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Verse 1
Looking in the mirror but you’re blind.
Dreaming that you had the bluest eyes.
But you’re so crazy can’t you see.
Just how beautiful you are to me.

Chorus
You are beautiful, beautiful, beautiful, 
You are beautiful, beautiful, beautiful
You are beautiful, beautiful, beautiful to me.

Verse
Don’t think you’re average cause you’re a ten.
And to tell you that don’t look to any men.
Because you should already know it’s true.
Stop worrying about the world’s view of you.

Chorus
Because you are beautiful, beautiful, beautiful, 
You are beautiful, beautiful, beautiful
You are beautiful, beautiful, beautiful to me.

You are beautiful, beautiful, beautiful, 
You are beautiful, beautiful, beautiful
You are beautiful, beautiful, beautiful to me.

Reasoning for writing Song

  In my English class the students student were given an assignment to do a project on 
our independent reading books. We were given many choices and we could also 
choose to make up our own project. This was very new to me. At my old should we just 
wrote book reports. We only had one option but now I had many. I got stuck on what I 
should do. Then I began to think about what I like to do. I thought that I should mix 
business with pleasure so I decided to write a song. I really enjoy singing. 

     The book that inspired me to write this song was “The Bluest Eye.” In the story a 
young girl named Pecola has experienced many tuff situations in her life. Her father is 
an alcohol addict and her parents constantly bicker. These problems lead Pecola to live 
with another family. Pecola believes that her blackness is ugly and a curse but admires 
Shirley Temple for her whiteness. She believes that being white and having blue eyes 
will make her life easier. Pecola has also experienced things that dramacilly changed 
her life. Her father Cholly raped her. One day he came home drunk and raped her. 
When Pecola told her mother what happened she didn’t believe her. Peacola visits a 
physics and ask her for the bluest eyes. She doesn’t grant her wish but instead 



positions her dog. Pecola goes crazy and moves to the end of town. She is always 
looking in a mirror and believes that her eyes are blue.

    If I had a chance to speak to Pecola I would want to let her know that she’s fine the 
way she is. That she doesn’t need blue eyes to be accepted by anybody.


