding back to protect her from their mad spite. The physical disparity between the siblings was so marked it was hard to believe they all shared the same parents, not that anybody’s paternity was in question, but the real shock was in the disparity of status between them, Katie stuck on the top rung of some imaginary ladder, James allowed to take his place beside her and everybody else positioned in descending order not of age but of beauty and personality, height even, each sibling fixed non-negotiably in relation to his or her brothers and sisters to the detriment of the whole family.

I loved them both too, maybe not as much as they loved each other but almost, and James loved me back, or perhaps I just assumed he did – he certainly wrote to me often, and I still have all the letters he sent me when I was in London and he was in Scotland or at school, all beautifully illustrated.

Before James and I got together the three of us crashed out one night in Katie’s room, fully clothed, James and I on either side of the large bed and Katie in the middle, huddled together under the heavy covers because of the cold. The housekeeper came in before breakfast to open the curtains, was witness to our sleeping arrangements and although she made no comment at the time she reported us to Bridget, Katie’s mother, who was very put out. She said our behaviour didn’t show well, the first and only time I ever heard anybody use that expression.

It wasn’t easy to work out how I was supposed to behave. Katie smoked in the dining room, turned her nose up at the food and painted on the walls of the flat, a wing of the house she used as a studio. At supper one night in the kitchen when the servants were off duty I had an argument with her father about Catholicism. To my amazement he became so angry he shouted at me, jumped up from the table and crashed out of the door, his face flaming red and his hands shaking. Nobody told me it was forbidden to question the existence of God, although I might have guessed; every year a priest moved into the house for the festive season, took all his meals with the family and celebrated Mass daily in the house chapel.

Katie insisted that she and her family were practically middle class, her father only a baronet, a classification that meant nothing to me, although my father was an expert on titles and courtesy titles, how it all worked. She and James were very friendly with the housekeeper’s sons, and like them supported Glasgow Rangers, the Protestant football team, instead of Celtic, the team supported by Catholics. James tried to teach me to drive and took me out shooting, and his mother asked one of the women who worked in the big kitchens to show me how to pluck pheasants, as if to domesticate me in case I was required to become domesticated at some point in the future, for example if James and I got married and I replaced his mother as the lady of the house on the death of her husband. Not that I wanted any of that – I was in love with James but I was a teenager still, loved London and was not very aspirational. He felt that the house was more important than himself, his happiness, and his belief in maintaining it and the estate exerted great pressure on him. I wanted to be with him but had no desire to relocate.

Bridget said I had neat ankles, the only time she remarked on my appearance, but every time we went to a big party to dance reels at the home of some kilted duke or earl, travelling by minibus because there were so many of us, she persuaded me to accept the loan of a maxi skirt in the McEwen tartan, blue and green, fully lined in silk, which looked sharp enough with my leather jacket and cropped hair.

One Christmas Eve, the night of a huge dinner to be served in the servants’ hall for friends and family, Katie and I dressed James as a girl, an experiment I had no idea would be contentious in that setting. The pale beaded flapper dress we found in a wardrobe in one of the unused bedrooms fitted him perfectly, we tied a long silk scarf round his head and applied vivid make-up. The effect was surprisingly feminine, but when we made our entrance at the dinner Bridget was scandalized in front of her numerous guests, rose up in her seat and shooed us out, properly shocked and upset, and I was genuinely unable to understand her problem.

I was never at Marchmont at the same time as my father and can only imagine he behaved as James behaved, sneaking about in the night and making sure he was back in his own bed by morning. We never crossed over but I can see how it must have been, the adults helping themselves to kippers or whatever from under the silver cloches in the dining room, Bridget buttering a triangle of cold toast with serene grace while Katie scowled, smoked and kicked James under the table, my father beside her eating kidneys with grilled tomatoes and bacon as he talked about painting or entertained her parents with one of his amusing anecdotes, his hand squeezing Katie’s long thigh under the ample folds of the tablecloth.

I don’t know how Katie’s parents viewed my father’s passionate love for their teenage daughter, how they accepted it and allowed him to stay under their roof, a middle-aged man with two ex-wives and numerous children, his reputation far from untarnished. Of course they were put in separate bedrooms, my father accommodated in a style befitting a celebrity guest, no suggestion of any open impropriety. Perhaps Robin and Bridget had been expecting him to propose to their daughter. Or maybe everybody just pretended their love was platonic, artist and muse, the parents so detached from their children and so dazzled by my father’s achievements they turned a blind eye to their daughter’s misery, hoping that he might educate her or open doors for her in the art world.

