Puns

A trade, sir, that, I hope, I may use with a safe
conscience; which is, indeed, sir, a mender of bad soles.

Nay, I beseech you, sir, be not out with me: yet,
if you be out, sir, I can mend you.

Why, sir, cobble you.

Metaphors

I am, indeed, sir, a surgeon
to old shoes; when they are in great danger, I
recover them.

We will pluck feathers from Caesar’s wings

Similes


Like a Colossus

like a chidden train

Images

I hear a tongue, shriller than all the music

Scansions of sentences:

Flavius: Hence! home, / you id / le crea / tures get / you home:
Is this / a ho / liday? / what! know / you not,
Being / mecha / nical, / you ought / not walk
Upon / a la / bouring day / without / the sign
Of your / profess / ion? Speak, / what trade / art thou?

Ceasar: Stand you / direct / ly in / Anton / ius’ / way,
When he / doth run / his course. / Anton / ius!

Poetry speakers:

· None

Blank Verse:

· FLAVIUS, MARULLUS, CAESAR, ANTONY, CALPURNIA, PORTIA, DECIUS BRUTUS, CICERO, BRUTUS, CASSIUS
Prose:

· Casca, soothsayer and commoners

No one speaks in poetry yet because nobody is of that great of importance yet.  Those that speak in blank verse are all of nobility, while those that speak in prose are the common-people and are not very high status.

