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Thank you to my father Robert Miller,
and others of his generation.
They told such interesting reminiscences of family history.
These piqued my interest, and set me on this trail.

When writing under the name of Clementine Montagu, most
instalments of her stories were introduced with a literary quotation.
Some of these quotations have made a re-appearance in this story.
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Preface to Story
A lady richly clad, was she
Beautiful exceedingly. – Coleridge
Clementina Isabelle Enoch was born on 11 January 1830, at HayOn-Wye, Breconshire, Wales. Her parents were William Enoch and
Lucy (nee Jackson). Although her birth name was registered as
Clementina, she was known throughout her life as Clementine, so
this is the name that will be used for this story.
Clementine never really knew her mother. Not in the way that a
baby begins to see her as a separate being from themselves. Not in
the way that a child begins to appreciate their skills and talents. Not
in the way that one adult can relate to the only other adult who has a
true appreciation of that baby who grew into an adult. Her mother
died when she was scarcely more than one year old.
But Clementine did inherit one important skill that has carried on
for nigh on two hundred years. Her mother’s love of poetry and
writing is evidenced by the book that was published in 1832, entitled
The Bower and Other Poems by the late Lucy Enoch of Breconshire.
While future generations haven’t earned their living from their
writing skills the way that Clementine did; that love of the rhythms
of language lives on. Throughout the ensuing generations, many of
us have inherited her love of descriptive language.
Now here I am, launching forth on a story of Clementine’s life.
She has inspired me with her writing skills, and given a wealth of
detail from her life, to fold into an interesting saga.
What a beautiful trait to have passed so strongly through so many
of our family.
2

1892
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Benson Family Photograph Album

Clementine
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Introduction
I cannot but remember such things were,
And were most precious to me. – Shakespeare
Today I have been to the High Street here in Newtown, London.
I have purchased a very fine album for storing photographs. Here it
is – just hold it, and feel the weight. Do you like the tooled leather
cover, with the gilt inlay work? If you open the cover you can
appreciate the gold and green lining paper, then the next page looks
so elegant with ‘Album’ so finely illuminated. I do like the art work
on this page – roses for England, and a view of London to remind
him of home.
You can see more beautiful art work on many of the following
pages. The designer of this album has a very practical mind, as well
as an eye for detail. By using such heavy card they have been able
to create cut-outs to slide each photograph into; some small for
Carte de Visite size and others larger to take a Cabinet Photograph.
Even the back cover has been tooled to the same design as the front.
I am confident that I have a quality product for such an important
occasion.
I selected this particular album for its fine brass clasp and strong
construction. I hope it will be passed through the family for many
generations to come.
I shall wrap it most carefully, for it is to travel across the sea to
Australia.
My son, my dear Robbie, is to be married to Miss Charlotte
Chadban in June of this year 1881, and I wish to give them this
album as a wedding present, to signify the commencement of their
lives together. I hope that they will have many happy occasions and
events to record in the beautiful frames within this book.
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My childhood and family life was very fractured; I trust that
Robbie will be able to provide for his wife and children in the best
possible manner, and that they will live a long and happy life
together.

That was how I wrote the details of a particular day into my diary.
I came across that entry when I was gathering all my mementoes
together for our meeting today. I had been relating to my husband
Fred how I had spent the greater part of my day.
But here I am chatting on about Robbie and Miss Chadban’s
wedding. You must be wondering how these two fit into the
framework of my life to date.
I will have my housekeeper fix us a hot pot of tea while you find
a comfortable place to sit, and I shall take you along with me on my
journey. I have been waiting for a long time to tell this story; now
the time is right for the threads to be woven together into the fabric
of our lives.
For most of the past 20 years, in fact for most of my adult life, I
have earned my living through my skill of being able to create
interesting and mysterious stories. Now, looking back on the events
of those times, perhaps all my experiences have contributed to this
ability. I hope that this little picture of my life and family will trap
you into its spell as easily as my theatrical dialogue, and those serials
I penned for so many years.
Now, where do I begin? There’s the Quakers, the boarding
school, the actors, the writers . . . all have such interesting tales to
tell; perhaps this story should begin with Robbie’s life as it was he
who prompted my walk down memory lane today.
Robbie is such a big part of me, although I am saddened that his
life has taken him so far away to Australia. He has seen so much,
and done so much in his short life so far. He must have some
wonderful memories among many fearful ones. Just fancy his being
6