[image: A black and white photograph of a young woman in an Edwardian bath, the bulbous taps blurred in the foreground and the water darkly shadowed against her pale skin.]
Katie at Marchmont 
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Katie and James both died very young, James first, by his own hand – he shot himself with one of the many shotguns in the gunroom at Marchmont – then Katie, who drowned in mysterious circumstances off the coast of Africa, her clothes found in a pile on the beach, the thought of which wastage still brings me much pain.

I started a Saturday job at Vivienne Westwood’s punk shop Seditionaries on the King’s Road maybe a year after the Paris trip, and my father and Francis Bacon admired my bondage trousers. Dad was having a show at a gallery in New York and didn’t want to go so he sent me, even though that meant he wouldn’t be able to work on my picture again until my return, which must have been annoying for him. Standing in front of a pale nude the day after the private view, a woman engaged me in conversation – she said she was the painter’s cousin, the daughter of his mother’s sister, and had attended Central School of Art at the same time as him. I raised her on that, and she embraced me. He had never spoken to me of his cousin Jo Kaufmann who lived in New York, and she had never heard of me. She wrote down her address in my notebook, gave me the spare keys she carried in her shoulder bag and invited me to stay – she had spare rooms in her apartment, her children were away at university. I checked out of my hotel, paid my bill and moved in with her, delighted to have been rescued – Dad had arranged safe accommodation for me for the first four nights but expected me to be able to fend for myself after that, not having given me enough money to stay put for any length of time in the hotel he had chosen for me, on 58th Street and Madison, the upper corridor full of college girls eating Chinese food out of white cartons and brushing each other’s hair.

The trip might have been a short one and my financial position less acute had I not been persuaded by a British Airways representative to sign up to a flexible travel deal, the return flight announced at the last minute, the ticket I was allocated not valid for travel home until eighteen days after my arrival in America. Talk about false economy. Not that I am saying my father wasn’t generous – he gave me cash to buy clothes from work in advance of my trip, recognizing that clothes were important to me, but the discrepancy between his calculations and the reality of my stay hit me as I sat on my hotel bed on my first night. I looked quite tough in my new bondage dress, determined to live up to his expectations, but his confidence in my survival skills made me feel dizzy, wistful about his care and lack of care, the ambivalence of his attitude. New York was legendarily dangerous in the seventies and I couldn’t help wishing he had revised his sketchy plan once I had told him how long I would be away. Had he miscalculated or run out of cash? He had been kind enough not to bemoan the unexpectedly long disruption to his painting – if he was angry he didn’t say anything – but I don’t think he was angry. I could do no wrong in his eyes most of the time, and am sure I would have been able to find some other way to take care of myself had I not bumped into his cousin. I tried to open the window in my hotel bedroom to get some air but it was impossible. I wanted to buy a toothbrush and some toothpaste but I was not even sure it was safe to walk the streets after dark. The phone rang, I reached across the bed and answered it, feeling sure it could not be for me. Anthony d’Offay on the other end of the line, in town for the show – he was my father’s dealer at that time. Yes, my father had given him my number. Was I at a loose end? Would I like to go out?

Dad had forgotten about Jo, his New York cousin, but had given me the telephone number of Catherine Guinness, a friend of his who was working with Andy Warhol at the Factory. I called Catherine, introduced myself as Lucian’s daughter and was invited to lunch. I met Andy and a few other slightly exhausted people, and was photographed for Interview magazine in my punk clothes. Andy took me to Studio 54, introduced me to the bouncer and asked him to let me in anytime I wanted to party in future, which made a real difference to my stay. I don’t know whether or not any money changed hands.

Andy didn’t make a big impression on me personality-wise. He was very kind but seemed to operate without desire for intimacy with anybody, emotional or otherwise, corralling people around him in a way that felt completely unthreatening. His voice was very flat – I thought perhaps he was depressed – but I didn’t turn him down when he asked me to marry him; I was delighted, fully aware the proposal didn’t mean anything was going to happen. He drew a ring on my finger with an indelible marker and signed it AW. At the top of the World Trade Center I took my own photograph in a Polaroid photo booth, holding my ringed hand up to the camera. I still have that picture somewhere.

