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*** NO TICE ***

The am a teur and stock act ing rights to this work are con trolled ex clu -
sively by THE DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM PANY with out whose
per mis sion in writ ing no per for mance of it may be given. Roy alty must
be paid ev ery time a play is per formed whether or not it is pre sented for
profit and whether or not ad mis sion is charged. A play is per formed any
time it is acted be fore an au di ence. Cur rent roy alty rates, ap pli ca tions and 
re stric tions may be found at our Web site: www.dramaticpublishing.com,  
or we may be con tacted by mail at: DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM -
PANY, P.O. Box 129, Woodstock IL 60098.

COPY RIGHT LAW GIVES THE AU THOR OR THE AU THOR’S
AGENT THE EX CLU SIVE RIGHT TO MAKE COPIES. This law pro -
vides au thors with a fair re turn for their cre ative ef forts. Au thors earn
their liv ing from the roy al ties they re ceive from book sales and from the
per for mance of their work. Con sci en tious ob ser vance of copy right law is
not only eth i cal, it en cour ages au thors to con tinue their cre ative work.
This work is fully pro tected by copy right. No al ter ations, de le tions or
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copy, re cord ing, vid eo tape, film, or any in for ma tion stor age and re trieval
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IM POR TANT BILLING AND CREDIT RE QUIRE MENTS

All pro duc ers of the play must give credit to Toni Mor ri son as the au thor
of the book and Lydia Di a mond as the dramatizer of the play in all pro -
grams dis trib uted in con nec tion with per for mances of the play and in all
in stances in which the ti tle of the play ap pears for pur poses of ad ver tis -
ing, pub li ciz ing or oth er wise ex ploit ing the play and/or a pro duc tion. The 
names of Toni Mor ri son and Lydia Di a mond must also ap pear on a sep a -
rate line, on which no other name ap pears, im me di ately fol low ing the ti -
tle, and must ap pear in size of type not less than fifty per cent (50%) the
size of the ti tle type. Bio graph i cal in for ma tion on Toni Mor ri son and
Lydia Diamond, if in cluded in the playbook, may be used in all pro -
grams. In all pro grams this no tice must ap pear:

“Pro duced by spe cial ar range ment with
THE DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM PANY of Woodstock, Il li nois”

In ad di tion, all pro duc ers of the play must in clude the fol low ing an -
nounce ment on the ti tle page of all pro grams dis trib uted in con nec tion
with per for mances of the play and on all ad ver tis ing and pro mo tional ma -
te ri als:

“The Bluest Eye was com mis sioned and de vel oped through the
Steppenwolf for Young Adults and the New Plays Ini tia tive

by Steppenwolf Thea tre Com pany, Chi cago, Il li nois
(Mar tha Lavey, Ar tis tic Di rec tor,

Da vid Hawkanson, Ex ec u tive Di rec tor),
where it re ceived its world pre miere in Feb ru ary 2005.”
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PLAY WRIGHT’S NOTE

I am so pleased to have played a part in bring ing Toni
Mor ri son’s ex qui sitely ren dered novel to au di ences in a
new way and will al ways be ap pre cia tive that she agreed to 
let it have this new life. The pro cess of adapt ing this piece
has been chal leng ing and re ward ing. The jour ney has been
a play wright’s dream, an ini tial pro duc tion in a safe and
nur tur ing en vi ron ment with bril liant the ater art ists fol lowed 
by more read ings and pro duc tions with gen er ous, tal ented
and smart col lab o ra tors. I can not be gin to thank ev ery one
who has helped shape this piece, so I will limit my self to
the peo ple who touched it first: the Steppenwolf Thea tre
Com pany; Lenora Inez Brown, the play’s first dramaturge;
Hallie Gordon, the amaz ing di rec tor of its two pro duc tions
at Steppenwolf and then at The New Vic in New York; Da -
vid Muse, with whom I got to work shop the piece in be -
tween Steppenwolf pro duc tions and who even tu ally di -
rected a thought ful and el e gant pro duc tion at Thea tre Al li -
ance in Wash ing ton, D.C., and fi nally, two other il lu mi nat -
ing productions—Playmakers Rep in North Carolina and
Plow shares Thea tre Com pany in De troit.

