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HEADLINE: HELLO, IS THAT DELILAH? MARTIN HERE. I'D REALLY LIKE TO MEET YOU 

When she was 18, Delilah Seale was told by her father Patrick Seale that she was the child of a liaison between Martin Amis, right, and Lamorna Heath. Two years after the affair, her mother committed suicide. Here, for the first time she tells how she felt on discovering the truth about her parents QBY: Delilah Seale 

BODY: 

MY FATHER told me about Martin the night I got my A-level results. He took me out to a French bistro near his house in Knightsbridge for supper and eased it quite gently into the conversation. I can't remember the exact words but I do know my whole world caved in at that instant. It was horrible, traumatic and shocking. I cried and cried. It wasn't so much about Martin - it was more about me and my father. 

Since I didn't have a mother, we'd been like a one-parent family. I'd had my step-mother Rana since I was nine, but she had always kept her distance, and my father, brother Orlando and I had always been such a close unit. 

I suddenly thought that perhaps Daddy didn't love me as much as Orlando, that perhaps I wasn't so much a part of the family as I'd thought. My father explained that he and my maternal grandmother had decided a long time ago that I should know the truth when I was old enough. 

He told me that he'd been there when I was born; that I would always be his daughter and I should keep his name; that in no way was this going to affect our relationship. It was just going to give me something else. And if, in turn, that 'something else' didn't work out, then it didn't matter. 

At the time, part of me wished he hadn't told me. There was part of me that felt I could have gone through my entire life and never known the truth. I didn't need to know and I didn't want to know. 

As he told me what had happened, it seemed to be a terrible story all about problems - and all I could see ahead for all of us were further problems. Suddenly, my grandfather wasn't my grandfather; instead, a complete stranger - namely the author Kingsley Amis - was. Perhaps worst of all, my brother wasn't my full brother. 

I went home that night to the flat in Barons Court which Daddy bought for Orlando and me when we were 19 and 17, and told Orlando, who was reading English at Oxford then, what had happened. He was concerned that I shouldn't feel he didn't love me any more, and he cried - I think more for my pain than his. 

But it was just as hard for Orlando. We both found it so weird. Suddenly, neither of us had a whole sibling, only half-brothers and sisters. (Daddy has two small children with Rana - Alexander, nine, and Jasmine, seven). 

I think, looking back, I cried mainly out of loneliness. Suddenly I felt like an orphan. I never knew my mother and now, it turned out, I didn't know my father. Interestingly, when I met Martin, the first thing he said to me was: 'You must feel just like an orphan.' He was right. 

Daddy bought me lots of Martin's books and told me he would write to him and that I ought to meet him. Actually, I found it hard to read the books because I wondered so much more about the author than the content. But Daddy was wonderful. He made sure he was around for the next two weeks, told me continually that he loved me and that he was always there for me to talk to. 

I was working in a cafe in Knightsbridge to earn some pocket money for Oxford, but my mind was whirling so much that I gave it up. I went on holiday to my father's house in France to read and relax and try to take my mind off it. And then I went to Oxford. 

That was hard, because at Oxford everyone was always talking about Martin Amis. I'd walk into rooms and hear people say: 'Amis is my hero.' Eventually I couldn't keep it to myself and told a few friends, but I asked them to keep it to themselves. 

I didn't really have an impression of Martin other than as a respected author. My father didn't know much about his relationship with my mother and I didn't even contemplate passing judgment on individuals and what occurred between them all 18 or 20 year ago. I was just curious to know about Martin, the man. 

It wasn't until that November when I saw his photograph in the newspapers that I even knew what he looked like. His name came up in the press because he'd hired the tough American literary agent Andrew Wylie and had got a pounds 500,000 advance for his book The Information. 

Suddenly, it was so exciting. Here was someone whose face and hair colour were similar to mine. I'd never really looked like anyone in my family and it hadn't occurred to me to question why not. Martin was the first person who had a face that I could immediately identify as being like mine. 

I began to feel a bit protective towards him, as the stories about him just rolled and rolled. I could never understand why he was criticised for such a big advance, because Andrew Wylie was my father's agent, too, and I had grown up believing writers should do the best they can for themselves. 

Then there were articles about his divorce from Antonia Phillips, the mother of his two boys, l3-year-old Louis and 10-year-old Jacob, and his new relationship with American writer Isobel Fonseca. Following that there was the absurd obsession with his expensive dentistry, after he was reported to have spent pounds 20,000 beautifying his teeth. 

