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1. To what in the book/material do you object: (Please be specific; cite pages, frames of films, 
dialogues, etc.)? 
 

X Sexually Explicit- graphic descriptions of sexr 
X Aberrant sexuality – incest and child molestation 
X Attempted Suicide / Suicide 
X Offensive language (see list at end) 
X Alcohol Use  
X Violence 
X Racism and Antisemetic references  
X Mental Illness 

See attached references. 

2. Where did you first learn of this item?  
 
I first heard about this book when I was doing research about issues in the Manatee County 
schools.   I was looking for opportunities to help improve the school culture and academics.  I 



reviewed a number of the books that were on the lists of books being banned by school districts 
throughout Florida and in other states.  I was horrified to see the inappropriate materials that are 
being made available to students – our students.   
 
I decided to become involved with the School Board Elections as a starting point. The candidates 
in the 2022 Manatee County School Board Elections had platforms that promised to address some 
of these shortcomings.  I also attended some meetings with the Media Committee as they were 
grappling with the legislative changes that were being made in Florida, waiting for guidance on 
how to address challenges of some of the books that we had flagged.  At these meetings I found 
out that materials in the Library are violating Florida Law with regard to the protection of the 
students from pornographic sexual materials. In addition, I take issue with books that promote 
immorality, drug abuse, sexual confusion, suicide, anti-America sentiments, racism, activism etc.  
 
I am not challenging the freedom to read but wish to ensure that young people not be subject to 
topics that are not appropriate for their level of maturity or mental health.  Public libraries and 
book stores are available for adults to access whatever materials that they may choose. Our 
schools should take the high road when it comes to our young people. 
 
Oh -- Just a reminder, the district policy: 

• Require book selections to be free of pornography and prohibited materials harmful to 
minors, suited to student needs, and appropriate for the grade level and age group; 

• Require consultation of reputable, professionally recognized sources and school community 
stakeholders for each selection; 

• Provide for library media center collections based on reader interest, support of state 
academic standards and aligned curriculum, and the academic needs of students and faculty; 
and 

• Provide for the regular removal or discontinuance of books based on factors specified in the 
bill, including those removed because of an objection by a parent or resident of the county. 
 

3. Have you read the book in its entirety? 
No I have only read excerpts and selections. 
 
Book Summary 
Nine-year-old Claudia and ten-year-old Frieda MacTeer live in Lorain, Ohio, with their 
parents. It is the end of the Great Depression, and the girls’ parents are more concerned 
with making ends meet than with lavishing attention upon their daughters, but there is an 
undercurrent of love and stability in their home. The MacTeers take in a boarder, Henry 
Washington, and also a young girl named Pecola. Pecola’s father has tried to burn down 
his family’s house, and Claudia and Frieda feel sorry for her. Pecola loves Shirley 
Temple, believing that whiteness is beautiful and that she is ugly. 

Pecola moves back in with her family, and her life is difficult. Her father drinks, her 
mother is distant, and the two of them often beat one another. Her brother, Sammy, 
frequently runs away. Pecola believes that if she had blue eyes, she would be loved and 
her life would be transformed. Meanwhile, she continually receives confirmation of her 
own sense of ugliness—the grocer looks right through her when she buys candy, boys 
make fun of her, and a light-skinned girl, Maureen, who temporarily befriends her makes 



fun of her too. She is wrongly blamed for killing a boy’s cat and is called a “nasty little 
black bitch” by his mother. 

We learn that Pecola’s parents have both had difficult lives. Pauline, her mother, has a 
lame foot and has always felt isolated. She loses herself in movies, which reaffirm her 
belief that she is ugly and that romantic love is reserved for the beautiful. She encourages 
her husband’s violent behavior in order to reinforce her own role as a martyr. She feels 
most alive when she is at work, cleaning a white woman’s home. She loves this home and 
despises her own. Cholly, Pecola’s father, was abandoned by his parents and raised by his 
great aunt, who died when he was a young teenager. He was humiliated by two white 
men who found him having sex for the first time and made him continue while they 
watched. He ran away to find his father but was rebuffed by him. By the time he met 
Pauline, he was a wild and rootless man. He feels trapped in his marriage and has lost 
interest in life. 