I’d like to share a cou ple of les sons I’ve learned along the
way. Ac tors and di rec tors can eas ily get pulled into a mad -
den ing pro cess of try ing to sep a rate the “kid” voices from
the “ma ture nar ra tion” han dled by Claudia and Frieda. It’s
an un der stand able di lemma, as so many nar ra tive pas sages
are said with a hind sight and so phis ti ca tion not readily ev i -
dent in the play ful di a logue ex changes. Not only are Frieda 
and Claudia pre co cious, but also there is a con ven tion that
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al lows the char ac ters sub tle shifts in ma tu rity and tone in -
de pend ent of vo cal vari ances. The play works best when
the young nar ra tors re tain a ma ture, nat u ral, con ver sa tional
tone and rhythm when ad dress ing the au di ence and each
other. (Also, we have a ten dency to un der es ti mate the rich
emo tional and ver bal life of young adults…the play is quite 
pur pose ful in its at tempt to honor the so phis ti cated, syn co -
pated rhythms of young speech.)

I worked hard in this ad ap ta tion to ap proach the story as a
tale of the dam ag ing trickle-down ef fect of a rather crip -
pling so ci etal rac ism, not merely as the story of a dys func -
tional fam ily and com mu nity. I feel strongly that this most
serves the in ten tion of the book and also serves the dra -
matic in ten tion of the play. To this end, I think it is very
im por tant that the piece be spared graphic, re al is tic rep re -
sen ta tions of sex ual vi o lence. As soon as we are made to
watch a hei nous act of in cest on stage, we are forced to as -
sim i late that act first and fore most. We lose sight of its
place in the story and ul ti mately end up di min ish ing the
tragic effect of the act it self as well as ob scur ing Pecola’s
story.

Thank you for your in ter est in this work.
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Toni Mor ri son’s The Bluest Eye was com mis sioned by
Steppenwolf Thea tre Com pany, Chi cago, Ill. (Mar tha
Lavey, Ar tis tic Di rec tor and Da vid Hawkanson, Ex ec u tive
Di rec tor), where it re ceived its world pre miere in Feb ru ary
2005.

The pro duc tion was di rected by Hallie Gordon, the as sis -
tant di rec tor was Jocelyn Prince, with sce nic de sign by
Steph a nie Nel son, cos tume de sign by Alison Heryer, light -
ing de sign by J.R. Lederle, sound de sign by Vic to ria
Delorio, dramaturgy by Lenora Inez Brown, cho re og ra phy
by Ann Boyd and cast ing by Erica Daniels. The stage man -
ager was Deb Styer.

CAST

Claudia: Libya V. Pugh
Frieda & Darlene: Monifa M. Days
Pecola Breedlove: Alana Arenas
Mama: TaRon Patton
Pau line Breedlove: Chavez Ra vine
Soaphead Church: Sati Word
Cholly Breedlove: Phillip Ed ward Van Lear
Maureen Peal: Noelle Hardy

Steppenwolf Thea tre Com pany re mounted the pro duc -
tion in Chi cago in Oc to ber 2006; the New York City pre -
miere of Steppenwolf’s pro duc tion was sub se quently pre -
sented in No vem ber 2006 by The New 42nd Street at The
Duke on 42nd Street. In the re mount, James Vin cent Mere -
dith (Soaphead Church & Daddy) and Vic tor J. Cole
(Cholly Breedlove) joined the cast. Beth Stegman was the
as sis tant stage man ager.
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THE BLUEST EYE

A Play in Three Acts

CHAR AC TERS

CLAUDIA: Pre co cious, sen si tive girl. She must be able to
move grace fully be tween the in no cence of youth and the 
wis dom of the nar ra tor who has lived through it all.
Dex ter ity with di rect ad dress a must.

