             Love Grows with Freedom 
I pray that I can be you guardian in this life and the next, I would hover about thee without smothering your will or freedom.  I would treat you as a sacred dove. Watching with tears in my eyes as you sore into the heavens and waiting with anticipation for you to return to my hand so I could kiss thee and feel your love for me.
 It is oh so true that love must be free to grow it cannot be forced. Each time you lift into the heavens the knowledge of the love you took wing from is growing and building as you turn and descend to the love of our life. I will be there with open hand and arms now and forever. 
Bear
