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We were going to work our program at the hospital and I usually allow about 15 extra minutes JUST to get from the front/main entrance of the hospital to the 3rd floor Transitional Care Unit (TCU). Visitors, patients, doctors, nurses, administration, any/all often stop to ask questions and ‘meet’ Oscar so I’ve learned that this is part of the ‘therapy’ and allow that extra time…

If you think about it:  if you have a tired or rushed or cranky doctor/nurse/staff and they stop to ‘interact’ with Oscar, they then walk away with an ‘outward’ smile. If the smile is there outwardly, then inwardly they just experienced a positive, uplifting moment in their perhaps harried day. Instead of passing on a rushed, tired, or cranky demeanor, they can now turn to the next person and pass on that outward smile or ‘inward one’. A tad better than passing on the rushed, tired, or cranky look or feeling to their next contact, wouldn’t you say???

Anyhoo, back to the TCU, there are from 15 to 30 patients at a time to visit on the TCU. And that’s NOT counting staff and visitors. This particular day, there were two different people with babies in strollers. One person, the grandmother, with her approximately one-year old grandson said hi to me and of course I said hello to her and then asked if he, the little boy/babe would want to see Oscar? She said yes, so I started to walk towards him with Oscar, watching for any signs of fear in his face or body language. I started talking to the babe and saying ‘this is Oscar and he’d like to come over any say hello to you’, but before I got the first three words out, she interrupted me and said he couldn’t hear, he was deaf…I asked how to say ‘hi’ in sign language and she said she didn’t know as he was just starting. He was too young to read lips.

My heart lurched as I realized my talking to him must have seemed like the wahwahwah  on the Peanuts & Snoopy cartoons…I also thought what a VERY silent world he must be in. No one could really communicate to him. And he couldn’t tell anyone if he even wanted a drink…or anything. I re-questioned the grandmother if she was SURE he was NOT afraid of a dog and she said no. I smiled at the babe and approached more slowly to watch for the teeniest sign of anxiety. He was VERY deadpan and unresponsive as someone might expect in such a deathly quiet world. Now Oscar is NOT a ‘licky’ dog as I had discouraged that from the onset, as so many people have germ fears or concerns. I waved at the little boy as we were almost at his stroller. No response.

Oscar approached s-l-o-w-l-y. He came to the stroller, stopped and looked right in the little boy’s eyes. And the little boy looked right back in Oscar’s eyes and then Oscar quietly put his head on the little boy’s lap. The little boy reached out his sweet little chubby hands and Oscar proceeded to LAVISHLY lick both of them while wagging his non-existent stump of a tail. And that little boy broke out into the most cherubic smile!

Oscar does what I can  NOT do…Oscar goes places I can NOT go…