FRIEDA/DARLENE: Claudia’s older sis ter. Some what
more prac ti cal than Claudia. Pos si bly more stern,
slightly less per son able.

PECOLA: A shy, quiet, re signed and some what pained
pres ence. She should be com pletely in no cent. We must
love her and want to take care of her, but not pity her.
Per haps there is a cer tain quiet pride that won’t let us tip 
over into pity. It is im per a tive that she have very dark
brown skin.

MAMA: She pos sesses an im pos ing pres ence. She loves
her chil dren and this should be ev i dent de spite her stern
man ner.

MRS. BREEDLOVE: An older ver sion of Pecola, also dark 
brown. Pain fully shy and in se cure, and still very ad ept at 
ad dress ing the au di ence.

7
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DADDY/SOAPHEAD CHURCH: Char is matic, odd,
charm ing, ma ture.

CHOLLY: Mrs. Breedlove’s age, the shell of a man who
may have been phys i cally im pres sive at one time, dark
brown com plex ion.

MAUREEN PEAL/WHITE GIRL: Light skinned, very
pretty. More com pli cated than merely “snotty.” She is a
real per son, as com pli cated as the other char ac ters. 

Note; The chil dren are played by adults. Women 1, 2 and 3 
can be played by any of the women avail able.

8
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ACT I

Scene i

(Lights rise on PECOLA stand ing, dwarfed in a splash
of light. She wears a dingy loose fit ting white dress with
a match ing bow in her hair, she holds a large red book.
She opens it and reads to au di ence:)

PECOLA. Here is the house. It is green and white. It has a
red door. It is very pretty.

(MRS. BREEDLOVE and CHOLLY en ter.)

MRS. BREEDLOVE & CHOLLY. Here is the fam ily,
Mother, Fa ther, Dick and Jane live in the green-and-
white house.

(FRIEDA and CLAUDIA en ter. As cast mem bers en ter
their voices join the chant at a point it is fre netic, no
lon ger in uni son.)

FRIEDA & CLAUDIA. They are very happy. (Add
MAUREEN.) See Jane. She has a red dress. She wants to 
play. Who will play with Jane? (MAMA.) See Mother.
Mother is very nice. Mother, will you play with Jane?
(Add CHOLLY.) See Fa ther. He is big and strong. Fa ther 
will you play with Jane? Fa ther is smil ing. Smile, Fa -

9
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ther, smile. (Add SOAPHEAD.) See the dog. Bow- wow
goes the dog. Do you want to play with Jane?

PECOLA. Look, look. Here co mes a friend. The friend will 
play with Jane. They will play a good game.

(PECOLA turns, we see in pro file that she is preg nant,
she closes the primer. Lights and sound out.)

Scene ii

(Lights rise. CLAUDIA stands DR, hold ing FRIEDA’s
hand. She wears an or ange dress much like PECOLA’s
dingy white. A match ing bow in her hair. FRIEDA’s
dress is brown. Au tumn.)

CLAUDIA. Quiet as it’s kept, there were no mari golds in
the fall of 1941. Not even the gar dens front ing the lake
showed mari golds that year. We thought, at the time, it
was be cause Pecola was hav ing her fa ther’s baby that
the mari golds did not grow. We had dropped our seeds
in our own lit tle plot of black dirt, just as Pecola’s fa ther 
had dropped his seeds in his own plot of black dirt.

FRIEDA. The seeds shriv eled and died; Pecola’s baby too.
(Beat.) There is re ally noth ing more to say—ex cept why.

CLAUDIA. But since why is dif fi cult to han dle, one must
take ref uge in how.

(Lighting changes.)

FRIEDA. Pecola came to us in au tumn.