shipwrecked and almost drowned at the age of fifteen years! There I
go again, reminiscing without giving you his story in true
chronological order.
Robbie began as a bit of a surprise package, you might say. My
childhood and early adult years had certainly not prepared me well
for life. I was born into a Quaker family in 1830, then spent the years
from age 10 to 14 at Ackworth Quaker Boarding School in
Yorkshire. This simple and close community life did give me all the
skills I could need for making a home, but unfortunately not for life
in the harsh world. Our lives were so controlled – even play time
was regimented! Perhaps you can now understand how unprepared
I was for making wise decisions once I left this institution.
I do seem to have strayed from my original intention of focusing
on Robbie, but I think it is important that you understand my
background. Of course the wide world took me completely by
surprise – five years of being securely secreted at Ackworth left me
with no knowledge of shops, towns, crowds of people, and all the
excitement that suddenly enveloped me. I was completely entranced
the first time I went to see the local theatre. I cannot remember what
the stories were about but the costumes, the music, the singing, all
drew me into another world completely.
So you will not be completely surprised when I tell you that in
1860 I married a man from the stage. We had to elope; my family
being Quakers would not countenance my marriage to such a man.
But his life seemed so glamorous, and he had swept me off my feet.
A wiser woman would have questioned him closely about his
widower entry on our marriage certificate.
But I was such a romantic.
Before we go further with our chat about
family history, I must show you this beautiful
silver locket I’m wearing today. It is my
favourite piece of jewellery, made in 1880.
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Here, take it in your hand. You can feel the weight of it. This is
not a dainty piece of jewellery made for a young lady to wear at a
grand social occasion. The style of it suits my mature frame and
status in life, don’t you think? It needs that strong linked chain to
carry its weight and offset the heavy decorative border on the oval.
Of course, the rose on the front is for both my native England and
love. A flower of such beauty and scent is a perfect symbol for both.
Now, turn the locket over and look at the reverse side. The
hallmarks on the reverse side show that it was manufactured by
Michael Joseph Goldsmith, of Vittoria Street Birmingham, in 1880.
If you open it up, you will see a picture
on each side. These are the two important
men in my life. On the left is my son
Robbie in his maritime apprentice
uniform. That photo was taken when the
uniform was still new, just before he left
on his first voyage.
On the right is my dear husband Frederick. This was taken in his
younger years. As well as being ten years younger than me, he has
always been of a slight build with youthful features. This has made
for some insensitive remarks by some. Fancy people mistaking him
for my son! The great pity of it is, he was taken from me not many
years past. At the end he had the look of an ancient man; I prefer to
remember him as he was in this photograph.
Around my neck it sits close to my heart; just where Robbie and
Fred belong.

Now, let’s take ourselves back through my life’s journey. There
will be plenty to tell you; the 62 years between 1830 and 1892 gives
us a fine time span to travel.
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Chapter 1
Early Life
Home – there is a magic about thee,
Which the nearer by distance is made;
A charm which I ne’er felt without thee,
A bliss in my own native shade. — Anon
I was so fortunate to be born into my family and not some other.
While Mother died when I was one year old, she has passed on to
me the genes that have given me a love of the rhythm and scope of
the written word.
Father established
a magnificent country
home for us, on the
outskirts of Hay-OnWye. Here we lived
in such comfort as I
did not appreciate
until much later in
Enoch family home.
life.
His
several
properties and his With permission of Brecknock Museum & Art Gallery
business in the town had provided sufficient income for us to live in
style. From the beautiful mahogany furniture, to soft feather beds
with hangings, to the finest of china and glassware – we had all the
creature comforts we could have asked for. His pride and joy was
our grand piano in the living room.
Sadly this level of luxury came to a swift and humiliating end
when Father was unable to repay some large debts he owned. As was
the tradition of that time, he had inherited the debts upon the death
of his first wife’s father. When the depression threatened in the mid1830s, those monies were called for. Unfortunately for all of us, he
was unable to pay.
9

I was sent away to boarding school, so was unaware of this
complete loss of face that he and my older half-sister had to endure.
The other main anchor to my early years was our membership of
the Quaker faith. This close-knit community may have seemed
strange to some, but to us it represented so much good. The doctrine
of no corporal punishment, assistance to the poor and those in prison
gave me a good grounding in a strong social conscience. While I
strayed from the body of the church following my elopement with
John, I managed to uphold those tenets throughout my adult life.
I give thanks for my good fortune.
One reminder of my early years is my mother’s love of poetry.
As a young girl, she spent many hours indulging in this pastime. Her
poems from these years were published in a small book after her
death in 1831. My father produced this volume, with the following
dedication:
The few following Poems are published by Wm. Enoch,
with an intention of being circulated only amongst the
Relatives and Friends of his late Wife, Lucy Enoch, knowing
they will be received by them a as valuable memento of one
who was so fondly, so deservedly beloved. 1832.

If you would care to read just one of these poems, you will get a
feel for her sentiments.
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THOUGHTS
On the 19th Anniversary of my Birth, 1824.
This is the day which mark’d my birth,
Which hail’d my entrance into earth,
And stamp’d my being here;
A day, when fill’d with childish glee,
Has oft been hail’d with joy by me,
Through many a by-gone year.
For then, I fondly thought the flowers
Which strew’d my path, in those gay hours
Of innocence and peace,
Would, as in years I older grew,
Before my more expanded view,
Present a blest increase.
But time since then has flown away,
Again appears my natal day,
And tho’ but young in years,
I find by prov’d experience taught,
That life with good and evil fraught,
Is but a vale of tears.
I’ve heard the joys of pomp and state
At best are but a painful weight,
A burden and a care;
I know the poor man’s daily toil,
Who strives to cultivate the soil,
Is oftimes hard to bear:
The middle state I hail as mine,
Tho’ I would not its sweets resign,
For all the pomp of power;
Yet I can prove that even there,
Is found, that all corroding care,
Which dims joy’s brightest hour!
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Floor plan of the original home purchased by William Enoch.
He subsequently made additions to this for his family’s home.
with permission of Brecknock Museum & Art Gallery

Seal and signature of William Enoch from the property title deeds.
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