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The award-winning, genre-defining debut from John Green, the #1 bestselling author of The
Anthropocene Reviewed and The Fault in Our StarsWinner of the Michael L. Printz Award •
A Los Angeles Times Book Prize Finalist • A New York Times Bestseller • A USA
Today Bestseller • NPR’s Top Ten Best-Ever Teen Novels • TIME magazine’s 100 Best Young
Adult Novels of All Time • A PBS Great American Read Selection • Millions of copies sold! First
drink. First prank. First friend. First love.Last words. Miles Halter is fascinated by famous last
words—and tired of his safe life at home. He leaves for boarding school to seek what the dying
poet François Rabelais called the “Great Perhaps.” Much awaits Miles at Culver Creek, including
Alaska Young, who will pull Miles into her labyrinth and catapult him into the Great
Perhaps. Looking for Alaska brilliantly chronicles the indelible impact one life can have on
another. A modern classic, this stunning debut marked #1 bestselling author John Green’s
arrival as a groundbreaking new voice in contemporary fiction.Newly updated edition includes a
brand-new Readers' Guide featuring a Q&A with author John Green



CRITICAL ACCLAIM FORlooking for alaskaWinner of the Michael L. Printz AwardA Los Angeles
Times Book Prize FinalistA New York Times Bestseller • A USA Today BestsellerNPR’s Top Ten
Best-Ever Teen NovelsTIME magazine’s 100 Best Young Adult Novels of All TimeA PBS Great
American Read SelectionAn ALA Best Book for Young Adults, Top 10 • An ALA Quick Pick • A
Booklist Editors’ Choice selection • A Kirkus Best Book of the Year • An SLJ Best Book of the
Year • A Chicago Public Library Best of the Best • A New York Public Library Book for the Teen
Age“A gem of modern literature.”—GUARDIAN★ “Alive with sweet, self-deprecating humor.”—
SLJ“Funny, sad, inspiring, and always compelling.”—BOOKPAGE“The spirit of Holden Caulfield
lives on.”—KLIATT“Stunning conclusion . . . one worthy of a book this good.”—PHILADELPHIA
INQUIRER“A deeply affecting coming-of-age story . . . . Green perfectly captures the intensity of
feeling and despair that defines adolescence in this hip, shocking, and emotionally charged
work of fiction.”—Barnes & Noble Discover Great New Writers selection“John Green has written
a powerful novel—one that plunges headlong into the labyrinth of life, love, and the mysteries of
being human. This is a book that will touch your life, so don’t read it sitting down. Stand up, and
take a step into the Great Perhaps.”—K. L. GOING, author of Fat Kid Rules the World, a Michael
L. Printz Award Honor BookALSO BY JOHN GREEN:An Abundance of KatherinesPaper
TownsWill Grayson, Will GraysonWITH DAVID LEVITHANThe Fault in Our StarsTurtles All the
Way DownPENGUIN BOOKSAn imprint of Penguin Random House LLC, New YorkFirst
published in the United States of America by Dutton Books,a member of Penguin Group (USA)
Inc., 2005Published by Speak, an imprint of Penguin Group (USA) Inc., 2007Published by
Penguin Books, an imprint of Penguin Random House LLC, 2019Copyright © 2005 by John
GreenAdditional content for this edition © 2019 by John Green1 and 2: Excerpt from The
General in His Labyrinth, by Gabriel García Márquez3: Poetry quote from “As I Walked Out One
Evening,” by W. H. Auden4: Poetry quote from “Not So Far as the Forest,” by Edna St. Vincent
MillayPenguin supports copyright. Copyright fuels creativity, encourages diverse voices,
promotes free speech, and creates a vibrant culture. Thank you for buying an authorized edition
of this book and for complying with copyright laws by not reproducing, scanning, or distributing
any part of it in any form without permission. You are supporting writers and allowing Penguin to
continue to publish books for every reader.Visit us online atTHE LIBRARY OF CONGRESS HAS
CATALOGED THE DUTTON BOOKS EDITION AS FOLLOWS:Green, John.Looking for Alaska /
John Green.—1st ed.p. cm.Summary: Sixteen-year-old Miles’ first year at Culver Creek
Preparatory School in Alabama includes good friends and great pranks, but is defined by the
search for answers about life and death after a fatal car crash.[1. Interpersonal relations—
Fiction. 2. Boarding schools—Fiction. 3. Schools—Fiction. 4. Death—Fiction.] I.
Title.PZ7.G8233Lo 2005[Fic]—dc22 2004010827Edited by Julie Strauss-GabelThis is a work of
fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author’s
imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead,
businesses, companies, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.btb_ppg_c0_r13To my family:
Sydney Green, Mike Green, and Hank Green“I have tried so hard to do right.”(last words of



President Grover Cleveland)CONTENTSPraise for Looking For AlaskaAlso by John GreenTitle
PageCopyrightDedicationBeforeAfterSome Last Words on Last
WordsAcknowledgmentsReaders GuideAuthor's NoteA Conversation with John
GreeneQuestions for DiscussionExcerpt from Turtles All the Way Downbeforeone hundred thirty-
six days beforeTHE WEEK BEFORE I left my family and Florida and the rest of my minor life to
go to boarding school in Alabama, my mother insisted on throwing me a going-away party. To
say that I had low expectations would be to underestimate the matter dramatically. Although I
was more or less forced to invite all my “school friends,” i.e., the ragtag bunch of drama people
and English geeks I sat with by social necessity in the cavernous cafeteria of my public school, I
knew they wouldn’t come. Still, my mother persevered, awash in the delusion that I had kept my
popularity secret from her all these years. She cooked a small mountain of artichoke dip. She
festooned our living room in green and yellow streamers, the colors of my new school. She
bought two dozen champagne poppers and placed them around the edge of our coffee
table.And when that final Friday came, when my packing was mostly done, she sat with my dad
and me on the living-room couch at 4:56 P.M. and patiently awaited the arrival of the Good-bye
to Miles Cavalry. Said cavalry consisted of exactly two people: Marie Lawson, a tiny blonde with
rectangular glasses, and her chunky (to put it charitably) boyfriend, Will.“Hey, Miles,” Marie said
as she sat down.“Hey,” I said.“How was your summer?” Will asked.“Okay. Yours?”“Good. We did
Jesus Christ Superstar. I helped with the sets. Marie did lights,” said Will.“That’s cool.” I nodded
knowingly, and that about exhausted our conversational topics. I might have asked a question
about Jesus Christ Superstar, except that 1. I didn’t know what it was, and 2. I didn’t care to
learn, and 3. I never really excelled at small talk. My mom, however, can talk small for hours, and
so she extended the awkwardness by asking them about their rehearsal schedule, and how the
show had gone, and whether it was a success.“I guess it was,” Marie said. “A lot of people came,
I guess.” Marie was the sort of person to guess a lot.Finally, Will said, “Well, we just dropped by
to say good-bye. I’ve got to get Marie home by six. Have fun at boarding school, Miles.”“Thanks,”
I answered, relieved. The only thing worse than having a party that no one attends is having a
party attended only by two vastly, deeply uninteresting people.They left, and so I sat with my
parents and stared at the blank TV and wanted to turn it on but knew I shouldn’t. I could feel
them both looking at me, waiting for me to burst into tears or something, as if I hadn’t known all
along that it would go precisely like this. But I had known. I could feel their pity as they scooped
artichoke dip with chips intended for my imaginary friends, but they needed pity more than I did: I
wasn’t disappointed. My expectations had been met.“Is this why you want to leave, Miles?” Mom
asked.I mulled it over for a moment, careful not to look at her. “Uh, no,” I said.“Well, why then?”
she asked. This was not the first time she had posed the question. Mom was not particularly
keen on letting me go to boarding school and had made no secret of it.“Because of me?” my dad
asked. He had attended Culver Creek, the same boarding school to which I was headed, as had
both of his brothers and all of their kids. I think he liked the idea of me following in his footsteps.
My uncles had told me stories about how famous my dad had been on campus for having