10 THE BLUEST EYE Act I
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(PECOLA ap pears, her dingy dress now cinched at the
waist by the bow that was in her hair. She car ries a
large, worn pa per bag, and stands in the same spot. She
is the em bodi ment of lone li ness and de jec tion…one
dingy sock is up, the other around her an kle…her shoul -
ders are slumped and her head down.)

CLAUDIA. In au tumn school starts and Frieda and I get
new brown stock ings and cod-liver oil. Daddy spends
hours cut ting and stack ing.

DADDY. You need to make sure the wood is stacked per -
pen dic u lar…

FRIEDA. Perpin…?
CLAUDIA. That’s up and down, not side ways…
FRIEDA. I knew that. (To au di ence.) I did.
DADDY. What you need to do is make sure the pieces on

top slant down so the rain slides off. Not gonna stay
warm on damp wood.

CLAUDIA. Daddy goes on and on…
DADDY. And damp wood makes moldy wood,
CLAUDIA. And on…
DADDY. and moldy wood’s no good, pres ents a whole

n’other set of prob lems. Re mem ber kind ling goes in the
bucket un der

CLAUDIA & FRIEDA. And on…
DADDY. the shed. Kin dling has to stay dry. And, girls, re -

mem ber if it’s not smaller than your ring fin ger,
FRIEDA, CLAUDIA & DADDY. it’s not kind ling.
DADDY (over lap ping MAMA). What you need to do is

make sure the flue’s clean be fore the first frost…if you
wait you got your self a mess, and…

Act I THE BLUEST EYE 11
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MAMA. Lord, if it’s not one thing it’s the other. It’s cold.
Girls. Girls? Are you lis ten ing to me?

DADDY. Are you lis ten ing to me?
CLAUDIA. Mama has Frieda stuff rags in the win dow to

stave off the cold.
FRIEDA. And we col lect the coal that falls off of the trains 

onto the rail road tracks.
DADDY. You need to get the me dium-sized pieces…

Small pieces turn to dust, won’t help us none, you need
the me dium pieces that fall from the top of the heap.
Make sure you keep your eyes up and your ears open,
no piece of coal’s worth a flat tened girl.

FRIEDA. Staving off the cold is a fam ily pro ject.
CLAUDIA. And I get a cold any way. (Sneezes.)
MAMA. Great Je sus.
FRIEDA. That’s what she al ways does in the fall.
CLAUDIA. I get sick and Mama fusses.

(Light fades on PECOLA. Light in dif fer ent area rises on 
MAMA, she fusses, par tially un der CLAUDIA’s words.)

MAMA. Get on in that bed. How many times do I have to
tell you to wear some thing on your head? You must be
the big gest fool in this town. Frieda?

FRIEDA. Yes ma’am?
MAMA. Stuff that win dow and get the cod-liver oil. Lord,

If I ain’t told Claudia once I ain’t told her a thou sand
times, keep that jacket on when the weather starts to
cool. Frieda,

FRIEDA. Yes ma’am?
MAMA. Get me the Vicks salve. (MAMA’s words con tinue 

un der CLAUDIA’s.) I know I don’t work my fin gers to

12 THE BLUEST EYE Act I
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the bone so my childrens can be laid up in bed sick.
Next thing I know, Claudia done pass it to Frieda then
we all sick. Lord have mercy and help us all.

CLAUDIA. I lie in the bed. No one speaks to me or asks
how I feel. When I throw up Mama says…

MAMA. What did you puke on the bed clothes for?
Frieda…

FRIEDA. Yes, Mama?
MAMA. Get me the clean sheet from the line. Don’t you

have sense enough to hold your head out of the bed?
Now, look what you did. You think I got time for noth -
ing but wash ing up your puke? (MAMA con tin ues to
fuss, sound lessly.)

CLAUDIA. Mama’s voice drones on. She is not talk ing to
me. She is talk ing to the puke, but she is call ing it my
name.

