
For	each	of	the	following	speech	acts	(clauses	in	bold),	indicate	the	type	of	speech	act	.	
	
	(Lily	and	Marshall	sitting	at	table,	Marshall	typing	at	laptop)	
Future	Ted	V.O.:	Now	ever	since	Marshall	put	that	ring	on	her	finger,	Lily	had	been,	well,	extra	
affectionate.		
Marshall:	Baby,	no.	I	have	a	25-page	paper	on	constitutional	law	due	Monday,	I've	barely	started	
Lily:	Hey,	I'm	just	sitting	here,	wearing	my	ring,	my	beautiful	ring.	Kinda	makes	wearing	other	
stuff	seem	wrong.	Like	my	shirt.	I	kinda	don't	wanna	wear	my	shirt	anymore.	Or	my	underwear.	
That's	right,	I'm	not	wearing	any.		
	(Marshall	closes	laptop)	
Marshall:	No	underwear	
Lily:	Not	even	slightly	
(cut	to	Ted	sitting	at	couch,	watching	TV)	
Ted:	Guys.	Boundaries.	There	she	is.	
(cut	to	Robin	on	TV)	
Robin:	Thanks,	Bill.	I'm	reporting	from	the	Razzle	Dazzle	Supermarket	on	75th	and	Columbus	
Ted:	75th	and	Columbus.	Game	on!	
(Ted	runs	out	the	door)	
(cut	to	Robin	on	TV)	
Robin:	...where	4-year-old	Leroy	Aaron	Burke	has	climbed	inside	a	Grab-a-Prize	machine	and	
gotten	stuck...		
(cut	to	Ted	running)	
Robin:	...	and	all	in	the	pursuit	of	a	stuffed	purple	giraffe.	For	Metro	News	1,	I'm	Robin	
Scherbatsky.		
(Ted	runs	into	background	of	Robin	reporting	and	runs	back	out)	
(Ted	walks	back	into	supermarket)	
Robin:	Ted.	
Ted:	Robin,	wow,	what	are	the	odds?	
Robin:	What	are	you	doing	here?	
Ted;	Oh,	you	know,	just	shopping	for,	uh,	dip.	I	love	dip.	I	don't	love	dip,	I	like	dip,	as	a	friend.	So,	
hey,	are	you	reporting	a	news	story	or	something?		
Robin:	Yeah,	kid's	stuck	in	a	crane	machine.	How	sweet	of	you	to	call	it	news.	
Ted:	Wow,	kid	in	a	crane	machine.	Just	had	to	have	that	toy,	didn't	you?	Couldn't	play	the	game	
like	everyone	else	
Kid:	You're	all	sweaty		
Ted:	Cute	kid.	Um,	it's	so	funny	I	should	run	into	you,	we're,	uh,	we're	having	a	party	next	Friday	
if	you	feel	like	swinging	by.	But,	you	know,	whatever.		
Robin:	Oh,	I'm	going	back	home	next	weekend.	It's	too	bad	it's	not	tonight.		
Ted:	It	is.	It's	tonight.	This	Friday.	Did	I	say	next	Friday?	Sorry,	I	guess	I've	been	saying	next	Friday	
all	week,	but,	yeah,	it's	tonight.	The	party's	tonight.	But,	you	know,	whatever.		
	

(from	American	sit-com	“How	I	met	your	mother”)	


