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This is our inaugural issue of
what we hope will be many
volumes to come. We invite
you to journey with us as we
explore the many talents of the
students and community
members that make up our
community. Tell others.
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 1April 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

NMSU is an equal opportunity
institution. For disability
accommodation, please contact
Accessibility Services, 575-4393721, asdnmsua@nmsu.edu.

Poetry is a mirror which
makes beautiful that which
is distorted

--Percy Bysshe Shelley
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The Mirror of Mortin by Susie J. Orwoll

Mirror friend, Mirror foe,
How far will you have to go?
To find the one that is the friend,
And cause the foe to meet his end.
Upon the Mortin Mountain fair,
A cave away from frosty air,
The Mirror of Mortin waits inside,
For those who choose to change their lives.
Inside the Mirror you will see,
Reflections of reality,
But if the seeker's eyes you lack,
Just our world, front to back.
But if you know your path is bleak,
The hurt you deal, the lies you speak,
Then look now, Seeker, you will be shown,
What lies behind the flesh and bone.
Watch, and by the Mirror's grace,
Two reflections hold your face,
One is all the good you do,
The other is the worst of you,
The friend and foe will look alike,
And each will speak like he is right,
They both will urge for you to choose,
Choose one, you win, choose one, you lose.
The friend will speak with earnestness,
He wishes only for your best,
If you choose him, then you will go,
The better, for your truth you know
The foe will speak with careful grace,
He knows that he too holds your face,
He will pretend to be the friend,
If you choose him, your good will end.
The choice is given to those who seek,
To find themselves on Mortin's Peak,
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But think long before you pass,
Before the Mirror's honest glass,
For if you wrongly choose the foe,
Then never again will you go,
Through the path that is so straight,
Forever will you seethe and hate.
But if you choose the right and true,
Your faults will no longer rule you,
You will know how far you span,
And leave the Mirror a wiser man.
If you trust your choice is true,
If you think that you know you,
If your foe is plain to see,

Can recognize your enemy.
Then go up to the mountain peak,
The Mirror waits for those who seek,
Beware, it may not end your strife,
This choice will make or break your life.
Mirror foe, Mirror friend,
This searching quest must have an end,
You must choose your destiny,
Fate sealed for eternity
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Araneae

by Sierra Locher

I am wandering the dark halls of the dilapidated manor I call home. In an unfamiliar
territory somewhere, I have never seen before or cannot recollect. The candles resting inside the
immeasurable iron chandelier cast a faint red glow on the ashen stone walls. Eventually, I notice
a portrait of a mesmerizingly beautiful woman with skin the color of freshly fallen snow and hair
darker then the blackest raven. The colossal painting sits inside a monstrous oak frame at the end
of an amaranthine hallway. The frame has gold writing across the bottom, but the calligraphy is
too small to read from such an astronomical distance. Trying to see what the inscription reads, I
lumber towards the bewitching portrait.
As I lumber on for hours, I realize the ivory beauty is still miles away from me. This
bedeviled hallway is casting illusions onto its true expanses, yet I carry on trudging through the
hazy red light towards the woman with ebony waves of hair framing her pallid features. It feels
as if I have walked one thousand miles through jagged rock covered mountains and green
marshes that threaten to swallow me whole. I endure the extreme pain felt throughout my body
to reach the alabaster beauty and read the beckoning gilded scribbles. Below the statuesque
painting of the opal woman text reads, Et alioquin interficiemus te. She will kill you. As I read
the exquisite carving, I cannot help but wonder what the peregrine language is trying to tell me.
When I tum to leave the painting, I hear shrill laughter that falls over me like ice water
and freezes me to the bone. As the shock fades and I regain my senses, the laughter grows
louder. I quickly tum to identify the source of the blood-curdling shriek, but I am met by
darkness--darkness so deep and unnerving that I begin to panic.
I wriggle as the darkness approaches as slowly as the tide approaches the shore. The
flickering candlelight that once felt ominous becomes comforting as I stare into the encroaching

