I was in the old forest with my dog and the situation was critical, a big and dangerous bear attacked us. In the part we were entering  a cave the bear came to us, he bit my right arm and little part of my right leg, I could escape so I started to run but I forgot my dog. After that, I was lost in the middle of the forest, I didn't have water and I couldn’t communicate with nobody.
Suddenly, I heard some cries of dog I thought that it was my dog so I got up and started to walk. Then I went slowly where I heard the cries, because I was scared if the bear came us to me again. I could find a line of blood so I followed her and luckily the dog was there I didn’t know if he was live or death so I carried in my shoulder and started to walk again. I was still lost and didn’t have strength so I decided to stop.
Next day, eventually a man who was hunting animals found us, he quickly picked up his track and drove us to the hospital.
Several weeks later, both of us was ok, but I lost my right arm. It was an experience I will never forget.
