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Praise for Marissa Cox:


‘A delightful, down-to-earth guide . . . complete with insider fashion tips, beauty tricks and dating advice from Marissa’s own personal experience, plus interviews with many modern iterations of the ever-elusive Parisienne herself.’ - Monica de La Villardière, journalist and co-founder of the Fashion No Filter podcast


‘Practising Parisienne is a celebration of the City of Lights and an ode to the pleasures in life. Marissa Cox effortlessly mixes practical tips, personal stories and inspiring conversations in this charming guide to living well the Parisian way.’ - Miranda York, author of At the Table and The Food Almanac


‘With appreciation, honesty, a deep understanding and access to leading figures, Practising Parisienne reads like a who’s who and what’s what when it comes to everything Parisian’. - Hannah Almassi, Editor in Chief, Who What Wear UK


‘Even if you don’t find yourself booking a one-way Eurostar ticket to the capital like Marissa, this book might just be the key to finally nailing that elusive Parisian je ne sais quoi.’ - Penny Goldstone, Fashion Editor, Marie Claire









About the Book


‘My relationship with Paris has, so far, been the most important relationship of my life. And after eight years living in the French capital and experiencing all the highs and lows the city has to offer, I have come to believe that Parisians do indeed do it better.


I have learned how to choose a good bottle of wine, what to wear and what to put on my face, but living in Paris has also taught me to be more curious, to take things less seriously, to make the most of life and to not sweat the small stuff.


For me, practising Parisienne is practising joie de vivre. To be Parisienne and embrace all that this city has to offer is to adopt a certain outlook on life - and I will show you how.’


To be Parisian is to have a certain attitude and outlook on life. In Practicing Parisienne, Marissa Cox decodes this much envied certain je ne sais quoi.


Covering everything from style, fashion, beauty and wellbeing to chic interiors and food and wine, as well as advice about dating and friendship, each section also contains interviews with well-known Parisians and Francophiles who inspire us to live better.


Because, as we know, Paris is ALWAYS a good idea.









For my mum and dad,


whose experiences living abroad and


interest in many of the subjects explored here


inspired me and gave me the courage


to move to Paris and, ultimately,


to write this book
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My Parisienne story









Parisien(ne) = belonging or relating to Paris




‘Être parisien, ce n’est pas être né à Paris, c’est y renaître’


‘To be Parisian is not to be born in Paris, it is to be reborn there’


