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 Family photo albums and yearbooks 
often portray life as pearly-white. Photo-
genic teenagers with nice smiles embrace 
each other in picturesque settings.
 And this makes sense. We want to re-
member our life in fond ways, to look back 
on adolescence with 20/20 hindsight, to 
trick our post-graduation selves with rose-
colored glasses. 
 But so much of life is clumsy, cum-
bersome, and awkward. And though we 
may try to erase those moments from our 
memories, they still cling to us like an em-
barrassing photo in the family scrapbook.  
 To honor this unrecognized aspect 
of high school, the Outlook has illuminated 
those times uncelebrated with memen-
tos, erased from our digital cameras, and 
hushed at family reunions.  
 We hope it doesn’t make you too un-
comfortable, even if you have been caught 
with your fl y unzipped in the courtyard.

James Davidson and Nikki Gould photo illistration
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HALLWAY DISCOMFORT
Look at this empty 

hallway. Appreciate it. 
Soon enough it will teem 

with teens and the potential for 
ungainly and ungraceful moments.

Amanda Gould
Outlook Staff

 The danger of a friendly salutation is evident 
every day in the hallways. One never knows if they 

might  receive an awkward greeting during passing 
time. Some of these include the well known Half-hey, 

Who-hi, and the Mistaken-hello.

The Half-hey
 The Half-hey can be described as someone waving 

and saying, “Hey” but ends up more as a “Heh…” when 
their friend does not see them. To point out someone who has 

just experienced this, some good clues include that their head 
drooping down quickly along with the immediate bringing down 

of their arm, eyes shifting to and fro, scanning for any viewers of 
the embarrassing moment. 

The Who-hi
 Waving to someone and receiving a raised eyebrow or blank 

stare of non-recognition is known as the Who-hi. This could happen to 
someone actually waving to a friend or to someone he or she believed 

was a friend but was actually someone else. 

The Mistaken-hello
 If anyone has ever seen someone waving at them and waved back then 

realized that the person was really waving to someone right behind them, then 
they have experienced a Mistaken-hello. 

 
      Most people have experienced at least one of these mishaps at some point. 

The next time someone does a Who-hi, Half-hey, or Mistaken-hello, they should not 
worry, and instead think of the last time they saw a fellow classmate suffer from salu-

tation awkwardness. However, students should be warned to think before they wave.

Hannah Buck
Outlook Staff

The Scenario
 It is Monday morning and I am wearing my brand 
new pink, form-fitting, Urban Outfitters zip-up hood-
ie with an Eagle emblem on the breast. I love it. With 
the sun glistening above my head, I walk - no, not walk, 
glide - toward the front of the school. 
 I notice something amazing from the corner of my eye, 
near one of the many lined-up yellow busses.  When I turn 
my head to look I realize it is definitely something amazing, 
but it is not what I had expected; my new jacket—on anoth-
er girl. And she is coming straight for me, right past the new 
wooden benches and up the icy pathway.  
 What can I do?  Either book it straight through the big red 
doors and risk detention for running, or accept the eye-contact and 
awkward smiles sure to come with her walking through them first. 
Time is passing... and I am trapped between the side of the school and 
my fast-approaching twin.  
 There is no escape in site, and my only choice is to awkwardly stand 
there, pretending to be overly interested in my hangnail. She gets closer 
and, sure enough, notices our strikingly obvious similarity.

The Lesson
 This is, of course, not as bad as it gets. It is not exactly an ideal situation 
when your teacher thinks you can swap fashion tips since your scarves match. 
Awkward clothing mis-haps happen to almost all of us, and there is really no 
sure-fire way to avoid them.  So why do the red cheeks and beating hearts persist 
every time you spot someone sporting your newly-purchased apparel?
 All you can do is put on your best trousers, arrive at school, and look very far 
ahead of you for anyone with whom you may be matching.  If you see somebody, 
ditch your books, jump in the nearest bush, and wait for them to pass.

Think before you wave. 
In the corridors, even the 

friendliest greetings go awry. 

It’s 8th grade. You just got to 
school. And now some girl is 
wearing your new, pink jacket!

