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AO2 Mastery Therapy
AO2 requires you to analyse the language, form and structure used by a writer to create meanings and effects, using relevant subject terminology where appropriate.
Secure Therapy includes the beginnings of a response to the poem and question below. Developed AO2 comments are included. 
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Exam question
What thoughts and feelings does the narrator have towards his father in the poem and how does the writer present these? 
To master this skill, you would need to sustain this developed approach. 
Complete the table below by breaking down the rest of the example response to understand how this whole answer was constructed. The first part (featured in Secure Therapy) has been done for you. 
The father’s physical strength and presence is evident in the simile. His body is round like the globe of the earth and this could be symbolic of the fact that to the boy, this man is the world. He works “full-sail” which shows it is full speed ahead. This choice of vocabulary highlights the father’s passion, even devotion, to his craft. The onomatopoeic use of “clicking” tongue even captures the sounds of the father at work. 
	Method
	Clear effect
	Deeper analysis

	Simile (“His shoulders globed like a full-sail strung”)
	Physical strength and presence
	Symbolic of him being the boy’s world
Vocabulary choice (“full-sail”) highlights passion & devotion

	Onomatopoeia (“clicking” tongue)
	Sounds of father at work
	


Now read the rest of the response and complete the table in a similar way, selecting the three best parts to analyse. Not all points need deeper analysis, but there should be some coverage of this column in a precise, concise way. Only include AO2 analysis. 
Heaney makes clear that his father is “an expert” at the start of stanza two and the caesura after it brings us to a halt to grasp the significance of this. His father almost appears like an artist as “the sod rolled over without breaking” and he “mapped the furrow exactly”. It is unclear whether this was a child’s perception of a parent whom he worshiped or whether his father really was that perfect.                                 
The only thing we are given to compare the father with is the clumsy effort of the speaker who recalls that he “stumbled in his hob-nailed wake”. This turning point in the poem happens at the end of stanza 3 when the narrative moves from the father to the son. His attempts to follow (which link to the title) are inadequate yet the experience of following  brings great joy, especially during the times when his father would let him climb on his back. The use of the verbs “Dipping and rising” create a sense of movement round the farm. The positive connotation is reinforced by the next line at the start of stanza five: “I wanted to grow up and plough.” The narrator reflects about his earlier aspirations with the statement “all I ever did was follow in his broad shadow round the farm”. This hyperbole captures how much of life was spent in the shadow of his father, physically and metaphorically. Again, the tone of this does not seem negative when measured against the other stanzas of the poem. He may have been a “nuisance” to his father, but the overwhelming sense we get is of a strong bond, one of great love and pride between father and son.                                             
We see this most poignantly in the later turning point in the final stanza when we move from past to present - “But today / It is my father who keeps stumbling / Behind me, and will not go away”. The use of enjambment highlights that there is now an utter role reversal – today, it is the father stumbling. The reader is presented with a contrasting view, a new follower. In these few words, the narrator turns everything round and captures the process of changing relationships as we grow up. Our childhood viewpoints are replaced by a deeper understanding, and the people who cared for and inspired us become people who now need us.  

The choice of the words at the beginning of the final line - “Behind me” - create a sense that the narrator now feels ahead, an expert in his own life and not in any shadow. The final words “and will not go away” create an ambiguity as they could be read both negatively and positively. However, it is most likely that they refer to an unbreakable bond, established over a lifetime, and that his father’s 
presence is both wanted and welcomed. It is also significant that the majority of the poem praises the craftsmanship of a great man and only a few words are left to reflect on where things are today. It suggests to me that the father remains a great hero to the narrator. 
	Method
	Clear effect
	Deeper analysis
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Follower


My father worked with a horse-plough,


His shoulders globed like a full sail strung


Between the shafts and the furrow.


The horse strained at his clicking tongue.





An expert. He would set the wing


And fit the bright steel-pointed sock.


The sod rolled over without breaking.


At the headrig, with a single pluck





Of reins, the sweating team turned round


And back into the land. His eye


Narrowed and angled at the ground,


Mapping the furrow exactly.





I stumbled in his hob-nailed wake,


Fell sometimes on the polished sod;


Sometimes he rode me on his back


Dipping and rising to his plod.





I wanted to grow up and plough,


To close one eye, stiffen my arm.


All I ever did was follow


In his broad shadow round the farm.





I was a nuisance, tripping, falling,


Yapping always. But today


It is my father who keeps stumbling


Behind me, and will not go away.
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