Looking for Alaska
By John Green

What You Should Know

Looking for Alaska is about four 16-year-old friends
at boarding school. It is full of profane language and
sexually explicit content including graphic descriptions

of oral sex and pornographic films.

f*ck (19)
porn (6)

d*ck (3)

sh*t-faced (5)

Sample of Language (# of occurrences):

sex (13)

drunk (30)
suicide (9)
assh*le (8)

sh*t (12)
blow job (3)
b*tch (10)
c*ck (2)
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“How clever,” she said as she twisted off the cap. She drank it
down in two long sips, and then proclaimed, “Maui WOWIE!”

“They'll know you were here!” I shouted.

Her eyes widened. “Oh no, you're right, Pudge!” she said.
“Maybe they'll go to the Eagle and tell him that someone stole their
wine cooler!” She laughed and leaned out the window, throwing the
empty bottle into the grass.

And we found plenty of porn magazines haphazardly stuffed in
between mattresses and box springs. It turns out that Hank Wal-
sten did like something other than basketball and pot: he liked
Juggs. But we didn't find a movie until Room 32, occupied by a cou-
ple of guys from Mississippi named Joe and Marcus. They were in
our religion class and sometimes sat with the Colonel and me at
lunch, but I didn’t know them well.

Alaska read the sticker on the top of the video. “The Bitches of
Madison County. Well. Ain't that just delightful.”

We ran with it to the TV room, closed the blinds, locked the

door, and watched the movie. It opened with a woman standing on

a bridge with her legs spread while a guy knelt in front of her, giv-

ing her oral sex. No time for dialogue, I suppose. By the time they
started doing it, Alaska commenced with her righteous indignation.
“They just don't make sex look fun for women. The girl is just an
object. Look! Look at that!”

[ was already looking, needless to say. A woman crouched on her

hands and knees while a guy knelt behind her. She kept saying

“Give it to me” and moaning, and though her eyes, brown and

blank, betrayed her lack of interest, I couldn't help but take mental

notes. Hands on her shoulders, 1 noted. Fast, but not too fast or it's

going to be over, fast. Keep your grunting to a minimum.

As if reading my mind, she said, “God, Pudge. Never do it that

hard. That would hurt. That looks like torture. And all she can do is
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But we made out. She grabbed my butt at one point, and I sort of
jumped. I was lying down, but I did the best version of jumping that
one can do lying down, and she said, “Sorry,” and I said, “No, it's
okay. It's just a little sore from the swan.”

We walked to the TV room together, and I locked the door. We
were watching The Brady Bunch, which she had never seen. The
episode, where the Bradys visit the gold-mining ghost town and
they all get locked up in the one-room jail by some crazy old gold
panner with a scraggly white beard, was especially horrible, and
gave us a lot to laugh about. Which is good, since we didn't have
much to talk about.

Just as the Bradys were getting locked in jail, Lara randomly

asked me, “Have you ever gotten a blow job?”

“Um, that’s out of the blue,” I said.

“The blue?”

“Like, you know, out of left field.”

“Left field?”

“Like, in baseball. Like, out of nowhere. I mean, what made you
think of that?”

“T've just never geeven one,” she answered, her little voice drip-
ping with seductiveness. It was so brazen. I thought I would
explode. I never thought. I mean, from Alaska, hearing that stuff
was one thing. But to hear her sweet little Romanian voice go so
sexy all of the sudden

“No,” I said. “I never have.”

“Think it would be fun?”
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“I think I want to,” she said, and we kissed a little, and then. And

! “Um. yeah. I mean, you don't have to."

then with me sitting watching The Brady Bunch, watching Marcia

Marcia Marcia up to her Brady antics, Lara unbuttoned my pants

and pulled my boxers down a little and pulled out my penis.

“Wow,” she said.
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“What?"
She looked up at me, but didn't move, her face nanometers away

from my penis. “It's weird.”

“What do you mean weird?”

“Just beeg, | guess.”
I could live with that kind of weird. And then she wrapped her

hand around it and put it into her mouth.

And waited.

We were both very still. She did not move a muscle in her body,
and 1 did not move a muscle in mine. I knew that at this point
something else was supposed to happen, but wasn't quite sure
what.

She stayed still. I could feel her nervous breath. For minutes, for
as long as it took the Bradys to steal the key and unlock themselves
from the ghost-town jail, she lay there, stock-still with my penis in
her mouth, and | sat there, waiting.

And then she took it out of her mouth and looked up at me

quizzically.

“Should 1 do sometheeng?”

“Um. T don’t know,” I said. Everything I'd learned from watching
porn with Alaska suddenly exited my brain. I thought maybe she
should move her head up and down, but wouldn't that choke her?

So | just stayed quiet.

“Should 1, like, bite?”

“Don't bite! I mean, I don't think. I think—I mean, that felt good.
That was nice. [ don't know if there’s something else.”

“I mean, you deedn't—"

“Um. Maybe we should ask Alaska.”

So we went to her room and asked Alaska. She laughed and
laughed. Sitting on her bed, she Jaughed until she cried. She
walked into the bathroom, returned with a tube of toothpaste, and
showed us. In detail. Never have I so wanted to be Crest Complete.
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Lara and I went back to her room, where she did exactly what
Alaska told her to do, and I did exactly what Alaska said I would do,
which was die a hundred little ecstatic deaths, my fists clenched,
my body shaking. It was my first orgasm with a girl, and after-
ward, I was embarrassed and nervous, and so, clearly, was Lara,
who finally broke the silence by asking, “So, want to do some
homework?”

There was little to do on the first day of the semester, but she
read for her English class. I picked up a biography of Argentinian
revolutionary Che Guevara—whose face adorned a poster on the
wall—that Lara’s roommate had on her bookshelf, then I lay down
next to Lara on the bottom bunk. I began at the end, as I sometimes
did with biographies I had no intention of reading all the way
through, and found his last words without too much searching.
Captured by the Bolivian army, Guevara said, “Shoot, coward. You
are only going to kill a man.” I thought back to Simén Bdlivar's last
words in Garcfa Mérquez's novel—‘How will I ever get out of this
labyrinth!” South American revolutionaries, it would seem, died
with flair. I read the last words out loud to Lara. She turned on her
side, placing her head on my chest.

“Why do you like last words so much?”

Strange as it might seem, I'd never really thought about why. “I
don't know,” I said, placing my hand against the small of her back.
“Sometimes, just because theyre funny. Like in the Civil War, a
general named Sedgwick said, ‘They couldn't hit an elephant from
this dis— and then he got shot.” She laughed. “But a lot of times,
people die how they live. And so last words tell me a lot about who
people were, and why they became the sort of people biographies
get written about. Does that make sense?”

“Yeah,” she said.

“Yeah?” Just yeah?

“Yeah,” she said, and then went back to reading.

“That eye-hand coordination will come in handy when you get to third base... French, Feel,
Finger, F*ck.” (Pg. 99)

“When you’re old and gray and your grandchildren are sitting on your knee and look up at you and
say, ‘Grandpappy, who gave you your first blow job?,” do you want to tell them it was some girl
you spent the rest of high school ignoring?” (Pg. 191)



