« The end of innocence » 
« He staggered to his feet , tensed for more terrors, and looked up at a huge peaked cap. It was a white-topped cap, and above the green shade of the peak was a crown, an anchor, gold foliage. He saw white drill, epaulettes, a revolver, a row of gilt buttons down the front of a uniform.  […] The officier looked at Ralph doubtfully for a moment, then took his hand away from the butt of the revolver. « Hullo. » Squirming a little, conscious of his filthy appearance, Ralph answered shyly. « Hullo. » The officier nodded as if a question had been answered. « Are there any adults-any grown-ups with you ? » Dumbly, Ralph shook his head. He turned a half-pace on the sand. A semi-circle of little boys, their body streaked with colored clay, sharp sticks in their hands, were standing on the beach making no noise at all. « Fun and games, » said the officier. The fire reached the coconut palms by the beach and swallowed them noisily. A flame, seemingly detached, swung like an acrobat and licked up the palm heads on the plateform. The sky was black. The officer grinned cheerfully at Ralph. « We saw your smoke. What have you been doing ? Having a war or something ? » Ralph nodded. The officer inspected the little scarecrow in front of him. The kid needed a bath, a hair-cut, a nose-wip and a good deal of ointment. « Nobody killed, I hope ? Any dead bodies ? » « Only two. And they’ve gone. » The officer leaned down and looked closely at Ralph. « Two ? Killed ? » Ralph nodded again. Behind him, the whole island was shuddering with flame. The officer knew, as a rule, when people were telling the truth. He wistled softly. Other boys were appearing now, tiny tots some of them, brown with the distended bellies of small savages. One of them came close to the officer and looked up. « I’m, I’m- » But there was no more to come. Percival Wemys Madison sought in his head for an incantation that had faded clean away. The officer turned back to Ralph. « We’ll take you off. How many of you are there ? » Ralph shooked his head. The officer looked past him to the group of painted boys. « Who’s boss here ? » « I am, » said Ralph loudly. A little boy who wore the remains of an extraordinary black cap on his red hair and who carried the remains of a pair of spectacles at his waist, started forward, then changed his mind and stood still. « We saw your smoke. And you don’t know how many of you there are ? » « No, sir. » « I should have thought, » said the officer as he visualized the search before him, « I should have thought that a pack of British boys- you’re all Britsh aren’t you ? –would have been able to put up a batter show than that – I mean –» « It was like that at first, » said Ralph, « before things –» He stopped. « We were together then –» The officer nodded helpfully. « I know. Jolly good show. Like the Coral Island. » Ralph looked at him dumbly. For a moment he had a fleeting picture of the strange glamour that had once invested the beaches. But the island was scorched up like dead wood- Simon was dead- and Jack had… The tears began to flow and sobs shook him. He gave himself up to them now for the first time on the island ; great, shuddering spasm of grief that seemed to wrench his whole body. His voice rose under the black smoke before the burning wreckage of the island ; and infected by that emotion, the other little boys began to shake and sob too. And in the middle of them, with filthy body, matted hair, and unwiped nose, Ralph wept for the end of innocence, the darkness of man’s heart, and the fall through the air* of the true, wise friend called Piggy. »   William Golding, Lord of the flies (1954)   

  « MA » JOAD   « Ma was heavy, but not fat ; thick with child-bearing and work. She wore a loose Mother Hubbard of grey cloth in which there had once been coloured flowers, but the colour was washed out now, so that the small flowered pattern was only a little lighter grey than the background. The dress came down to her ankles, and her strong, broad, bare feet moved quickly and deftly over the floor. Her thin, steel-grey hair was gathered in a sparse wispy knot at the back of her head. Strong, freckled arms were bare to the elbow, and her hands were chubby and delicate, like those of a plump little girl. She looked out into the sunshine. Her full face was not soft ; it was controlled, kindly. Her hazel eyes seemed to have experienced all possible tragedy and to have mounted pain and suffering like steps into a high calm and a superman understanding. She seemed to know, to accept, to welcome her position, the citadel of the family, the strong place that could not be taken. And since old Tom and the children could not know hurt or fear unless she acknowledged hurt and fear, she had practised denying them in herself. And since, when a joyful thing happened, they looked to see wether joy was on her, it was her habit to build up laughter out of inadequate materials. But better than joy was calm. Imperturbability could be depended upon. And from her great and humble position in the family she had taken dignity and a clean calm beauty. From her position as healer, her hands had grown sure and cool and quiet ; from her position as arbitrer she had become as remote and faultless in judgement as a goddess. She seemed to know that if she swayed the family shook, and if she ever really deeply wavered or despaired the family would fall, the family will to function would be gone. »   John Steinbeck, The Grapes of Wrath, 1939     

« Into the Wild »   - Outdoorsman. What’s your fascination with all that stuff? - I’m going to Alaska. - Alaska, Alaska? Or city Alaska? Because they do have markets in Alaska. The city of Alaska. Not in Alaska. In the city of Alaska, they have markets. - No, man. Alaska, Alaska. I’m gonna be all the way out there, all the way fucking out there. Just on my own. You know, no fucking watch, no map, no axe, no nothing. No nothing. Just be out there. Just be out there in it. You know, big mountains, rivers, sky, game. Just be out there in it, you know? In the wild. - In the wild. - Just wild! - Yeah. What are you doing when we’re there? Now you’re in the wild, what are we doing? - You’re just living, man. You’re just there, in that moment, in that special place and time. Maybe when I get back, I can write a book about my travels. - Yeah. Why not? - You know, about getting out of this sick society. Society! Wayne Westerberg: [Il tousse] Society! Society! - Society, man! You know, society! Cause, you know what I don’t understand? I don’t understand why people, why every fucking person is so bad to each other so fucking often. It doesn’t make sense to me. Judgment. Control. All that, the whole spectrum. Well, it just... - What “people” we talking about? - You know, parents, hypocrites, politicians, pricks. - This is a mistake. It’s a mistake to get too deep into all that kind of stuff. Alex, you’re a hell of a young guy, a hell of a young guy. But I promise you this. You’re a young guy! Can’t be juggling blood and fire all the time!
