Dear Rescuer.......
Please forgive me, for in my heart, I hope you'll understand,
if I never utter a 'thank you', or extend my hand,
you see, it's not something personal, not something that you did,
but to me you are a reminder of the time I thought I wouldn’t live.   
I am every patient, every soul that your hands touch,
yet I am an individual as well, once who lost so much,
that perhaps you still remember me, though I will not remember you,
I cannot allow myself to contemplate that awful event anew.   
But all your efforts, I'm sure, will be someday produce reward,
but it will not be by me, as the memory slices as a sword.
You took me from my home, I know with intentions pure,
but except for the gutting moments of pain the rest is all a blur.   
Since that night, my soul's path has been forever changed,
and I now suffer my existence in a way the grief arranged.
I believe that I must someday see you all too soon again,
when you will come and take me from my comfortable family den. 
To a place, I know, I will loathe, when duty again brings you by,
as I will be on my lonely last days, praying to painlessly die.
A place where the forgotten go, waiting for time to change,
you know that place better than most, for you go there every day.   
Or maybe a painful reminder, simply it is you are,
of a child who was taken, the victim of a car.
It may have been relative or friend, who made a stupid mistake,
a bad decision that was not yours, yet resulted in choices to make.   
I know that my heart's resentment should not be directed at you,
I was the one who made choices that night, ones I will have to live through,
but you happened by chance to be on the scene, so you as an unfair target I find,
for then it becomes easier for me to lay my guilt aside. 
My future was forever changed, through nothing you would wish,
something you tried to help me with, giving me less to miss,
but in my mind, you see, you are unfairly eternally linked,
with the worst incident of my entire life, which caused my dreams to sink. 
Though that trigger of the scene that night, was in no way your own,
I hope the memories that linger for me will fail to follow you home,
please forgive me, I pray, dear rescuer, for I am silently begging you,
to understand that I cannot again bring up the pain...just to say "thank you". 
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