Volume 1 Issue 1 May 2018

black mass. My hysteria mounts, I jerk from side to side looking for an avenue of escape,
yet I am hopelessly doomed to the fate of the atrocious laughter. As I flee, I bump into the
elephantine painting which reveals a hidden passage. The silent passage seems more forgiving
then the loud gloom I face on the other side, so quickly I shuffle into the hallway.
The room in which I now stand seems to be made entirely out of the purest white marble
with measureless chasms on each side of the pathway. I shamble along. The chasms seem to go
on forever. Out of the chasms arises a scent I have never smelled before, a smell that began
sweet and florid, but as it lingers it metamorphoses into a smell of putrescence. I look up and
there stands the woman from the painting-her beauty one thousand times more alluring than the
portrait. Her hair glistens black in the light; her pale skin shines like a porcelain doll. The bottom
of the ornate chair on which she sits, resting as if on a throne, is obscured by the magnificent
dress that covers her figure.
"Quis est musca quod intrat in aranearum nidum suum?" Who is the fly that enters into

the spider's nest? She speaks in a voice that mirrors the lingering scent, sedative with a sense of
menace.
"Musca parum Cur Responsorium? Why doesn't the little fly respond? she questions me
in an increasingly forceful resonance, and shifts in her throne. The sparkle of the jewels covering
her dress follow me like a thousand glittering eyes. Not wishing to acquire the elegant lady's
wrath I speak, "I cannot understand your distant dialect please forgive me miss."

"The little volant one in flight can't understand Aranea's language?" she coos in the same
tone as before and clicks her heels against the floor, "How sad for the little Volant. Come to the
great Araneae."
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As I walked toward her I feel a sudden surge of confidence, "Who are you, and why are
you in my home?" Araneae laughs the same shrill laughter I heard earlier in the monstrous
hallway that led me here. The appalling noise causes me to freeze again.
"Hie vos eritis mihi in convivium." You are here to be my dinner, she spat at me. As I
back away, Araneae begins to stand up, her once beautifully jewel encrusted gown uncoils, and
beneath the dress are the grotesque legs of a spider, along with the inculpable smell of decay.
Each long black leg seems to move with a mind of its own. A piercing click resonates off the
marble floor with each movement. In an instant Araneae is upon me and I cannot move. I feel the
tiny hairs of the slender needle-like legs trap me, and I know I am going to die.
"Hie est meus ventus parum fugere a parte venenum." Here comes my favorite part little

fly, the poison. Araneae laughs as she tilts her head back to expose her prodigious fangs. Another
huge sent of decay floods the room and any trace of the floral essence vanishes completely. I feel
Aranea's barbed fangs pierce my throat and release her poison; it feels like acid is coursing
through my veins. The pain is so intense I begin to convulse and writhe across the floor. Through
my screams of agony, I can hear Aranea' s laugh.
"Nocte volat parvam bonus." Good night little fly, is the last thing I hear.
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Growing Up by Anonymous