Sacha Guitry





It wasn’t my lifelong dream to live in Paris. In fact, I never even gave it a thought. Unlike others who have entertained fantasises of ‘la vie Parisienne’ they’d borrowed from films like Amélie, Sabrina, An American in Paris and French Kiss, or from books by Hemingway, Proust and George Orwell, I never imagined myself moving to the City of Lights in search of freshly baked baguettes or buttery croissants. I didn’t conjure up romantic notions of sitting on a Parisian terrace with a café crème, or of strolling along the quaint streets of Le Marais hand in hand with a French lover; nor did I have visions of admiring the city’s rooftops from the Sacré-Coeur. Growing up, Paris wasn’t somewhere I aspired to live. In my mind, it remained entirely a place to visit for a romantic weekend with a boyfriend: a destination for discovering art and sipping red wine; somewhere to sample escargot and to escape everyday life, but not to make a home. I was more interested in the bright lights of a more modern city. As a teenager, I fantasized about being like Carrie Bradshaw, pounding New York’s pavements in a pair of Louboutins and an array of eccentric outfits by day and tapping away on a laptop by night, not Audrey Hepburn in her rather restrained (yet undoubtedly chic) beige trench and flat black ballerinas shouting ‘Bonjour, Paris!’ from the side of the Seine in Funny Face. I dreamed of moving Stateside, of skyscrapers and neon lights. I wanted to drink Manhattan cocktails, and I wanted my money where I could see it: ‘hanging in my closet’. I craved modernity and a fast-paced life fuelled by newness, commerce, change and colour. Paris, despite its evident beauty, seemed more like a museum than a bustling, forward-thinking capital city. Don’t get me wrong – I didn’t dislike Paris. I just never saw living there as part of my grand plan.
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Truth be told, I never really had a plan. And yet my relationship with France had started when I was a child. Growing up, my family holidayed in France pretty regularly. Every year (or so I seem to recall), from around the age of three, we would take the ferry or hovercraft from Dover or Folkestone and stay in a gîte (holiday cottage) in some different part of rural France. Sometimes Brittany, sometimes the Dordogne, sometimes France’s Basque Country. Exploring a different area with my parents each year meant that France formed a large part of my growing up. One of the earliest photos of me was taken near the French–Spanish border, with the rolling green hills of the Pyrenees clearly visible in the background. I’m holding a toy camera (perhaps a hint about my future life working with photography in Paris) and wearing a white pinafore dress with pear shapes stitched to the front. In another, I’m wearing a turquoise-and-white striped dress with a white apron, posing beneath a huge sign advertising Pouilly-Fuissé wine (now, incidentally, one of my favourite appellations – see page 259). At the age of seven, I remember having my likeness drawn in charcoal by a street artist in Saint-Jean-de-Luz – the drawing still hangs on the wall in my dad’s apartment in Deal. I remember running screaming from what appeared, to my three-year-old stature, to be tidal waves in Biarritz, imploring my parents to picnic as close to the promenade as possible, as I was petrified of the wild sea. I also remember my mum getting the most horrific food poisoning of her life from an oyster in a restaurant in Brittany one Easter. She was horribly sick for a week, and as a result, I didn’t try oysters until I was twenty-three years old. (Today, I love nothing more than a plate of oysters and un verre of Muscadet wine bought from le Marché Bastille on a Sunday). And, ironically, I also used to fantasise about getting married in a château surrounded by vineyards (actually, I still do). Oh, and my great-grandfather on my mother’s side was French. Apparently I have his eyes. Perhaps I was destined to live in France, after all.
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Paris is always a good idea




‘A walk about Paris will provide lessons in history, beauty, and in the point of life’


Thomas Jefferson





After a four-year course in English Literature and Hispanic Studies at the University of London, I found myself working in the world of publishing – mainly because I loved books, magazines and reading and I couldn’t afford to continue with unpaid internships in journalism. I ended up working in the publicity department for a well-known publisher, but the job never felt quite right. All the while, I had this niggling feeling that there was something else out there for me. I wanted to write my own story, not publicise those of others. I craved adventure, and didn’t see myself climbing up the ranks of the company.


Perhaps unsurprisingly (because so many stories start this way), my interest in French culture began with a man. One of the most beautiful men I have ever briefly dated. Tall, with blue eyes, a sexy French accent, great style, and dark, wavy hair that made me swoon every time he brushed it away from his face. We met at a friend’s house party while I was living in Dalston, East London, and I couldn’t take my eyes off him. He dabbled in fashion, but to this day, I have no real idea what he did for a living, other than starting some club night in East London. But I didn’t care, and found his French laissez-faire and easy attitude towards life so very cool. I probably would have moved to France with him there and then, given the chance, but instead he ghosted me (before ghosting was even really a thing). Either way, that encounter sparked something inside me.


In 2012, I started dating a Portuguese man who lived, as you might have guessed, in Paris. He had moved there for work after stints in London and Brussels. (Part of me now wonders whether it was him or Paris that was the real attraction) We had met through a mutual friend around eight years earlier, when I was in my second year at university in London, and we’d gone on to have a few drunken encounters four or five years later, the final one being when we were deliberately placed next to each other at said friend’s wedding in Porto. I was dating someone else at the time, but when that relationship ended, I accepted an invitation to visit him in Paris. The previous year, I had visited LA, and was almost dead-set on moving to California – but that final encounter with my Portuguese love interest steered my ship in a different direction. Admittedly, I was looking for a serious relationship, as well as a change of scenery after seven years living in London – but I never thought that change of scenery would include the Eiffel Tower and learning a new language.


