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Base de données des proverbes et sagesses populaires
Il

Better suffer ill than doill

Better untaught that ill taught

For ill do well then fear not hell

A good heart conquers ill fortune

He that does ill hates the light

He that has done ill once will do it again
He that is ill to himself will be good to nobody
He that speaks ill of his wife dishonours himself
An ill beginning an ill ending

lll gotten wealth is not lasting

lll gotten ill spent

An ill marriage is a spring of ill fortune
Il news comes apace

lll news is too often true

lll news travels fast

An ill payer never wants an excuse

Il weeds grow apace

An ill wound is cured not an ill name

It is ill jesting with edged tools

It is ill manners to laugh without cause
It is ill striving against the stream

It is ill waiting for the dead man’s shoes



It’s an ill wind that blows nobody any good

Keep not ill men company lest you increase the number

No fence against ill fortune

It’s ill speaking between a full man and a fasting

It’s an ill bird that fouls its own nest

lll gotten goods never thrive

He that has an ill name is half hanged

It’s ill waiting for dead men’s shoes

He that lives in hope dances to an ill tune

It is ill sitting at rome and striving with the pope

A sow may whistle though it has an ill mouth for it

Never speak ill of the dead
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