Extracts from Kazuo Ishiguro  The Buried Giant (2015)
[Following the death of King Arthur, Saxons and Britons live in harmony. Along with everyone else in their community, Axl and Beatrice, an elderly Briton couple, suffer from severe selective amnesia that they call the "mist". Although barely able to remember, they feel sure that they once had a son, and they decide to travel to a village several days' walk away to seek him out. They stay at a Saxon village where two ogres have dragged off a boy named Edwin. A visiting Saxon warrior, Wistan, kills the ogres and rescues Edwin who is discovered to have a wound, believed to be an ogre-bite. The superstitious villagers attempt to kill the boy, but Wistan rescues him and joins Axl and Beatrice on their journey, hoping to leave Edwin at the son's village.]
Chap 1:
You would have searched a long time for the sort of winding lane or tranquil meadow for which England later became celebrated. There were instead miles of desolate, uncultivated land;  here and there rough-hewn paths over craggy hills or bleak moorland. Most of the roads left by the Romans would by then have become broken or overgrown, often fading into wilderness. Icy fogs hung over rivers and marshes, serving all too well the ogres that were then still native to this land. The people who lived nearby – one wonders what desperation led them to settle in such gloomy spots – might well have feared these creatures, whose panting breaths could be heard long before their deformed figures emerged from the mist. But such monsters were not cause for astonishment. People would then have regarded them as everyday hazards, and in those days there was so much else to worry about. How to get food out of the hard ground; how not to run out of firewood; how to stop the sickness that could kill a dozen pigs in a single day and produce green rashes on the cheeks of children.
In any case, ogres were not so bad, provide one did not provoke them. One had to accept that every so often, perhaps following some obscure dispute in their ranks, a creature would go come blundering into a village in a terrible rage, and despite shouts and brandishing of weapons, rampage about injuring anyone slow to move out of its path. Or that every so often an ogre might carry a child into the mist. The people of the day had to be philosophical about such outrages.
In one such area on the edge of a vast bog, on the shadow of some jagged hills, lived an elderly couple, Axl and Beatrice. Perhaps these were not their exact full names, but for ease, this is how we will refer to them […]
As I said, this elderly couple lived of the outer fringes of a warren, where their shelter was less protected from the elements and hardly benefitted from the fire of the Great Chamber where everyone congregated at night. Perhaps there had been a time when they had lived closer to the fire; a time when they had lived with their children. In fact it was just such an idea that would drift into Axl’s mind as he lay in his bed during the empty hours before dawn, his wife soundly asleep before him, and then a sense of some unnamed loss would gnaw at his heart, preventing him from returning to his sleep […]
‘You have long set your heart against it I know. But it is time to think of it anew. There’s a journey we must go on, and no more delay.’
‘A journey princess? What sort of journey?’
‘A journey to our son’s village…’ […]
After a while Axl could no longer remember how talk of this journey had started, or what it ever meant to them.

From Chap 7:
Sir Gawain was sitting on a dark mound. It evidently did not make an ideal seat for he was at an odd angle, like a doll about to topple. The candle in his hand illuminated his face and upper torso with wobbling shadows, and he was breathing heavily […]
‘So you are here,’ he said finally, ‘I’m relieved.’
‘You surprise us, Sir Gawain,’ Axl said. ‘What do you mean by hiding yourself here?’
‘I’ve been down here a while and walking before you, friends. Yet with this sword and armour, and my great height which forces me to stumble and go with bowed head, I can’t walk quickly and now and you discover me.’
‘You hardly explain yourself, sir. Why do you walk before us?’
‘To defend you, sir! The melancholy truth is the monks have deceived you. There’s a beast dwells down here and they mean you to perish by it […]’ 

Ending:
‘We’ll talk more of the island, princess,’ [Axl] says.
‘We’ll do that Axl. And with the mist gone, we’ll have plenty to talk of. Does the boatman still stand in the water?’
‘He does, princess. I’ll go now and make my peace with him. 
‘Farewell then, Axl.’
‘Farewell, my one true love.’
I hear him coming through the water. Does he intend a word for me. He spoke of mending our friendship. Yet when I turn he does not look my way, only to the land and the low sun on the cove. Nd neither do I search for his eye. He wades past me, not glancing back. Wait for me on the shore, friend, I say, but he does not hear and wades on.