Now, once a month, I found myself staying in his apartment on Rue Rodier in the 9th arrondissement, where we spent weekends hanging out in cafés, enjoying apéros at his friends’ apartments and exploring Parisian neighbourhoods. I took the 5 a.m. ‘red-eye’ Eurostar back to work on a Monday morning so I could spend the entire weekend there. I bought guides, read blogs, gathered tips and explored the city, and, for the first time, started imagining a life there. There was something about the old buildings, quaint streets, brasseries and the people that started to seduce me. I began to understand the fascination so many foreigners have with the city, where past and present collide on almost every street corner. I could see why so many dream of moving here and carving out their own slice of la vie Parisienne. The city began to speak to me. I could appreciate why James Thurber described it as ‘a vast university of Art, Literature and Music . . . a seminar, a post-graduate course in everything’. Paris was educating me, widening my horizons and fine-tuning my aspirations. It was also opening my eyes to a new way of seeing and living. Walking home from dinner one evening, after six months of spending every other weekend there, I said that I wouldn’t mind moving to Paris. And that was that. In January 2013, after a year of dating, I quit my job, packed up my London life and bought a one-way Eurostar ticket to settle in my new home and embark on the biggest adventure of my life.


It wasn’t easy at first. No new life is, when you leave friends, family and all that you know behind. I didn’t speak the language, nor did I have a defined career mapped out in my new city – but it was an opportunity. After nearly a year of living in my new home and adjusting a little more to my surroundings, I decided to start a blog. I had dabbled with one in London, but I hadn’t really known what I wanted it to be, so quickly gave up. Moving to a new country – and to arguably the world’s most beautiful city – gave me something to write about, and I named my blog after the first street I lived on: Rue Rodier. In the beginning, the blog was a creative outlet, purely an online journal. I used it to document my life in Paris, and as a space where I could publish my photographs – it was my own little corner of the internet. As I began to feel more comfortable in my new home, I started exploring more of my interests, namely style and interiors.


Thanks to my blog and my growing Instagram account, which was gaining a following from men and women who were interested in my life in Paris, I began meeting other like-minded expats and creatives who had either followed their hearts here (like me) or (unlike me) had always dreamed of living in this city. Paris played a huge role in the development of my new career, and it still does. It’s thanks to living in Paris that I started contributing to sites and publications like Apartment Therapy and Domino magazine in the US about interiors; why I started getting some press in places like Condé Nast Traveler; and also why I began writing about Parisian style for Who What Wear in 2019. Today I am frequently asked for tips on style, interiors and beauty, along with my favourite spots in the city and what it’s like to live in Paris – all things that have inspired me to write this book.


Moving to Paris was the catalyst I needed to make a change and set myself on the right path: a path that forced me to rethink and re-evaluate my life, and to finally follow my dreams. Back in London, for various reasons, I was scared to leave my comfort zone. I’d started working in publishing because, besides my love of books, it seemed (next to journalism) the best thing to do considering my skills and experience. I followed rules; I always listened to my parents (not that that’s a bad thing, but our parents are human, too, and they don’t always know what’s best for us) and I stayed in my lane. I never really pushed or challenged myself. There were hints of it while I was living in East London, where I began to dabble more in my interests, but I never truly believed that I could make any significant changes, so I didn’t. Moving to Paris was the motivation I needed to finally push my boundaries. Aptly, because this is a French phrase, it became my raison d’être. Coming here catapulted me into the unknown, and therefore it didn’t matter if I tried new things or started again. It gave me the confidence I needed to choose a more rewarding path. I was indeed, as Guitry puts it, ‘reborn’ in Paris.
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I’ve become – without meaning to or aiming to – a fully-fledged Francophile and practising Parisienne. My relationship with Paris has, so far, been the most important relationship of my life: I’ve learned to speak its language, to communicate with it, and to navigate its strange quirks and eccentricities. At times, I’ve happily compromised in order to be able to build a life and career here – perhaps because I had no prior expectations, no adolescent fantasies or lifelong dreams of what it would be like to live here. I came here as a blank canvas and have, thus far, painted myself with all the good, bad and ugly that Paris has to offer. And I say ugly, because despite what countless films and series might lead you to believe, Paris can be an unforgiving place to live (as can any city). It hasn’t all been berets, baguettes and bouquets of peonies. Like any relationship, mine with Paris has had its ups and downs. There were times, in the beginning, when I didn’t speak the language, and had few friends and little to no work, that I nearly threw in the towel. At the end of 2019, after another failed relationship, I even wondered if Paris was really still the place for me. But I’m glad I stayed. It’s been a test of perseverance, as is any new life, challenge or adventure. And I’m all the richer for it. Over the years, Paris has become the place where I feel most at home. It is where, as Hepburn’s character in Sabrina declares in a letter to her father, I ‘have learned how to live . . . how to be in the world and of the world, and not just to stand aside and watch’. I believe there’s much that the city and its inhabitants can teach all of us.


