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GLAD SCARED

beamed marveled smirked

prayed
trembled shrieked

chimed cheered gulped

whimpered
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Beamed

Whimpered .

Chimed

Prayed

Marveled .
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To show great admiration,

. astonishment or wonder.

Make a prayer hoping the

. worst doesn’t happen

To say something with a
. big smile on the face

Quiet frightened sounds
. like a scared dog

Say something just after
someone else has

. spoken, usually to agree
with them
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Trembled

Cheered

Shrieked

Smirked

Gulped
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Say something in a

. nervous way with a

swallowing action

Say something in a

. mischievous manner
A shout of applause,
. hurrah or encouragement

Say something while

. shaking in fear

Make a short, loud cry
. suddenly because you
are surprised or feel

sudden pain
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\\\ ‘ l I ’ / “Officer, | really have nothing to do with this,”

Andrew, fidgeting nervously on his chair.

“Want to get out of this place?”

Todd, during detention. It was a bad idea but |
was tempted.

“Get this cockroach out of my hair!”

Miel while flailing her arms frantically in the air,
resembling an awkward penguin.

“Hurrah to no homework!”

the class unanimously.
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“Please let me go!”
'\ ,,J Joshua in the hands of the crook.

“This is quite an exquisite piece of jewellery.”

the diamond merchant.

“Please Lord of Mobile Phones, let my phone
be okay or my parents will kill me!”

Hannah before picking her mobile phone from
the ground after accidentally dropping it from
the 21st storey.

. . “You need to be grounded!” Mom said.
“Yes, | agree. Totally!” Heidi
ﬂﬂ in, catching her mother, completely off-quard.
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“No. Don’t hurt me!”

the poor orphan like a sad puppy, hoping his
cruel captor will take pity on him.

“Who wants more of my pancakes?”

Dad from ear to ear, handing us another
mountain of pancakes like it was a dish fit for
gods when in reality it was the worst pancakes
to ever have manifested on Earth.

Page 6 £ ] -
,r!'fi _

Baanomp i s mng b
LT )



