
In this issue: 

Writerõs Center Winners 1 

Senior Edition 1 

Senior Spotlight 2 

Senior Spotlight Cont. 2 

Landon held its annual Upper School creative writing contest sponsored by the Landonôs English 
Department and Landon Fathers Club along with The Writerôs Center in Bethesda. A reading 
and reception for the first and second place winners in each category was scheduled for 
Tuesday, March 9, at The Writerôs Center in Bethesda. 

The following students won recognition:  

Poetry 
1st  PlaceðAdam Bern           ñSleepò 
2nd PlaceðJames Townsend       Nash Poems: ñLeafò 

Personal Essay 

1st PlaceðCoby Argain    ñLiquidity of Wisdomò 

2nd PlaceðNick McGuire     ñI Was Nine Years Oldò 

Fiction 
1st PlaceðAndrew Scott    ñBreaking Happy Daysò 
2nd PlaceðMichael Liu    ñMia Storiaò 

All Upper School students were invited to submit short stories, poems, and personal essays in 
February. Submissions were read and judged, initially by the English Department, and then the 
chosen entries were sent to the Writerôs Center for final judging. The project was coordinated 
by Peter Swinehart, Chair of the English Department. 

W r i t i n g  C e n t e r  W i n n e r s  

Notes from the editorõs desk: 

* This is the final edition of Prometheus 

Unbound edited by Ben Huizinga 

* Editing duties will be turned over to Freddy 

Holcomb 

* Hope you enjoyed my work! (Ben) 
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N e w s l e t t e r  D a t e  V o l u m e  2 ,  I s s u e  2  

As senior year draws to a close I 

find myself looking back at the 

many years of brotherhood and 

friendship I have enjoyed here at 

Landon. Whether it be cheering 

on the lacrosse team, supporting 

the Its Ac team with my 

invaluable insight, or singing in 

the Bearitones, I will always 

remember Landon for what it 

has given me. It is for that 

reason that I would like to 

dedicate this issue of 

Prometheus Unbound to the 

people who made my journey so 

special. The Class of 2010. You 

are an intellectual bunch with an 

incredible knack for athletics as 

well. You are also com-

passionate and kind, and I know 

that you will go far in life and 

that when we come back for our 

25th reunion, or even later, we 

will look upon our days at 

Landon and say, òThatõs where it 

all began.ó So to you, 2010, 

adieu, and good luck.  

S e n i o r  E d i t i o n  o f  P r o m e t h e u s  U n b o u n d  

Randy Carey ô11 



 H e n r y  Z h u                      Writerõs Block  

I think Iõll change the heading with my pen, 

forget the white-outñ 

interchangeable days being pushed on and on, 

like the procrastinatorõs perpetual hamster wheel, 

never arriving at anything, never stopping. 

I like scribbles better. 

They coalesce into pretentious shapes, 

looking intentional in their innate overlapping nature. 

Itõs fortunate the cultured hand knew where to place 

them, 

but the cultured eyes have forgotten to look for 

meaning. 

 

Itõs like a motley sunrise, my paper, 

glowing through my double-pane with stolen light 

from the moon that hangs shallow on the night. 

 

Itõs almost morning and this paper looks nearly 

blackñ 

there are white splotches between my dark imperfec-

tions, 

and they catch my twilit gaze like stars. 

 

It seems that though my ideas are all muddled, 

some archaic eye is seeing constellations, 

where I would have thought to find nothing. 

 

Itõs all shadows now, an unwaking worldñ 

interrupted only by brass sword against bark, 

where my decorating has lost its patience. 

 

The poet Jane Hirshfield once 
wrote, òSome questions cannot be an-
swered./ They become familiar weights 
in the hand./ Round stones pulled from 
the pocket, unyielding and cool.ó When I 
think about unanswerable questions, 
words like òmeaning,ó òfaith,ó òlife,ó 
òtruth,ó and òforever, float one by one 
into my consciousness. A shrouded, allur-
ing mystery derives itself from their inde-
finable nature, yet the most resilient 
word that lingers the longest on the sur-
face of my mind is òpurpose.ó This word 
is my touchstone, and as I think back in 
search of its origin, I find myself puzzled 
because it has always been there and will 
remain long after I am gone, yet there 
was a specific point on my lifeõs journey 

where I choose to pick up this stone and 
familiarize myself with its weight. This 
part of the path I now realize was my Jun-
ior year Humanities class. Rather than lay 
out the entire course of my year-long ef-
fort to smooth the stone with the help of 
the greatest thinkers and philosophers that 
the West has produced, I will take you 
back to the first day of class, an event that 
changed the way I approach the world.  

First day back at school after a 
lackadaisical summer and my first class 
had to be the back-breaking Junior 
course, Humanities. So many Seniors had 
told me, with smiles on their faces, that I 
was about to enter an unconquerable in-
ferno; however, despite their warnings 
and obvious, yet worrisome over-

P h i l  C o n n e l l                               P u r p o s e  

Unbreakable Break 

Unbreakable Break 

It is not unbreakable 

They have lied to us. 

White Rocks 

Look past the white rocks 

Is what they keep telling me 

I canõt see that far 

Green Slip 

Today I got one 

Because I exposed myself 

They did not like it 

Honor Trial  

A dozen faces 

Judging, Thinking, Wonder-
ing 

Could he be lying? 

Senior Lot 

The trees in the way 

Cause more accidents than 
joy 

Junior lot was nice. 

Class of 2010 

High hopes and High dopes 

I canõt let them bring us 
down 

The year of the X 

Haiku  

Nick Mcguire ô10 



exaggerations, I was inwardly excited about this new challenge. As I 
sat there anxiously waiting for the teacher to begin, sending up si-
lent prayers for no pop quiz on the summer reading, I shot a nerv-
ous look at my friend sitting across the room wondering like every-
body else what we were about to learn. My best guess at this point 
would have been nowhere close because the idea that we would 
spend most of our time for the next year thinking about thought 
itself had never crossed my mind. 

 The teacher silenced the class with a soft com-
manding voice, asking the question, òWhat is manõs purpose?ó He 
had picked up the stone on the ground that had always been there, 
but had never received my attention, and he tossed it into my lap. 
Over the next fifty minutes we talked about manõs purpose, each of 
us tentatively offering naµve guesses and thinking about each otherõs 
words and our teacherõs responses as the conversation flowed as 
smoothly as time. With each new suggestion, a jagged edge of my 
stone would begin to soften. Finding happiness, love, God, and 
truth were all offered as òpurposesó for a man or womanõs life. I 
learned of Socratesõ belief in wisdom as a purposeñreal wisdom, 
not that of artisans, politicians, or scholars who pretended to be 
wise in fields outside their own, but the acceptance of inexperience 
and willingness to ask questions. 

When the bell rang, fifty minutes felt like one as I packed 
my books, still contemplating the role and fulfillment of purpose 
interwoven in the works of fiction I had read over the summer and 
how those purposes related to Socrates. I noticed that the tug from 
my shoulder straps had increased as I walked into the hallway. It 
might have been the new books we had just received or the rough-
edged stone or maybe both. Either way I decided that I was ready 
and excited to get used to the new weight as I searched for the 
chemistry room. I had not yet realized how drastically my mind 
would change throughout the course, but it was at that point when 
the transformation began.  

Phil Connell ô10                                                                                    

Purpose  

Artwork by Randy Carey õ11 


