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SYNOPSIS




“The White Ship” by H. P. Lovecraft follows Basil Elton, a solitary lighthouse keeper who encounters a mysterious white ship that arrives under the moonlight. Drawn aboard, he travels across enchanted seas toward strange and beautiful realms that seem to exist beyond the boundaries of the waking world. Blending dreamlike imagery with philosophical reflection, the tale explores wonder, longing, and the timeless human desire to reach distant, idealized horizons.
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NOTICE




This text is a work in the public domain and reflects the norms, values and perspectives of its time. Some readers may find parts of this content offensive or disturbing, given the evolution in social norms and in our collective understanding of issues of equality, human rights and mutual respect. We ask readers to approach this material with an understanding of the historical era in which it was written, recognizing that it may contain language, ideas or descriptions that are incompatible with today's ethical and moral standards.




Names from foreign languages will be preserved in their original form, with no translation.
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I

am Basil Elton, keeper of the North Point light that my father and grandfather

kept before me. Far from the shore stands the gray lighthouse, above sunken

slimy rocks that are seen when the tide is low, but unseen when the tide is

high. Past that beacon for a century have swept the majestic barques of the

seven seas. In the days of my grandfather there were many; in the days of my

father not so many; and now there are so few that I sometimes feel strangely

alone, as though I were the last man on our planet.




From

far shores came those white-sailed argosies of old; from far Eastern shores

where warm suns shine and sweet odors linger about strange gardens and gay

temples. The old captains of the sea came often to my grandfather and told him

of these things, which in turn he told to my father, and my father told to me

in the long autumn evenings when the wind howled eerily from the East. And I

have read more of these things, and of many things besides, in the books men

gave me when I was young and filled with wonder.




But

more wonderful than the lore of old men and the lore of books is the secret

lore of ocean. Blue, green, gray, white, or black; smooth, ruffled, or

mountainous; that ocean is not silent. All my days have I watched it and

listened to it, and I know it well. At first it told to me only the plain

little tales of calm beaches and near ports, but with the years it grew more

friendly and spoke of other things; of things more strange and more distant in

space and in time. Sometimes at twilight the gray vapors of the horizon have

parted to grant me glimpses of the ways beyond; and sometimes at night the deep

waters of the sea have grown clear and phosphorescent, to grant me glimpses of

the ways beneath. And these glimpses have been as often of the ways that were

and the ways that might be, as of the ways that are; for ocean is more ancient

than the mountains, and freighted with the memories and the dreams of Time.
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