MAMA. Claudia, Claudia, Claudia, Lord knows I don’t
have time for wip ing up af ter girls with out enough since 
to puke outta the side of the bed…

CLAUDIA. But maybe it was n’t that bad.

(MAMA’s ges tures soften.)

MAMA. Frieda, I said get me the Vick’s salve.
FRIEDA. Yes ma’am.
MAMA. And some flan nel.
FRIEDA. Yes ma’am.
CLAUDIA. Mama’s hands are large and rough. She takes

two fin gers full of the salve at a time and mas sages it
into my chest un til I am faint. Just when I think I will
tip over into a scream she scoops out a lit tle and puts it
in my mouth, tell ing me to—

Act I THE BLUEST EYE 13
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MAMA. Swal low.
CLAUDIA. She wraps the flan nel around my neck and

chest and cov ers me up with heavy quilts.
MAMA. Now sweat, Claudia.
CLAUDIA. —which I do promptly.
FRIEDA. But it was n’t all bad.
CLAUDIA. Mama meant well. In our house hold there was

love. Love from Mama and Daddy, thick and dark as
Alaga syrup. I could smell it—taste it—sweet, musty,
with an edge of win ter green in its base. It stuck, along
with my tongue, to the frosted win dow panes. When the
flan nel came un done in my sleep and I coughed dry and
tough in the night, Daddy stood in the door way while
Mama’s hands re-pinned the flan nel and rested a mo -
ment on my fore head.

(MAMA’s light fades.)

CLAUDIA. So when I think of au tumn, I think of some -
body with hands who does not want me to die.

FRIEDA. And Daddy’s strong sil hou ette look ing over us,
quiet and se ri ous and con cerned.

CLAUDIA. And Pecola.
FRIEDA. That’s right. Pecola Breedlove.

(PECOLA’s light rises again. She looks up, a doe caught 
in the head lights.)

CLAUDIA. Yes. That’s what I was try ing to say, is n’t it.
That there was enough love in that house to give a lit tle
to Pecola, who was sorely in need of some one to care.

14 THE BLUEST EYE Act I
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Scene iii

(PECOLA en ters, pulls a primer out of her pa per bag,
opens it to a marked pas sage and be gins to read:)

PECOLA. Here is the fam ily. Mother, Fa ther, Dick and
Jane. They are very happy.

CLAUDIA. Mrs. Breedlove was a pe cu liar sort.
PECOLA. Come and play. Come play with Jane.

(Light rises on MRS. BREEDLOVE stand ing in same
spot Claudia and Frieda’s mother stood in ear lier. She
wears a pris tine maid’s uni form.)

FRIEDA. All of the Breedloves were pe cu liar.
CLAUDIA. Frieda!
FRIEDA. It’s true. Pe cu liar and funny look ing.
MRS. BREEDLOVE. When I had my girl, I ’mem ber I

said I’d love it no mat ter what it looked like.

(PECOLA kneels, clasps her hands in prayer.)

CLAUDIA. Actually the Breedloves were not ugly so
much as they were just poor and black and be lieved that
they were ugly.

FRIEDA. They were pe cu liar.
CLAUDIA. You al ready said that.
FRIEDA. Well, they were.
PECOLA. Please, God. Please make me dis ap pear. Please,

please, please, please, God.
FRIEDA. Pe cu liar like they lived in a store front ’stead of a 

reg u lar house.
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CLAUDIA. And Pecola called her mother Mrs. Breedlove.
FREIDA & CLAUDIA. Pe cu liar.
MRS. BREEDLOVE. I went to the hos pi tal when my time

come. Did n’t want to have it at home. They put me in a
big room with a whole mess of women. The pains was
com ing, but not too bad. The doc tors come to ex am ine
me.

PECOLA. Please, God. Make me in vis i ble… Please,
please, please, please, please, please…

(PECOLA’s pleads of “please” are whis pered under
MRS. BREEDLOVE’s…)

MRS. BREEDLOVE. One old doc tor was learn ing the
young ones about ba bies. When he got to me he said,
now these here women you don’t have any trou ble with.
They de liver right away with no pain. Just like horses.