Taylor Buck
Outlook Staff 

 In my years of high school, I have become far too familiar with the ‘giant backpack’ 
type. Every day I witness it; they can turn in a circle with their sack on their back, measuring at 
least five feet horizontally, and knock an entire clique to the cafeteria ground. 
 Of course, I knew the time would come when I would fall victim 
to such an incident. Nonetheless, I was very much caught off guard when, 
alas, I was hit by a giant backpack. 
 The owner was not even sorry; or maybe she was, but I would not 
have known it. She was too busy chasing her boyfriend around a circle of high 
school pedestrians. 
 Giggling and swinging her monstrous attachment around as she 
went, the girl kept running. She paid no attention to the many students trying 
to get by. Her oversized bag was flopping hazardously, up-and-down, up-and-
down, and then into my front side. 
 The girl was halfway back around the 
circle by now, not having stopped for anyone be-
cause she was determined to catch this boy.
 Make no mistake; I yearned to get back 
at her. I did not intend to let her get away with 
such annoying and slightly painful carelessness. 
But she was running too fast. So, instead of ex-
pressing anger towards the girl 
with the giant backpack, as I had 
so intended, I was left in a solitary 
dome of awkward uncertainty.
 Stunned, I just sort of stood 
there, said “Whoa,” blushed, and expected 
to be forced into the desolate land of embarrassment 
by plenty of surrounding eye-witnesses. 
 However, when I finally mustered up the 
courage to look around, I was shocked to see that no 
one had noticed. And those who had obviously did 
not care about my serious run-in with the huge 
sack. After all, they were probably just as ac-
customed to seeing students plowed down 
by backpacks as I was.
 So there I was, little old me, 
blushing, bruised and battered by a gi-
ant backpack. I quickly went from my 
former state of embarrassment to a 
strange mode of awkwardness. 
 And it was an awk-
wardness I shared only 
with myself. 

Pat Renie
Outlook Staff 

 We have all been there.  The feelings are not foreign.  
 Cold sweat dripping from the brow, eyes brimming with tears, muscles tensed to the point 
of strain.  The shifty gaze one participant gives to another before looking back to the ground.  
Within moments there are dead bodies everywhere, all thanks to the negligence of two people in 
the hallways.
 “I’ve never seen anything quite like it,” senior Greg Fitzgeraldson said.  “I had no idea 
something like this could be so...devastating.”
 Fitzgeraldson is by no means the only person to have witnessed such a catastrophic event.  
Others were there when two unidentified students crossed paths in the hall just outside the library 
of PHS only to come to a stand-still, unable to decide exactly where one another was going.

 “It all happened so fast.  I mean, one minute 
they were just standing there, twitching, then 

they, ya know, exploded,” said freshman 
Margaret McDonald III. “My mother al-
ways warned me about spontaneous com-
bustion, but spontaneous explosion?  I had 

no idea.”
 Similar incidents have occurred in the past.

 “I remember it like it was yesterday,” junior 
Lloyd Forkshire said.  “The Spring of ’98.  Ele-

mentary school.  Oh, God, why Frank, why?  
 “He was walking down the hall 
with me, just like any other day, while 
Mark was walking in the opposite direc-
tion,” Forkshire said, through frequent 

bursts of tears. 
 “We were just talking, so we didn’t 
notice Mark until the last second, and he 

didn’t notice us until then either.  
 “So Mark and Frank were stuck in 

the middle of the hall, face to face, 
because when they tried to move 

out of the way, they both moved 
the same direction, and it con-

tinued that way until they both 
just, you know, passed on.”
 The incident left most 
surprised, and even more just 
plain grossed out.

“I guess you could say the candle-
flame of [the unidentified boy’s] life 

was just snubbed out,” Fitzgeraldson 
said.  “Except flames don’t scream 

like banshees and bleed from their eyes. 
I don’t think.”

Taylor Buck and James Davidson graphic
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An anxious shuffle, then an instant explosion
It finally happened. I got hit by a giant back
-pack in the school cafeteria, and no one cared.

