All the outfits in Women in Love
[Gudrun] wore a dress of dark-blue silky stuff, with ruches of blue and green linen lace in the neck
and sleeves; and she had emerald-green stockings.
~
[Gudrun] She was aware of her grass-green stockings, her large grass-green velour hat, her full soft
coat, of a strong blue colour.
~
This was Hermione Roddice, a friend of the Criches. Now she came along, with her head held up,
balancing an enormous flat hat of pale yellow velvet, on which were streaks of ostrich feathers,
natural and grey. She drifted forward as if scarcely conscious, her long blanched face lifted up, not to
see the world. She was rich. She wore a dress of silky, frail velvet, of pale yellow colour, and she
carried a lot of small rose-coloured cyclamens. Her shoes and stockings were of brownish grey, like
the feathers on her hat, her hair was heavy, she drifted along with a peculiar fixity of the hips, a
strange unwilling motion. She was impressive, in her lovely pale-yellow and brownish-rose, yet
macabre, something repulsive. People were silent when she passed, impressed, roused, wanting to
jeer, yet for some reason silenced. Her long, pale face, that she carried lifted up, somewhat in the
Rossetti fashion, seemed almost drugged, as if a strange mass of thoughts coiled in the darkness
within her, and she was never allowed to escape.
~
Gudrun was the more beautiful and attractive, she had decided again, Ursula was more physical,
more womanly. She admired Gudrun's dress more. It was of green poplin, with a loose coat above it,
of broad, dark-green and dark-brown stripes. The hat was of a pale, greenish straw, the colour of
new hay, and it had a plaited ribbon of black and orange, the stockings were dark green, the shoes
black. It was a good get-up, at once fashionable and individual. Ursula, in dark blue, was more
ordinary, though she also looked well.
Hermione herself wore a dress of prune-coloured silk, with coral beads and coral coloured stockings.
But her dress was both shabby and soiled, even rather dirty.
~
They saw the two girls appear, small, brilliant figures in the near distance, in the strong light of the
late afternoon. Both wore light, gay summer dresses, Ursula had an orange-coloured knitted coat,
Gudrun a pale yellow, Ursula wore canary yellow stockings, Gudrun bright rose, the figures of the
two women seemed to glitter in progress over the wide bay of the railway crossing, white and
orange and yellow and rose glittering in motion across a hot world silted with coal-dust.
~
The sisters both wore dresses of white crepe, and hats of soft grass. But Gudrun had a sash of
brilliant black and pink and yellow colour wound broadly round her waist, and she had pink silk
stockings, and black and pink and yellow decoration on the brim of her hat, weighing it down a little.
She carried also a yellow silk coat over her arm, so that she looked remarkable, like a painting from
the Salon. Her appearance was a sore trial to her father, who said angrily:
'Don't you think you might as well get yourself up for a Christmas cracker, an'ha' done with it?'
But Gudrun looked handsome and brilliant, and she wore her clothes in pure defiance. When people
stared at her, and giggled after her, she made a point of saying loudly, to Ursula:
'Regarde, regarde ces gens-la! Ne sont-ils pas des hiboux incroyables?' And with the words of French
in her mouth, she would look over her shoulder at the giggling party.

'No, really, it's impossible!' Ursula would reply distinctly. And so the two girls took it out of their
universal enemy. But their father became more and more enraged.
Ursula was all snowy white, save that her hat was pink, and entirely without trimming, and her shoes
were dark red, and she carried an orange-coloured coat. And in this guise they were walking all the
way to Shortlands, their father and mother going in front.
They were laughing at their mother, who, dressed in a summer material of black and purple stripes,
and wearing a hat of purple straw, was setting forth with much more of the shyness and trepidation
of a young girl than her daughters ever felt, walking demurely beside her husband, who, as usual,
looked rather crumpled in his best suit, as if he were the father of a young family and had been
holding the baby whilst his wife got dressed.
~
Gudrun came up quickly, unseen. She was dressed in blue, with woollen yellow stockings, like the
Bluecoat boys. He glanced up in surprise. Her stockings always disconcerted him, the pale-yellow
stockings and the heavy heavy black shoes. Winifred, who had been playing about the garden with
Mademoiselle and the dogs, came flitting towards Gudrun. The child wore a dress of black-andwhite stripes. Her hair was rather short, cut round and hanging level in her neck.
~
Gudrun was flushed with the rain, her hair was blown in loose little curls, she was like a flower just
opened in the rain, the heart of the blossom just newly visible, seeming to emit a warmth of
retained sunshine. Gerald winced in spirit, seeing her so beautiful and unknown. She was wearing a
soft blue dress, and her stockings were of dark red.
~
... all the far end of the place began booing after Gudrun's retreating form. She was fashionably
dressed in blackish-green and silver, her hat was brilliant green, like the sheen on an insect, but the
brim was soft dark green, a falling edge with fine silver, her coat was dark green, lustrous, with a
high collar of grey fur, and great fur cuffs, the edge of her dress showed silver and black velvet, her
stockings and shoes were silver grey. She moved with slow, fashionable indifference to the door. The
porter opened obsequiously for her, and, at her nod, hurried to the edge of the pavement and
whistled for a taxi. The two lights of a vehicle almost immediately curved round towards her, like
two eyes.
~
Gudrun, always doubtful, dropped her heavy coat on the sledge, as he did his, and they set off.
Suddenly she threw up her head and set off scudding along the road of snow, pulling her cap down
over her ears. Her blue, bright dress fluttered in the wind, her thick scarlet stockings were brilliant
above the whiteness.
~
Gudrun was all scarlet and royal blue—a scarlet jersey and cap, and a royal blue skirt and stockings.
~
Gudrun came to Ursula's bedroom with three pairs of the coloured stockings for which she was
notorious, and she threw them on the bed. But these were thick silk stockings, vermilion, cornflower
blue, and grey, bought in Paris. The grey ones were knitted, seamless and heavy. Ursula was in
raptures. She knew Gudrun must be feeling VERY loving, to give away such treasures.
'I can't take them from you, Prune,' she cried. 'I can't possibly deprive you of them—the jewels.'
'AREN'T they jewels!' cried Gudrun, eyeing her gifts with an envious eye. 'AREN'T they real lambs!'