Cholly returns home one day, finds Pecola washing dishes, and rapes her. When Pecola’s 
mother finds her unconscious on the floor, she disbelieves Pecola’s story and beats her. 
Pecola goes to Soaphead Church, a sham mystic, and asks him for blue eyes. Instead of 
helping her, he uses her to kill a dog he dislikes. 

Claudia and Frieda find out that Pecola has been impregnated by her father, and unlike 
the rest of the neighborhood, they want the baby to live. They sacrifice the money they 
have been saving for a bicycle and plant marigold seeds. They believe that if the flowers 
live, so will Pecola’s baby. The flowers refuse to bloom, and Pecola’s baby dies when it 
is born prematurely. Cholly, who rapes Pecola a second time and then runs away, dies in 
a workhouse. Pecola goes mad, believing that her cherished wish has been fulfilled and 
that she has the bluest eyes. 

 
4. Is there any additional information you would like us to consider in our evaluation? What 

would you like the final outcome to be for this library media item or items?  
 

Remove from all Manatee School District Schools and Media Centers and disallow future 
purchases– see below 

Bay Shore High School (2) 
Braden River High School 
Lakewood Ranch High School 
Manatee High School 
Southeast High Media Center (3 
Buffalo Creek Middle School 

February 15, 2023    



THE BLUEST EYE  

 

[Add a caption for your photo here.]  

By Toni Morrison  

ISBN: 9780307386588  

Summary of Concerns:  

This book contains profanity and derogatory terms; sexual activities including sexual assault and molestation; 
alcohol use; inflammatory racial and religious commentary and references.  

 



 
Page 18 
When she comes out of the car we will beat her up, make red marks on her white skin, and she will cry 
and ask us do we want to pull her pants down.  

Page 29  
I destroyed white baby dolls. 
But the dismembering of dolls was not the true horror. The truly horrifying thing was the transference of 
the same impulses to little white girls.  

Page 32 
"You want to go up to Mr. Henry's room and look at girlie magazines?" Frieda made an ugly face. She 
didn't like to look at dirty pictures.  

Page 36  
"Mrs. MacTeer! Mrs. MacTeer!" Rosemary hollered. "Frieda and Claudia are out here playing nasty! Mrs. 
MacTeer!" 
Mama opened the window and looked down at us. 
"What?"  
"They're playing nasty, Mrs. MacTeer. Look. And Claudia hit me 'cause I seen them!" 
Mama slammed the window shut and came running out the back door. "What you all doing? Oh. Uh-huh. 
Uh-huh. Playing nasty, huh?"  

Page 41 
Pleading eyes and tightened testicles.  

Page 44 
Even from where Pecola lay, she could smell Cholly's whiskey. ...Cholly had come home drunk.  

Page 48  
She ran into the bedroom with a dishpan full of cold water and threw it in Cholly's face. He sat up, 
choking and spitting. Naked and ashen, he leaped from the bed, and with a flying tackle, grabbed his wife 
around the waist, and they hit the floor. Cholly picked her up and knocked her down with the back of his 
hand. She fell in a sitting position, her back supported by Sammy's bed frame. She had not let go of the 
dishpan, and began to hit at Cholly's thighs and groin with it. He put his foot in her chest, and she dropped 
the pan. Dropping to his knee, he struck her several times in the face, and she might have succumbed 
early had he not hit his hand against the metal bed frame when his wife ducked.  

...Sammy, who had watched in silence their struggling at his bedside, suddenly began to hit his father 
about the head with both fists, shouting "You naked fuck!" over and over and over. Mrs. Breedlove, 
having snatched up the round, flat stove lid, ran tippy-toe to Cholly as he was pulling himself up from his 
knees, and struck him two blows, knocking him right back into the senselessness out of which she had 
provoked him. Panting, she threw a quilt over him and let him lie.  