CLAUDIA. Pecola’s pain an tag o nized me. I wanted to
open her up, crisp her edges, ram a stick down that
hunched and curv ing spine. I wanted to force her to
stand erect and spit the mis ery out on the streets.

FRIEDA. But she held her mis ery where it could lap into
her eyes.

PECOLA. Amen. (Stands, to au di ence:) If I squeeze my
eyes shut, real tight, lit tle parts of my body go away. I
have to do it real slow like, then in a rush. First, off my
fin gers go, one by one, then my arms dis ap pear, all the
way to my el bows. My feet now. Yes that’s right good.
My legs go all at once. Above my thighs is the hard est
part. I have to be real still and pull and pull and pull…
when my stom ach goes away the chest and neck fol low
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’long pretty easy. The face is hard too. Al most done, al -
most. But my eyes is al ways left.

MRS. BREEDLOVE. Only one of the doc tor stu dents ever
looked at me, looked in my eyes. I looked right back at
him. He dropped his eyes and turned red. He knowed, I
reckon, that maybe I were n’t no horse foal ing.

PECOLA. It don’t mat ter how hard I try, my eyes is al -
ways left. And I try. Ev ery night I pray for God to de -
liver me blue eyes. I have prayed now go ing on a year,
but I have hope still. I fig ure God is very busy, and I am 
very small. To have some thing won der ful as that hap pen 
would have to take a long, long time. Blue eyes like
Shir ley Tem ple, or Mary Jane, on the Mary Jane can -
dies. Or Jane in the primer at school.

MRS. BREEDLOVE. I seed them doc tors talk ing to them
white women: “How you feel? Gonna have twins?” Nice 
friendly talk. When them pains got harder I moaned
some thing aw ful. They was n’t as bad as I let on, but I
had to let them peo ple know hav ing a baby was more
than a bowel move ment. I hurt just like them white
women. Just ’cause I was n’t hoop ing and hol ler ing did -
n’t mean I was n’t feel ing pain. They think just ’cause I
knowed how to have a baby with no fuss that my be hind 
was n’t pull ing and ach ing like theirs? Be sides, that doc -
tor don’t know what he talk ing about. He must never
seed no mare foal. Who say they can’t have no pain?
Just ’cause she don’t cry? ’Cause she cain’t say it, they
think it ain’t there? If they look in her eyes and see them 
eye balls loll ing back, see the sor row ful look, they’d
know. (Beat.) Anyways the baby come.

PECOLA. And peo ple would have to be nice and the
teach ers would see me, they would re ally look at me in
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my eyes and say, look at pretty-eyed Pecola. We musn’t
do bad things in front of those pretty eyes. Pretty eyes.
Pretty blue eyes. Big blue pretty eyes. I would be very
happy, like Jane, and Shir ley and the candy girl.

MRS. BREEDLOVE. She was a big ole healthy baby. All
big brown eyes and hair. A right smart baby she was. I
used to like to watch her nurse. You know they makes
them greedy sounds when they nurse. Eyes all soft and
wet, like a cross be tween a puppy and a dy ing man. But
I knowed she was ugly, head full of pretty hair, but Lord 
she was ugly.

PECOLA. They are very happy.

(PECOLA closes the book. Lights fade.)

Scene iv

(CLAUDIA and FRIEDA cross to downstage. The
BREEDLOVES stand near them.)

CLAUDIA. The Breedlove’s ug li ness was a unique kind of 
ug li ness.

FRIEDA. No one could have con vinced them that they
were not re lent lessly and ag gres sively ugly.

CLAUDIA. Ex cept for Cholly,
FRIEDA. whose ug li ness had more to do with his be hav -

ior…
CLAUDIA. Mrs. Breedlove and Pecola wore their ug li ness, 

put it on, so to speak, al though it did not be long to them.
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