
The Paperback Game (for groups of 3 or more) 
 
Here are seven descriptions to seven Philip Pullman books. One person reads 
the description, and the other players write down what they think the first line 
of the story might be, and hand it to the reader. The reader then gives a point 
to the answer that’s closest to the real first line, and the funniest suggestion!   
 
 
The Firework-Maker’s Daughter 
 
Lila doesn't just want to be a Firework-Maker's daughter, she wants to be a 
Firework Maker herself. But although she's learned a lot she still must get 
through the most difficult and dangerous part of her apprenticeship - and her 
father won't tell her what it is. 
 
 
I Was A Rat! 
 
I was a Rat! Roger insists, and insists . . . In fact, when Bob the cobbler and his 
washerwoman wife, Joan, find the young boy abandoned on their doorstep, 
these are the only words he says. And he does have ratty behaviour, it's true. 
 
 
Clockwork 
 
It is a cold winter's night when Karl enters the White Horse Tavern looking 
like he's swallowed a thundercloud. His final task as a clockmaker apprentice is 
to make a new figure for the great clock of Glockenheim. He has not made the 
figure - or got any idea of what it could be, and the unveiling is tomorrow. 
 
Fritz is also in the tavern; there to read aloud his new spooky story. Like Karl, 
he hasn't finished. Well, he knows how the story starts and he knows it's 
called Clockwork - so, with the snow swirling down outside, he sets his story 
going and just has to hope that the ending will come to him as he tells it. 
 
Suddenly, Fritz's story and real life merge in a completely sinister way - and just 
like clockwork it can't be stopped . . . 
 



 
Count Karlstein 
 
Who would dare venture outdoors on All Souls' Eve knowing that Zamiel the 
Demon Huntsman is on the prowl? But evil Count Karlstein has struck a 
bargain with Zamiel - and his two young nieces Charlotte and Lucy stand to 
lose out in the pact. What can the girls do to escape their fate? 
 
 
The Ruby in the Smoke 
 
Soon after Sally Lockhart's father drowns at sea, she receives an anonymous 
letter. The dire warning it contains makes a man die of fear at her feet. 
Determined to discover the truth about her father's death, Sally is plunged into 
a terrifying mystery in the dark heart of Victorian London, at the centre of 
which lies a deadly blood-soaked jewel. 
 
 
Le Belle Sauvage 
 
Malcolm Polstead's Oxford life has been one of routine, ordinary even. 
 
He is happiest playing with his daemon, Asta, in their canoe, La Belle Sauvage. 
But now as the rain builds, the world around Malcolm and Asta is, it seems, set 
to become increasingly far from ordinary. 
 
Finding himself linked to a baby by the name of Lyra Belacqua, Malcolm is 
forced to undertake the challenge of his life and to make a dangerous journey 
that will change him and Lyra for ever . . . 
 

 
Northern Lights 
 
Lyra Belacqua and her animal daemon live half-wild and carefree among 
scholars of Jordan College, Oxford. 
 
The destiny that awaits her will take her to the frozen lands of the Arctic, 
where witch-clans reign and ice-bears fight.  



REAL FIRST LINES 
 
 
The Firework-Maker’s Daughter: A thousand miles ago, in a country east of the 
jungle and south of the mountains, there lived a Firework-Maker called 
Lalchand and his daughter Lila. 
 
 
I Was A Rat!: Old Bob and his wife Joan lived by the market in the house 
where his father and grandfather and great-grandfather had lived before him, 
cobblers all of them, and cobbling was Bob’s trade too. 
 
 
Clockwork: In the old days, when this story took place, time used to run by 
clockwork. 
 
 
Count Karlstein: Peter crouched over the fire, stirring the embers so that the 
sparks swarmed up like imps on the rocky walls of hell. 
 
 
The Ruby in the Smoke: On a cold, restful afternoon in early October, 1872, a 
hansom cab drew up outside the offices of Lockhart and Selby, Shipping 
Agents in the financial heart of London, and a young girl got out and paid the 
driver. 
 
 
La Belle Sauvage: Three miles up the river Thames from the centre of Oxford, 
some distance from where the great colleges of Jordan, Gabriel, Balliol and 
two dozen others contended for mastery in the boat races, out where the city 
was only a collection of towers and spires in the distance over the misty levels 
of Port Meadow, there stood the priory of Godstow, where the gentle nuns 
went about their holy business; and on the opposite bank from the priory there 
was an inn called the Trout. 
 
 
Northern Lights: Lyra and her daemon moved through the darkening Hall, 
taking care to keep to one side, out of sight of the kitchen. 


