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Our second edition of Oasis proudly 
includes artwork from NMSU-A 
students. Thank you to all who 
submitted writing and art for this 
edition; we encourage you to continue 
submitting, and please encourage 
others to submit as well. We can only 
grow as submissions allow. For those 
unfamiliar with the form, Zines are an 
informal, community forum for local 
voices and are designed to be shared. 

The editors: 
Colleen Bond and Grushenka 
Engelbrecht-Castanon are instructors 
who enjoy working with students and 
encouraging student creativity. 

We will be accepting submissions from 
February 1-April 15 for our Spring Issue 
and September 15- November 1 for our 
Fall Issue. For more information email 
either Colleen or Grushenka: 

ckbond@nmsu.edu 
glec@nmsu.edu 

Front Cover "Crow Singing at Night 

NMSU is an equal opportunity 
institution. For disability 
accommodation, please contact 
Accessibility Services, 575-439-3721, 
asdnmsua@nmsu.edu . 

Something Still... 

I hadn't spoken for so long 
a tiny spider had moved in 
at the corner of my mouth 
eating my words 

--Gabrielle Burn 

mailto:asdnmsua@nmsu.edu
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Drained by Ryan Milliken 



Joshua Selby is a young artist 
working towards a career in 

illustration and comic book art. 
He was inspired to create this 
comic from his love of Greek 
mythology and Greek history. 

This comic is based on the time 
period the myth of Theseus and 
the Minotaur would have taken 

place if it were real. 

\< 
\ . 



The bull is sacred to the 
people of this island. The king is son of the 

thunder god, the leader of my gods. 

He came to his 
mother in the shape 

of the bull. 

IFar away from who I have trained every 
I love and those who moment for this day. must!love me back. 





I pray, to you 
It is mom~nts like this I think of my mother. 

father. 

Or the 
earthquake god ... 



TONIGHT WE 

YES! I 
DID IT! 

BY THE GODS 
I DID IT! 
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Depression by Maria Q:a~\Q5 

She's trapped in a box, her only companions: the demons and dark thoughts. She 

tries everything to be heard till she's left with no fight. Then the Devil turns towards her 

and shoots a whisper in her ear ever so softly "just give up, no one can save you." She holds 

onto those words because it's the only thing that seems believable, so she accepts the lies 

cause it's all she has. At this point her thoughts have devoured away all hope, she starts 

hallucinating what's not truly there. She sees herself slowly losing all she has ever known 

and as she tries to reach out to grab the only thing keeping her together, it falls through her 

fingertips. 

She's dead but still breathing, lifeless like a thousand-year-old tree that's roots are 

turning up. What hope does she have left to hang on to? So, she turns to her only best friend 

for help, but little does she know that'll be the final death of her. The devil then helps her 

and gives her a gun, a syringe filled with a silent poison that'll numb her forever from all 

the pain she's ever known, and a heartwarming hug from the devil himself. Her only 

options now and she must decide which one to take to help her from this hell. She takes the 

syringe since it was her only hope of living a little longer. She injects the poison in her veins 

and the devil and his demons disappear. 

She feels numb to reality, so she begins to cry out for help again but her voice is 

mute. But this was supposed to save her? She thought. She thought if numbing the pain 

maybe would help her find a way out, but it only dug the box deeper and deeper. She cries 

out as she sees herself falling deeper and deeper below the earth, below anyone possibly 

hearing. As she is falling too fast to save herself now she notices her companion, the Devil 

next to her saying ''I'm here to save you now." She grabs the gun in his hand he reached out 

to her, pointed it upright to her face, and saved herself. 
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Innocent Infant by Elizabeth Bailey 

"Have kids," they said, "it'll be fun". No one tells you something so small requires so 

much attention. An entire day fly's while changing, feeding, swaddling, and putting the 

infant to sleep. These children become your whole world. And the most important thing we 

care about for our children to be happy and healthy. No parent wants to bury their child 

before themselves. As parents, we believe life will end with us passing first, not our 

children. 

