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Examples of Literary Devices Used by Clive Barker in Abarat
The following excerpts from Abarat will help you with the unit lessons that relate to literary devices, including Lesson Ten on specific sensory images. Page numbers are noted at the beginning of each excerpt.

(1) The storm came up out of the southwest like a fiend, stalking its prey on legs of lightning.

(1) The wind it brought with it was as foul as the devil’s own breath.
(1) The waves were as steep as cliffs.    
(1) The sail shook like a leaf in a tempest.
(1) “Why are you so surprised that the heavens complain?”
(2) It burst the billowing sail of The Lyre, burning a hole right through the canvas, and then plunged into the sea, where it extinguished with a great hissing sound.
(19) The thick fabric of the drapes felt greasy against her palms.
(27) “Chickens are the lifeblood of this town, Candy Quackenbush.”

(28) For some reason Candy had started drawing wavy patterns on the cover of her book . . . tightly set lines, hundreds of them, waving up and down all over the page . . . 


“It’s the sea,” she said quietly.

(36) It stank of chicken excrement and worse.

(42) It was a trick her grandfather had first taught her, listening to the sea in a shell. And though she knew it was just an illusion—the subtle reverberations of the air in the shell’s interior—she was still half persuaded by it; half certain she heard the sound of waves, as if the shell still had some memory of its life in the ocean. She listened. There it was.

(54) Candy’s heart was thumping so hard she could hear her pulse in her head. 

(58) Mischief was playing David to Shape’s Goliath out there.

(78) “What you carry is of great significance. It can’t be allowed to fall into Shape’s hands. Or rather, into the hands of his master.”

(115) The smell of burned meat and spilled beer.
(138) Behind her, Candy heard a whirring sound.

(160) The pastry was doughy, perhaps undercooked, but the filling was extremely sweet, with an odd, almost peppery edge.
(176)   “May I?” said Ignacio.


“Help yourself.”


“Pity to let it go to waste.”

(193) Shot from the sky, the moth fell and fell and fell.

(198) Every fear that had ever chilled the human heart was here on Gorgossium. All assembled at that terrible Hour when the past slips away from us and we are left in the dark, not knowing what will come next. If anything.

(201) “I will put myself between you and Death itself.”

(205) Carrion took off one of his gloves and put his bare hand up into the wind, his lips drawing back. They had been permanently scarred, those lips, by something that his grandmother had done to him many, many years before. Hearing him use the word love, Mater Motley had sewn his lips together, and left him that way, speechless and hungry, for the space of a day.

(205) “I’m waiting for you. Come to me. Come to me. Come to me.”

(214) She snuffed hard, swallowing her salty tears.

(231) “There’s more to my island than darkness and death.”

(241) It made a foul retching sound and suddenly regurgitated the contents of its five stomachs in a noisome torrent that struck Geneva with such force it threw her across the deck. Her sword went out of her hand and spun across the boards.

(247) Its stinging, rancid blood, along with a wave of heat from its pierced lung.
(247) The dragon opened its mouth, expelling the stench of its stomachs.

(254) It didn’t fall to the left or right. It sank upon itself down into the bloodstained waters, descending so gracefully that it was gone from sight with scarcely a bubble.

(263) “My feet are killing me.”

(271) It was like pushing her fingers into cold fat.

(360) “Before the greenery thinks about swallowing you up again.”

(375) [Candy was] safe aboard the nameless boat that had come to find her.
(375) He was like a ghost haunting his own house.

(381) She felt [the feathers] brushing against her face, some of them leaving little trails of blood. Horrible.

(various pages) --Christopher Carrion, Mater Motley, Widow White, “planted” plastic pinwheels, Candy Quackenbush, legs of lightning, worse for wear, repugnant specks of rabidity

