











for an odd altogether wonderful time, or thought; and yet if some angel
offered me the choice, I would choose his life, poetry and all, rather than
my own or any other man’s.’

His ‘spontaneity and joy’ were qualities that struck all who met
Morris. For the highly self-conscious Yeats, there was splendour
in Morris’ capacity for self-forgetfulness, his unconcern for the
timidities of convention. The Morris who, Yeats recalled, flung
‘a badly baked plum pudding through the window upon Christ-
mas Day’, was gloriously himself.

Thus it was above all to the image of Morris as a creative and
spontaneous man that Yeats returned, and which made it possible
for him to write to May Morris in 1927 saying, ‘Your father is
still my chief of men’.
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