


Each book was known to him and I remember how deeply shocked he was on
discovering that (at that unregenerate time) I kept a list of mine. It was from Carol
that I came to understand what constitutes a proper relationship with one’s books.
Towards the end of his life, he gave the pick of his Morris books to the William
Morris Gallery at Walthamstow.

Carol took his responsibilities as a committee member of the William Morris
Society, and as a trustee of the Kelmscott House Trust, seriously and missed few
meetings, despite in the early years having heavy parliamentary obligations. Until
advanced in years, he was also a loyal artender at the Society’s annual general
meetings.

A man of quite exceptional material generosity, he also had a great generosity
of spirit and helped others to lead richer lives. Because his own life was so well in
hand, he always had time and artention to give. He was practical and efficient and
infinitely reliable. He did not mind doing humble work if it was in pursuit of
something he believed in. He enriched my life as he enriched the lives of many
others.

In all his undertakings, Carol had the secure and informed support of his wife,
Dena. Both solicitors, they married in 1940 when Carol (medically unfit for active
service) was doubling as assistant Town Clerk to the Borough of Southall and
Leader of Lambeth Council. Dena was to have a distinguished career in her own
right as Town Clerk and Chief Executive of Morris’s home territory of Waltham

Forest. They celebrated their sixty years of true partnership a few months before
Carol’s death.



