LISTEN AND THEN READ THE POEM.

When I am ill, I go to bed

And on the pillow lay my head.

The doctor comes and says, “Dear me,

Whatever can the matter be?”

He feels my pulse and sees my tongue,

He tests my heart and then each lung;

He asks how old I am, and then

He takes his paper and his pen

And makes a note of things that taste

SO HORRID,

That I'm sure it's waste

To take them.

But he says “Each noon

Take this,

And you'll be better soon.”
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MATCH THE FOLLOWING PHRASES

OH NMpPOBEpPSET MOEe cepaue
Tebe BcKope OyzeT aydie
MoTOM OH OepeT CEBOIO PYYKY
KaxAblH AeHb MIPHHHMAH 3TO
Ha MOAYIUKY

OH OCMATpHBAaeT MOH A3BIK

s yBepeH/a

OH MpOBepSAeT KaXKAOEe AETKOe
OH CIpalIHBaeT

AOKTOP NMPHXOAHT

s KAQAy CBOO I'OAOBY
AOKTOP rOBOPHT

Korza st 6oaen

CKOABKO MHE A€eT

HMEIOT TAKOH y¥KacCHBIH BKyC

OH NnpoBepsieT (LULynaeT) MOH
NyABC

YTO K€ 3a NPUYHHA MOXKeT
OBITEH?

OH 3aIHCBIBAET
Ooike moit
3aTem OH Deper Oymary

A HAY B KpOBaTh
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I'm sure

Whatever can the matter be?

he makes a note

each noon take this

I go to bed

you'll be better soon
the doctor says

he tests my heart
taste so horrid

Dear me!

he takes his paper then
I lay my head

he sees my tongue
then he takes his pen
he tests each lung
the doctor comes
when I am ill

how old I am

on the pillow

he asks

he feels my pulse



