Match the words to the sentences

bad, better, chicken, everybody, lower, lunch, shook,
sorry, treasure, you

LauncHpan: Either the water is getting higher or the roof is getting
(1)
pewe: What a ride!

ouie: Yeah. | wouldn't mind doing it again. Now that | know you can
live through it.

Launcrpeap: At least we're all OK.

scrooae mcouck: Speak for yourself. | just lost the treasure of the
century.

wessy: Here, Uncle Scrooge. You can have this back if it'll make you
feel (2)

scrooae mcouck: That's all right, dear. It took me 40 years to find that
treasure and | plan to get it back, even if it takes another 40.

ouon: Hello? Merlock? Scrooge? Where is (3) ?

MERLOCK: They have vanished.
ouon: But how?

meriock: With the lamp, you fool. And you will help me get it back, or
their sting will seem like a tickle compared with mine.

DUCKBURG, 2 DAYS LATER.

mrs reatersy: Duckburg Daily News on line one, sir.

scrooGe mcouck: FOr what?



wmrs Featherey: | believe they want to ask what happened with the
treasure.

scrooce mcouck: None of your business. Every time | get my mind off
the treasure, the press has to press me about it again.

wmrs reatherey: Well, | have some news that might cheer you up.
scrooce mcouck: What's that?

mrs Featherey: YOU've finally received your invitation to the
Archaeological Society ball.

scrooae mcouck: | cannot face those old fossils again. Every year | tell
them "I'll find Collie Baba's (4) " And every year |
come back empty-handed.

mrs FeatHersy: BUut you did have it for a little while.
scrooce Mcouck: Does everyone have to remind me?

MRs FEATHERBY: (D)

scrooae mcouck: | cannot work, Mrs Featherby. I'm going home.

wmrs seakte: BUt what about your (6) ?

scrooce mcouck: Sell it.
wmrs seakLey: Here's the polish, Webbigail.

wessv: Thanks, Grammy. As soon as I'm done polishing my teapot,
we can have a tea party with all my dollies.

nuev: Thanks for the warning.



puckworTH: Excuse me, ma'am. But I've been summoned to pick up
Mr McDuck. Apparently, he's having another one of his chipper
days.

wrs seaktey: Oh, dear.

nue: Maybe we'd better play outside today.
wessy: Hey.

nue: What?

wessy: It-it (7) . See?

ouie: Quackaroonie!

nue: Well, there's nothing in it.

oewev: What is it, a Mexican jumping lamp?

senie: Wonder of wonders! I'm free at last. Shabooey!
oue: It's a genie, isn't it?

pewey: [t's not the tooth fairy.

oue: What the?

sene: Who are (8) ? Where's Collie Baba? Did Rome
fall yet?

wessv: We-we rubbed the lamp. We're sorry if we did anything
(9)
senie: My new masters. | am eternally grateful. Finally, there's room

to stretch. My foot's been asleep for six centuries. Hey, cool
kasbah. Mind if | look around? Cold food closet. Where do you




hang the (10) ? Wait, wait, don't tell me. A rug
beater?




Answers:

aunceea: Either the water is getting higher or the roof is getting
(1)lower.

pewey: What a ride!

ouie: Yeah. | wouldn't mind doing it again. Now that | know you can
live through it.

aunchean: At least we're all OK.

scrooce Mcouck: Speak for yourself. | just lost the treasure of the
century.

wessv: Here, Uncle Scrooge. You can have this back if it'll make you
feel (2)better.

scrooce Mcouck: That's all right, dear. It took me 40 years to find that
treasure and | plan to get it back, even if it takes another 40.

ouon: Hello? Merlock? Scrooge? Where is (3)everybody?
mertock: 1hey have vanished.
puon: But how?

meriock: With the lamp, you fool. And you will help me get it back, or
their sting will seem like a tickle compared with mine.

DUCKBURG, 2 DAYS LATER.

mrs reatherey: Duckburg Daily News on line one, sir.
scrooGe mcouck: FOr what?

mrs Featherey: | believe they want to ask what happened with the
treasure.



scrooce mcouck: None of your business. Every time | get my mind off
the treasure, the press has to press me about it again.

wmrs reatherey: Well, | have some news that might cheer you up.
scrooce mcouck: What's that?

mrs Featherey: YOU've finally received your invitation to the
Archaeological Society ball.

scrooae mcouck: | cannot face those old fossils again. Every year | tell
them "I'll find Collie Baba's (4)treasure." And every year | come
back empty-handed.

mrs FeatHersy: BUut you did have it for a little while.

scrooce Mcouck: Does everyone have to remind me?

MRS FEATHERBY: (S)M

scrooae mcouck: | cannot work, Mrs Featherby. I'm going home.
mrs seakte: But what about your (6)lunch?

scrooce mcouck: Sell it.

wmrs eakLey: Here's the polish, Webbigail.

wessv: Thanks, Grammy. As soon as I'm done polishing my teapot,
we can have a tea party with all my dollies.

uev: Thanks for the warning.

puckworTH: Excuse me, ma'am. But I've been summoned to pick up
Mr McDuck. Apparently, he's having another one of his chipper
days.



wvrs seakte: Oh, dear.

Huer: Maybe we'd better play outside today.

wessy: Hey.

nue: What?

weesy: [t-it (7)shook. See?

ouie: Quackaroonie!

nue: Well, there's nothing in it.

pewev: What is it, a Mexican jumping lamp?

senie: Wonder of wonders! I'm free at last. Shabooey!
oue: It's a genie, isn't it?

pewey: It's not the tooth fairy.

oue: What the?

senie: Who are (8)you? Where's Collie Baba? Did Rome fall yet?

wess: We-we rubbed the lamp. We're sorry if we did anything
(9)had.

senie: My new masters. | am eternally grateful. Finally, there's room
to stretch. My foot's been asleep for six centuries. Hey, cool
kasbah. Mind if | look around? Cold food closet. Where do you
hang the (10)chicken? Wait, wait, don't tell me. A rug beater?