'Yes, you MUST keep them,' said Ursula.
'I don't WANT them, I've got three more pairs. I WANT you to keep them—I want you to have them.
They're yours, there—'
And with trembling, excited hands she put the coveted stockings under Ursula's pillow.
'One gets the greatest joy of all out of really lovely stockings,' said Ursula.
'One does,' replied Gudrun; 'the greatest joy of all.'
~
[Hermione] was a strange figure in the class-room, wearing a large, old cloak of greenish cloth, on
which was a raised pattern of dull gold. The high collar, and the inside of the cloak, was lined with
dark fur. Beneath she had a dress of fine lavender-coloured cloth, trimmed with fur, and her hat was
close-fitting, made of fur and of the dull, green-and-gold figured stuff. She was tall and strange, she
looked as if she had come out of some new, bizarre picture.
~
[the Pussum] She had been wearing a loose dressing-gown of purple silk, tied round her waist. She
looked so small and childish and vulnerable, almost pitiful.
~
Hermione came down to dinner strange and sepulchral, her eyes heavy and full of sepulchral
darkness, strength. She had put on a dress of stiff old greenish brocade, that fitted tight and made
her look tall and rather terrible, ghastly. In the gay light of the drawing-room she was uncanny and
oppressive. But seated in the half-light of the diningroom, sitting stiffly before the shaded candles on
the table, she seemed a power, a presence. She listened and attended with a drugged attention.
The party was gay and extravagant in appearance, everybody had put on evening dress except Birkin
and Joshua Mattheson. The little Italian Contessa wore a dress of tissue, of orange and gold and
black velvet in soft wide stripes, Gudrun was emerald green with strange net-work, Ursula was in
yellow with dull silver veiling, Miss Bradley was of grey, crimson and jet, Fraulein Marz wore pale
blue. It gave Hermione a sudden convulsive sensation of pleasure, to see these rich colours under
the candle-light.
~
'Wouldn't you like a dress,' said Ursula to Hermione, 'of this yellow spotted with orange—a cotton
dress?'
'Yes,' said Hermione, stopping and looking at the flower, letting the thought come home to her and
soothe her. 'Wouldn't it be pretty? I should LOVE it.'
~
Laura, who wore a stiff embroidered linen dress, shook hands and said she was glad to see her. Then
Gerald came up, dressed in white, with a black and brown blazer, and looking handsome.
~
At the same time he was finely and acutely aware of Mademoiselle's neat, brittle finality of form.
She was like some elegant beetle with thin ankles, perched on her high heels, her glossy black dress
perfectly correct, her dark hair done high and admirably. How repulsive her completeness and her
finality was! He loathed her.
~
The next day Winifred, in a dress of silvery velvet, and holding a gaudy bunch of flowers in her hand,
waited with keen impatience in the schoolroom, looking down the drive for Gudrun's arrival.

~
His father lay grey and ashen on the bed, a nurse moved silently in her white dress, neat and
elegant, even beautiful.
~
[Gudrun] was wonderful, with startled eyes and flushed cheeks, and her plait of hair rather short and
thick down her back, and her long, fine white night-dress falling to her feet.
~
Suddenly the door opened again: Ursula, dressed in hat and furs, with a small valise in her hand:
~
[The Pussum] at last rose. She was wearing a curious dress of dark silk splashed and spattered with
different colours, a curious motley effect. She was thinner, her eyes were perhaps hotter, more
disintegrated. Otherwise she was just the same.
~
The two tall, clear-skinned, athletic daughters of the professor, with their plain-cut, dark blue
blouses and loden skirts, their rather long, strong necks, their clear blue eyes and carefully banded
hair, and their blushes, bowed and stood back
~
Suddenly Mrs Crich came noiselessly into the room, peering about with her strong, clear face. She
was still wearing her hat, and her sac coat of blue silk.
~
Ursula caught sight of Gudrun sauntering down the stairs, wearing her dark glossy coat, with grey
fur.
~
She glanced over Ursula, who wore a big soft coat with a collar of deep, soft, blond fur, and a soft
blond cap of fur.
~
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