
Modern, Mundane Epiphanies 

Compare the following 3 endings. Identify each epiphany. Consider HOW they 
are epiphanies and WHY they could be defined as modernist. 

“Araby” (Joyce) 

Observing me, the young lady came over and asked me did I wish to buy anything. The tone of her voice 
was not encouraging; she seemed to have spoken to me out of a sense of duty. I looked humbly at the 
great jars that stood like eastern guards at either side of the dark entrance to the stall and murmured:​
​
'No, thank you.'​
​
The young lady changed the position of one of the vases and went back to the two young men. They 
began to talk of the same subject. Once or twice the young lady glanced at me over her shoulder.​
​
I lingered before her stall, though I knew my stay was useless, to make my interest in her wares seem the 
more real. Then I turned away slowly and walked down the middle of the bazaar. I allowed the two 
pennies to fall against the sixpence in my pocket. I heard a voice call from one end of the gallery that the 
light was out. The upper part of the hall was now completely dark.​
​
Gazing up into the darkness I saw myself as a creature driven and derided by vanity; and my eyes burned 
with anguish and anger. 
 

“Soldier’s Home” (Hemingway) 

"I didn't mean it," he said. "I was just angry at something. I didn't mean I didn't love you."  
… 
Krebs felt sick and vaguely nauseated.  
"I know, Mummy," he said. "I'll try and be a good boy for you."  
"Would you kneel and pray with me, Harold?" his mother asked.  
They knelt down beside the dining-room table and Krebs's mother prayed.  
"Now, you pray, Harold," she said.  
"I can't," Krebs said.  
"Try, Harold." 
"I can't."  
"Do you want me to pray for you?"  
"Yes."  
So his mother prayed for him and then they stood up and Krebs kissed his mother and went out of the 

house. He had tried so to keep his life from being complicated. Still, none of it had touched him. He had 
felt sorry for his mother and she had made him lie. He would go to Kansas City and get a job and she 
would feel all right about it. There would be one more scene maybe before he got away. He would not go 
down to his father's office. He would miss that one. He wanted his life to go smoothly. It had just gotten 
going that way. Well, that was all over now, anyway. He would go over to the schoolyard and watch 
Helen play indoor baseball. 



“A & P” (Updike) 

Lengel sighs and begins to look very patient and old and gray. He's been a friend of my parents for years. 
"Sammy, you don't want to do this to your Mom and Dad," he tells me. It's true, I don't. But it seems to 
me that once you begin a gesture it's fatal not to go through with it. I fold the apron, "Sammy" stitched in 
red on the pocket, and put it on the counter, and drop the bow tie on top of it. The bow tie is theirs, if 
you've ever wondered. "You'll feel this for the rest of your life," Lengel says, and I know that's true, too, 
but remembering how he made that pretty girl blush makes me so scrunchy inside I punch the No Sale 
tab and the machine whirs "pee-pul" and the drawer splats out. One advantage to this scene taking place 
in summer, I can follow this up with a clean exit, there's no fumbling around getting your coat and 
galoshes, I just saunter into the electric eye in my white shirt that my mother ironed the night before, 
and the door heaves itself open, and outside the sunshine is skating around on the asphalt.  
 
I look around for my girls, but they're gone, of course. There wasn't anybody but some young married 
screaming with her children about some candy they didn't get by the door of a powder-blue Falcon 
station wagon. Looking back in the big windows, over the bags of peat moss and aluminum lawn 
furniture stacked on the pavement, I could see Lengel in my place in the slot, checking the sheep 
through. His face was dark gray and his back stiff, as if he'd just had an injection of iron, and my stomach 
kind of fell as I felt how hard the world was going to be to me hereafter.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



SHORT STORY TIMED WRITE 

 In your journal—10 minutes 

 

Explain how one of these three authors (Joyce, Hemingway, 
Updike) used an epiphany to situate their main character in the 
“modern” world. In other words, what does the nature of the 
epiphany tell us about the author’s philosophical stance on life? 