Page 59  

Neither were they the sloppy, inadequate whores who, unable to make a living at it alone, turn to drug 
consumption and traffic or pimps to help complete their scheme of self-destruction, avoiding suicide only 
to punish the memory of some absent father or to sustain the misery of some silent mother.  



...On one occasion the town well knew, they lured a Jew up the stairs, pounced on him, all three, held him 
up by the heels, shook everything out of his pants pockets, and threw him out of the window.  

Page 60  
Into her eyes came the picture of Cholly and Mrs. Breedlove in bed. He making sounds as though he were 
in pain, as though something had him by the throat and wouldn't let go.  

Page 77 
Instead we saw Mr. Henry and two women. In a playful manner, the way grandmothers do with babies, he 
was sucking the fingers of the women, whose laughter filled a tiny place over his head. 
...The sight of him licking her fingers brought to mind the girlie magazines in his room.  

Page 81 
They do not drink, smoke , or swear, and they still call sex "nookey."  

Page 83  
He must rest his weight on his elbows when they make love, ostensibly to avoid hurting her breasts but 
actually to keep her from having to touch or feel too much of him. 
While he moves inside her, she will wonder why they didn't put the necessary but private parts of the 
body in some more convenient place- like the armpit, for example, or the palm of the hand. Someplace 
one could get to easily, and quickly, without undressing. She stiffens when she feels one of her paper 
curlers coming undone from the activity of love; imprints in her mind which one it is that is coming loose 
so she can quickly secure it once he is through. She hopes he will not sweat the damp may get into her 
hair; and that she will remain dry between her legs—she hates the glucking sound they make when she is 
moist. When she senses some spasm about to grip him, she will make rapid movements with her hips, 
press her fingernails into his back, suck in her breath, and pretend she is having an orgasm. She might 
wonder again, for the six hundredth time, what it would be like to have that feeling while her husband's 
penis is inside her. The closest thing to it was the time she was walking down the street and her napkin 
slipped free of her sanitary belt. It moved gently between her legs as she walked. Gently, ever so gently. 
And then a slight and distinctly delicious sensation collected in her crotch. As the delight grew, she had to 
stop in the street, hold her thighs together to contain it. That must be what it is like, she thinks, but it 
never happens while he is inside her. When he withdraws, she pulls her nightgown down, slips out of the 
bed and into the bathroom with relief.  

Page 85 
White kids; his mother did not like him to play with niggers. She had to explain to him the difference 
between colored people and niggers. They were easily identifiable. Colored people were neat and quiet; 
niggers were dirty and loud.  

Page 89  
"Gimme my cat!" His voice broke. With a movement both awkward and sure he snatched the cat by one 
of its hind legs and began to swing it around his head in a circle. 
"Stop that!" Pecola was screaming. The cat's free paws were stiffened, ready to grab anything to restore 
balance, its mouth wide, its eyes blue streaks of horror. Junior tried to push her away, but she grabbed the 
arm which was swinging the cat. They both fell, and in falling, Junior let go the cat, which, having been 
released in mid-motion, was thrown full force against the window. It slithered down and fell on the 
radiator behind the sofa. Except for a few shudders, it was still. There was only the slightest smell of 
singed fur.  



Geraldine opened the door. 
"What is this?" Her voice was mild, as though asking a perfectly reasonable question. "Who is this girl?" 
"She killed our cat," said Junior. "Look." He pointed to the radiator, where the cat lay, its blue eyes 
closed, leaving only an empty, black, and helpless face.  

Page 93 
"Mr. Henry." "What'd he do?"  
"Daddy beat him up." 
..."He...picked at me." 
"Picked at you? You mean like Soaphead Church?" 
"Sort of." 
"He showed his privates at you?" 
"Noooo. He touched me." 
"Where?" 
"Here and there." She pointed to the tiny breasts that, like two fallen acorns, scattered a few faded rose 
leaves on her dress. 
"Really? How did it feel?" 
..."It didn't feel like anything." 
"But it wasn't supposed to? Feel good, I mean?" Frieda sucked her teeth. "What'd he do? Just walk up and 
pinch them?" 
She sighed. "First he said how pretty is was. Then he grabbed my arm and touched me."  