simultaneously raised hell and aced all his classes. That sounded like a better life than the one I
had in Florida. But no, it wasn’t because of Dad. Not exactly.“Hold on,” I said. I went into Dad’s
study and found his biography of François Rabelais. I liked reading biographies of writers, even if
(as was the case with Monsieur Rabelais) I’d never read any of their actual writing. I flipped to
the back and found the highlighted quote (“NEVER USE A HIGHLIGHTER IN MY BOOKS,” my
dad had told me a thousand times. But how else are you supposed to find what you’re looking
for?).“So this guy,” I said, standing in the doorway of the living room. “François Rabelais. He was
this poet. And his last words were ‘I go to seek a Great Perhaps.’ That’s why I’m going. So I don’t
have to wait until I die to start seeking a Great Perhaps.”And that quieted them. I was after a
Great Perhaps, and they knew as well as I did that I wasn’t going to find it with the likes of Will
and Marie. I sat back down on the couch, between my mom and my dad, and my dad put his
arm around me, and we stayed there like that, quiet on the couch together, for a long time, until it
seemed okay to turn on the TV, and then we ate artichoke dip for dinner and watched the History
Channel, and as going-away parties go, it certainly could have been worse.one hundred twenty-
eight days beforeFLORIDA WAS PLENTY HOT, certainly, and humid, too. Hot enough that your
clothes stuck to you like Scotch tape, and sweat dripped like tears from your forehead into your
eyes. But it was only hot outside, and generally I only went outside to walk from one air-
conditioned location to another.This did not prepare me for the unique sort of heat that one
encounters fifteen miles south of Birmingham, Alabama, at Culver Creek Preparatory School.
My parents’ SUV was parked in the grass just a few feet outside my dorm room, Room 43. But
each time I took those few steps to and from the car to unload what now seemed like far too
much stuff, the sun burned through my clothes and into my skin with a vicious ferocity that made
me genuinely fear hellfire.Between Mom and Dad and me, it only took a few minutes to unload
the car, but my unair-conditioned dorm room, although blessedly out of the sunshine, was only
modestly cooler. The room surprised me: I’d pictured plush carpet, wood-paneled walls,
Victorian furniture. Aside from one luxury—a private bathroom—I got a box. With cinder-block
walls coated thick with layers of white paint and a green-and-white-checkered linoleum floor, the
place looked more like a hospital than the dorm room of my fantasies. A bunk bed of unfinished
wood with vinyl mattresses was pushed against the room’s back window. The desks and
dressers and bookshelves were all attached to the walls in order to prevent creative floor
planning. And no air-conditioning.I sat on the lower bunk while Mom opened the trunk, grabbed
a stack of the biographies my dad had agreed to part with, and placed them on the
bookshelves.“I can unpack, Mom,” I said. My dad stood. He was ready to go.“Let me at least
make your bed,” Mom said.“No, really. I can do it. It’s okay.” Because you simply cannot draw
these things out forever. At some point, you just pull off the Band-Aid and it hurts, but then it’s
over and you’re relieved.“God, we’ll miss you,” Mom said suddenly, stepping through the
minefield of suitcases to get to the bed. I stood and hugged her. My dad walked over, too, and
we formed a sort of huddle. It was too hot, and we were too sweaty, for the hug to last terribly
long. I knew I ought to cry, but I’d lived with my parents for sixteen years, and a trial separation



seemed overdue.“Don’t worry.” I smiled. “I’s a-gonna learn how t’talk right Southern.” Mom
laughed.“Don’t do anything stupid,” my dad said.“Okay.”“No drugs. No drinking. No cigarettes.”
As an alumnus of Culver Creek, he had done the things I had only heard about: the secret
parties, streaking through hay fields (he always whined about how it was all boys back then),
drugs, drinking, and cigarettes. It had taken him a while to kick smoking, but his badass days
were now well behind him.“I love you,” they both blurted out simultaneously. It needed to be said,
but the words made the whole thing horribly uncomfortable, like watching your grandparents
kiss.“I love you, too. I’ll call every Sunday.” Our rooms had no phone lines, but my parents had
requested I be placed in a room near one of Culver Creek’s five pay phones.They hugged me
again—Mom, then Dad—and it was over. Out the back window, I watched them drive the
winding road off campus. I should have felt a gooey, sentimental sadness, perhaps. But mostly I
just wanted to cool off, so I grabbed one of the desk chairs and sat down outside my door in the
shade of the overhanging eaves, waiting for a breeze that never arrived. The air outside sat as
still and oppressive as the air inside. I stared out over my new digs: Six one-story buildings, each
with sixteen dorm rooms, were arranged in a hexagram around a large circle of grass. It looked
like an oversize old motel. Everywhere, boys and girls hugged and smiled and walked together. I
vaguely hoped that someone would come up and talk to me. I imagined the conversation:“Hey. Is
this your first year?”“Yeah. Yeah. I’m from Florida.”“That’s cool. So you’re used to the heat.”“I
wouldn’t be used to this heat if I were from Hades,” I’d joke. I’d make a good first impression. Oh,
he’s funny. That guy Miles is a riot.That didn’t happen, of course. Things never happened like I
imagined them.Bored, I went back inside, took off my shirt, lay down on the heat-soaked vinyl of
the lower bunk mattress, and closed my eyes. I’d never been born again with the baptism and
weeping and all that, but it couldn’t feel much better than being born again as a guy with no
known past. I thought of the people I’d read about—John F. Kennedy, James Joyce, Humphrey
Bogart—who went to boarding school, and their adventures—Kennedy, for example, loved
pranks. I thought of the Great Perhaps and the things that might happen and the people I might
meet and who my roommate might be (I’d gotten a letter a few weeks before that gave me his
name, Chip Martin, but no other information). Whoever Chip Martin was, I hoped to God he
would bring an arsenal of high-powered fans, because I hadn’t packed even one, and I could
already feel my sweat pooling on the vinyl mattress, which disgusted me so much that I stopped
thinking and got off my ass to find a towel to wipe up the sweat with. And then I thought, Well,
before the adventure comes the unpacking.I managed to tape a map of the world to the wall and
get most of my clothes into drawers before I noticed that the hot, moist air made even the walls
sweat, and I decided that now was not the time for manual labor. Now was the time for a
magnificently cold shower.The small bathroom contained a huge, full-length mirror behind the
door, and so I could not escape the reflection of my naked self as I leaned in to turn on the
shower faucet. My skinniness always surprised me: My thin arms didn’t seem to get much bigger
as they moved from wrist to shoulder, my chest lacked any hint of either fat or muscle, and I felt
embarrassed and wondered if something could be done about the mirror. I pulled open the plain