Working in the Emergency Room as an Emergency Room Technician, I have been 

involved in infant deaths. Working twelve-hour shifts leaves numerous possibilities for 

something horrific to happen. The ER staff works as a big team made up of many different 

pieces. The lead of the team is the Provider. Providers can be defined as Doctors, Physician 

Assistants, and Nurse Practitioners. The Doctor is the head of the providers and is 

responsible for every patient in the ER. The Physician Assistant must work under a doctor 

and have their work signed off on. The Nurse Practitioner is still a nurse, but they did not 

have to go to Medical School or participate in a residency. The next part of the team is the 

nurses. The nurses take care of patients and give medications. Finally, the techs, that's me!, 

make up the last piece of the team. The techs do everything a nurse does besides give 

medications and put catheters in .. The E.R. can be a chaotic scene to work in. It can be like 

watching a toddler "color" you a picture, the lines are scribbled and all over the page. 

Everything seems to happen fast, but with teamwork and a clear mind it can flow smoothly. 

One morning I was logging into my computer in the nurse's station when dispatch 

dropped tones for an ambulance to go out to an unresponsive infant. Just the sound of 

those words coming out of the dispatcher's voice, "unresponsive infant", makes your heart 

drop into your stomach like a ten-pound weight. The ambulance went to get the infant, as 

we waited patiently and quietly, like someone was saying a prayer. The ambulance crew 

called over the radio and gave report on the infant. The infant did not have an IV 

(intravenous catheter)- this is a straw that goes over a needle and when poked with the 

needle the "straw" is advanced into your vein which allows us to give medications and 

fluids to you. 

CPR (Cardiopulmonary Resuscitation) was being performed on the infant by the 

ambulance crew. CPR on an infant is different than an adult. When you give CPR to an 



Volume 2 Issue 1 Nov 2018 

infant you place the infant on a table or hard surface, then take your index and middle 

finger and place them on the infant's chest between the nipple line and push in and let your 

fingers recoil. You would push the infant's chest in, this is called compression. CPR is 

performed doing 30 compressions at the rate of 100-120 compressions per minute and you 

are pushing the infants' chest in with your fingers about 1 and a half inches. The best way 

to get the rhythm down is listen to the beat of the song "staying alive". 

Once infant arrived at the emergency room the doctor, trauma nurse, technician, 

other nurses, and staff did everything they could to bring this infant back to life. I was 

trying to start an IV on this infant, so we could give the infant sodium chloride, this is 

diluted salt water. The sodium chloride would hydrate the infant and make getting blood 

easier. Trying to start an IV on an unresponsive infant is like trying to find a needle in a hay 

stack, Impossible. The phlebotomist (person who draws blood) tried sticking the infant's 

heel to get blood but was unsuccessful. The trauma nurse was giving the infant medicine 

after medicine. CPR was still in progress, we were trying everything in our power to get a 

heart beat back on the infant. The infant laid there motionless, cold like ice. The only 

clothing the infant had on was a pampers brand diaper. The infant's arms were laid out 

away from the infants' body with its hands curled in just enough as if the infant were still 

holding its mother's finger. The infant looked so peaceful with its eyes closed as if the infant 

was asleep. I remember holding the infant's knee, rubbing my thumb over its knee as if I 

was nurturing the infant as a natural reaction. In my head I was telling him it's okay, when 

everything was not okay. 

After about an hour of trying to bring this infant back to life, the doctor asked for 

any objections to calling the "Time of death". We all looked around the room at each other 

with blank stares on our faces. The Doctor said, "Before we call the time of Death, we all 

should pray over this Infant". We all bowed our heads as the doctor prayed over this 

innocent infant. Once we all said Amen, as the Doctor finished the prayer, the Doctor called 

the time of death and I couldn't hold in my emotions anymore. I wanted to fall to the 

ground and brace my face into my hands and just cry. I left the room as quiet as I could and 

walked outside to get some fresh air. I do not recall ever crying this hard. So many 

emotions went through my head. I was angry, because how could something so innocent 

and helpless die? Why is the mother not here? If that were my child I would be fighting 
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through anything and everything to get to my child. I was crying so hard my mascara 

started to run down my cheeks like a melting ice cream cone. 

