
Interior Monologue Examples

Thought intended only for the character

Excerpt from Bridget Jones’s Diary by Helen Fielding  (personal diary)
“9 A.M. Ugh. Cannot face thought of going to work. Only thing which makes it tolerable is thought of seeing Daniel again, but even that 
is inadvisable since I am fat, have spot on chin, and desire only to sit on cushion eating chocolate and watching Xmas specials. It seems 
wrong and unfair that Christmas, with its stressful and unmanageable �nancial and emotional challenges, should �rst be forced upon 
one wholly against one’s will, then rudely snatched away just when one is starting to get into it.” 

Excerpt from Flowers for Algernon by Daniel Keyes (personal journal)
Mr. Strauss says I shud rite down what I think and evrey thing that happins to me from now on. I dont know why but he says its 
importint so they will see if they will use me. I hope they use me. Miss Kinnian says maybe they can make me smart. I want to be smart. 
My name is Charlie Gordon. I am 37 years old and 2 weeks ago was my brithday. I have nuthing more to rite now so I will close for today.

More general interior thought

Excerpt from Mrs. Dalloway by Virginia Woolf 
“For having lived in Westminster—how many years now? Over twenty,--one feels even in the midst of the tra�c, or waking at night, 
Clarissa was positive, a particular hush, or solemnity; an indescribable pause; a suspense (but that might be her heart, a�ected, they 
said, by in�uenza) before Big Ben strikes. There! Out it boomed. First a warning, musical; then the hour, irrevocable.” 

Excerpt from “In the Heart of the Heart of the Country” by William H. Gass
“I must organize myself. I must, as they say, pull myself together, dump this cat from my lap, stir—yes, resolve, move, do. But do what? 
My will is like the rosy dustlike light in this room: soft di�use, and gently comforting. It lets me do... anything... nothing. My ears hear 
what they happen to; I eat what’s put before me; my eyes see what blunders into them; my thoughts are not thoughts, they are dreams. 
I’m empty or I’m full... depending; and I cannot choose.” 

Stream of consciousness

Excerpt from Ulysses by James Joyce
“Yes because he never did a thing like that before as ask to get his breakfast in bed with a couple of eggs since the City Arms hotel when 
he used to be pretending to be laid up with a sick voice doing his highness to make himself interesting to that old faggot Mrs. Riordan 
that he thought he had a great leg of and she never left us a farthing all for masses for herself…”

Excerpt from Beloved by Toni Morrison
“the air is heavy / I am not dead / I am not / there is a house / there is what she whispered to me / I am where she told me / I am not 
dead / I sit / the sun closes my eyes / when I open them I see the face I lost / Sethe’s is the face that left me / Sethe sees me see her and I 
see the smile / her smiling face is the place for me / it is the face I lost / she is my face smiling at me.”

johnniemazzocco.com                       writingthroughthebody.com