white shower curtain and ducked into the stall.Unfortunately, the shower seemed to have been
designed for someone approximately three feet, seven inches tall, so the cold water hit my lower
rib cage—with all the force of a dripping faucet. To wet my sweat-soaked face, I had to spread
my legs and squat significantly. Surely, John F. Kennedy (who was six feet tall according to his
biography, my height exactly) did not have to squat at his boarding school. No, this was a
different beast entirely, and as the dribbling shower slowly soaked my body, I wondered whether
I could find a Great Perhaps here at all or whether I had made a grand miscalculation.When I
opened the bathroom door after my shower, a towel wrapped around my waist, I saw a short,
muscular guy with a shock of brown hair. He was hauling a gigantic army-green duffel bag
through the door of my room. He stood five feet and nothing, but was well-built, like a scale
model of Adonis, and with him arrived the stink of stale cigarette smoke. Great, I thought. I’m
meeting my roommate naked. He heaved the duffel into the room, closed the door, and walked
over to me.“I’m Chip Martin,” he announced in a deep voice, the voice of a radio deejay. Before I
could respond, he added, “I’d shake your hand, but I think you should hold on damn tight to that
towel till you can get some clothes on.”I laughed and nodded my head at him (that’s cool, right?
the nod?) and said, “I’m Miles Halter. Nice to meet you.”“Miles, as in ‘to go before I sleep’?” he
asked me.“Huh?”“It’s a Robert Frost poem. You’ve never read him?”I shook my head
no.“Consider yourself lucky.” He smiled.I grabbed some clean underwear, a pair of blue Adidas
soccer shorts, and a white T-shirt, mumbled that I’d be back in a second, and ducked back into
the bathroom. So much for a good first impression.“So where are your parents?” I asked from the
bathroom.“My parents? The father’s in California right now. Maybe sitting in his La-Z-Boy. Maybe
driving his truck. Either way, he’s drinking. My mother is probably just now turning off
campus.”“Oh,” I said, dressed now, not sure how to respond to such personal information. I
shouldn’t have asked, I guess, if I didn’t want to know.Chip grabbed some sheets and tossed
them onto the top bunk. “I’m a top bunk man. Hope that doesn’t bother you.”“Uh, no. Whatever is
fine.”“I see you’ve decorated the place,” he said, gesturing toward the world map. “I like it.”And
then he started naming countries. He spoke in a monotone, as if he’d done it a thousand times
before.Afghanistan.Albania.Algeria.American Samoa.Andorra.And so on. He got through the A’s
before looking up and noticing my incredulous stare.“I could do the rest, but it’d probably bore
you. Something I learned over the summer. God, you can’t imagine how boring New Hope,
Alabama, is in the summertime. Like watching soybeans grow. Where are you from, by the
way?”“Florida,” I said.“Never been.”“That’s pretty amazing, the countries thing,” I said.“Yeah,
everybody’s got a talent. I can memorize things. And you can…?”“Um, I know a lot of people’s
last words.” It was an indulgence, learning last words. Other people had chocolate; I had dying
declarations.“Example?”“I like Henrik Ibsen’s. He was a playwright.” I knew a lot about Ibsen, but
I’d never read any of his plays. I didn’t like reading plays. I liked reading biographies.“Yeah, I
know who he was,” said Chip.“Right, well, he’d been sick for a while and his nurse said to him,
‘You seem to be feeling better this morning,’ and Ibsen looked at her and said, ‘On the contrary,’
and then he died.”Chip laughed. “That’s morbid. But I like it.”He told me he was in his third year at



Culver Creek. He had started in ninth grade, the first year at the school, and was now a junior
like me. A scholarship kid, he said. Got a full ride. He’d heard it was the best school in Alabama,
so he wrote his application essay about how he wanted to go to a school where he could read
long books. The problem, he said in the essay, was that his dad would always hit him with the
books in his house, so Chip kept his books short and paperback for his own safety. His parents
got divorced his sophomore year. He liked “the Creek,” as he called it, but “You have to be careful
here, with students and with teachers. And I do hate being careful.” He smirked. I hated being
careful, too—or wanted to, at least.He told me this while ripping through his duffel bag, throwing
clothes into drawers with reckless abandon. Chip did not believe in having a sock drawer or a T-
shirt drawer. He believed that all drawers were created equal and filled each with whatever fit. My
mother would have died.As soon as he finished “unpacking,” Chip hit me roughly on the
shoulder, said, “I hope you’re stronger than you look,” and walked out the door, leaving it open
behind him. He peeked his head back in a few seconds later and saw me standing still. “Well,
come on, Miles To Go Halter. We got shit to do.”We made our way to the TV room, which
according to Chip contained the only cable TV on campus. Over the summer, it served as a
storage unit. Packed nearly to the ceiling with couches, fridges, and rolled-up carpets, the TV
room undulated with kids trying to find and haul away their stuff. Chip said hello to a few people
but didn’t introduce me. As he wandered through the couch-stocked maze, I stood near the
room’s entrance, trying my best not to block pairs of roommates as they maneuvered furniture
through the narrow front door.It took ten minutes for Chip to find his stuff, and an hour more for
us to make four trips back and forth across the dorm circle between the TV room and Room 43.
By the end, I wanted to crawl into Chip’s minifridge and sleep for a thousand years, but Chip
seemed immune to both fatigue and heatstroke. I sat down on his couch.“I found it lying on a
curb in my neighborhood a couple years ago,” he said of the couch as he worked on setting up
my PlayStation 2 on top of his footlocker. “I know the leather’s got some cracks, but come on.
That’s a damn nice couch.” The leather had more than a few cracks—it was about 30 percent
baby blue faux leather and 70 percent foam—but it felt damn good to me anyway.“All right,” he
said. “We’re about done.” He walked over to his desk and pulled a roll of duct tape from a drawer.
“We just need your trunk.”I got up, pulled the trunk out from under the bed, and Chip situated it
between the couch and the PlayStation 2 and started tearing off thin strips of duct tape. He
applied them to the trunk so that they spelled out COFFEE TABLE.“There,” he said. He sat down
and put his feet up on the, uh, coffee table. “Done.”I sat down next to him, and he looked over at
me and suddenly said, “Listen. I’m not going to be your entrée to Culver Creek social life.”“Uh,
okay,” I said, but I could hear the words catch in my throat. I’d just carried this guy’s couch
beneath a white-hot sun and now he didn’t like me?“Basically you’ve got two groups here,” he
explained, speaking with increasing urgency. “You’ve got the regular boarders, like me, and then
you’ve got the Weekday Warriors; they board here, but they’re all rich kids who live in
Birmingham and go home to their parents’ air-conditioned mansions every weekend. Those are
the cool kids. I don’t like them, and they don’t like me, and so if you came here thinking that you