[image: A black and white reproduction of the colour photograph on the cover of the book of the author as a teenager with the ring drawn on her finger by Andy Warhol. The photo captures the author as a punky teenager, her hair cropped and her left hand raised, a ring drawn on her ring finger with the initials AW for Andy Warhol.]
Self-portrait with Ring by Andy Warhol 
ROSE BOYT


My father and Anthony d’Offay were good friends for a while before they fell out, and to celebrate Anthony’s marriage Dad invited him and his new wife to lunch. On the morning of the wedding I went to Acton in a black cab to collect a pound of caviar from an Iranian caviar dealer, ordered a cake from Maison Sagne, dispatched another cab to collect the cake and bought four pounds of peas in their shells to make pea soup from one of the cookery books my father had given me for my eighteenth birthday and from which I was learning to cook. Anthony and Anne arrived straight from the ceremony in their wedding clothes and we all sat round the kitchen table, shelling peas and eating caviar out of the jar. I can’t remember what else we had to eat. I made the soup and can still hear the bossy voice of Elizabeth David telling me to stew the peas in four ounces of butter. Yes, four ounces.

My mother told me that when she was young she believed that one day my father would marry her, or at least they would be together properly, living under the same roof, but that never happened. She received a marriage proposal from Tim Behrens, a fellow student at the Slade, and wrote to Dad to tell him, adding that my father was the only man she wanted to marry, but he failed to react. She had high hopes, although there was a teaspoon of hesitancy in her assertion because their relationship was so irregular. She never felt entitled to claim any connection to him unless through us, her children, his children; when he came up in conversation with people outside the family she called him ‘the children’s father’, very self-consciously, as if even to speak his name might seem presumptuous, too ostentatious, maybe because he was famous and she didn’t want to show off. She never called him ‘my ex’, not wishing to imply they were more solid together than they were in reality – I am not sure he ever stayed the night, I can’t remember waking up in the morning to find him in my mum’s bed, although he may well have slept over and slipped out early to get on with his work – and nothing was ever quite finished between them. But she must have felt loved at the beginning, when everything was marvellous, which makes me feel less sad about her subsequent unhappiness.

She was so lovable. We talked often towards the end of her life. I am thinking particularly of one time in her kitchen, she was seated at the table wearing a soft grey cashmere cardigan with pearl buttons (a present from my sister Susie) and I was almost out of the door, standing above her; she looked very small and was almost unable to smile. I could see in her eyes she was suffering breakthrough pain despite the morphine but still hoping to be cured, or at least expecting to feel better soon. It had not really hit me that she might die.

Her paints and brushes were on the countertop, a blue and grey palette by the sink, still wet, and a canvas turned to the wall – she was still working. Get Well Soon cards from her grandchildren had accumulated at one end of the kitchen table, and flowers everywhere, five bunches of flowers, one from each of us, although she was looking back at her life with sorrow and self-blame. I endeavoured to undercut the desperation of her mood with slightly forced cheerfulness before I left so I could walk home peacefully and not have to think about her too much until my next slot on the rota, countering her agitation with reassurance before I headed off – I reminded her she had single-handedly raised five children, we were all doing OK these days and that was a wonderful achievement. When I had finished I smiled and she blinked up at me, eyes pinned, and I could see she was trying to believe me, trying to hold onto something, although in my clumsy attempt to reassure her about her achievements I had failed to mention her painting or any other aspect of her creativity. I wish I had mentioned her painting and not just gone on about motherhood. Motherhood is not everything.

The hurt of her past was still so strong it was hard for her to talk about it, her eyes filled with tears even to look back. I sat down again and she began to talk about my father suddenly, trying to cheer me up, neither of us wishing my visit to end on a low note. She dried her eyes and laughed and told me that they almost bought a house once. She remembered standing with him and Alexander and me outside an elegant house in Fitzroy Square, she was pregnant again, with Isobel, I can see her looking up at the long windows and dreaming of love and happiness. She said he was only a few hundred pounds short of the asking price, he had the cash in his pocket but everything just slipped through their fingers – he went off to get some more money, lost everything and they missed their moment.

