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My Favorite Short Stories 
 (chronological order) 

 
 

- The Grand Inquisitor, Fyodor Dostoevsky, 1880 
 
In the tale, Christ comes back to earth in Seville at the time of the Inquisition. He 
performs a number of miracles. The people recognize him and adore him, but he is 
arrested by Inquisition leaders and sentenced to be burnt to death the next day. The 
Grand Inquisitor visits him in his cell to tell him that the Church no longer needs him.  
 
- How Much Land Does a Man Need?, Leo Tolstoy, 1886 
 
Busy as we are from childhood tiling mother earth, we peasants have no time to let 
any nonsense settle into out heads. Our only trouble is that we haven’t land enough. If 
I had plenty of land, I shouldn’t fear the Devil himself!  
 
The protagonist of the story is a peasant named Pahóm, who at the beginning 
complains that he does not own enough land to satisfy him. 
 
- The Death of Ivan Ilych, Leo Tolstoy, 1886 
 
Ivan Ilych’s life had been most simple and most ordinary and therefore most terrible. 
 
Ivan Ilyich Golovin, a high court judge in St. Petersburg with a wife and family, lives 
a life spent almost entirely in climbing the social ladder, and his life begins to amass 
more hypocrisy as it goes on. Enduring life with a wife whom he often finds too 
demanding, he works his way up to be a magistrate owing to the influence he has over 
a friend who has just been promoted, focusing more and more on his work as family 
life becomes more miserable. 
 
- The Lady with the Little Dog, Anton Chekhov, 1899  
 
He explained this too, and as he spoke he thought of his assignation, and that not a 
living soul knew of it, or ever would know. He had two lives; one obvious, which 
everyone could see and know, if they were sufficiently interested, a life full of 
conventional truth and conventional fraud, exactly like the lives of his friends and 
acquaintances; and another, which moved underground. And by a strange conspiracy 
of circumstances, everything that was to him important, interesting, vital, everything 
that enabled him to be sincere and denied self-deception and was the very core of his 
being, must dwell hidden away from others, and everything that made him false, a 
mere shape in which he hid himself in order to conceal the truth, as for instance his 
work in the bank, arguments at the club, his favorite gibe about women, going to 
parties with his wife- all this was open. 
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- The Metamorphosis, Franz Kafka, 1912 
 
When Gregor Samsa woke up one morning from unsettling dreams, he found himself 
changed in his bed into a monstrous vermin. He lay on his armour-hard back and 
saw, as he lifted his head up a little, his brown, arched abdomen divided up into rigid 
bow-like sections. From this height the blanket, just about ready to slide off 
completely, could hardly stay in place. His numerous legs, pitifully thin in comparison 
to the rest of his circumference, flickered helplessly before his eyes. 

- Funes the Memorious, Jorge Luis Borges, 1942  

Funes perceives everything in full detail and remembers it all. He remembers, for 
example, the shape of clouds at all given moments, as well as the associated 
perceptions (muscular, thermal, etc.) of each moment. Funes is incapable of Platonic 
ideas, of generalities, of abstraction; his world is one of intolerably uncountable 
details. 
 
 
- The Ones Who Walk Away from Omelas, Ursula K. LeGuin, 1973 
 
Omelas is a utopian city of happiness and delight, whose inhabitants are smart and 
cultured. Everything about Omelas is pleasing, except for the secret of the city: the 
good fortune of Omelas requires that a single unfortunate child be kept in perpetual 
filth, darkness and misery, and that all her citizens should be told of this on coming of 
age. 
 
- Cathedral, Raymond Carver, 1983 

This story is about a man, the narrator, who’s wife is old friends with a blind man. 
The narrator appears to have it all: a lovely, sympathetic wife; enough food on the 
table to keep them happy; and the often underestimated gift of sight. On the outside, it 
would appear as if the narrator could see and the blind man, Robert, was the one 
without sight, but the narrator was metaphorically blinded by his own lack of 
understanding. Although he knew little about the blind visitor, the narrator passed 
judgment on him before even meeting him. 

- Everyman, Philip Roth, 2006  
 
Nothing could extinguish the vitality of that boy whose slender little torpedo of an 
unscathed body once rode the big Atlantic waves from a hundred yards out in the wild 
ocean all the way in to shore. Oh, the abandon of it, and the smell of the salt water 
and the scorching sun! Daylight, he thought, penetrating everywhere, day after 
summer day of that daylight blazing off a living sea . . . 
 
This is the story of a 71-year-old multi-divorced, successful advertising man who is 
facing his physical deterioration and approaching death — without the aid of religion 
or philosophy. 
 
 