    SATIRE►
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BATHROOM
             DISCOMFORT

Brie Smith
Outlook Staff

The guy at the urinal.
 He had the choice of peeing two urinals over, three or even 
four – heck, there is an embarrassment of urinals - but he chooses the 
urinal next to you. He unbuckles and makes a kind of grunting sound 
and aims for the target.
 He leans back and sighs in relief, as if he has been waiting 
for this moment. Then he turns to you and asks, “What are you doing 
this weekend?”
 The uncomfortable presence gives you stage fright. You 
came in here bursting with liquid and now your nerves have closed 
all channels. Your body tenses and you do not know what to do. You 
do, however, know what not to do.
 Do not speak. You are familiar with the unwritten etiquette 
of restrooms. Guys are not supposed to talk. Definitely, definitely, 
do not talk. You examine the niceties of the bathroom tile wall and 
ignore the teacher standing next to you.

The girl in the stall.  
 In an attempt to relieve yourself in a hurry, you derail your 
zipper on a wayward thread. It sticks and you stand in the stall fight-
ing with yourself. Someone walks in and stops. You are afraid they 
might hear you thrashing back and forth like a cat in a garbage can, 
so you flush the toilet to make white noise. 
 You gain access and sit down. You think you are safe and 
then… the person enters the stall next to you.
 You see her shoes.
 At first, you only hear the sound of silence. But then comes 
the tinkling sound, the burbling and gurgling of rice crispies just a 
few feet away. You need to get out. But you have not wiped yet. So 
you unroll what may be an unnecessary amount of toilet paper (you 
are not sure how much toilet paper is appropriate, since it has never 
come up in casual conversation), and wipe.
 You wash your hands at the sink in the corner, trying to 
avoid the crack in the stall behind you. You do not want your neigh-
bor to know your true identity. 

Abby Williamson
Outlook Staff

 Please, shut up. Finagling the germ-in-
fested plastic seats is enough – and now I have to 
hear you and your posse of Pussycat Dolls chitchat 
about your friends.
 I’m trying to pee. I just want finish and 
get to class. But I’ve been hovering in here for too 
long now. If I leave, I’ll be the steak knife in the 
thick void of my silence.
 So I guess I’ll sit here. It’s nothing new. 
Okay, wait… what are they talking about? I really 
do not want to hear this. I don’t care who is going 
to the rave this weekend. I don’t care about who is 
going out with whom. 
 Wait, what’s that noise? 
 Is that someone frying their hair during 
passing time?
 I’m getting really tired of this. Prisoner to 
my own submissiveness, I can’t leave. But the bell 
will ring soon! I have to get out of here! 
 Screw it, they won’t care. 
 I wipe, flush and exit through a creaking 
door. The babble scratches to a halt like a bad vi-
nyl record. That quickly. Seriously. I can imagine 
their subsequent talk:
 “Was she listening?”
 “Dang, she took a hella long time going 
to the bathroom.” 
 My face feels on fire. I’m humiliated by 
their unnerving and threatening gaze, even if it is 
only imagined. It is like a pack of wild dogs staring 
down a rabbit, and I can’t run away quick enough. 
Yes, it’s unavoidable.
 And yes, it’s sad.

I just want to do my 
business in peace and 
quiet. Is that okay?

Josh Humphreys photo illustration

How to politely ignore 
the person next to you
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SIX STICKY SCENARIOS 
For the

  
SCRAPBOOK
FAMILY

stories by Heidi Lally
art by Jessica Davidson

Just three more pennies.
 I’ll admit it, I am a change junkie. I don’t mind holding up a lengthy line at Big Lots to count out 
exactly sixty three cents instead of just handing over the dollar bill resting snugly in my billfold. It’s a game 
for me; if I were to give over my dollar, the thirty seven cents I would get back would be completely useless, 
except for the composition of the exact change I would indefinitely need for my next transaction.
 I have gotten my share of dirty looks from cashiers and fellow customers alike. As I get closer and 
closer to the register, I mentally try to remember how much change, if any, I have in my purse. I usually don’t 
start digging around for it until I’m all rang up and the cashier has presented me with my total. At this point, 
being the mathematician that I am, I go into a frenzy of pennies, nickels, and dimes. Usually my six pounds of 
coins go cascading onto the floor. I then have to weave my way in and out of the strangers legs in my attempt 
to salvage my precious pennies.