were hot shit at public school so you’ll be hot shit here, you’d best not be seen with me. You did
go to public school, didn’t you?”“Uh…” I said. Absentmindedly, I began picking at the cracks in
the couch’s leather, digging my fingers into the foamy whiteness.“Right, you did, probably,
because if you had gone to a private school your freakin’ shorts would fit.” He laughed.I wore my
shorts just below my hips, which I thought was cool. Finally I said, “Yeah, I went to public school.
But I wasn’t hot shit there, Chip. I was regular shit.”“Ha! That’s good. And don’t call me Chip. Call
me the Colonel.”I stifled a laugh. “The Colonel?”“Yeah. The Colonel. And we’ll call you…hmm.
Pudge.”“Huh?”“Pudge,” the Colonel said. “Because you’re skinny. It’s called irony, Pudge. Heard
of it? Now, let’s go get some cigarettes and start this year off right.”He walked out of the room,
again just assuming I’d follow, and this time I did. Mercifully, the sun was descending toward the
horizon. We walked five doors down to Room 48. A dry-erase board was taped to the door using
duct tape. In blue marker, it read: Alaska has a single!The Colonel explained to me that 1. this
was Alaska’s room, and that 2. she had a single room because the girl who was supposed to be
her roommate got kicked out at the end of last year, and that 3. Alaska had cigarettes, although
the Colonel neglected to ask whether 4. I smoked, which 5. I didn’t.He knocked once, loudly.
Through the door, a voice screamed, “Oh my God come in you short little man because I have
the best story.”We walked in. I turned to close the door behind me, and the Colonel shook his
head and said, “After seven, you have to leave the door open if you’re in a girl’s room,” but I
barely heard him because the hottest girl in all of human history was standing before me in cutoff
jeans and a peach tank top. And she was talking over the Colonel, talking loud and fast.“So first
day of summer, I’m in grand old Vine Station with this boy named Justin and we’re at his house
watching TV on the couch—and mind you, I’m already dating Jake—actually I’m still dating him,
miraculously enough, but Justin is a friend of mine from when I was a kid and so we’re watching
TV and literally chatting about the SATs or something, and Justin puts his arm around me and I
think, Oh that’s nice, we’ve been friends for so long and this is totally comfortable, and we’re just
chatting and then I’m in the middle of a sentence about analogies or something and like a hawk
he reaches down and he honks my boob. HONK. A much-too-firm, two- to three-second HONK.
And the first thing I thought was Okay, how do I extricate this claw from my boob before it leaves
permanent marks? and the second thing I thought was God, I can’t wait to tell Takumi and the
Colonel.”The Colonel laughed. I stared, stunned partly by the force of the voice emanating from
the petite (but God, curvy) girl and partly by the gigantic stacks of books that lined her walls. Her
library filled her bookshelves and then overflowed into waist-high stacks of books everywhere,
piled haphazardly against the walls. If just one of them moved, I thought, the domino effect could
engulf the three of us in an asphyxiating mass of literature.“Who’s the guy that’s not laughing at
my very funny story?” she asked.“Oh, right. Alaska, this is Pudge. Pudge memorizes people’s
last words. Pudge, this is Alaska. She got her boob honked over the summer.” She walked over
to me with her hand extended, then made a quick move downward at the last moment and
pulled down my shorts.“Those are the biggest shorts in the state of Alabama!”“I like them baggy,”
I said, embarrassed, and pulled them up. They had been cool back home in Florida.“So far in our



relationship, Pudge, I’ve seen your chicken legs entirely too often,” the Colonel deadpanned.
“So, Alaska. Sell us some cigarettes.” And then somehow, the Colonel talked me into paying five
dollars for a pack of Marlboro Lights I had no intention of ever smoking. He asked Alaska to join
us, but she said, “I have to find Takumi and tell him about The Honk.” She turned to me and
asked, “Have you seen him?” I had no idea whether I’d seen Takumi, since I had no idea who he
was. I just shook my head.“All right. Meet ya at the lake in a few minutes, then.” The Colonel
nodded.—At the edge of the lake, just before the sandy (and, the Colonel told me, fake) beach,
we sat down in an Adirondack swing. I made the obligatory joke: “Don’t grab my boob.” The
Colonel gave an obligatory laugh, then asked, “Want a smoke?” I had never smoked a cigarette,
but when in Rome…“Is it safe here?”“Not really,” he said, then lit a cigarette and handed it to me.
I inhaled. Coughed. Wheezed. Gasped for breath. Coughed again. Considered vomiting.
Grabbed the swinging bench, head spinning, and threw the cigarette to the ground and stomped
on it, convinced my Great Perhaps did not involve cigarettes.“Smoke much?” He laughed, then
pointed to a white speck across the lake and said, “See that?”“Yeah,” I said. “What is that? A
bird?”“It’s the swan,” he said.“Wow. A school with a swan. Wow.”“That swan is the spawn of
Satan. Never get closer to it than we are now.”“Why?”“It has some issues with people. It was
abused or something. It’ll rip you to pieces. The Eagle put it there to keep us from walking around
the lake to smoke.”“The Eagle?”“Mr. Starnes. Code name: the Eagle. The dean of students. Most
of the teachers live on campus, and they’ll all bust you. But only the Eagle lives in the dorm
circle, and he sees all. He can smell a cigarette from like five miles.”“Isn’t his house back there?”
I asked, pointing to it. I could see the house quite clearly despite the darkness, so it followed he
could probably see us.“Yeah, but he doesn’t really go into blitzkrieg mode until classes start,”
Chip said nonchalantly.“God, if I get in trouble my parents will kill me,” I said.“I suspect you’re
exaggerating. But look, you’re going to get in trouble. Ninety-nine percent of the time, your
parents never have to know, though. The school doesn’t want your parents to think you became
a fuckup here any more than you want your parents to think you’re a fuckup.” He blew a thin
stream of smoke forcefully toward the lake. I had to admit: He looked cool doing it. Taller,
somehow. “Anyway, when you get in trouble, just don’t tell on anyone. I mean, I hate the rich
snots here with a fervent passion I usually reserve only for dental work and my father. But that
doesn’t mean I would rat them out. Pretty much the only important thing is never never never
never rat.”“Okay,” I said, although I wondered: If someone punches me in the face, I’m supposed
to insist that I ran into a door? It seemed a little stupid. How do you deal with bullies and
assholes if you can’t get them into trouble? I didn’t ask Chip, though.“All right, Pudge. We have
reached the point in the evening when I’m obliged to go and find my girlfriend. So give me a few
of those cigarettes you’ll never smoke anyway, and I’ll see you later.”I decided to hang out on the
swing for a while, half because the heat had finally dissipated into a pleasant, if muggy, eighty-
something, and half because I thought Alaska might show up. But almost as soon as the Colonel
left, the bugs encroached: no-see-ums (which, for the record, you can see) and mosquitoes
hovered around me in such numbers that the tiny noise of their rubbing wings sounded