Sadly, the relationship I moved to Paris for didn’t last, but after eight years living in the French capital and experiencing all the highs and lows the city has to offer, I have come to believe that Parisians do indeed do it better. And by ‘it’, I do mean all the usual tropes associated with Parisians – like style, beauty and interiors – but also the things that make up the stuff of life, like love and relationships. Thanks to the Parisians, I have learned how to choose a good bottle of wine, what to wear and what to put on my face, but living in Paris has also taught me to be more curious, to take things less seriously, to make the most of life and to not sweat the small stuff. For me, practising Parisienne is practising joie de vivre. Because to me, to be Parisienne and embrace all that this city has to offer is to adopt a certain outlook on life – and I will show you how.


Many of Paris’s most famous personalities and icons throughout history weren’t born here. Some of them, such as Marie Antoinette or Jane Birkin, weren’t even French, but found their place in life thanks to living in Paris. The same goes for many of my expat friends who now call Paris home: thanks to the city and all she has to offer, they have created lives for themselves that might not have been possible had they remained in the countries where they grew up. And even if, for some reason, we one day leave, I believe, as Hemingway famously wrote: ‘Wherever you go for the rest of your life, it stays with you, for Paris is a moveable feast.’ Paris has been the perfect place for me to explore and experiment with my passions and interests. It’s no wonder so many famous artists and writers have at some point in their lives lived here – and why so many still dream of living here, despite how hard the reality of it can sometimes be.









Coming home




‘London is a riddle. Paris is an explanation’


Gilbert Keith Chesterton
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I’ve fallen in love with this city. I love the historical Haussmannian buildings, the beautiful five- and six- storey buildings lining the city’s boulevards that were built in the second half of the nineteenth century and are one of the main reasons Paris is so easy on the eye. I love them even though they are constantly being renovated – I once went without natural light in my apartment for two months while the building’s façade was being repaired. I love the tiny apartments, which are rarely big enough to do a star jump in, and I’m not bothered anymore by the nineteenth-century electricity (which, on a visit to my last apartment in the 11th arrondissement, my dad said would be illegal in the UK). I have even come to love the grimy, often smelly, littered streets – the ones they don’t show in films. I’m still bemused when I get beeped at, or even sworn at, by motorists when I have the audacity to cross the street when the green man is showing – but I love the fact that Parisians are not afraid to express and show emotions, which can bubble over in any situation. I’ve even come to develop an affection for the smelly metro stations that reek of what I like to call ‘eau de Paris’ (okay, perhaps not, but you get my point – even its negatives somehow add to the city’s charm). And, of course, I relish the colourful food markets, neighbourhood cafés, beautifully designed parks, and the smell of freshly baked baguettes that really does waft through the doors of the boulangeries. I adore the tiny, intimate restaurants that force you to keep your elbow movements to a minimum so you don’t knock over your neighbour’s glass of wine. (On that note, have you ever wondered why brasserie chairs face outwards towards the pavement? It’s so that the customers can people-watch! Staring is a popular pastime in Paris, and one that you will get used to – and very good at – if you live here long enough.)
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This book is, therefore, not just a book about Paris and how to be a little more Parisian: it is also my own personal story, about the challenges I’ve faced living in a foreign country, navigating its language and the bureaucracy (hint – there’s a lot); it’s about what I’ve learned from the city and its inhabitants, and how I believe living here has undoubtedly changed me for the better. This is a ‘betterness’ I’m not sure I could have achieved had I stayed in London. It’s why the by-line to my blog is ‘The road to better living’. Because Paris is where I believe my life took a turn for the better. There is something about its ambience and its people – their way of living, their joie de vivre – which is infectious, illuminating and life-affirming. I can totally relate to what Julia Child felt when she stated: ‘I had come to the conclusion that I must really be French, only no one had ever informed me of this fact. I loved the people, the food, the lay of the land, the civilised atmosphere, and the generous pace of life.’









