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Practice!
Imagine you are being chased by a bully. What would you write for internal monologue in the moment? What would you write for reflection 10 years later? Remember to consider the differences in these techniques before writing.



How does reflection differ from internal monologue?





How does internal monologue differ from reflection?





How are they alike?





the thoughts going on inside a character’s mind in the middle of the action of a story


It can be used to show feelings of          confusion or separation from the action             .





2. Reflection





Internal Monologue and Reflection





1. Internal Monologue





Formatting: italics, otherwise just like dialogue


The narrator is speaking in present tense.

















when a narrator reflects on or philosophizes about the deeper meaning of an event


It can be used to show a mature or wise perspective





The narrator is speaking in past tense.











Reflection:





Internal Monologue:











Here are some amazing professional examples for you to consider:




















INTERNAL MONOLOGUE EXAMPLES





John explained that he was late leaving Beacon, as when he set out he met a gaggle of boys launching a makeshift raft.


“They were headed for Manhattan.”


Marvelous, I thought.


“They didn’t have any water,” he said. “I had to go buy them water.”





Fox-Rogers, Susan. “If You Are Lucky.”





Stepping out of the car air-conditioning that day was like entering that picture. How weird, I thought, the air’s so cool, for in Leechfield blue sky meant suffocating heat. Also, the smell of evergreen was dislocating, for it conjured the turpentine in Mother’s studio.





Karr, Mary. The Liar’s Club.





REFLECTION EXAMPLE





…Beyond Mother’s tired profile, the fireflies blinked in batches under spreading mist like little birthday cakes lighting up and getting blown out.


I didn’t think this particularly beautiful or noteworthy at the time, but only do so now. The sunset we drove into that day was luminous, glowing; we weren’t.


Though we should have glowed, for what Mother told absolved us all, in a way. All the black crimes we believed ourselves guilty of were myths, stories we’d cobbled together out of fear. We expected no good news interspersed with the bad. Only the dark aspect of any story sank in. I never knew despair could lie. So at the time, I only felt the car hurtling like some cold steel capsule I’d launched into onrushing dark.


It’s only looking back that I believe the clear light of truth should have filled us, like the legendary grace that carries a broken body past all manner of monsters. I’m thinking of the cool tunnel of white light the spirit might fly into at death, or so some have reported after coming back from various car wrecks and heart failures and drownings, courtesy of defib paddles and electricity, or after some kneeling samaritan’s breath was blown into stalled lungs so they could gasp again. Maybe such reports are just death’s neurological fireworks, the brain’s last light show. If so, that’s a lie I can live with.


Still, the image pleases me enough: to slip from the body’s tight container and into some luminous womb, gliding there without effort till the distant shapes grow brighter and more familiar, till all your beloveds hover before you, their lit arms held out in welcome. 





Karr, Mary. The Liar’s Club. New York: Penguin Books, 1995. p. 320











