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Heart
Absence makes the heart grow fonder

Disputations harden the heart

Every heart has its own ache

The eye is the window of the heart

The face is the index of the heart

Faint heart ne’er won fair lady

A fair face may hide a foul heart

A good heart cannot lie

A good heart conquers ill fortune

A good surgeon must have an eagle’s eye a lion’s heart and a lady’s hand

A heavy purse makes a light heart

Hope deferred maketh the heart sick

If it were not for hope the heart would break

It is a sad heart that never rejoices

The joy of the heart makes the face merry

A light purse makes a heavy heart

Never lay sorrow to your heart when others lay it to their heels

Nothing is impossible to a willing heart

Surely the worth of man lies in two of his smallest parts his heart and his tongue

The way to a man’s heart is through his stomach

What the eye doesn’t see the heart doesn’t grieve over

Whatever comes from the heart goes to the heart



Cold hands warm heart

Faint heart never won fair lady

Out of the fullness of the heart the mouth speaks

Home is where the heart is

Hope deferred makes the heart sick

A nation without a language is a nation without a heart

Please your eye and plague your heart

It is a poor heart that never rejoices

Put a stout heart to a stey brae
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