A celebration




‘Be curious, in the sense of being sensitive to everything – food, cinema, music. Try to expose yourself to things that give you pleasure. Pleasure is essential’


Joseph Dirand





I know that there have been many books written about Paris – its clichés, myths, how to be Parisian, what to wear, how to wear it – but not many have been penned by a British woman, particularly one who had never harboured a burning desire to live in this city. So I decided to write one, and reveal everything that I’ve learned in the eight years since I moved to the French capital. If you’ve picked up this book, chances are you’re either a lover of Paris, or curious about what it’s really like to live here, clichés aside. So I’m going to explore the topics and themes that I believe make up la vie Parisienne and what you can learn from them. I will share all the things that have enriched my life and that I believe can and will enrich yours. I’m going to take you on my Parisian journey via a few of my favourite subjects, namely style, beauty, interiors, food, wine and love, with tips and interviews from some of my favourite Parisians (some of whom have always lived here, and others who, like me, have adopted the city as their new home). My aim is to show how you, too, can adopt a more Parisian attitude towards life.


I’m not saying that you should suddenly quit your job, pack your bags and move to Paris (although I certainly wouldn’t stop you), but I do think that by adopting a few elements of la vie Parisienne, you can make some very positive changes to your daily life that will allow you to enjoy it to the best of your ability. As Joseph Dirand so beautifully puts it, pleasure is indeed essential. What, if anything, are we on this planet to do (with minimal damage), but to enjoy life and make the most of it? There aren’t many people that I’ve encountered who are better at enjoying life than the Parisians.


Ultimately, this book is a celebration of the city that I call home, and also of the experience of living in a foreign place. If you ever have an excuse to move to another country, take it! Jump at the chance. I cannot tell you how enriching it is to immerse yourself in a new culture, make new friends and perhaps explore a new career opportunity. It will open your mind, expand your horizons and, most of all, it will teach you things about yourself that you may never have discovered had you always stayed in the same place. Ultimately, Practising Parisienne is a love letter to my home – Paris, the City of Lights – and its people. I hope you will enjoy coming on this journey with me.





The Parisian pace of life


The term ‘flâneur’, meaning ‘stroller’ or ‘loafer’ was invented in Paris by the nineteenth-century poet Charles Baudelaire, while Victor Hugo once said: ‘To err is human. To loaf is Parisian.’ The more generous pace of life is one of the things I love most about living in Paris. For example, when it comes to holidaying, nobody does it quite like the Parisians. I have never before lived in a city where almost the entire population migrates south for the month of August. Even restaurants, boulangeries and cafés shut up shop for as many as four weeks over the summer. With the Mediterranean on their doorstep and multiple holiday destinations, including Provence, Saint Tropez, and the Côte d’Azur just a train ride away, Parisians are perfectly placed to fully profiter (enjoy) their time off. This is not to say that they don’t work hard the rest of the year – they do – it’s just that they also take time off and make the most of it. And despite being eligible for nearly six to seven weeks of holiday and being absent for almost an entire month over the summer, France is one of the world’s most economically successful countries. I put it down to the fact that taking this time off allows the French to return to work fully rested, refreshed and ready to be productive for the rest of the year. It’s something I believe the rest of the world can learn from.
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A conversation with Vanessa Grall


Vanessa (@messynessychic) moved to Paris ten years ago, and launched her website, Messy Nessy Chic, not long after she arrived. This website, which she describes as a ‘cabinet of chic curiosities’, is where she writes about the weird and wonderful things she’s found in Paris, along with its hidden history and anything ranging from crazy kitsch lighting to a beginners’ guide to Italian ghost towns. She’s also the author of a series of city guides called Don’t Be a Tourist, which includes Paris and New York editions.


