Слова недели
Переведи слова. В помощь пользуйся списком слов второй главы.
	To snort, marvel(l)ous, rather crestfallen, to face boldly, to say humbly, to add accusingly, to bark, evidently, to grunt (to give a grunt), suspiciously, a sleeping roll, an animal hide, a slit cut, a safety pin


Заполни таблицу. Тренируй чтение транскрипции и правописание слов. Подчеркни особенности чтения сложных слов. Переведи слова.

	Транскрипция
	Правописание
слова
	Часть речи и характеристика
	Перевод
	Синоним

	[snɔːt $ snɔːrt]

	
	
	
	

	[ˈmɑːvələs $ ˈmɑːr-]

	
	
	
	

	[ˈrɑːðə $ ˈræðər]

	
	
	
	

	[ˈkrestˌfɔːlən $ -ˌfɒːl-]

	
	
	
	

	[feɪs]

	
	
	
	

	[bəʊld $ boʊld]

	
	
	
	

	[ˈhʌmbəl]

	
	
	
	

	[əˈkjuːzɪŋ]
[bɑːk $ bɑːrk]

	
	
	
	

	[ˈevədəntli $ -dənt-, -dent-]

	
	
	
	

	[ɡrʌnt]

	
	
	
	

	[səˈspɪʃəs]

	
	
	
	

	 [rəʊl $ roʊl]

	
	
	
	

	[haɪd]

	
	
	
	

	[slɪt]

	
	
	
	

	[ˈseɪfti]

	
	
	
	

	[pɪn]

	
	
	
	


Тренируй перевод предложений из второй главы со словами недели.
	The Indian walked around it three times slowly, went down on hands and knees and crawled in through the flap, came out again after a minute, tugged at the felt, stood back to look at the poles, and finally gave a fairly satisfied grunt. 

	After another grunt, the Indian said, Drink!

	The tepee was pinned together at the back with a couple of safety pins and a slit cut for an entrance, the whole thing looked pretty good, especially with the poles sticking up through a hole in the top.

	Omri fished out one of Action Man’s sleeping rolls. 

	“Oh,” said Omri, rather crestfallen. You mean it’s not good enough.”

	Omri would have liked to feel the Indian all over, his tiny arms and legs, his hair, his ears, almost too small to see – yet when he saw how the Indian, who was altogether in his power, faced him boldly and hid his fear, he lost all desire to handle him – he felt it was cruel, and insulting the Indian, who was no longer his plaything but a person who had to be respected.

	«Hm!» snorted Little Bear with a superior look. 

	«What?» he barked, after smelling Coca-Cola.

	He was real, a real flesh-and-blood person! It was too marvelous. 

	«Too big,» he said. «Like you,» he added accusingly.

	He couldn't finish the corn but evidently liked it.

	«You son of chief?» the Indian shot at Omri fiercely. «No,» said Omri humbly. 

	The tepee was fawn-colored, fortunately, and looked rather like animal hide. 

	«What?» he asked suspiciously. 