I felt he was being persecuted unfairly, even though I'd never met him. I began to long to see him, but I was anxious not to pressure my father, who told me he'd tried to make contact with Martin but that he was abroad until Christmas. My father said he would write in the New Year. 

In January, my father and Martin finally had a brief correspondence and in the Easter holidays they met one evening in a London hotel. The next morning my father told me that Martin would call me. 

I was trying to revise for my exams and I just couldn't concentrate. It was nearly a year, after all, since I'd learned the truth. Then the phone rang and a voice said: 'Hello, Is that Delilah? Martin here.' I said: 'Hi.' Then he said: 'I'd really like to meet you. Would you like to meet tonight?' That evening I dressed in a smart pinafore and cardigan and went off in a taxi. Martin had told me that Isobel would be there and I was quite pleased, because otherwise it might have been a little too 'head-to-head.' I saw them in the lobby. We said 'Hi' and Martin hugged me for about two minutes. Then we just looked at each other, saying all the time: 'Aren't our faces so familiar?' And then I hugged Isobel. 

Martin said: 'I think we all need a lot of alcohol.' I was so nervous that I needed two hands to hold my glass. For two hours we just chatted, mainly about my life, and then we went out to supper. 

Isobel was great at making us both less nervous. She kept everything moving. She wasn't as directly involved, so she could help us both. When we were in the ladies she said to me: 'It's going OK - it's really good.' It would have been much harder without her there. She was so accepting and nice. 

Martin asked me all about my relationship with my brother, and what it was like growing up with just a father. We talked a lot about Oxford. I think the fact we had the university in common meant we could immediately relate to one another. But unlike Martin I've never been any good at English. He asked me if I wanted to write, and when I said 'No' I think he was relieved. 

Martin didn't talk to me that night about my mother - he told me he'd tell me about her another time. But actually the subject has never really come up. 

He did explain why, after talking it over with his mother - Hilly, Lady Kilmarnock - he never pursued bringing me up himself. He felt I was better off growing up in a happy and secure home environment, and looking back, I think he did the right thing. He was not to know that my mother would die. 

At the end of the evening he and Isobel made it plain they were really committed to me, that they wanted to be part of my life and they wanted me to meet their family - especially the boys, Louis and Jacob, who live with their mother, Antonia Phillips. 

But Martin was adamant that he must first tell them himself, very carefully. Meanwhile he wrote to me at least twice a term and in the holidays we met for lunch or dinner, or a film outing. Very slowly I met the others in Martin's family, but I always discussed every meeting at great length with my father, who always remained 'Daddy' to me. Martin, I just call 'Martin.' I don't think either of us would want me to call him 'Daddy': it would seem wrong. 

First, on Boxing Day two years go, Martin introduced me to my grandmother Hilly, Lady Kilmarnock - Kingsley Amis's first wife-turned housekeeper - and Martin's sister Sally. They couldn't have been more welcoming. 

Eventually I visited the boys one weekend in London. I brought them both baseball caps and they hugged me. I don't know what precisely Martin told them about me, but they said rather solemnly that I must have had a hard time and we all quickly became friends. 

My relationship with Martin is continually evolving and quite hard to define. In some ways it's more free than the one with Daddy. I wouldn't sit down with my father and say: 'Oh, I got really drunk the other day, it was hilarious,' because he's my father and no matter how liberal he is, that's the kind of thing he just doesn't want to know. 

On the other hand, I am utterly relaxed with my father because he knows me inside out. I can be childish with him and I never need to present a front because there isn't anything about me that he doesn't know. With Martin I'm becoming more and more relaxed, but he hasn't known me all my life so it's an ongoing process. 

On my 20th birthday last year the two families came together for a really great dinner. Daddy sat next to Isobel, Martin sat next to me and all my friends were interspersed around the table. I loved it. 

But when Kingsley died last year it felt odd. I saw it on the news and I felt very sad because he was my grandfather and I'd never met him. We'd been planning to meet - he knew all about me - but because he'd been an invalid in the months leading up to his death, timing didn't allow it. 

I rang Martin and he said there was going to be just a small, quiet service. I didn't go, but I went to the memorial this year. I think Martin misses his father very much. Ultimately, I think I have been extraordinarily fortunate in the way things have worked out. I really have ended up with two families instead of one. 

Delilah Seale was talking to Vicky Ward of the Daily Mail 
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