If you love something, set it free. If it comes back to you, it's yours. If it doesn't, it never was. We do not possess anything in this world, least of all other people. We only imagine that we do. Our friends, our lovers, our spouses, even our children are not ours; they belong only to themselves. Possessive and controlling friendships and relationships can be as harmful as neglect.

If you love something, set it free.

If it comes back, it was and always will be yours.

If it never returns, it was never yours to begin with.

If you love something, set it free.

                              If it comes back, it will always be yours.

                      If it doesn't come back, it was never yours to begin with.

                               But, if it just sits in your living room,

                               messes up your stuff, eats your food,

                              uses your telephone, takes your money

                        and doesn't appear to realize that you had set it free...

                             ...You either married it or gave birth to it.

"You come to love not by finding the perfect person, but by seeing

                       an imperfect person perfectly." - Sam Keen

You don't love a woman because she's beautiful; she is beautiful

                       because you love her." – Anonymous

"True love cannot be found where it truly does not exist, 

                       Nor can it be hidden where it truly does." – Anonymous

"To love is to suffer. To avoid suffering one must not love. But

                       then one suffers from not loving. Therefore to love is to suffer,

                       not to love is to suffer. To suffer is to suffer. To be happy is to

                       love. To be happy then is to suffer. But suffering makes one

                       unhappy. Therefore, to be unhappy one must love, or love to

                       suffer, or suffer from too much happiness. I hope you're getting

                       this down." - Woody Allen, Love and Death

Sapho by Christinna Rosetti

I sigh at day-dawn, and I sigh

          When the dull day is passing by,

          I sigh at evening, and again

          I sigh when night brings sleep to men.

          Oh! It were better far to die

          Than thus for ever mourn and sigh,

          And in death's dreamless sleep to be

          Unconscious that none weep for me;

          Eased from my weight of heaviness,

          Forgetful of forgetfulness,

          Resting from pain and care and sorrow

          Thro' the long night that knows no morrow;

          Living unloved, to die unknown,

          Unwept, untended and alone.