She believed that if she had been beautiful everything would have been different. She actually said that. She was beautiful, but that was not the point; she was slow to recognize he was not cut out for domesticity. She would rather blame herself, although she must have known he had tried for it once or twice before he met her, and it had not gone well for anybody. I don’t know if she was angry with him in her secret heart – she used to cry often, with frightening abandon, and smash crockery, but not once during my whole childhood did she make even one disparaging remark about him, never uttered even one reproachful word, which was wonderfully elegant and admirable of her but very bewildering for me. I can’t speak for my brothers and sisters.

I have just remembered one damning thing she did say – when she was pregnant with me we went on holiday with my father to the Scilly Isles, a romantic break she was almost too big even to contemplate, perhaps leaving Ali behind with a babysitter – I don’t recall her telling me she was pushing a pram. They had one suitcase between them, an unthinkable level of domestic intimacy for my parents, the heavy piece of luggage containing my father’s paints and brushes as well as their clothes, and Mum had to carry it, my father not keen to exert himself perhaps because his shoulder ached or he was reluctant to burden himself. He had to feel free.

I hate it when people go on about beauty, the most highly prized of all possible womanly qualities, and I seek to deny its power over me; both my parents were moved very strongly by appearance, not only their own but that of everybody else, including their children, and I don’t want to follow in their footsteps. The conscious and unconscious bias they manifested towards certain physical types without questioning themselves about the impact of such prejudice was one of the things they had in common beyond painting and horses – my mother had ridden as a child, and told me that she loved her pony way more than she loved either of her parents.

But she was beautiful, the evidence undeniable, captured in the photographs Harry Diamond took of her; he didn’t make her feel self-conscious, perhaps because she didn’t care what he thought of her, and so she was able to shine.

[image: A black and white photograph of the author’s mother, Suzy Boyt, and four of her five children. Little Susie as a baby sits on Big Suzy’s knee, Rose is in the front with her sister Isobel behind her, and to the right we see her brother Kai, poking his tongue out at the camera. The family is seated on a white-painted child’s bed and the floorboards, also painted white in the distant past, look worn, the paint mostly gone now.]
Suzy Boyt and four of her five children (1969) 
HARRY DIAMOND


Harry photographed us at 17 Lonsdale Square, Islington, one of two houses in the same square that my mother bought with her inheritance after Linda’s early death. Susie is such a sweet baby in the photographs, sitting on Mum’s knee, so I must have been ten or eleven then, although I look older; the age gap between us is ten years. I recognize the khaki shirt I am wearing, the uniform of a communist youth movement based in Zagreb, in the former Eastern bloc – I exchanged it for my Woodcraft shirt with one of their delegates, a Yugoslavian boy I met on a two-week summer camp in Wales, the last year of primary school. I was a communist; I admired Lenin and made a life-size portrait of his bearded head to illustrate my school project about him; the world was unfair and I was angry about it, and not afraid to voice my opinion.

[image: A black and white photograph of the author as a child of eleven with Little Susie on her knee. Rose has very long hair and is wearing a military shirt with a Zagreb tab on the shoulder. Little Susie has golden curls and is wearing a white pinafore over a striped jersey.]
Little Susie and Rose when she was a communist (1969) 
HARRY DIAMOND


People called me a tomboy. Mum told me I would have to tone myself down a bit and make the most of myself while I was still young if I ever wanted to get married. She was advising me to diminish myself, body and soul, to become smaller and quieter, more feminine, but I chose to ignore the warning about my personality because I wanted to stay true to myself and my convictions whatever the cost matrimonially. I knew Mum was wrong to say what she said but I felt uneasy suddenly about my physical self, her eyes on my hips and thighs, my stomach; she was weighing me up and found me too much, wanting in the lean allure she thought I should cultivate. Twice when she was near the end she told me she had wanted all her life to be thin, but it was not much fun now it had happened. She was genuinely disappointed.

I have no memory of how those photographs came about. I would like to think the whole thing was my father’s idea, that he sent Harry as an emissary to photograph us because Harry was his friend and we were important to him, but Harry may well have turned up unbidden, just knocked on the door and asked Mum if he could come in. Mum is so alive in the photographs, radiating love and happiness, but when we looked at the pictures together during her last illness she didn’t comment on her appearance, her own beauty and all of us blooming into our own personalities, she just said, ‘Don’t we look poor!’ We were not rich for long after the death of her mother; she spent the money fast, perhaps deliberately ridding herself of any connection to the source of it and denying herself any stability.