Page 96  
“You could drink whiskey." 
"Where would I get whiskey?" 
..."Pecola," I said. "Her father's always drunk. She can get us some." "You think so?" 
"Sure. Cholly's always drunk..."  

Page 100 
Black people were not allowed in the park, and so it filled our dreams.  
 

Page 111 
No better than whites for meanness.  

Page 113 
Nasty white folks is about the nastiest things they is.  
 

Page 117  
I hurt just like them white women. Just 'cause I wasn't hooping and hollering before didn't mean I wasn't 
feeling pain. What'd they think? That just 'cause I knowed how to have a baby with no fuss that my 
behind wasn't pulling and aching like theirs?  

Page 120  
Then he lift his head, turn over, and put his hand on my waist. If I don't move, he'll move his hand over to 
pull and knead my stomach. Soft and slow-like. I still don’t move, because 1 don 't want him to stop. I 
want to pretend sleep and have him keep on rubbing my stomach. Then he will lean his head down and 
bite my tit. Then I don 't want him to rub my stomach anymore. I want him to put his hand between my 
legs. I pretend to wake up, and turn to him, but not opening my legs. I want him to open them for me. He 



does, and I be soft and wet where his fingers are strong and hard. I be softer than I ever been before. All 
my strength in his hand. My brain curls up like wilted leaves. A funny, empty feeling is in my hands. I 
want to grab holt of something, so I hold his head. His mouth is under my chin. Then I don 't want his 
hand between my legs no more, because I think I am softening away. I stretch my legs open, and he is on 
top of me. Too heavy to hold, and too light not to. He puts his thing in me. In me. In me. I wrap my feet 
around his back so he can 't get away. His face is next to mine. The bed springs sounds like them crickets 
used to back home. He puts his fingers in mine, and we stretches our arms outwise like Jesus on the cross. 
I hold on tight. My fingers and my feet hold on tight, because everything else is going, going. I know he 
wants me to come first. But I can 't. Not until he does. Not until I feel him loving me. Just me. Sinking 
into me. Not until I know that my flesh is all that be on his mind. That he couldn't stop if he had to. That 
he would die rather than take his thing out of me. Of me. Not until he has let go of all he has, and give it 
to me. To me. To me. When he does, I feel a power I be strong, I be pretty, I be young. And then I wait. 
He shivers and tosses his head. Now I be strong enough, pretty enough, and young enough to let him 
make me come. I take my fingers out of his and put my hands on his behind. My legs drop back onto the 
bed. I don't make no noise, because the chil 'ren might hear. I begin to feel those little bits of color 
floating up into me—deep in me. That streak of green from the june-bug light, the purple from the berries 
trickling along my thighs, Mama Is lemonade yellow runs sweet in me. Then I feel like I'm laughing 
between my legs, and the laughing gets all mixed up with the colors, and I'm afraid I'll come, and afraid 1 
won 't. But I know I will. And I do. And it be rainbow all inside. And it lasts and lasts and lasts. I want to 
thank him, but don't know how, so I pat him like you do a baby.  
..."But it ain't like that anymore. Most times he's thrashing away inside me before I'm woke, and through 
when I am..."  

Page 123 

When Cholly was four days old, his mother wrapped him in two blankets and one newspaper and placed 
him on a junk heap by the railroad.  

Page 127 
To Aunt Jimmy she said, "You done caught cold in your womb. Drink pot liquor and nothing else."  

Page 129  
He was aware, in his sleep, of being curled up in a chair, his hands tucked between his thighs. In a dream 
his penis changed into a long hickory stick, and the hands caressing it were the hands of M'Dear.  

Cholly could see her bloomers and the muscles of her young thighs.  

