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AO2 Secure 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.
Base Therapy provides an approach to planning called 3-2-1 and models it using the poem below:
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To go even deeper, it is a helpful to interrogate the text further.  You can do this by asking plenty of questions in the planning stages. This will enable you to make insightful interpretations. 

For example: 

Exam question
What thoughts and feelings does the narrator have towards his father in the poem and how does the writer present these? 
Additional questions to interrogate the text
1. Why does the poet use his father’s expertise as a farmer to describe their relationship?

2. Why does the father not speak in the poem?

3. Was the version the narrator saw too good to be true?  (childhood eyes)

4. Is the father's struggle at the end physical, emotional, psychological or more than one of these?

5. Is the narrator the poet and how does his father feel about him being a poet not a farmer? 

6. Does the narrator find the change at the end unsettling?

7. What is the significance of the title?

AO2 comments can then be added to develop HOW these ideas are presented by the poet/author. 
Analyse the beginnings of this example response to poetry. AO2 skills are evident in the first paragraph but only as a beginning – development is needed to secure AO2. 
Heaney’s ‘Follower’ is a poem that shows his father’s great skill in farming and the way in which he was an expert in every way. Heaney may have written this poem to show the great respect he has for his father and to also reflect on how our heroes can become more real in our minds as we get older. The poem is written in the first person, which allows the reader to get a sense of their relationship first hand, and we sense the way the younger man stands in awe of the older one in the first few stanzas of the poem. The tone is matter of fact at first as the father’s actions are described in detail but there is also a sense of emotion through the effort that is required, as even the horses “strained” with the work needed to master the task.                                                       
The start of the poem makes clear how many times the son watched the father at work as the image is etched in his mind: “His shoulders globed like a full-sail strung”. 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. 

Try to mirror the style in the Secure Test:

· Embedded subject terminology 
· Specific effects for a range of points  (simile/vocabulary choice/onomatopoeia)
· Concise (no words are wasted)
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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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