cacophonous. And then I decided to smoke.Now, I did think, The smoke will drive the bugs away.
And, to some degree, it did. I’d be lying, though, if I claimed I became a smoker to ward off
insects. I became a smoker because 1. I was on an Adirondack swing by myself, and 2. I had
cigarettes, and 3. I figured that if everyone else could smoke a cigarette without coughing, I
could damn well, too. In short, I didn’t have a very good reason. So yeah, let’s just say that 4. it
was the bugs.I made it through three entire drags before I felt nauseous and dizzy and only
semipleasantly buzzed. I got up to leave. As I stood, a voice behind me said:“So do you really
memorize last words?”She ran up beside me and grabbed my shoulder and pushed me back
onto the porch swing.“Yeah,” I said. And then hesitantly, I added, “You want to quiz me?”“JFK,”
she said.“That’s obvious,” I answered.“Oh, is it now?” she asked.“No. Those were his last words.
Someone said, ‘Mr. President, you can’t say Dallas doesn’t love you,’ and then he said, ‘That’s
obvious,’ and then he got shot.”She laughed. “God, that’s awful. I shouldn’t laugh. But I will,” and
then she laughed again. “Okay, Mr. Famous Last Words Boy. I have one for you.” She reached
into her overstuffed backpack and pulled out a book. “Gabriel García Márquez. The General in
His Labyrinth. Absolutely one of my favorites. It’s about Simón Bolívar.” I didn’t know who Simón
Bolívar was, but she didn’t give me time to ask. “It’s a historical novel, so I don’t know if this is
true, but in the book, do you know what his last words are? No, you don’t. But I am about to tell
you, Señor Parting Remarks.”And then she lit a cigarette and sucked on it so hard for so long
that I thought the entire thing might burn off in one drag. She exhaled and read to me:“‘He’—
that’s Simón Bolívar—‘was shaken by the overwhelming revelation that the headlong race
between his misfortunes and his dreams was at that moment reaching the finish line. The rest
was darkness. “Damn it,” he sighed. “How will I ever get out of this labyrinth!”’”I knew great last
words when I heard them, and I made a mental note to get ahold of a biography of this Simón
Bolívar fellow. Beautiful last words, but I didn’t quite understand. “So what’s the labyrinth?” I
asked her.And now is as good a time as any to say that she was beautiful. In the dark beside me,
she smelled of sweat and sunshine and vanilla, and on that thin-mooned night I could see little
more than her silhouette except for when she smoked, when the burning cherry of the cigarette
washed her face in pale red light. But even in the dark, I could see her eyes—fierce emeralds.
She had the kind of eyes that predisposed you to supporting her every endeavor. And not just
beautiful, but hot, too, with her breasts straining against her tight tank top, her curved legs
swinging back and forth beneath the swing, flip-flops dangling from her electric-blue-painted
toes. It was right then, between when I asked about the labyrinth and when she answered me,
that I realized the importance of curves, of the thousand places where girls’ bodies ease from
one place to another, from arc of the foot to ankle to calf, from calf to hip to waist to breast to
neck to ski-slope nose to forehead to shoulder to the concave arch of the back to the butt to the
etc. I’d noticed curves before, of course, but I had never quite apprehended their
significance.Her mouth close enough to me that I could feel her breath warmer than the air, she
said, “That’s the mystery, isn’t it? Is the labyrinth living or dying? Which is he trying to escape—
the world or the end of it?” I waited for her to keep talking, but after a while it became obvious



she wanted an answer.“Uh, I don’t know,” I said finally. “Have you really read all those books in
your room?”She laughed. “Oh God no. I’ve maybe read a third of ’em. But I’m going to read them
all. I call it my Life’s Library. Every summer since I was little, I’ve gone to garage sales and bought
all the books that looked interesting. So I always have something to read. But there is so much to
do: cigarettes to smoke, sex to have, swings to swing on. I’ll have more time for reading when I’m
old and boring.”She told me that I reminded her of the Colonel when he came to Culver Creek.
They were freshmen together, she said, both scholarship kids with, as she put it, “a shared
interest in booze and mischief.” The phrase booze and mischief left me worrying I’d stumbled
into what my mother referred to as “the wrong crowd,” but for the wrong crowd, they both
seemed awfully smart. As she lit a new cigarette off the butt of her previous one, she told me that
the Colonel was smart but hadn’t done much living when he got to the Creek.“I got rid of that
problem quickly.” She smiled. “By November, I’d gotten him his first girlfriend, a perfectly nice
non–Weekday Warrior named Janice. He dumped her after a month because she was too rich
for his poverty-soaked blood, but whatever. We pulled our first prank that year—we filled
Classroom 4 with a thin layer of marbles. We’ve progressed some since then, of course.” She
laughed. So Chip became the Colonel—the military-style planner of their pranks, and Alaska
was ever Alaska, the larger-than-life creative force behind them.“You’re smart like him,” she said.
“Quieter, though. And cuter, but I didn’t even just say that, because I love my boyfriend.”“Yeah,
you’re not bad either,” I said, overwhelmed by her compliment. “But I didn’t just say that, because
I love my girlfriend. Oh, wait. Right. I don’t have one.”She laughed. “Yeah, don’t worry, Pudge. If
there’s one thing I can get you, it’s a girlfriend. Let’s make a deal: You figure out what the
labyrinth is and how to get out of it, and I’ll get you laid.”“Deal.” We shook on it.—Later, I walked
toward the dorm circle beside Alaska. The cicadas hummed their one-note song, just as they
had at home in Florida. She turned to me as we made our way through the darkness and said,
“When you’re walking at night, do you ever get creeped out and even though it’s silly and
embarrassing you just want to run home?”It seemed too secret and personal to admit to a virtual
stranger, but I told her, “Yeah, totally.”For a moment, she was quiet. Then she grabbed my hand,
whispered, “Run run run run run,” and took off, pulling me behind her.one hundred twenty-seven
days beforeEARLY THE NEXT AFTERNOON, I blinked sweat from my eyes as I taped a van
Gogh poster to the back of the door. The Colonel sat on the couch judging whether the poster
was level and fielding my endless questions about Alaska. What’s her story? “She’s from Vine
Station. You could drive past it without noticing—and from what I understand, you ought to. Her
boyfriend’s at Vanderbilt on scholarship. Plays bass in some band. Don’t know much about her
family.” So she really likes him? “I guess. She hasn’t cheated on him, which is a first.” And so on.
All morning, I’d been unable to care about anything else, not the van Gogh poster and not video
games and not even my class schedule, which the Eagle had brought by that morning. He
introduced himself, too:“Welcome to Culver Creek, Mr. Halter. You’re given a large measure of
freedom here. If you abuse it, you’ll regret it. You seem like a nice young man. I’d hate to have to
bid you farewell.”And then he stared at me in a manner that was either serious or seriously



