Read the dialogue and think of a title for it.
It's seven o'clock in the morning. Robert is in bed. He doesn't
want to get up. His mother comes in.
Mother: Morning, dear! It's seven o'clock. And you are in bed! Get up! Get up! Do your exercises and take a shower. It's time to have breakfast and go to school. Come on!
Robert: Oh, Mum, I can't go to school today.
Mother: Why?
Robert: I'm ill.
Mother: Are you?
Robert: I am. I would like to read now. Could you give me the book that I'm reading now?
Mother: Here it is.
Robert: Thanks. ... and my toys, please.
Mother: Here you are. And what do you want for breakfast? Do you want porridge? 
Robert: No, I don't.
Mother: Would you like to have a glass of milk? 
Robert: No.
Mother: Have a cup of tea with milk then.
Robert: I don't want porridge! I don't want milk, I don't want tea! 
Mother: What do you want then? 

Robert: I want three ice-creams and juice. And for dinner I want bananas, apples and sweets. 

Mother: Oh, Robert, now I see that you are not ill. You don't want to go to school!!!
A Poem
By Ma.se/ield
One road leads to London, 
One road runs to Wales,
 My road leads me seaward
s To the white dipping sails.
 One road leads to the river
 As it goes singing slow,

 My road leads to shipping
 Where the bronzed sailors go.
 My road calls me, lures me

 West, east, south and north. 
Most roads lead men homewards.
 My road leads me forth.
Heart's in the Highlands
By R. Burns
My heart's in the Highlands, my heart
is not here,
My heart's in the Highlands, a-chasing
the deer,

A-chasing the wild deer and following
the roc —
My heart's in the Highlands, wherever
                                                        I go.

Farewell to the Highlands, farewell to
the North,
The birthplace of valour, the country
                                                 of worth!
Wherever I wander, wherever I rove,

The Hills of the Highlands for ever I love.

My heart's in the Highlands, my heart
    is not here,

My heart's in the Highlands, a-chasing
    the deer,
A-chasing the wild deer and following
                                              the roe —
My heart's in the Highlands, wherever I go.
TRAVELLING

I like to ride in a bright red tram
 On a fine and sunny day 
And hear it going clang! clang! clang! 
When some one is in the way.
I like to ride in a railway train 
Through tunnels dark and Wide,
 Over the bridges crossing the  river.
 I feel so safe inside.
But an airplane is the best of all,
 It flies so very high 
That people look like tiny dots,
And clouds go sailing by.