Tell your friend he 
needs to go home.
 So, it is Saturday evening and you are at 
your friend Johnny’s house. You two are chilling 
in his room when all of a sudden you hear John-
ny’s mama shriek from the living room, “Johnny, 
get down here, now!” While Johnny goes to meet 
his demise in the living room, you twiddle your 
thumbs and play a game of fifty-two card pickup.
 Later, as you engage in a Rubik’s Cube-
off with yourself, Johnny comes storming in, 
Mama close on his heels. As their argument es-
calates, you become more and more invisible, un-
til: “You’re grounded for a week, Mister. And tell 
your friend he needs to go home!”

Movie theatre mishaps.
 There is an unwritten code of conduct that all movie goers abide 
by: when the theatre is mostly empty, such as the midnight showing of 
“Cheaper by the Dozen 2,” it is expected that you leave, at least, a one 
seat buffer between you and the next viewer.
 Violation of that rule may result in extremely creepy glances 
from the poor person you victimize with the mere proximity of 
your presence.

Stomach gurgles during SSR.
 Breakfast is the most important meal of the day (duh). Everyone knows that. It sets the tone for 
the rest of your day. 
 But you really realize how important it is when, around three hours into school, your belly sounds 
like a beast trying to escape from the fiery pits of hell.
 You can feel it coming: your stomach moaning for some kind of sustenance. The problem is, you 
are sitting in class during an hour long session of Sustained Silent Reading and can’t really reach for that 
packet of trail mix in your bag without causing a crinkle commotion. But your gurgling stomach is now in-
terrupting the concentration of your fellow silent readers as they shoot glances in your direction whenever 
the creature within snarls and snorts like a charging bull. 
 Your attempts at masking the rumblings are futile. Coughing, clearing your throat, and shuffling 
around barely camouflage the livid wailing of the monstrosity imprisoned within your abdomen.

Answering an open-ended 
question with Yes or No.
 A friend asks you a question. You don’t quite hear what they say, 
so you ask them to repeat. Once again, you don’t hear, so as a default 
answer, you respond with “Yes.” This shot-in-the-dark reply has a 50% 
chance of making sense but in the event that the initial question was open-
ended, like “What was the homework in math?” or “How is your girlfriend 
doing?,” your attempt at an answer doesn’t work.

Sex scenes with your parents.
 Every great movie always, always, has at least one sex scene. 
And that’s great. Watching those scenes with someone within the same 
15-year-age bracket as you feels natural enough, but having to suffer 
through it with Mom and Dad is pretty much the equivalent of having 
your arm hairs plucked out, one by one. 
 There a few different categories of sex scenes.
 Here, I elaborate.

Type I: The instant ambush
 This kind of sex scene catches all who are watching off guard. 
One minute, the people on screen are eating oatmeal, the next, they are…
well, you know, on the kitchen table in the breakfast nook. 
 This sudden change in atmosphere sends shockwaves through 
your body, followed by sheer panic when you suddenly remember that 
you are sitting between your parents. Where should you look? What 
should you do? 
 One diversionary tactic: try starting a conversation. My favorite 
personal topics range from how much I hate mustard to the growing obe-
sity epidemic in America today.  Never mind the fact that my face has 
turned a sallow yellow and the erratic pitch of my voice has risen to a 
dissonant trill. Getting up and leaving the room is not an option, it would 
just make it that much more obvious that you are more uncomfortable 
than the time your mom sat you down and explained the reproductive 
process, complete with detailed diagrams. Now the very act your loving 
mother put so much effort into teaching you is taking place in front of 
both of your eyes. 

Type II: The gradual agony
 Contrary to the ambush, this love-fest gives you 
plenty of warning. The two lovers gaze into each others 
eyes. On a bed. 
 This could be the opportune time to high tail it 
the heck out of the den, but for some reason, some force 
of nature keeps you cemented to the futon. You feel your 
parents eyes boring into your skull as the heavy bass of 
the music kicks in and the scene heats up at an excruciat-
ingly slow pace. 
 At this point, your mom might squeal, “Cover 
your eyes, honey!” which is even more embarrassing if 
you’re viewing the film in a sold out theatre on opening 
day. The upside of seeing it in the theatre is that, in the 
darkness, you can pretend your parents aren’t there at all, 
and vice versa. The downside: there is no pretending you 
aren’t seeing it, what with the gigantic screen and all.
 If you have the misfortune of seeing it at home 
with the folks, your dad may shift uncomfortably onto his 
feet as he wordlessly gets up and hits fast forward.
 This intensifies this situation as the three of you 
watch in silence while the action on screen is sped up. 
Inevitably, Dad goes too far and has to rewind the film, 
only to end up at the steamiest part of the sex scene once 
again. 
 Any and all dialogue spoken in these scenes, 
whether important to the plot or not, is ignored as your 
eyes glaze over and you settle in for the long haul.