Page 136  
He rose to his knees facing her and tried to tie her ribbon. Darlene put her hands under his open shirt and 
rubbed the damp tight skin. When he looked at her in surprise, she stopped and laughed. He smiled and 
continued knotting the bow. She put her hands back under his shirt.  

...She tickled his ribs with her fingertips. He giggled and grabbed his rib cage. They were on top of each 
other in a moment. She corkscrewing her hands into his clothes. He returning the play, digging into the 
neck of her dress, and then under her dress. When he got his hand in her bloomers, she suddenly stopped 
laughing and looked serious. Cholly, frightened, was about to take his hand away, but she held his wrist 
so he couldn't move it. He examined her then with his fingers, and she kissed his face and mouth. Cholly 
found her muscadine-lipped mouth distracting. Darlene released his head, shifted her body, and pulled 
down her pants. After some trouble with the buttons, Cholly dropped his pants down to his knees. Their 
bodies began to make sense to him, and it was not as difficult as he had thought it would be. She moaned 



a little, but the excitement collecting inside him made him close his eyes and regard her moans as no more 
than pine sighs over his head. Just as he felt an explosion threaten, Darlene froze and cried out. He 
thought he had hurt her, but when he looked at her face, she was staring wildly at something over his 
shoulder. He jerked around.  

There stood two white men. One with a spirit lamp, the other with a flashlight. There was no mistake 
about their being white; he could smell it. Cholly jumped, trying to kneel, stand, and get his pants up all 
in one motion. The men had long guns.  

..."I said, get on wid it. An' make it good, nigger, make it good." 

...The flashlight man lifted his gun down from his shoulder, and Cholly heard the clop of metal. He 
dropped back to his knees. Darlene had her head averted, her eyes staring out of the lamplight into the 
surrounding darkness and looking almost unconcerned, as though they had no part in the drama taking 
place around them. With a violence born of total helplessness, he pulled her dress up, lowered his trousers 
and underwear. 
"Hee hee hee hee heeeeee." 
Darlene put her hands over her face as Cholly began to simulate what had gone on before. He could do no 
more than make-believe. The flashlight made a moon on his behind. 
"Hee hee hee hee heeee." 
"Come on, coon. Faster. You ain't doing nothing for her.' 
"Hee hee hee hee heeee." 
Cholly, moving faster, looked at Darlene. He hated her. He almost wished he could do it—hard, long, and 
painfully, he hated her so much. The flashlight wormed its way into his guts and turned the sweet taste of 
muscadine into rotten fetid bile. He stared at Darlene's hands covering her face in the moon and 
lamplight. They looked like baby claws. 
"Hee hee hee hee heee." 
..."Wait," said the spirit lamp, "the coon ain't comed yet." 
"Well, he have to come on his own time. Good luck, coon baby." 
...Cholly raised himself and in silence buttoned his trousers. Darlene did not move. Cholly wanted to 
strangle her, but instead he touched her leg with his foot. "We got to get, girl. Come on!" 
She reached for her underwear with her eyes closed, and could not find them. The two of them patted 
about in the moonlight for the panties. When she found them, she put them on with the movements of an 
old woman.  

Page 140 
It had occurred to him that Darlene might be pregnant.  

Page 149  
Pecola lost her balance and was about to careen to the floor. Cholly raised his other hand to her hips to 
save her from falling. He put his head down and nibbled at the back of her leg. His mouth trembled at the 
firm sweetness of the flesh. He closed his eyes, letting his fingers dig into her waist. The rigidness of her 
shocked body, the silence of her stunned throat, was better than Pauline's easy laughter had been. The 
confused mixture of his memories of Pauline and the doing of a wild and forbidden thing excited him, and 
a bolt of desire ran down his genitals, giving it length, and softening the lips of his anus. Surrounding all 
of this lust was a border of politeness. He wanted to fuck her tenderly. But the tenderness would not hold. 
The tightness of her vagina was more than he could bear. His soul seemed to slip down to his guts and fly 
out into her, and the gigantic thrust he made into her then provoked the only sound she made—a hollow 
suck of air in the back of her throat. Like the rapid loss of air from a circus balloon. 
Following the disintegration—the falling away—of sexual desire, he was conscious of her wet, soapy 



hands on his wrists, the fingers clenching, but whether her grip was from a hopeless but stubborn struggle 
to be free, or from some other emotion, he could not tell.  