A few years later Harry photographed me again, when I was fifteen or sixteen, this time with Dad and my brother Ali, and Ali’s lovely girlfriend Dolly, who had been my best friend at school, our friendship the one thing that made the boredom of school bearable.

I wish I had never invited her home with me. Ali was hanging around in the kitchen when we got back after netball, they clocked each other and went upstairs almost immediately, not before the kettle had boiled but soon after, holding on momentarily for my sake but unable to restrain themselves long enough even to finish their tea. At the time I thought she was mildly embarrassed by her instantaneous submission to sexual desire, his and her own, although I might have misread her sheepish expression. I can still picture the impatient hilarity of their getaway, Ali running and Dolly scrambling after him, her hand in his, the laugh she tossed over her shoulder almost apologetic as she glanced back. I grinned and waved farewell through the banisters with just enough good grace not to disgrace myself as he pulled her up the stairs, the force he exerted no more than a slight tug against any compunction she might have felt for my sake, the abandoned friend, or any instinct for self-preservation that his haste might have awakened in her, not that I am saying I would have been much better at protecting myself in similar circumstances. She had changed out of her games skirt after netball and was wearing some kind of loose duster coat over her V-necked jumper and corduroy trousers, pushing back the floppy wings of her blonde hair with her spare hand, a gesture she made frequently and that until that moment I had not read as flirty or found irritating. The desire to fuck and get fucked was so urgent between them I felt helpless to remonstrate and just sat alone at the kitchen table, lit a cigarette and finished my tea, knowing my friendship with Dolly was finished now and there was nothing I could do about it.

The later photographs were taken at 9 Thorngate Road; Dad occupied two rooms on the top floor of a modest house, his bed in the smaller room at the back and his easel in the front, in a room with two windows overlooking the adventure playground, a sink and stove against the wall opposite the fireplace. He is dressed immaculately; I wonder if he was just about to rush off to lunch at Wheeler’s or to meet Francis at Muriel’s or whether he put on a suit and clean shirt and silk scarf especially for the photographs. I am wearing a luxurious 1920s black coat with a fur collar, a present from my mum. You can tell not just from the coat but by the mournful tilt of my head I am no longer a communist.

[image: A black and white photograph of the author as a fifteen-year-old standing between her father and her brother Ali. Her father is wearing a grey suit, white shirt, black tie and white silk scarf. Rose is wearing a vintage coat with a fur collar, and her brother has very long hair and is wearing dungarees under a lightweight overcoat.]
Lucian with Ali and Rose at Thorngate Road 
HARRY DIAMOND


[image: A black and white photograph taken in Lucian Freud’s studio at 9 Thorngate Road on the same day as the previous image. The photograph shows the author, her brother Ali and Ali’s girlfriend. Rose and Ali are holding on to the brass rail of an old bed, and behind them you can see a white canvas and the view out of the window. The three figures are children on the verge of adulthood, their determination to prevail against the odds captured by the photographer in the solemnity of their facial expressions.]
Ali’s girlfriend, Ali and Rose at Thorngate Road 
HARRY DIAMOND


I left home when I was fifteen and am living with my boyfriend in Elgin Avenue, round the corner from my father; to convince the landlady to rent us the flat we had to pretend to be married. Her name was Mrs Kolk, and I was frightened of her, the power she had over us. Dad used to visit quite often after I got home from school and before my boyfriend came home from his factory job, and I would make him a cup of tea and a fried egg on toast – he always seemed to be hungry. Something has happened to me since the earlier photographs. There is glamour and bravado in the black coat but I have lost some of my former self-assurance.

I was always conscientious and reliable in relation to my father but I let him down one evening because I had the flu and could barely manage to stagger to the nearest public telephone, a payphone in the dry cleaners, to tell him that I was unable to sit. I was wearing a coat over my nightdress, aching in my bones and running a high temperature, but he didn’t believe me and was so furious he lowered his voice and spoke to me as if out of the corner of his mouth in a menacing way, like a villain in a Hollywood film, trying to keep a lid on his rage. He said that there would always be parties, I had made a commitment to him and must always prioritize sitting over and above everything. What amazed me was his assumption that I loved parties so much. He hardly knew me. I would never have stood him up to go out and enjoy myself. His authoritarian stance was all wrong, and made him sound pompous, a bit stupid.

