
Julius Caesar: Act III Study Guide 
 

I. LITERARY TERMS: Be able to define each term and apply each term to Act III and the rest of the play. 
 
1. turning point- 
  
2. allusion- 
 
3. imagery- 
 
4. metaphor- 
 
5. simile- 
 
 
II. STUDY QUESTIONS: Be able to answer the following questions as you read Act III. 
 
Scene i: 
 
1.  What reason does Caesar give for not reading Artemidorus’s letter?   
 
 
2.  What Roles do the following characters play in the conspiracy? 
  
 Trebonius:  
 
 Metellus Cimber:  
 
 Casca:  
 
3.  What is Caesar’s opinion of himself?   
 
 
4.  What does “Et tu, Brute?” mean?  How do these words relate to the theme of friendship in the play? 
 
 
5.  Where does Caesar’s dead body lie?  How is this ironic?  
 
 
6.  What does Brutus tell the conspirators to do after killing Caesar?   
 
  
7.  What promise does Brutus tell the servant to relay to Antony?   
 
 
8.  What does Antony say about the possibility of being killed by the conspirators?   
 
 



9.  After being assured he is in no danger, what favor does Antony ask of the conspirators?  
 
 
10.  What does Cassius think about granting Antony this favor?   
 
 
11.  What restrictions does Brutus set?   
 
 
12.  Summarize Antony’s main points in his speech to Caesar’s body?   
 
 
13.  Who is coming to Rome to meet with Antony?  
 
 
Scene ii: 
 
14.  According to Brutus’s speech to the commoners, what reasons does he give for Caesar’s death?   
 
 
15.  What is the mood of the crowd as Brutus finishes his speech?   
 
 
16.  What does Brutus offer at the end of his speech?   
 
 
17.  List three points of Antony’s speech that work to persuade the crowd to turn on the conspirators. 
 
 
 
18.  What reason does Antony give for why he cannot read Caesar’s will?   
 
 
19.  What has Caesar bequeathed the Romans in his will?  
 
 
20.  How does the crowd react to Antony’s speech?  
 
 
Scene iii: 
 
21.  What happens to Cinna the Poet?  Why?  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



III. QUOTATIONS: Be able to identify the speaker, describe the situation, and explain the significance. 

Caesar: The ides of March are come. 
Soothsayer: Ay, Caesar; but not gone. (III.i.1-2)  

But I am constant as the northern star, 
Of whose true-fixed and resting quality 
There is no fellow in the firmament. (III.i.58-60)  

Et tu, Brute? Then fall, Caesar! (III.i.77)  

Ambition's debt is paid. (III.i.83)  

He that cuts off twenty years of life 
Cuts off so many years of fearing death. (III.i.101-102)  

How many ages hence 
Shall this our lofty scene be acted o'er, 
In states unborn, and accents yet unknown! (III.i.111-113)  

O mighty Caesar! dost thou lie so low? 
Are all thy conquests, glories, triumphs, spoils, 
Shrunk to this little measure? (III.i.148-151)  

Your swords, made rich 
With the most noble blood of all this world. (III.i.155-156)  

O! pardon me, thou bleeding piece of earth, 
That I am meek and gentle with these butchers; 
Thou art the ruins of the noblest man 
That ever livèd in the tide of times. (III.i.254-257)  

Cry, 'Havoc!' and let slip the dogs of war. (III.i.268)  

Passion, I see, is catching. (III.i.283)  

Romans, countrymen, and lovers! hear me for my cause, and be silent that you may hear. (III.ii.15)  

Not that I loved Caesar less, but that I loved Rome more. (III.ii.22)  

As he was valiant, I honour him: but, as he was ambitious, I slew him. (III.ii.27)  

Who is here so base that would be a bondman? (III.ii.31)  

Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me your ears; 
I come to bury Cæsar, not to praise him. 
The evil that men do lives after them; 
The good is oft interred with their bones. (III.ii.79-82)  



He was my friend, faithful and just to me: 
But Brutus says he was ambitious; 
And Brutus is an honourable man. (III.ii.91-93)  

When that the poor have cried, Caesar hath wept; 
Ambition should be made of sterner stuff. (III.ii.97-98)  

O judgement! thou art fled to brutish beasts, 
And men have lost their reason. (III.ii.110-111)  

But yesterday the word of Caesar might 
Have stood against the world; now lies he there, 
And none so poor to do him reverence. (III.ii.124-126)  

This was the most unkindest cut of all; 
For when the noble Caesar saw him stab, 
Ingratitude, more strong than traitors' arms, 
Quite vanquished him: then burst his mighty heart; 
And, in his mantle muffling up his face, 
Even at the base of Pompey's statua, 
Which all the while ran blood, great Caesar fell. 
O! what a fall was there, my countrymen; 
Then I, and you, and all of us fell down, 
Whilst bloody treason flourished over us. 
O! now you weep, and I perceive you feel 
The dint of pity; these are gracious drops. (III.ii.189-200)  

I come not, friends, to steal away your hearts: 
I am no orator, as Brutus is; 
But, as you know me all, a plain, blunt man, 
That love my friend. (III.ii.221-224)  

Were I Brutus, 
And Brutus Antony, there were an Antony 
Would ruffle up your spirits, and put a tongue 
In every wound of Caesar, that should move 
The stones of Rome to rise and mutiny. (III.ii.231-235)  

He hath left you all his walks, 
His private arbours, and new-planted orchards, 
On this side Tiber; he hath left them you, 
And to your heirs for ever; common pleasures, 
To walk abroad, and recreate yourselves. (III.ii.252-256)  

Fortune is merry, 
And in this mood will give us anything. (III.ii.271-272)  

 
  