You describe yourself as a storyteller, collector and forgotten history lover. How did moving to Paris inspire what you do today?


I think moving to any new city opens your eyes (I highly recommend it if you’re ever in a rut). The urban unknown automatically makes you more curious, especially with a city like Paris, which has so many layers. I like to think of Paris as my muse. With so much history all around you – Paris being its own open-air museum – you can’t ignore the city’s past, so I also found myself suddenly becoming quite nostalgic for eras that I felt I had ‘missed’. I was aware, too, that my new home had this very iconic status, but I found myself more interested in finding out what it wasn’t so famous for. This combination of curiosity for the unknown, and the opportunity to revive stories lost in time and translation took me down the rabbit hole that I’m lucky enough to call my career so far.


What do you love most about living in Paris?


Oh, lots of things. Aside from its beauty, I love the pace of life. There is a lack of pressure, yet an emphasis on being creative. If I’m honest, I’m not very ambitious in the traditional sense. I like to dream, do what I love and hope for the best, and I think Paris has worked out quite well for me in that respect.


Why do you think Paris is so alluring?


Paris has been the centre of all things desirable and glamorous for centuries. Fashion, of course, is one France’s greatest exports, and to think about what made Paris the centre of fashion for the past 300 years, you’ve got to think about the entire culture of it – the depth and sophistication – not just the iconic designers and their muses. It involved a whole cast of sophisticated fashion performers and spectators: artists, artisans, writers, tastemakers, flâneurs, filmmakers, actors and influencers, all of whom played a role in making Paris this legendary centre of style.


What has living in Paris taught you about life? And how do you think the Parisian lifestyle can inspire others?


One of the first things I noticed is that there’s less of a tendency to ‘show off’ here by wearing designer labels, being seen in the hottest restaurants or driving flashy cars. You might even say that Parisians have a sense of shyness or even embarrassment when it comes to having expensive and materialistic things. I’ll admit I’m pretty happy to have been cured of my desire for designer handbags. But, to be fair, Paris has a lot to learn from New York and London, too, and you can see it sort of borrowing certain aspects of those cities – a little bit of Brooklyn here, a little bit of Brick Lane there. As I said, I prefer the pace of life here, which is something that I think London and New York lack – a kind of herd acceptance that things don’t need to be working 24/7 – and that’s okay, because here the simple pleasures of life are held in high regard.


Do you have any tips on how to get the most out of Paris?


Parisians are curious. Be imaginative. Don’t just go to the places and sites that are expected of you. Instead, seek out things to do that align with your own passions and your interests. And if you’re still finding out what those things are, why not pick a character (real or fictional) who has your dream job – make it something unique – and research Paris pretending that you were that person. What would they do? Where would they go? You’d be surprised how many peculiar places you’ll discover.


What are your favourite places in Paris?


I love secret restaurants, but the real Mom & Pop finds, not so much the faux speakeasy ones where they make you walk through a fridge door! La Maison De La Culture Arménienne in the 9th arrondissement, for example, has absolutely zero indication of a restaurant behind the street entrance at 17 rue Bleue. Follow the comforting smell of simmering onions and spices up to the first floor, where you’ll find the warmest welcome in Paris. Just like at home, there’s no menu, but your newly adopted ‘Mama Armenia’ will suggest the dishes of the day, which always include their special recipe for juicy dumplings. The no-frills setting is recompensed by stories of a culturally diverse Paris on the walls.


