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She locked the door. It sat down to wait.

I don't know if anyone will find this. Or find me.
But if you're reading this, I need you to understand what happened.

What I saw. And why I'm about to make my escape.

I'm four months pregnant and this was supposed to be my last hike before bedrest. My last taste of freedom before slowing down. Before motherhood. Before everything changes.

I've hiked this trail a hundred times and I know every bend.
Every ridge. Every place where the wind whistles through the pines.
But today...the forest felt wrong and I noticed it around mile four.

A smell.
Sharp and sour like rotted copper and wet fur.

I tried to convince myself it was a dead animal somewhere off-trail.
Nature does what nature does.

Then the leaves moved.
Not from the wind.
Not a squirrel.
Something alot heavier.

And I should have turned back but I didn't. I stepped forward and kept moving. I had my goal and that was getting to the cabin.

And that's when I saw it.

A black bear. Massive and its shoulders rolled beneath a coat so thick it barely looked real. It was crouched over something torn open.

A deer, I think.
Or what was left of one.

The bear's muzzle was buried inside the carcass.
Ripping. And chewing.
Feeding with slow, powerful movements. And it made me freeze.

My heart slammed against my ribs so hard I thought it might hurt the baby.

I started backing away.
Slowly.
Carefully.
Quietly.
Then-

crack.

My foot had found a branch and the bear stopped eating.
Then lifted its head slowly. With blood hung from its jaw, dripping.

And its eyes found mine.

It didn't roar.
It didn't charge.
It just stared.

Chewing.
Watching me while it ate.

I don't know how long we stayed like that.
A second. Maybe a lifetime.
Then the bear lowered its head again and I moved.
I slipped between the trees, forcing myself not to run but everyone knows you don't run from a bear. Running triggers instinct. Running makes you prey.

So I walked.
One foot after another.
I thought I was safe but I knew I wasn't.

Half a mile later, I thought I was safer. But then I heard it.

Thud.
A paw.
Then another.

The slow crush of branches beneath something heavy.
I turned and noticed It was following me.

But not rushing. Not curious. Just pacing me.

Tracking me with a predator's patience.
Its face was still smeared with blood.
And its eyes stayed fixed on me.
Like it had already decided something.
I don't know how I made it to the cabin. But my legs were shaking so badly I could barely climb the last incline.

But I made it inside, slammed the door and Locked it.
And then I dragged the table against it but the cabin is a bit small.
Maybe six hundred square feet.
Barely enough room to breathe.
But it was shelter.

The bear circled the cabin. 
Slowly. 
Methodically. 
Sniffing the walls.
Testing the windows.
Then it sat down.
Right outside the door.

It didn't sleep. 
It didn't leave.
It just...
waited. Patiently. 

I don't know why.
Maybe it was protecting the food.
Maybe it had cubs nearby.
Maybe it was simply curious.
But whatever the reason...
it hasn't moved.

And it's been sitting there for hours.
Every once in a while, I hear its claws scrape against the porch.
Then silence.
Then that breathing.
Deep.
Steady.

I tried calling for help on the radio but it had no signal.
Nothing.

The nearest road is miles away where my car is.

I checked the windows. It's still there.
Sometimes it walks around the cabin. Sometimes it disappears into the trees.

But it always comes back.
I don't know if it wants me to leave.
Or if it wants me to stay.
And that's what scares me.
Because I know what happens if I open that door.

I don't get a second chance.
It's too big.
I'm too slow.
And I'm carrying a baby, and sunrise is in less than an hour. But When it gets light, I might take my chances if I dont see the bear.

Then I'm going to go...

I have to.
For me.
For the baby.
If I don't make it...
If this letter is all that's left...
Please tell my family I fought.
Tell them I didn't give up.
Tell them I tried to come home.
And please...
don't blame the bear.
It was just doing what bears do.
I was the one who walked into its territory.

The End

"Mother nature is territorial."
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