Another thing made me uneasy during the course of the sittings; Katie, taking a short walk into Soho from her studio on Shaftesbury Avenue, looked in the window of a sex shop and saw one of those 3D slide viewers with a naked picture of me illuminated in the viewfinder. A couple of years earlier I had been living in a squat in Islington and had answered an advert for nude models in the back of a newspaper. The chaperone who attended the photo shoot patted down my hair (it was cropped then, shorter than in the painting) and applied blue eyeshadow and pearly lipstick, trying to make me more girlish. The photographer gave me a half bottle of vodka to help me relax and told me the photographs were for his own use and nobody would ever find out. Katie bought the slide viewer and showed the slides to my father.

I tried not to envisage the pair of them giggling over the viewfinder, my face flushed and my mouth open to reveal the tip of my tongue as instructed by the chaperone, the outline of my body blurred and haloed in technicolour, my edges almost transparent like a tropical fish. The chaperone said I was supposed to try and look like I was enjoying myself. I lacked the capacity to work out how bad it was for my father to have seen me like that. It wasn’t as if he hadn’t seen me naked before. I did not know how to name what I felt and employed subterfuge even in relation to myself not to feel any worse.

I can’t think why they didn’t keep quiet about Katie’s discovery. I knew I was stupid to have been deceived by the photographer and was angry with him in an impersonal way because he had humiliated me, but Katie had behaved with no regard for the protection of our shared teenage womanhood, not on my account nor on her own. I reprimanded her lightly just to say something to her about her behaviour, suppressing the full force of my disgust in case I upset anyone, but she brushed off my feelings, turning away like she was bored and I was making a fuss. Dad placed the slide viewer on the seat of a high stool in the studio and asserted his professional interest in it as a painter to make me feel better, telling me that having studied me in 3D really helped him understand how I was made.

Anthony d’Offay commissioned me to take an informal portrait of my father to display on a small easel in the window of the D’Offay Gallery in Dering Street and to use as a frontispiece in the catalogue of the forthcoming show of recent work – I had taken dozens of pictures in Paris and New York and was getting quite good. When I arrived at the studio a model called Raymond was already there, naked and larking around with his rat, a choice of pet that was quite popular in those days; Katie had one too, and a pet monkey. 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 down in a chair on his own just long enough for me to take one shot. This of course was the photograph Anthony chose. In the background you can see the plants that were such a big feature of the studio. My father was working on Two Plants, now in the Tate – every time I sat I could see the progress he was making, each leaf a small portrait.

[image: A black and white photograph taken by the author of her father in his studio at Holland Park. He is seated against a backdrop of plants, wearing checked chef’s trousers, a white shirt and scarf, his arms crossed over his torso. He is looking right into the camera, unsmiling, clearly not enjoying the process of being photographed.]
In The Studio 1 (1977) 
ROSE BOYT


Dad was also painting his mother at that time; sometimes we were allowed to overlap. In the back of a parked taxi with Helena, Katie’s younger sister, the old lady engaged us in stilted conversation while we waited outside the bank or the betting shop for my father to emerge and take us to breakfast. She asked Helena if she was Lucian’s daughter. Helena said no. ‘I think you are,’ said his mother. Then she asked me. I said yes. ‘I don’t think so,’ she said.

It was clear to me towards the end 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 sheets that came via Mum 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.

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. I wanted to learn how to cook, to be lovable, but was trying to become my own person. 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.

My sister Annie phoned recently and asked me what I was working on. She is a poet and Dad’s eldest child, her mother Kitty Garman, an artist in her own right. I told Annie I had just begun something mild about Dad, sitting for Dad, how he had been inspirational in my life and that I loved him, and I heard in the constraint of her breath down the phone how adeptly she dealt with that information, how instantaneously she forgave me for flaunting the success so far of my work to resolve my feelings about him. At his expense and our own we laughed over the impossible simplicity of my position, not uproariously but with some solidarity as sisters, as daughters, and she said it was such a relief she no longer felt obliged to say he was inspirational, she was glad she no longer felt she had to say she loved him. I thought about the equivocality of her poetry and how I might forgive myself if I contradict myself as I work out what I think and feel.




