




With Your Wind to the World | Hany Jang '25 | Mixed Media41 the mirror



 	 Humid raindrops drizzle over the red brick town, as I watch the pink poofy tulle dresses and brain-
shattering patterned hats soak in the rain. Extravagantly dressed women of all ages glide through the 
streets as if it were the bright blue sunny day it was twenty minutes before. Men carrying racing forms 
swivel their heads in every direction searching for a TV screen to capture the race. They finally find a 
screen illustrating ten horses dressed in the rainbow, painted with individual numbers racing around 
a dirt-filled oval track at lightning speed. The screen only depicts a portion of the event happening in 
real-time if the men would just turn around. The heat, the rain, the horses, the dirt, the exhilaration, the 
exhaustion, the outfits, the men, and the women could only be seen in the place I long for each summer: 
Saratoga, New York. 

	 This city is the home I did not get the privilege to live in, but I grew up in. Saratoga is a lively, old 
town in upstate New York. The city is filled with culture, history, and family. I have a map of this home 
tattooed on my brain. When I was young my summers were spent in the middle of the town upon one 
main street painted with boutiques and cafes, where quaintly dressed women and children rule the 
roads. On a blistering day, the pavement burns the plastic soles of high heels. A few blocks down a new 
generation of kids graze the grass, sweating and screaming in Congress Park. The ducks dive through the 
chilled pond as families and couples scatter quilts and blankets to settle into the sunset. In the evening the 
twinkling lights stretch from building to building acting as stars. The saying is New York City is the city that 
never sleeps but obviously, those people haven’t been to Saratoga.	

	 As the summers grew older so did I, and I longed to live each day alongside my dad and brother 
at the star of Saratoga. Saratoga Race Course is the focal point of the city and my life. The overbearing 
oak trees break apart the sunlight and the sky creating a canopy over the picnic tables, grandstands, and 
paddock. When each sunny day inevitably floods with gloom, rain, and lightning, the sound of "New York 
State of Mind" by Billy Joel fills the atmosphere. The racetrack holds my childhood in its turf and dirt. It 
has felt my feet as I run from my brother in Hide and Seek Tag, my hands as we play Texas Hold’em, and 
my heart as I watch my older brother and cousins grow out of their childhood, without me.  

	 Saratoga lives on for the dainty women, the anxious men, and my little cousins, but the tune has 
inevitably changed. Billy Joel’s "New York State of Mind" has morphed into Jay-Z’s "Empire State of 
Mind" and the song I so vividly remember embodying the essence of the track is forgotten. My older 
more mature cousins whom I prayed to embody, grew out of our naive games and became adults, while 
I stayed behind gathering the playing cards they discarded. Suddenly I caught up and now watch as 
my little cousins take over our territory and create their own childhoods. The memories will forever be 
embedded in me and have given me a love for the place I call home. This little red brick, humid, summer 
town called Saratoga will forever be the setting of my childhood and continue to play its part in the 
generations to come.    

New York State of Mind by Lucky Matties '25



43 the mirror Song of  Worship | Chloe Robinson '24 | Printmaking

	 For the fifth edition of The Mirror, we have 
decided to collect art and literature submissions that 
focus on the theme of HOPE. Our theme verse, Romans 
15:13, says, “May the God of hope fill you with all joy 
and peace in believing, so that by the power of the Holy 
Spirit you may abound in hope.” Our hope is found in 
Jesus, our Savior and Redeemer. Hope gives us purpose 
and meaning in life. We pray that this year’s collection 
fills you with a sense of hope for whatever lies ahead in 
the course of our daily lives. 

	 Many of our featured pieces were specifically 
chosen for their joyful tone. The poem “Spes Fiduciae” 
meditates on the meaning of hope to different people, 
while alluding to our common hope in Christ. “Autumn’s 
Painter” and “The Path to Tomorrow” demonstrate 
how God reveals Himself even in mundane situations. 
The people coming together in Through a Lens remind 
us that Jesus brings hope to all humanity. The joy of 
hope is further expressed in the warm colors and close 
perspective used in the photograph A Day at the Zoo.

	 Serving as Student Editors for Volume 5 of 
The Mirror is a privilege we have deeply cherished. 
Throughout this experience, we have been captivated 
by the remarkable skills and creativity of our fellow 
classmates. Their artistry has encapsulated the theme 
of hope and profoundly inspired us all. We hope that this 
edition of The Mirror reminds you to always trust in the 
Lord and have hope in Him, despite whatever life brings 
you.

In His love,
Julianne Kam, Michelle Lee, Kayla Reed, 
Chloe Robinson, and Surina Silva

student  
editors

from the
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 For now we see in a mirror dimly, but then face to face.
 Now I know in part; then I shall know fully, even as I have been fully known. 

1 Corinthians 13:12
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