malicious. “Alaska calls that the Look of Doom,” the Colonel told me after the Eagle left. “The
next time you see that, you’re busted.”“Okay, Pudge,” the Colonel said as I stepped away from
the poster. Not entirely level, but close enough. “Enough with the Alaska already. By my count,
there are ninety-two girls at this school, and every last one of them is less crazy than Alaska,
who, I might add, already has a boyfriend. I’m going to lunch. It’s bufriedo day.” He walked out,
leaving the door open. Feeling like an overinfatuated idiot, I got up to close the door. The
Colonel, already halfway across the dorm circle, turned around. “Christ. Are you coming or
what?”You can say a lot of bad things about Alabama, but you can’t say that Alabamans as a
people are unduly afraid of deep fryers. In that first week at the Creek, the cafeteria served fried
chicken, chicken-fried steak, and fried okra, which marked my first foray into the delicacy that is
the fried vegetable. I half expected them to fry the iceberg lettuce. But nothing matched the
bufriedo, a dish created by Maureen, the amazingly (and understandably) obese Culver Creek
cook. A deep-fried bean burrito, the bufriedo proved beyond the shadow of a doubt that frying
always improves a food. Sitting with the Colonel and five guys I didn’t know at a circular table in
the cafeteria that afternoon, I sank my teeth into the crunchy shell of my first bufriedo and
experienced a culinary orgasm. My mom cooked okay, but I immediately wanted to bring
Maureen home with me over Thanksgiving.The Colonel introduced me (as “Pudge”) to the guys
at the wobbly wooden table, but I only registered the name Takumi, whom Alaska had
mentioned yesterday. A thin Japanese guy only a few inches taller than the Colonel, Takumi
talked with his mouth full as I chewed slowly, savoring the bean-y crunch.“God,” Takumi said to
me, “there’s nothing like watching a man eat his first bufriedo.”I didn’t say much—partly because
no one asked me any questions and partly because I just wanted to eat as much as I could. But
Takumi felt no such modesty—he could, and did, eat and chew and swallow while talking.The
lunch discussion centered on the girl who was supposed to have been Alaska’s roommate,
Marya, and her boyfriend, Paul, who had been a Weekday Warrior. They’d gotten kicked out in
the last week of the previous school year, I learned, for what the Colonel called “the Trifecta”—
they were caught committing three of Culver Creek’s expellable offenses at once. Lying naked in
bed together (“genital contact” being offense #1), already drunk (#2), they were smoking a joint
(#3) when the Eagle burst in on them. Rumors had it that someone had ratted them out, and
Takumi seemed intent on finding out who—intent enough, anyway, to shout about it with his
mouth jam-packed with bufriedo.“Paul was an asshole,” the Colonel said. “I wouldn’t have ratted
on them, but anyone who shacks up with a Jaguar-driving Weekday Warrior like Paul deserves
what she gets.”“Dude,” Takumi responded, “yaw guhfwend,” and then he swallowed a bite of
food, “is a Weekday Warrior.”“True.” The Colonel laughed. “Much to my chagrin, that is an
incontestable fact. But she is not as big an asshole as Paul.”“Not quite.” Takumi smirked. The
Colonel laughed again, and I wondered why he wouldn’t stand up for his girlfriend. I wouldn’t
have cared if my girlfriend was a Jaguar-driving Cyclops with a beard—I’d have been grateful
just to have someone to make out with.—That evening, when the Colonel dropped by Room 43
to pick up the cigarettes (he seemed to have forgotten that they were, technically, mine), I didn’t



really care when he didn’t invite me out with him. In public school, I’d known plenty of people
who made it a habit to hate this kind of person or that kind—the geeks hated the preps, etc.—
and it always seemed like a big waste of time to me. The Colonel didn’t tell me where he’d spent
the afternoon, or where he was going to spend the evening, but he closed the door behind him
when he left, so I guessed I wasn’t welcome.Just as well: I spent the night surfing the Web (no
porn, I swear) and reading The Final Days, a book about Richard Nixon and Watergate. For
dinner, I microwaved a refrigerated bufriedo the Colonel had snuck out of the cafeteria. It
reminded me of nights in Florida—except with better food and no air-conditioning. Lying in bed
and reading felt pleasantly familiar.I decided to heed what I’m sure would have been my mother’s
advice and get a good night’s sleep before my first day of classes. French II started at 8:10, and
figuring it couldn’t take more than eight minutes to put on some clothes and walk to the
classrooms, I set my alarm for 8:02. I took a shower, and then lay in bed waiting for sleep to save
me from the heat. Around 11:00, I realized that the tiny fan clipped to my bunk might make more
of a difference if I took off my shirt, and I finally fell asleep on top of the sheets wearing just
boxers.A decision I found myself regretting some hours later when I awoke to two sweaty, meaty
hands shaking the holy hell out of me. I woke up completely and instantly, sitting up straight in
bed, terrified, and I couldn’t understand the voices for some reason, couldn’t understand why
there were any voices at all, and what the hell time was it anyway? And finally my head cleared
enough to hear, “C’mon, kid. Don’t make us kick your ass. Just get up,” and then from the top
bunk, I heard, “Christ, Pudge. Just get up.” So I got up, and saw for the first time three shadowy
figures. Two of them grabbed me, one with a hand on each of my upper arms, and walked me
out of the room. On the way out, the Colonel mumbled, “Have a good time. Go easy on him,
Kevin.”They led me, almost at a jog, behind my dorm building, and then across the soccer field.
The ground was grassy but gravelly, too, and I wondered why no one had shown the common
courtesy to tell me to put on shoes, and why was I out there in my underwear, chicken legs
exposed to the world? A thousand humiliations crossed my mind: There’s the new junior, Miles
Halter, handcuffed to the soccer goal wearing only his boxers. I imagined them taking me into
the woods, where we now seemed headed, and beating the shit out of me so that I looked great
for my first day of school. And the whole time, I just stared at my feet, because I didn’t want to
look at them and I didn’t want to fall, so I watched my steps, trying to avoid the bigger rocks. I felt
the fight-or-flight reflex swell up in me over and over again, but I knew that neither fight nor flight
had ever worked for me before. They took me a roundabout way to the fake beach, and then I
knew what would happen—a good, old-fashioned dunking in the lake—and I calmed down. I
could handle that.When we reached the beach, they told me to put my arms at my sides, and the
beefiest guy grabbed two rolls of duct tape from the sand. With my arms flat against my sides
like a soldier at attention, they mummified me from my shoulder to my wrists. Then they threw
me down on the ground; the sand from the fake beach cushioned the landing, but I still hit my
head. Two of them pulled my legs together while the other one—Kevin, I’d figured out—put his
angular, strong-jawed face up so close to mine that the gel-soaked spikes of hair pointing out