[image: A black and white reproduction of an oil painting by Lucian Freud. Four figures are arranged on a bed in the studio: a young woman painter called Celia Paul, Bella playing the mandolin, Kai with his hands clasped in his lap and Suzy Boyt, the author’s mother, holding a black fan. On the floor at her feet lies a child called Star, who was the little sister of Ali’s girlfriend at that time, also called Susie. Behind Suzy is a large plant, three windows are visible on the back wall, and to the left, a Belfast sink with two taps, the copper pipes exposed. The floorboards run from front to back of the image and in the corner of the room, the bare plaster shows uneven coloration from water damage.]
Large Interior W11 (after Watteau) (1981–3) 
LUCIAN FREUD


TWO

A few years after the completion of the naked portrait my father began a very ambitious painting with a painful story contained within it. Large Interior, W11 (after Watteau) portrays Celia Paul, soon to become the mother of my brother Frank, my sister Bella playing the mandolin, my brother Kai and a child called Star, the little sister of Ali’s girlfriend Susie Foley, as well as my mum, who was happy to be asked to sit again. My father had not painted her since Woman Smiling in 1958–9, a loving and intimate portrait interrupted temporarily by my birth – she was twenty-three and the mother of two babies by the time the picture was finished. There was something in her wild courage and the vulnerability of her young motherhood in relation to him that drove him to try a new way to articulate his excitement about her, his response to the complexity of her contradictions necessitating a change of brushes from sable to hogshair, the start of a much looser and more risky way of working.

The models came together in the studio for the first sitting of After Watteau, four seated adults squeezed together on a single bed, little Star on the floor at my mother’s feet a later addition. Once my father was happy with the composition he used charcoal to establish everybody on the canvas in preparation for the painting, Celia at one end of the bed and my mum at the other, the initial session the one and only time they crossed over in the studio during the whole process. They were kept apart once the preparatory drawing was complete, although Celia says my mum telephoned her one night in frustration because after months of sitting Lucian had just totally wiped her out of the painting. Celia says my mum was upset because she had given so much of her time, but of course she returned to the studio and the painting continued. In the end Dad felt he had got it right, Mum’s ‘wild woodland head’ surrounded by foliage, although Dad told Sophie de Stempel (another young woman painter who was sitting at that time) that Mum thought the black fan he asked her to hold was too funerary. And Sophie told me. Bella is wearing brass-studded shoes from Manolo Blahnik. Mum supplied the rest of the costumes from her shop on Northwold Road in Upper Clapton, a treasure trove of old-fashioned clothes. Celia says she always loved my mum and felt especially close to her ‘maybe to do with the Slade and that we were both painters with children.’ She was a student there just like my mum, also taught by my father.

At the time everything just happened according to the demands of the painting, Mum and Celia brought together in the studio, fixed in position then kept apart, Dad hoping to make it all work, but looking back at the painting now the choice of sitters seems unnecessarily provocative, the composition hinting at trouble autobiographically and then causing it, Celia under false pretences and Mum’s feelings not taken into consideration even for one second. I remember she once referred to a book of my father’s work as ‘Bluebeard’s Catalogue’, and at the big show at Tate Britain in 2002, surrounded by the flesh of naked women, she told me she preferred the paintings with no people in them.

Large Interior, W11 (after Watteau) went on and on. Mum got all messed up again with Dad, a reversion that destabilized her and made her very unhappy, and I was destabilized by her desperate unhappiness, freaking out on a family holiday to Lake Garda in Italy at the end of my second year at university, overwhelmed by sorrow and terror on the plane on the way out; a few nights before we left she told me about Dad and said she was so stupid to have gone back she felt like killing herself, which was not a threat – she just wanted me to know how bad she was feeling.


In the box that contained the surprise letter from Enford I found some postcards and letters from me to my father, childish messages posted from ports in Denmark and Germany, Sweden and Norway and Finland, when we lived on Inga, a three-masted schooner, one of two leaky old cargo ships my mum bought with the proceeds of selling our home, having fallen in love with



[image: A black and white contact sheet of six small images showing views of the rigging, sails, cargo, galley, deck and hull of the sailing ship Inga.]





























[image: A black and white photograph showing three men: to the left, a man in a tweed coat holding a goose, in the centre Haile Selassie wearing a distinctive hat, and to the right, another man in a smart overcoat looking on with interest, not so much at his Imperial Majesty but at the goose.]




[image: A black and white photograph by the author of Sophie de Stempel, a young woman with tousled blonde hair wearing a black leather cape over a white dress and perched on the arm of an old sofa, a teacup in her hands and her legs bare.]
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