At a young age, I was taught to treat others with respect. The phrase, "treat others the
way you want to be treated" was drilled into our heads from the time we could talk. However, I
developed a bad attitude towards my dad. I couldn't stand the man and his traditional ways. He
found me disrespectful a lot of the time, so he wanted to teach me how to be more respectful
toward him.
One summer when I was 8 years old, my dad, my 4 siblings, and I were on a road trip to
see family near Nashville, Tennessee while mom stayed home to run the business. The 6 of us
were traveling in our big, blue 15-passanger van. For a child my age, it was a very long trip. At
times, it felt like there wasn't enough room in the van for all ofus. We would all argue about
who would sit where and whether the other person took more than their fair share of the seat. At
one point, I got into an argument with my dad. There was a lot of yelling between us, and neither
one of us was going to calm down.
I don't remember what the argument was about, but I do remember that he said, "You
need to treat your father with respect." I couldn't stand the man. I was still yelling at him and I
replied, "Ifl had a decent dad then I would show him respect!" We were now at the point of no
return. He became so furious that he pulled into a vacant parking lot. There was a little souvenir
shop on the west side of the parking lot. When my dad parked the van, he made my siblings get
out. After everyone got out, it was just he and I. He made me sit in between the driver's and the
passenger's seat. I sat staring at the console and radio. He continued to yell at me and I yelled
back. My dad was a strict disciplinarian. He punished me in various ways. Sometimes he would
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punish me with a belt, sometimes with a rod, and other times he would make me sit and listen to
him talk or yell for long periods of time. This time, the discipline was different. The next thing I
knew, he grabbed the back of my head, almost in a cupping position. He slammed my head
forward and my face hit the console. The bottom half of my left front tooth broke and my right
one became weak. My tooth had hit the handle on the console. I ran out of the van crying.
My siblings saw me running and crying. They immediately knew something was very
wrong. As I was running, the wind was hitting my tooth. It was a sharp stabbing pain. My
siblings started asking me what happened. As I was telling them, they started yelling at our dad.
He immediately called my mom and explained to her what he did. She was furious with him. The
rest of the trip home was long and silent. No one knew what to say after the incident.
We finally got home later that night. My mom came running from the house to the van.
As my siblings and I got out of the van, my mom looked at my tooth. After making sure I was
okay, she started yelling at my dad. She told me that she scheduled an appointment with a dentist
in El Paso for the following morning. I was a little nervous about going to the dentist because I
knew I would need to get shots.
The procedure to fix my tooth took about an hour. My top lip and tongue were very numb
from the several shots they had to give me. I was not allowed to have anything that would
involve chewing if it was still numb. My mom bought me a slushie before we headed home.
Because of this incident, I now have to get my teeth fixed every 7 years. My parents have since
divorced -my mother, siblings and I changed our surname as a way to free us from this part of
our past.
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Every time I see this man, it reminds me of what he did to me when I was a child.
Everyday when I brush my teeth and I look in the mirror, it's a reminder. Nothing will ever
change what happened in the past. Having gone through this incident has helped me recognize
these same qualities in other men. I do not want to endure this kind of treatment again, and if one
day I have children, I would not want them to go through this, or any kind of abuse.
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Susie J. Orwoll has been writing for as long as she can remember, ever since her family lived in
Kansas. Since her father was a submariner, she's lived many other places, but Kansas was where
she did most of her growing up, and it's what she tells other people is her childhood home. She is
homeschooled and currently enrolled as a dual credit student at NMSU in Alamogordo. She is
working towards an English degree and is hoping to be a published sci-fi and fantasy author
some day.
Sierra Locher is a full-time college student and a full-time worker at McDonalds. She is eighteen
years old and lives with her dog Goober and fish Dug. She enjoys stories that are suspenseful and
spooky, very much like her own story.
Anonymous is currently a Loan Assistant and has been in the banking industry for over 2 years.
She is also attending NMSU-A and working towards her bachelor's degree in Business
Administration. She has previously worked in the health industry as a Chiropractic Assistant for
a chiropractor and ran the kitchen at the local health food store/deli.

Welcome to Oasis. We are excited to share our first issue of this journal with an emphasis on
student writing. We have long been fans of the work many of our students create. All too often,
the kind of writing we do on a daily basis dampens rather than flames the fires of creativity.
Writing can excite and energize a community if it is shared, as it opens new avenues of
communication and ways of looking at the world. And that is what Oasis is about. As the name
implies, we want Oasis to be a place that offers nourishment for those who are thirsty, both to
share and to receive the written word.
We welcome a variety of genres including: short fiction, creative nonfiction (which can include a
variety of essay formats), poetry in any of its various formats, flash fiction, editorials, and art
work that will fit with the themes of our issues.
We hope you will support us by submitting, by reading, by spreading the word. We also
welcome feedback as we begin a process that is new to us both: tell us what we are doing right,
and give us insight into what we could do better. Thank you.
Colleen Bond ckbond@nmsu.edu
Grushenka Engelbrecht-Castanon glec@nmsu.edu
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