from his forehead poked at my face, and told me, “This is for the Colonel. You shouldn’t hang out
with that asshole.” They taped my legs together, from ankles to thighs. I looked like a silver
mummy. I said, “Please guys, don’t,” just before they taped my mouth shut. Then they picked me
up and hurled me into the water.Sinking. Sinking, but instead of feeling panic or anything else, I
realized that “Please guys, don’t” were terrible last words. But then the great miracle of the
human species—our buoyancy—came through, and as I felt myself floating toward the surface, I
twisted and turned as best I could so that the warm night air hit my nose first, and I breathed. I
wasn’t dead and wasn’t going to die.Well, I thought, that wasn’t so bad.But there was still the
small matter of getting to shore before the sun rose. First, to determine my position vis-à-vis the
shoreline. If I tilted my head too much, I felt my whole body start to roll, and on the long list of
unpleasant ways to die, “facedown in soaking-wet white boxers” is pretty high up there. So
instead I rolled my eyes and craned my neck back, my eyes almost underwater, until I saw that
the shore—not ten feet away—was directly behind my head. I began to swim, an armless silver
mermaid, using only my hips to generate motion, until finally my ass scraped against the lake’s
mucky bottom. I turned then and used my hips and waist to roll three times, until I came ashore
near a ratty green towel. They’d left me a towel. How thoughtful.
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MJ Smith, “Powerful, sad, thought provoking look at depression, loss of people we love, and
suicide.. One warning, if you suffer from depression and/or suicidal thoughts, this book may not
be a good story to read. The depth of this book, in terms of looking at depression, suicide and
loss, really surprised me. I have been trying to find books to help me understand several people
I have personally known well, two of whom committed suicide, and my oldest brother who drank
himself to death. I have found it really difficult, but helpful, to find books that might help me get
my head around the fact that no matter how well we think we know someone, or want to help
them, mental health disorders, depression and suicide have sides to them that make it difficult to
actually understand the depth of their problem. So, after reading other books like Thirteen
Reasons Why, All the Bright Places, The Perks of Being a Wallflower, and others, this book
Looking For Alaska had so many poignant points that I found more helpful than the other
books.First off, John Green’s characters were well constructed in terms of the tight knit circle of
freinds who were there for each other, going through many of the issues of belonging, where do I
fit in, etc, of the teenage angst many go through. Much of this book made me think of the more
recent pain my daughter went through in high school, which was brutal at times. But, these are
timeless issues, and it was easy to think back to my own issues many years ago. Alaska Young,
the main character, was very well written. She was beautiful, funny, smart, well liked (to a point),
but there were moody, unpredictable sides of her that were hard to understand (which is very
true of depression and mental healt issues). Our storyteller Pudge, is smitten with her, as most
guys her age would be. And they become best friends. But, there is The Colonel, Pudge’s
roommate, funny, smart, with a huge chip on his shoulder for rich and priveledged kids their age.
He is likeable and very smart, as well. He has also known Alaska for several years and knows
how moody and capricious she can be. Other members of their group take in Takumi and Lara.
As the story shows the fitting in issues, Alaska is a character it’s so easy to like. She’s full of life,
brightens up the room with her smile and coquettish behavior, but, what’s also likeable, she is
always clear with anyone that she has a boyfriend she adores.Two main themes throughout the
narrative is that Pudge is driven by a quote he read, that is now directing his life, which states“I
go seek a Great Perhaps.” He is looking for more. Alaska is obsessed with something she read
in a novel talking about the struggle of life, which states, “How will I ever get out of this
labyrinth?” As the story continues, you realize that Alaska flies off the handle, suddenly
withdraws from everyone, and no one can understand this side of her. Most of all Pudge. One of
Pudge’s and Alaska’s classes together is religion and philosophy. This is a great tool used by
the the author to confront many of the issues unfolding.To get to the point, as you see Alaska
boldly act brazenly at times, impetuously, and take blame before a panel that caught them all
smoking, and other things along these lines, her behavior seems at times self destructive. She
drinks a lot and even makes a comment to her friends, when asked why she chain smokes at
times, inhaling so hard, she says she does it to kill herself. Green does a great job making her



complex in ways that people with mental health issues are really complex. They can be hard to
understand and unpredictable. And this is Alaska.There is a point in the book, when they are all
drinking heavily, and Alaska suggest they play a drinking game and tell their best day ever, and
their worst day ever. They’re all very drunk. And Alaska admits that when she was a little girl,
her mother died of an aneurysm right in front of her, and she had didn’t know what to do, but just
sat with her waiting for her to wake up. And when her father came home he made it clear that it
was her fault her mother died. Why didn’t she call 911? And so on. We find out Alaska is a
tortured person and can’t break free of it. Needless to say, later in the story, while all drinking,
Alaska gets a phone call in the middle of the night from her boyfriend. No one knows what’s
said, but she is horribly distraught and crying uncontrollable, and she has to leave, has to get
out, and she tears off and she dies that night. And the big question is was it suicide? And of
course, her friends helped her leave because she “had to” so badly. And now they are tortured
by the reality that they could have stopped her.The kinds of questioning and guilt Green
discribes is so astute and tears at your heart if you have ever suffered real loss of a loved one,
especially if it was from suicide or under tragic circumstances. The Religion class resurfaces as
it turns out Alaska had written her final essay paper on “How will we ever get out of this labyrinth
of suffering?” The teacher, who admired Alaska, and in helping students cope, he puts her
question on the blackboard, and he turns her question into an essay question for them final
exam for everyone to grapple with. This was a clever device in the story as Pudge comes to
grips, and we as the readers try to understand the seemingly senseless loss. The Pudge’s
essay answer is a wonderful wrap up to the story. He uses things they learned from Buddhism
to state things like, all things that come together will fall apart, and all things are interconnected,
so that the loss of Alaska, she isn’t truly lost. “Maybe she was just matter, and matter gets
recycled.” But, Pudge also realizes that even as sad and tragic as Alaska’s life was, it didn’t have
to end that way. Pudge writes, “Awful things are survivable,” and he wishes he could have told
Alaska that.  And that we are as indestructible as we believe ourselves to be.”