As for my favourite shop, not so long ago, there was a kind old man named Roger who ran a tiny antiques shop stuck to the side of a church in the heart of Paris’s most luxurious shopping district. He had a curious collection of trinkets for sale – made even more curious by the fact that he also sold fresh eggs, brought in daily from his farm outside the city. When I heard Roger had retired, I was sure his little shop would be overtaken by a soulless luxury boutique. But its new occupant, Brigitte Tanaka, is just as whimsical as the last. Having kept Roger’s shop exactly as they found it, the talented French and Japanese duo behind Brigitte Tanaka have filled this unique store with delightfully curated vintage pieces and upcycled antiques, unique accessories and charming homewares. It’s quite the little jewel box.


My favourite place to surprise Parisians (or visitors) is the Petit Palais in the 8th arrondissement. Most people have no idea about the urban oasis hidden inside the Petit Palais museum, which is just off the Champs Elysées. A good part of my book Don’t be a Tourist in Paris was written right here, in a café that feels worlds away from the city. The covered marble terrace overlooking the exotic garden is writer’s magic. Not so ‘petit’, the museum itself is also a favourite of mine, a great alternative to the Orsay or the Louvre. They have all the greats – Monet, Renoir, Cezanne – and you practically have the place to yourself most days. (And it’s free!)





A conversation with Samar Seraqui de Buttafoco


Samar (@ulap) was born in the Ivory Coast and left at the age of 15 for an internship in Lebanon, then later moved to Paris. While she’s not French, she says she feels ‘viscerally French in thought’. She’s a former journalist (she worked on the Arab-speaking desk of France 24) and was one of France’s first influencers. She began blogging about fashion in 2009 through her blog Une Libanaise à Paris. In 2017, she launched her T-shirt brand, Das Mot, and in the last few years she’s been very involved with charity work. Most recently, she raised 89,000€ to help the people of Beirut in the aftermath of the explosion in August 2020. To me, she embodies the Parisienne who wasn’t born in Paris, but who has made the most of life in the City of Lights.


What does being a Parisienne mean to you?


Paris is a choice; we don’t come here by chance, and everyone has his or her own story to tell. Living in Paris also means living in the capital of human rights. This is a free city where everyone can live their life in the way they want to. The Parisian fascinates, but Paris is not a Godard film.


What have you experienced during your life in Paris that you might not have learned or done if you had stayed in Lebanon, for example?


Coeducation. Also, I would not have met people who are different from me and who come from different countries. However, I don’t think the city’s inhabitants have the same sense of community you find in cities like London, New York or Milan; I have very few Lebanese friends here, for example.


What do you think Parisian life can teach foreigners?


Paris teaches us taste. At first glance, it is a very difficult city to live in, and the reception can be cold, unlike in other capitals or large cities. But, with a little patience and time, connections are made – and I think these connections are more genuine and less about flattery.


Why do you think Parisian life is so interesting for foreigners?


The baguette, social security, good wine – and, of course, la liberté: freedom.


What about you? Why Paris?


I literally dream in French, so Paris was an obvious choice for me. Paris is my base; from here I have discovered France and I can travel the world. My blog also helped me with this.


[image: image]


What are your favourite places in Paris?


I like to walk along the quays of la Seine and cross the bridges between the left and right banks. I also love the Giacometti Foundation and the Musée D’Orsay. I enjoy sitting down in my little café with silver bushes on Rue du Bac. I also like to take refuge in La Madeleine church when it’s too hot – and I love having lunch at Huguette.









Style & fashion









Fashion lives in Paris




‘Paris dictates fashion to the whole world’


Maria Callas





Paris can be characterised by many things: its tree-lined boulevards, framed by the city’s iconic Haussmannian buildings, with their beige facades and zinc roofs; the Tour Eiffel, which stands watch over its inhabitants; its famous cafés, where once sat Hemingway, Proust and Picasso; its boulangeries, whose breads are the backbone of the country’s cuisine; or perhaps by the river Seine, that runs through the city like an artery, coming to life during the summer as Parisians take to its banks for picnics and al fresco apéros. For me, though, Paris is most simply and profoundly illustrated through its style: by the fashion in the streets and on the terraces; by the clothes worn by its people. It’s through their style and accessory choices that I believe Paris’s true identity is brought to life – an identity that seeps into all of the aforementioned aspects in la vie Parisienne. It is no coincidence that one of the most famous opera singers of the last century, Maria Callas, made the sweeping statement above, and it’s a claim that can still be made today.