Yeah.

Hey, 
what are you 

doing after 
school?
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Mini-Encyclopedia of Awkward Moments:
Your least-favorite situations systematically catalogued and brought to light.

The Outlook’s

A
 Affection rejection. The case in 
which one says “high five” and is denied, or asks 
for a hug and is rejected.

B
 Backpacks. In four years of high 
school, one becomes familiar with lugging a 
gigantic backpack loaded full of personal and 
academic materials on a daily basis. (see page 2)

 Bad jokes. When a joke is offensive 
and the listener may be confused at the response 
in which should be given. 
 Bad words, blurting. At times of 
stress or excitement, one may choose to express 
him or herself using “choice” words. These are 
thought of as inappropriate to the ears of elders 
and those who don’t dig the down lingo. 

 Beans, almost spilling the. Men-
tioning confidential information to a being unwor-
thy of the knowledge. Sentences may become cut 
short and/or interjected with “…I’m sorry, I can’t 
tell you,” which in turn makes the unworthy being 
feel even more unworthy.

 Blushing. An unusual amount of red 
pigment in the face. The presence of rosy cheeks 
has the potential to make a situation that is already 
uncomfortable very, very uncomfortable.

 Breaking things. The severing of 
items either valuable in currency or in emotional 
connection to others.

 Butt crack, the illustrious wit-
nessing of. Most often occurs in places where 
food is consumed, such as the school cafeteria. 
Most try to advert their eyes when they come 
across rear cleavage; attempts to look away fail 
due to one’s peripheral vision.

C
 Cheating, getting caught.  A 
teacher catches a student in a last-ditch effort to 
raise his or her grade point average. This often re-
sults in receiving a lower score on the assignment 
than initially planned. Larger forms of punishment 
may also be involved.

 Compliments, others searching 
for. Initiating situations in which others will pro-
vide compliments in order to tickle one’s fancy. 
Often, insulting oneself will establish opposing 
comments from others, becoming compliments.

 Confrontation, not wanting. This 
occurs when one bumps into another who he/she 
is not fond of, even more so when the “unliked” 
is not aware of this fact. The passive aggressor 
tries to remain on good terms and not expose 
his or her dislike by mumbling a forced, hello. 

 Cracking fingers, breaking si-
lences with. The peaceful quietness in a room 
disturbed by the snapping of joints, often respon-
sible for the cringing of surrounding individuals. 
 Crossing the line, teachers. 
Personal information sometimes becomes un-
comfortably exposed within the student/teacher 
relationship. Educators may also invade student’s 
personal space or “bubble” via strange comments, 
crouches, or postures. 

  Crying, random person who 
is. Heartbroken or distressed person sobbing in 
the hallway, usually slouching. Asking this 
person why he or she is crying will just make 
him or her feel worse. And the context is com-
pletely circumstantial; this person could be crying 
about conceivably anything. It is best to avoid 
this situation without letting the person know you 
are avoiding it; what they do not know can’t hurt 
them. 

D
 Dancing, bad at. One uncomfortable 
with the visual display of music’s rhythm in body 
movement may “bust a move” comprised of infre-
quent, random spasms. The dancer stops between 
moves to convince public to join in.  

 Disliked by others. When one tells 
another their presence is not preferred, followed 
by a lack of words by the disliked one and their 
questioning curiousness at why. 

E
 Eavesdropping, getting caught. 
Listening in on a nearby conversation, then realiz-
ing the speaking party is aware you are listening.

  Elevators, silence in the. May 
result in heightened awareness of surrounding 
people, who may open their mouths to speak 
multiple times but do not. Some conversation 
starters: “You new here?” or the ever-popular, 
“How ‘bout them Seahawks?”

 Experiencing “the other you.” 
When an elder, current educator, or authority 
figure experiences a student’s usual personality, 
normally repressed.