Lux et Umbra, “Glad to Have Rediscovered Alaska. I read this first in college for a young adult
literature class, got through the rest of college, started working, and in the process of all of that
in-between stuff, I forgot about this lovely book. I remember liking the book, but not much else. I
don't know if I just got busy or if I was too involved in myself or what. Either way, I'm glad I reread
it.A young adult novel about life and death and moving on doesn't sound all that original at first,
but Green's treatment of adolescents is different. He makes his characters complex and
intelligent and impulsive as every teenager truly is. He does not treat his characters as they
might treat themselves, over-important or that which should be pitied. Nor does he treat them as
so many adults might, with disdain for their rashness and lack of experience. The author makes
his story accessible and realistic to teens and adults alike because there seems to be truth in the
conflicting emotions his characters go through.Mildly pornographic. MILDLY. Just tasteful
enough for adolescents learning that sex is confusing and funny and kinda great but really just



mostly confusing at first.I'm glad the answers aren't given in this book. It's about learning how to
move on when there aren't definite answers, when there is doubt. This book is about figuring out
some things on your own and doing the best you can with what you've got. It helps to forgive and
to empathize and to search, but keep going all the while, day by day.”

Simant Verma, “Fantastic debut by John Green. John Green was already one of my favourite
authors before reading this book. I had read just The Fault in Our Stars by him yet I liked him. His
writing is so raw and real. When I finished this book, I was not sure how to write its review.
Whether to be happy or to be sad. I was conflicted literally because of the ending? I am not sure
if it was meant to end like that or it was on purpose? But yet, I love the overall book. But here, I
should definitely mention that I would have enjoyed it way more if I would have read it like 3-4
years back.Miles Halter is the main protagonist of the story who lives in Florida. He is not a
social person and is in search of his “Great Perhaps”. So Miles decides to attend the Culver
Creek Boarding School in Alabama to start a fresh life. There he makes his first friend Chip,
known as “the Colonel” by all. He nicknamed Miles as “Pudge” and called him with the same
name throughout the book. The Colonel introduces him to his friend, Alaska, who was a fierce
and mysterious girl. Miles instantly falls in love with her. All of them are then involves in various
pranks and mishappenings and then BAM! There is the unexpected mid-way surprise. I am not
telling what that middle thing is (for the sake of spoilers) but that event divides the book into two
part. One Before and one After that event.The Before part is filled with a lot of high school
events, the building of relations, the pranks that student plays and all. Yes, the typical high-
school environment has been explained. The After part describes what happens after that tragic
event, how the truth unfolds and how the lives of everyone involved changes. The Before part is
kind of happier while the After is the one with lots of sorrow and heartbreak.The best thing about
Looking for Alaska is that it doesn’t feel like it’s a debut novel of John Green. It has so much
more hidden things to say then the words can explain. John green has definitely shown his best
raw talent in this and proving that you can literally emerge like a different person after you finish
his book. It is a gripping tale. It is not a typical boy-meets-girl-falls-in-love-then-separate kind of
story. It is a tale of true friendship, the effect of love, the longing for survival, the void in a
relationship.The story is more about Miles then about Alaska (as the title may confuse). The
center point for both of them is looking for “labyrinth". I actually didn’t know about this word at the
beginning but then it was used so many times in the book that it made itself clear. A unique thing
that John Green has put as the hobby of Miles is “remembering the last lines of famous
persons". I was like, why would anyone like to remember that? But surely, after reading many
such sentences in the book it surely made me interested in those last lines."Thomas Edison’s
last words were “It’s very beautiful over there”. I don’t know where there is, but I believe it’s
somewhere, and I hope it’s beautiful.” "The only problem that I had with this story was its ending.
I felt like cheated. No seriously I wanted it to end correctly and to know the truth. But I think, the
valid point in its favour can be that John wanted to think the readers about it?All the characters



that are mentioned feel like in real life. There are no cheesy ones, not even Alaska (though girls
are generally shown as cheesy). I liked how the character of Alaska was made mysterious. And
the fact is we often come across such characters in our lives too, who are mysterious in their
own ways. The writing was typical John Green style – easy and flowing. And the best things is
the beautiful quotes that he writes, which always make me love his work more."I may die young,
but at least I’ll die smart. "This story clearly reminded me of many things that were long forgotten.
One such thing is the use of “Yellow Pages”. DO you remember this service? I used to use it like
6-7 years ago? There were other events too which clearly reminded that I am reading it little bit
late Looking for Alaska is another fantastic book by John Green. It is funny and heartbreaking at
the same time. This gives you new directions and point of thinking. If you love John Green then
you should definitely read this."If people were rain, I was drizzle and she was a hurricane."”

Sidh Goyal, “John Green nails it.. Out of all the John Green books that I’ve read, I’ve found this
one simply the best. It’s better than Fault in our stars for sure. But it’s much more different from
that. The story is amazing. The characters are relatable will stay with you for life. It will bring back
your days of high school (if you’ve passed out) or shine your days if you’re still in high school.
Stop reading reviews. GO READ IT.”

katrina ingram, “Very realistic YA coming of age story. A quick easy YA read. The book follows
Miles, a quiet guy who goes to boarding school looking for a great perhaps. He makes new
friends, enjoys life and feels like he’s found what he was looking for.The book doesn’t have
chapter numbers which really bothered me, the chapter titles are a countdown to a date or event
though which I found intriguing. The characters were well described, not so much their features
but their personalities. The best thing about this book is how real it is. The characters,
conversations, experiences were all fitting of a group of 16-17 years olds at schools. The
thoughts, feelings and reactions were very realistic and I bought into the story very easily
because if it and became invested. There was only once when a teachers reaction to a prank
didn’t quite ring true and it stood out because it was the only part of the book that didn’t feel
genuine.Overall a great book which would be especially enjoyed by fans of YA coming of age
stories. Will certainly be reading more by this author”

The book by John Green has a rating of  5 out of 4.6. 14,830 people have provided feedback.
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