
But he who dares not grasp 
the thorn should never 

crave the rose.



Je raffole de trois choses: des 
voyages, de Paris... et de vous.

{I go wild for three things: travels, Paris... and you.}



Il y a des fleurs partout pour 
qui veut bien les voir.

{There are flowers everywhere for those who want to see them.}



The sweetest thing in all my life has 
been the longing to find the place 

where all beauty comes from.



La vie est faite de 
petits bonheurs.

{Life is made of little pleasures.}



C’est une folie d’hair toutes les roses parce que une épine 
vous a piqué, d’abandonner tous les réves parce que l’un 

d’entre eux ne s’est pas réalisé, de renonce à toutes
les tentatives parce qu’un ‘a échoué.

{It’s foolish to hate all roses because a thorn stung you, to give abandon to all dreams 
because one of them did not happen, to give up all attemps because we failed.}



Quand il me prend dans ses bras, il me 
parle tout bas, je vois la vie en rose.

{When he takes me in his arms, and speaks to me softly, 
I see the world through rose-colored glasses.}



The earth laughs in flowers.



Think of all the beauty 
still left around you 

and be happy.



After women, flowers 
are the most divine 

creations.



It’s okay to feel delicate sometimes. 
Real beauty is in the fragility of 

your petals. A rose that never 
wilts isn’t a rose at all.



I will be the gladdest thing under 
the sun! I will touch a hundred 

flowers and not pick one.



I will not be another flower, picked for my 
beauty and left to die. I will be wild, difficult 

to find, and impossible to forget.



Let us dance in the sun, 
wearing wild flowers 

in our hair...



I paint flowers so 
they will not die.



People from a planet without flowers would 
think we must be mad with joy the whole 

time to have such things about us.



I must have flowers, 
always and always.



A flower blossoms 
for its own joy.



There is nothing in nature that 
blooms all year long, so don’t 

expect yourself to do so either.



Le bonheur le plus doux 
est celui qu’on partage.

{The greatest happiness is the one that we share.}