 Eye contact, making. When one 
makes eye contact with another and both parties 
expect the other person to avert his/her eyes or 
pretend to have not seen said contact.

F
  Family videos. One is forced to 
view a video of oneself as a child. Scenario 1: 
You’re watching a chubby version of yourself 
eat cake at a childhood birthday party. The voice 
behind the camera asks, “Do you want more cake 
or do you want to open presents?” And you, with 
cake on your mouth, opt for more cake. Sce-
nario 2: It’s a different video. Heidi Lally is the 
Managing Editor of The Outlook, but her grand-
parents didn’t know that when she was four. 
They filmed her down by the pond eating the 
stale bread she was supposed to feed the ducks. 
“Heidi,” they say, “that bread is for the ducks.” 
Heidi just keeps eating.

 Flat tires, accidental. The continu-
ous stepping on the heel of a stranger’s shoe, 
sometimes thought to be on purpose. 

G
  Grammar, correcting bad. One is 
unsure how to tell someone about their inappro-
priate and incorrect English usage.

H
 Handshakes, unexpected. The 
feeling one gets when experiencing a limp hand 
or perspiring palm.

  Hugging unknown relatives. 
Auntie hugs you and acts like she knows you. Or 
maybe it’s Auntie’s Auntie. 

I
 Incorrect math. Calculating and 
repeating the answer out loud while  holding up 
the wrong amount of fingers. 

  Inherited traits. One says some-
thing strikingly familiar to what one’s parents 
would say and realizes it.

L
 Laughter, inappropriately 
timed. The display of one’s humorous thoughts 
in situations that require different, perhaps more 
serious emotions. 

 Learning capability, public 
display of. The task of learning something 
new is often arduous, especially in the presence 
of others. One does not want to appear inferior or 
of lesser intelligence to other individuals

 Locker room, showering in the. 
The  unnecessary showing of one’s body in front 
of classmates. May also lead to uncomfortable 
questions, such as“May I use your soap?”

M
 Movie theater, nudging at the. 
Oh weird, one thinks. My arm is touching his 
arm. Do I move my arm or allow unacknowl-
edged touching to continue?

 Music, sharing an interest in. 
One may worry about another’s opinion in fa-
vored music, especially if the listener is a friend. 
One may attempt to read the listener’s facial 
expressions to determine the verdict and degree 
of fondness for the music.

 Mutual friends, introducing or 
initiating. One feels like one should be friends 
with some person, but one’s current friends might 
not approve of that person. Also, when one has 
nothing in common with an acquaintance other 
than a common friend, and hanging out is not 
the same without that friend there. 

N
 Name, forgetting someone’s. 
Not remembering someone’s name or getting 
names wrong. When somebody says “Hi, it’s 
been so long. How have you been?” and not 
remembering them whatsoever.

P
 Parental PDA. Catching one’s 
parents publicly displaying affection in ways 
deemed inappropriate by youth.

 Parents, ashamed. When parent’s 
confirm to their offspring that they are disap-
pointed in them. Most effectively conveyed when 
displayed solely by parental facial expression. 

  Parties, not being invited to. Not 
being invited to a social event that may or may 
not be the event of the year. The first stage is de-
nial: “Maybe the invitation got lost in the mail,” 
or “Maybe they ran out of invitations.” Such 
ponderings incite further doubt and inquiry: “If 
they ran out of invitations then why didn’t they 
just tell me?” Confrontation, however, is not 
good; so instead of becoming irate merely act 
aloof and say, “I had plans this weekend any-
way.” When the day of the social arrives, decide 
to stay at home and sulk or go to the party and 
appear overzealous and conceited.

 Pet names, implementing. The 
moment in a relationship when one uses a pet 
name (Shnookums. Pookie. Sweet Thang.) to 
express fondness or refer to one’s spouse for 
the first time. Choosing the wrong moment or 
wrong name may elicit looks of confusion and/
or consternation from said spouse.

