My Dare Bear
If you love your dog, you think he is special.  However, my sweet Dare is very special.  He has a message to tell and a life to live.  He’s a normal, sassy Sheltie.  He loves to run around the backyard chasing his brothers and wrestling with them in the house.  He fetches the tennis ball and brings it back to me (most of the time).  You would never know it until you looked closer at him that he is different in any way.  But he is.  He only has two legs – front and back on the right side.  Don’t tell him that he’s handicapped.  Don’t tell him he’s disabled.  Don’t feel sorry for him.  He doesn’t want it.  He’s as sassy as they come.  He runs and plays like any other dog.  He loves people and other dogs.  He has no idea that he has a disability.  
Dare was born with all four legs.  Unfortunately, he was born in a puppy mill.  His back left leg was bitten off, most likely by his mother, when he was just a few days old.  Dogs become cage crazy in puppy mills after being kept in a cage their whole life without feeling grass under their paws, being held by a human, or loved unconditionally like they should.  His front left leg was caught in the cage wiring and twisted, then broken in several places and dislocated at the elbow.  He was not taken to the vet to fix the legs or ease the pain.  He lived with the pain until the puppy mill decided to give him to Rescue nine weeks later because they couldn’t sell a “damaged” puppy.  He was given to the Rescue when he was 10 weeks old.  He was originally given to the Sheltie Shack Rescue in Kansas.  The Sheltie Shack transferred him to the Colorado Sheltie Rescue because of his injuries.  
The Colorado Sheltie Rescue spent the next four months trying to repair the front leg.  Nine pins were put in the leg bone to hold it together.  However, Dare got so adept at walking and running on his two legs that he never put the front leg down.  This caused the bone to die and when the pins were removed; his leg broke again, so it had to be amputated.  
The Director of the Colorado Sheltie Rescue, Jenni McKernan, heard that a local veterinary clinic was working on a new, experimental procedure for a permanent prosthesis leg.  They determined that Dare was a good candidate for the prosthesis.  Dare’s leg was amputated in July 2006 to prepare for the prosthesis.  Then, we waited to hear when to bring him in for the implant surgery.
Dare came to live with me a month later in August 2006 as a foster.  I knew that he would become more than a foster.  He was my little man from the moment he stepped his two feet in my house.  He needed some special care and also needed to be treated like a normal dog.  He got both from me.  He was a little spoiled when I got him.  He would bark at me to pick him up to take him wherever I went.  I looked and him and told him, “You’ve got two legs and know how to use them.  You can walk yourself.”  He moved right along.  Nothing slowed him down at all.  He got used to my house very quickly, which happens to be a ranch-style, so he can go anywhere.  I’ve made some modifications in the house for him.  I put a bowl of water up next to the wall, so he leans on the wall to drink the water.  I put rugs all over the slippery kitchen floor so he can get around.
While preparing for the permanent prosthesis, I would take Dare swimming three times a week.  This was preparing the muscles in his left stump to get strong for the prosthesis.  Many people asked me if he swam in circles.  No way!  He swam straight as an arrow.  He was a champ!  Being a Sheltie, he was not a natural born swimmer, but he took to it very quickly.
In March of 2007, Dare went to the vet clinic for the implant surgery.  He was prepped for surgery, put under anesthesia, and cut open.  However, the implant was too large.  The surgery was cancelled.  So, we waited some more.

Finally, in July 2007, Dare went in for the implant surgery.  The surgery went well.  Dare needed some extra special care after the surgery.  His bandage needed changing several times.  He struggled with running.  Amazingly enough, he uses his little stump for balance.  So, having his stump bandaged up next to his body prevented him from using his stump for balance.  His implant healed very well, but there were complications while we waited for the leg.  The skin did not adhere to the implant device, which caused several infections.  Through all the cleanings, bandage changes, and vet visits, he took everything in stride.  Nothing fazed him.
Dare went on his very first vacation with me to a spa in Phoenix.  I thought that he had a tough summer, so he deserved a little pampering too.  I got several massage treatments and so did he.  He thoroughly enjoyed his massages!

Dare finally received his leg in December 2007 and I adopted him.  What a wonderful day!  Unfortunately, the leg was three inches too short.  So, we waited again for another leg.

Dare got the right-sized leg in February.  We started the physical therapy to teach him how to use the leg.  After all, he had spent his entire life with just two legs.  He needed to learn how to sit up, stand, and walk with a third leg.  He was doing fantastic!  Dare was almost standing on his own on the prosthesis leg.  Unfortunately, we encountered another set back.  The tip of the implant piece was rotating.  Dare’s leg had a bend in it for an “elbow”.  The rotating implant tip was a problem with the leg.  When it rotated, the leg would face inward or outward and therefore, unusable.

We thought of welding the implant, but decided against it.  The implant would have to get too hot and could burn Dare or damage the bone.  So, we decided to straighten the leg.  So, the leg was heated up the leg to take the bend out of it.  Unfortunately, heating the leg to straighten it damaged the leg.  It wouldn’t fit into the implant any more.  So, it was shaved it down.  It still didn’t fit.  It was shaved again and it still didn’t fit.  So, it was shaved a third time, but it was shaved too much.  Now, it fell out of the implant piece.
The final decision was to drill into the implant piece to place a screw in the implant piece to hold it in place.  It didn’t work either.  The leg kept falling out of the implant piece.  When we went back to the vet clinic, they told me that they were dropping the Program and wouldn’t be supporting any of the implant procedures they had completed.  We were on our own.

After another month of cleaning his implant four times a day (it was always infected) and Dare having to wear the e-collar all the time, I made the determination that the implant needed to be removed.  His quality of life had suffered and he needed to be a dog again.  So, the implant was removed.  

He took to life without the implant and has enjoyed every minute of it.  He doesn’t have to wear the e-collar anymore and has gone back to swimming twice a week for exercise (he couldn’t swim with the implant in his body).  

I know that Dare is a special little guy.  He has a message to give to those who will listen.  So, I thought he needed to start sending that message.  That’s when we became an animal therapy team with the Denver Pet Partners.  I knew that I wanted him to visit other amputees, but we also visit children with severe disabilities and adults with multiple sclerosis.  He is loved by all who meet him.  He puts a smile on everyone’s face.  He accepts those with disabilities as they are and they accept him.  No questions asked.  No weird looks.  Just acceptance.  Period.  He loves the attention (who doesn’t like being the center of attention?) and has really bonded with the groups we visit.  When people meet Dare for the first time or when I talk about him for the first time, people ask me, “How does he walk?”  I tell them that he just goes because no one has told him he can’t.  Good advice.  

Dare has had a remarkable life in his short time on earth.  He has been through so much and yet, he shows no adverse affects to all the things he has been through in his short life.  He is a special little dog with amazing abilities.  No disabilities here.  Nothing slows him down.  He runs like the wind.  He just needs to keep moving.  He plays with his dog brothers and all other dogs just like any other “normal” dog.  He wrestles.  He falls down and gets right back up like nothing happened.  He has adapted to life with two legs.  He leans on the wall, or me, or one of his brothers when he gets tired.  I hold him upright every time he needs to potty.  He rides in a stroller when we go for walks.  I wouldn’t change a thing.  He has added so much to my life.  I learn every day from him.  He reminds me that nothing should get you down and that you can beat anything that life throws at you.
He is my special little man!