Finally, I was able to calm myself down enough to walk back into work. I could not 

stop thinking about what if that was my child? How would a mother or father even fathom 

the death of a child? All I wanted to do was leave work, drive to Tularosa which was twenty 

minutes away, and grab my son and hold him tight and never let go. I don't know what I 

would do if I lost my son. He is a part of me and I would be devastated if something like this 

happened to him. I could not get my emotions under control it was just too close to home 

for me. The house supervisor and the charge nurse agreed to send me home. I walked out 

of the E.R. and swiped my badge in the machine to clock out. I sat in my car for about fifteen 

minutes balling my eyes out because I couldn't believe what I had just experienced. Once, I 

finally controlled myself to be able to drive safely, I made my way to Tularosa to pick up my 

son. All I could do when I saw him was pick him up and hold him tight and smother him in 

kisses and I became overly emotional about the situation again. My mother and father-in

law gave me a glass of water and some tissues and helped me calm down. 

Experiencing a tragic event like this one always thinks, is it going to get easier? Am I going 

to be able to hold in all the emotions and not be so emotional after an infant death that I 

must be sent home? Being an E.R. Tech and a mother, it seems unfathomable for an infant/ 

child to die at such a young age. Being in the health field you must realize and accept that 

the unfathomable becomes fathomable because we deal with it every day throughout our 

career. 
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Biographies 

Julia Gracie is retired from the US Air Force, married and has 3 pet rats. She decided to go back 
to school and pursue a degree in graphic design. "I really enjoy taking classes here," she 
exclaims. "Crow Singing on a Winter's Night" was drawn in 2-D Fundamentals class. 

Ryan Milliken is a recent AHS graduate and is pursuing art. His works are "Grayson" and 
"Drained." 

Maria Boyles , author of "Depression," is a twenty-year old college student 
majoring in journalism. She was born in Alajuela, Costa Rica and moved to the U.S. at the 
age of 3 with her parents and two older sisters. She gradated high school in Tennessee 
where she was raised and moved to New Mexico shortly after. She loves to try new things 
and meet new people since she's friendly and socially confident. Her hobbies consist of 
writing new pieces between reality or fiction and creating DIY crafts. 

Elizabeth Bailey, author of "Innocent Infant," was born and raised in Alamogordo. She is a 
phlebotomist at one of the clinics in town. She used to work for the Emergency Room 
full time, but now works as needed on the weekends. She has a son who is two and a 
half years old. "I couldn't have gone this far in my first semester without the help and 
support ofmy husband of two years Brian Bailey. Here is to many more exciting 
opportunities in my future nursing career! " 

Joshua Selby is a young artist working towards a career in illustration and comic book art. He 
was inspired to create "The Bull Leaper" from his love of Greek mythology and Greek history. 
The comic is based on the myth of "Theseus and the Minotaur." 

My name is Ryan Milliken, I am 19 years old in a military family of ten, I was 
born in Grass Valley California, and I am a freshman in college. I enjoy doing 
many type of art including painting, drawing, sculpting, sewing, and cooking. 
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The first real cold snap is ending, marking the transition for what passes for fall into 
what passes for winter in our high desert community. For many of us this time of the 
year conjures up images of the holidays with food and festivities waiting for the 
moment we make it through finals week. Here's to happy holidays. For others, the 
holidays are less happy times; though the relentless good cheer of media and our 
consumer driven society make it hard to live this truth. If you are the Grinch in this 
story I wish you a season void of the usual platitudes and pleasantries that only make 
the season that much harder to bear. May you find whatever peace is possible. 
As we were choosing from among the submissions for this edition of Oasis, Colleen 
and I noticed that a darker more subdued theme seemed to be emerging. This 
seems in keeping with the idea of transitions, since transitions often occur in the 
quiet, dark places, places away from the witness of others. Which isn't to say that 
transition is negative; it is a necessary and often positive force in our world, but 
change causes friction, and friction is uncomfortable regardless of outcome. For 
those who contributed, for those who will read and consider submitting in the 
future, and for those who are content to read and enjoy, we hope life offers you the 
beauty of transition, and the small, peaceful moments of recovery in between. 

Grushenka Engelbrecht-Castanon glec@nmsu.edu 
Colleen Bond ckbond@nmsu.edu 

mailto:ckbond@nmsu.edu
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