 Products, buying uncomfort-
ing. When purchasing personal items in grocery 
or department stores, one may feel compelled to 
select cashier of same gender.
 Puberty, in the midst of.  When 
one tries to grow a mustache or beard and the 
hair is patchy and sporadic. At times, hair 
growth is not proportionate to actual growth. 
Trying not to acknowledge someone is going 
through puberty proves to be a difficult task. 
Some choose to avoid the subject altogether 
and blatantly acknowledge the fact using high 
baby voice and exclamations such as “Awww… 
how adorable!”

Q
 Question answering, unin-
formed. Responding to a question inserted 
into a conversation you are not listening to with 
a Yes or No when it makes no sense. (see page 
4)

R
 Racist, hearing a comment that 
is. One may want to respond to spoken comment 
but he/she wants to avoid any further contact 
with racist individual. 

 Rambling, experiencing some-
one. One may be confused and frustrated at 
another’s incessant verbalization of thought and 
whether the he/she ought to insert a contribution 
to conversation.

S
 Sensitive, afraid of not being. 
When one receives material to read from a friend 
and he/she does not wish  to read it because 
he/she fears he/she will not be as sensitive as the 
friend may desire. The material in question is 
most often poetry. This may be due to the reader’s 
wishes to avoid a deep discussion, particularly 
one concerning feelings. 

 Simultaneously speaking. Si-
multaneous burst of speaking followed by both 
parties insisting upon the other to speak first. 

 Spanking children, parents. Of-
ten intended as punishment to mis-behaving chil-
dren, spanking becomes awkward when executed 
in front of unsuspecting guests in private or aisles 
of grocery stores in public.

 Sticky notes, unusually placed. 
One enters the bathroom in another homefor the 
first time, not expecting to see a yellow square 
placed above the flushing handle reading, “If it’s 
yellow, let it mellow. If it’s brown, flush it down.” 
Or, “Hold handle for six seconds.” 

 Student/teacher conferences. 
Student’s parents visit the school, where they do 
not belong and should not visit. Student’s teachers 
act nicer than they do in class. Student becomes 
stupefied, perhaps speechless.

T
 Typing, worries about. One 
considers the presence of others while typing or 
worries about typing speed and accuracy during 
typing test in a computer class. Typos increase in 
occurrence during this time.

U
 Unexpected responses. It is very 
awkward when you receive an “I forgive you” or 
a “You’re welcome” when you didn’t say “thank 
you” or “I’m sorry.”

          Unknown sing along. One, singing 
in an off key, mumbles or fabricates unknown lyr-
ics to song one does not know well.

W
 Words, misuse of. When one colors 
daily speech with seemingly intellectual words. 
The definitions of these unusual linguistic nuggets 
may be vague to the speaker, but in a desperate 
attempt to sound witty are thrown in without re-
gard for context or accuracy. This contradicts the 
intelligence meant to be conveyed.

Y
 Yelling, friends’ parents. The 
witnessing of a friend being sternly talked to by 
parents. Often followed by, “Hey, I’ve got to 
run,” or “Wow, look at the time. My parents are 
expecting me home,” while pointing in the direc-
tion of  quick departure. (see page 4)

 AWKWARD STAFF: We left some people out of the picture, and we need to make up for our 
embarrassed faces. In their honor, we hereby exclude our own names and titles in favor of the 
camera-shy: Brie Smith, Abby Williamson, Jessica Davidson, Hannah Buck, Lindsey Mills, Amy 
Mills, and Darcy Plitt. Some of them stood awkwardly to the side while we took this picture. 
We do need to acknowledge Nikki Gould, though, third from the right. She’s the Queen Bee. 

►

The Peninsula Outlook:Special Edition is a limited forum produced by volunteers from the newspaper staff 
and other enthusiastic students who enjoy long walks on the beach. They also enjoy dressing up their cats 
on Sundays and studying various forms of jellyfish.  Remarkably enough, they all go to Peninsula High 
School, 14105 Purdy Dr. N.W., Gig Harbor, Washington, 98332. The phone number is (253) 857-3530.

The Peninsula Outlook is printed nine times yearly by the Peninsula Gateway in Gig Harbor, Washing-
ton. Word processing, graphics and layouts are created on Windows 2000 prgrams using Microsoft Word, 
Adobe Photoshop and Adobe InDesign. Substriptions by mail are $5 per year. The Outlook has a circula-
tion of 2,000 papers. 



James Davidson and Nikki Gould photo illistration
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