
Interior Monologue Examples

Thought intended only for the character or private recipient

Excerpt from Anne Frank’s Tales from a Secret Annex by Anne Frank
“They had positioned themselves under the staircase and waited. Nothing happened. Then all of a sudden they heard a couple of bangs, as if 
two doors had been slammed shut inside the house. Pim bounded up the stairs, while Peter went to warn Dussel, who �nally presented himself 
upstairs, though not without kicking up a fuss and making a lot of noise. Then we all tiptoed in our stockinged feet to the van Daan family on 
the next �oor. Mr. van D. had a bad cold and had already gone to bed, so we gathered around his bedside and discussed our suspicions in a 
whisper.”

Excerpt from Between the World and Me by Ta-Nehisi Coates (letter to his son)
“And I am afraid. I feel the fear most acutely whenever you leave me. But I was afraid long before you, and in this I was unoriginal. When I was 
your age the only people I knew were black, and all of them were powerfully, adamantly, dangerously afraid. I had seen this fear all my young 
life, though I had not always recognized it as such.”

More general interior thought

Excerpt from The Possibility of Everything by Hope Edelman
“Uzi says I struggle with this because I have trouble relinquishing control. I don't entirely disagree, but I think it's more that I have trouble giving 
up responsibility. For Maya's �rst two years, while Uzi was pulling ninety- hour weeks launching a dot- com start- up, I did all the evening shifts 
at home alone. I was the one who mashed Maya's peas with the blue whale fork, cut her chicken into bite- size cubes, and wiped ketchup 
smears from her chin with a damp paper towel. Before I went back to teaching and Carmen moved in to help, I was the one who scraped the 
dinner residue o� all the plates, sponged down the table, and refrigerated the leftovers. In the Tupperware I've had since college. Isn't that 
what mothers are supposed to do?”

Excerpt from Safekeeping: Some True Stories from Life by Abigail Thomas
“I am remembering this time just before I knew you, and then I knew you, and then you died. It makes the parentheses within which I lived 
most of my life. Not knowing you, knowing you, and then you died. Twenty-seven years. A long time. You introduced my kids to a dining room 
table, you liked to joke proudly. Sometimes we sang songs. You were impressed. I knew the words to everything.”

Stream of consciousness

Excerpt from Brown Girl Dreaming by Jacqueline Woodson
“I am born as the south explodes, / too many people too many years / enslaved then emancipated / but not free, the people / who look like me 
/ keep �ghting / and marching / and getting killed / so that today— / February 12, 1963 / and every day from this moment on, / brown children, 
like me, can grow up / free. Can grow up / learning and voting and walking and riding / wherever we want.”

Excerpt from I Don’t Want to Be Crazy by Samantha Schutz
“I don’t understand what’s happening. / I am sitting in Writing Seminar / and it feels like my hands are shaking, / like I’ve got a tremor. / I try 
hard to focus, stare at my hands, / but I can’t tell whether or not they’re shaking. / I don’t understand why I can’t tell. / I should be able to tell / if 
my own hands are shaking. / My eyesight can’t be trusted. / I’d try sitting on my hands, / but that would make people stare, / if they haven’t 
already noticed the shaking. / I try clasping my hands together, / but that’s no good, either. / I can see myself with my hands together, / banging 
them up and down on the desk / like a piston, like a cartoon sledgehammer. / I see myself doing it, / but I know I’m not. / I can’t be. / If I were, 
people would be staring.”
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