Removing himself from her was so painful to him he cut it short and snatched his genitals out of the dry 
harbor of her vagina. She appeared to have fainted. Cholly stood up and could see only her grayish 
panties, so sad and limp around her ankles. Again the hatred mixed with tenderness. The hatred would not 
let him pick her up, the tenderness forced him to cover her.  

So when the child regained consciousness, she was lying on the kitchen floor under a heavy quilt, trying 
to connect the pain between her legs with the face of her mother looming over her.  

Page 152  
The careful design was marred occasionally by rare but keen sexual cravings. 
He could have been an active homosexual but lacked the courage. Bestiality did not occur to him, and 
sodomy was quite out of the question, for he did not experience sustained erections and could not endure 
the thought of somebody else's. And besides, the one thing that disgusted him more than entering and 
caressing a woman was caressing and being caressed by a man. In any case, his cravings, although 
intense, never relished physical contact. He abhorred flesh on flesh. 
...all the natural excretions and protections the body was capable of- disquieted him. His attentions 
therefore gradually settled on those humans whose bodies were least offensive- children. And since he 
was too diffident to confront homosexuality, and since little boys were insulting, scary, and stubborn, he 
further limited his interests to little girls. They were usually manageable and frequently seductive. His 
sexuality was anything but lewd; his patronage of little girls smacked of innocence and was associated in 
his mind with cleanliness.  

Page 154  

They were industrious, orderly, and energetic, hoping to prove beyond a doubt De Gobineau's hypothesis 
that "all civilizations derived from the white race, that none can exist without its help, and that a society is 
great and brilliant only so far as it preserves the blood of the noble group that created it."  

Page 165  
The little girls are the only things I'll miss. Do you know that when I touched their sturdy little tits and bit 
them—just a little—I felt I was being friendly? I didn't want to kiss their mouths or sleep in the bed with 
them or take a child bride for my own. Playful, I felt, and friendly.  
...Two of them, Doreen and Sugar Babe, they'd come together. I gave them mints, money, and they'd eat 
ice cream with their legs open while I played with them. It was like a party. And there wasn't nastiness, 
and there wasn't any filth, and there wasn't any odor, and there wasn't any groaning—just the light white 
laughter of little girls and me. And there wasn't any look—any long funny look—any long funny Velma 
look afterward. No look that makes you feel dirty afterward. That makes you want to die. With little girls 
it is all clean and good and friendly.  
...I did what You did not, could not, would not do: I looked at that ugly little black girl, and I loved her. I 
played You. And it was a very good show!  

Page 168 
A slim young girl in a pink crepe dress. One hand is on her hip; the other lolls about her thigh- waiting.  

Page 169  
"Did you hear about that girl?" 
"What? Pregnant?" 



"Yas. But guess who?" 
"Who? I don't know all these little old boys."  

"That's just it. Ain't no little old boy. They say it's Cholly." "Cholly? Her daddy?" 
"Uh-huh." 
"Lord. Have mercy. That dirty nigger."  

..."Oh, come on. She ain't but twelve or so."  

Page 178 
Oh. She's all right. For a half-white girl, that is.  

Page 180  
All he did was get drunk and beat her up. 
...Anyway, if she didn't love him, she sure let him do it to her a lot. ...I saw them all the time. She didn't 
like it. 
Then why'd she let him do it to her? 
Because he made her.  

Page 182  
You said he tried to do it to you when you were sleeping on the couch. 
See there! You don't even know what you're talking about. It was when I was washing dishes.  

Profanity  Count  

Ass 1 Bitch 1 Coon 2 Fuck 3 Nigger 8  