Fashion lives everywhere in the French capital – it’s part of the furniture, so to speak, and makes up a living, breathing part of Parisian life. As Coco Chanel so eloquently said: ‘Fashion is not something that exists in dresses only. Fashion is in the sky, in the street. Fashion has to do with ideas, the way we live, what is happening.’ And in my opinion, there is no city in the world where this rings more true than in Paris. That’s why this exploration of its fashion and style forms the first section of my book, as my journey towards becoming one of Paris’s residents wouldn’t be complete without it; I’ve learned so much from the inhabitants of this city through their style and how they outwardly present themselves.


When researching for this book, it came as no surprise to me to learn that Paris has had a serious long-term relationship with fashion for nearly 400 years. Its histoire, as the French say (meaning, in this case, ‘relationship’), dates back to King Louis XIV, France’s longest-reigning monarch, who took up his throne in 1643 and made it one of his missions to make Paris the fashion capital of the world. He did so with such success that his finance minister, Jean-Baptiste Colbert, famously declared, ‘fashion is to France what the gold mines of Peru are to Spain’. Louis XIV paved the way for the fashion landscape of Paris today, – and for its many maisons – Chanel, Dior, Hermès, Celine and Balenciaga, to name a few. Many of fashion’s most iconic moments were made in Paris, and I could spend hours listing them here, but I’ll leave that for another time – or another book. Needless to say, when you think of great style, you probably think of Paris and the Parisians.


Parisians – or at least, Paris-based designers – also have the ability to force a minor trend into the mainstream. Consider the bicycle short – a trend that has been a little under the radar for the last few years, mainly worn by influencers and editors at the forefront of the fashion industry, until Anthony Vaccarello, Creative Director of YSL, included a bicycle short in his spring/summer ’21 collection. It was the main item that Charlotte Gainsbourg, Lily Collins, Kais Gerber and Blackpink’s Rosé all chose to wear from the new collection. Part of the reason for this may be that Parisian style is notably more restrained than the fashions of other cities of note, so once something becomes a trend in Paris, it is deemed acceptable for the rest of world to follow suit.









The myth of Parisian style




‘Fashions fade, style is eternal’


Yves Saint Laurent





There is a tendency to pigeonhole and stereotype Parisian style – I know I’ve been doing it for years. But I don’t think that’s really a bad thing. For decades, we’ve been inundated with the same ideas. There’s the image of the red-lipped Parisian woman in a white shirt and jeans, who wears a beret in winter, a trench in spring and espadrilles in summer – a fire ignited by past style icons such as Brigitte Bardot and Jane Birkin, and one that is fuelled today by France’s Insta-stars, many of whom have become famous perhaps because they resemble these women. Then there’s the classic ‘Le Smoking’, a tuxedo-style masculine black suit created by Yves Saint Laurent in the sixties and immortalised in black and white by the famed photographer Helmut Newton. ‘Le Smoking’ was the designer’s contemporary answer to Chanel’s ‘Little Black Dress’, but its bold bending of genders shook femininity to the core, and it became one of the first examples of ‘power dressing’. In doing so, it also catapulted Parisian style towards iconic status. The suit was donned by Catherine Deneuve and Loulou de la Falaise, who both modelled for Laurent at the height of their fame and was borrowed by the likes of Bianca Jagger. It has come to be seen as Parisian style personified, celebrated by the likes of Lou Dillon and Caroline de Maigret (Karl Lagerfeld’s former muse), as well as more recent influencers, such as Leia Sfez. Incidentally, Anthony Vaccarello revived the iconic image when he created an ode to ‘Le Smoking’ for the YSL Spring/Summer ’20 campaign, which proves just how timeless it is, and just how important these archetypes are to Parisian style.
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