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AQA Language Paper 2, Section A  

This pack covers section A of the AQA Language Paper 2 exam.  

This booklet contains:   

• Suggested teaching order 

• Learning objectives for each session 

• Questions or activities that tutors could use in their sessions  

 

Suggested Teaching Order and Learning Objectives 

Lesson Focus Learning Objectives  
1 Question 1 To understand what question 1 asks you to do and 

how to apply this knowledge in an exam. 
 

2 Question 2 To understand what question 2 asks you to do and 
how to apply comparative analysis to the sources 
given in the exam. 
 

3 Question 3 To understand what question 3 asks you to do and 
how to apply language analysis to the source given in 
the exam. 
 

4 Question 4 To understand what question 4 asks you to do and 
how to apply comparative analysis of language to the 
sources given in the exam. 
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Language Paper 2- Question 1 

 
Animal Farm 

 
By George Orwell 

 
      

“Man is the only creature that consumes without producing. He does not 
give milk, he does not lay eggs, he is too weak to pull the plough, he 
cannot run fast enough to catch rabbits. Yet he is lord of all the animals. 
He sets them to work, he gives back to them the bare minimum that will 
prevent them from starving, and the rest he keeps for himself. Our labour 
tills the soil, our dung fertilises it, and yet there is not one of us that owns 
more than his bare skin. You cows that I see before me, how many 
thousands of gallons of milk have you given during this last year? And 
what has happened to that milk which should have been breeding up 
sturdy calves?  
 
Every drop of it has gone down the throats of our enemies. And you hens, 
how many eggs have you laid in this last year, and how many of those 
eggs ever hatched into chickens? The rest have all gone to market to 
bring in money for Jones and his men. And you, Clover, where are those 
four foals you bore, who should have been the support and pleasure of 
your old age? Each was sold at a year old — you will never see one of 
them again. In return for your four confinements and all your labour in the 
fields, what have you ever had except your bare rations and a stall? 
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Language Paper 2- Question 1 
 

Jane Eyre 
 

By Charlotte Bronte 
 
All John Reed's violent tyrannies, all his sisters' proud indifference, all his 
mother's aversion, all the servants' partiality, turned up in my disturbed 
mind like a dark deposit in a turbid well. Why was I always suffering, 
always browbeaten, always accused, for ever condemned? Why could I 
never please? Why was it useless to try to win any one's favour? Eliza, 
who was headstrong and selfish, was respected. Georgiana, who had a 
spoiled temper, a very acrid spite, a captious and insolent carriage, was 
universally indulged. Her beauty, her pink cheeks and golden curls, 
seemed to give delight to all who looked at her, and to purchase 
indemnity for every fault. John no one thwarted, much less punished; 
though he twisted the necks of the pigeons, killed the little pea-chicks, 
set the dogs at the sheep, stripped the hothouse vines of their fruit, and 
broke the buds off the choicest plants in the conservatory: he called his 
mother "old girl," too; sometimes reviled her for her dark skin, similar to 
his own; bluntly disregarded her wishes; not unfrequently tore and 
spoiled her silk attire; and he was still "her own darling." 
 
  
I dared commit no fault: I strove to fulfil every duty; and I was termed 
naughty and tiresome, sullen and sneaking, from morning to noon, and 
from noon to night. [...] 
What a consternation of soul was mine that dreary afternoon! How all my 
brain was in tumult, and all my heart in insurrection! Yet in what darkness, 
what dense ignorance, was the mental battle fought! I could not answer 
the ceaseless inward question — why I thus suffered; now, at the distance 
of — I will not say how many years, I see it clearly. 
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Language Paper 2- Question 1 
 

Lord of the Flies 
 

William Golding  
 
Long before Ralph and Piggy came up with Jack’s lot they could hear the 
party. There was a stretch of grass in a place where the palms left a wide 
band of turf between the forest and the shore.  Just one step down from 
the edge of the turf was the white, blown sand of above high water, warm, 
dry, trodden.  Below that again was a rock that stretched away toward the 
lagoon.  Beyond was a short stretch of sand and then the edge of the 
water.  A fire burned on the rock and fat dripped from the roasting pig 
meat into the invisible flames.  All the boys of the island, except Piggy, 
Ralph, Simon, and the two tending the pig, were grouped on the turf.  
They were laughing, singing, lying, squatting, or standing on the grass, 
holding food in their hands.  But to judge by the greasy faces, the meat 
eating was almost done; and some held coconut shells in their hands and 
were drinking form them.  Before the party had started, a great log had 
been dragged into the center of the lawn and Jack, painted and 
garlanded, sat there like an idol.  There were piles of meat on green 
leaves near him and fruit and coconut shells full of drink. 

  
Piggy and Ralph came to the edge of the grassy platform; and the boys, 
as they noticed them, fell silent one by one till only the boy next to Jack 
was talking.  Then the silence intruded even there and Jack turned where 
he sat.  For a time he looked at them and the crackle of the fire was the 
loudest noise over the droning of the reef.  Ralph looked away; and Sam, 
thinking that Ralph had turned to him accusingly put down his gnawed 
bone with a nervous giggle.  Ralph took an uncertain step, pointed to a 
palm tree, and whispered something inaudible to Piggy;  and they both 
giggled like Sam.  Lifting his feet high out of the sand, Ralph started to 
stroll past.  Piggy tried to whistle. 
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Language Paper 2- Question 1 
Pride and Prejudice 

 
Jane Austen 

 
 
Elizabeth Bennett is visiting a stately home with her aunt; they are riding 
in a carriage and approaching the house.  

Elizabeth, as they drove along, watched for the first appearance of 
Pemberley Woods with some perturbation; and when at length they 
turned in at the lodge, her spirits were in a high flutter.  

The park was very large, and contained great variety of ground. They 
entered it in one of its lowest points, and drove for some time through a 
beautiful wood stretching over a wide extent.  

Elizabeth's mind was too full for conversation, but she saw and admired 
every remarkable spot and point of view. They gradually ascended for 
half-a-mile, and then found themselves at the top of a considerable 
eminence, where the wood ceased, and the eye was instantly caught by 
Pemberley House, situated on the opposite side of a valley, into which 
the road with some abruptness wound. It was a large, handsome stone 
building, standing well on rising ground, and backed by a ridge of high 
woody hills; and in front, a stream of some natural importance was 
swelled into greater, but without any artificial appearance. Its banks were 
neither formal nor falsely adorned. Elizabeth was delighted. She had 
never seen a place for which nature had done more, or where natural 
beauty had been so little counteracted by an awkward taste. They were 
all of them warm in their admiration; and at that moment she felt that to 
be mistress of Pemberley might be something! 

 



 

© Copyright 2020 Your Favourite Teacher   
To be used in conjunction with online resources at www.yourfavouriteteacher.com 

 

 

 
 



 

© Copyright 2020 Your Favourite Teacher   
To be used in conjunction with online resources at www.yourfavouriteteacher.com 

 

 

 
Language Paper 2, Question 2  

 
By Monica Albelli  

Source A 
 
 
Being a nanny – whether you're a Mary Poppins, a Nanny McPhee or a Mrs Doubtfire – 
is a very tricky job. You have to be liked by two opposing "teams" to which a "perfect" 
nanny means completely different things. "You must be kind, you must be witty, very 
sweet and fairly pretty … If you don't scold and dominate us, we will never give you 
cause to hate us" – this is how the children in Mary Poppins, Michael and Jane, want 
the newspaper ad for their nanny to read. Their father, Mr Banks, is keener on discipline. 
Mrs Banks seems to believe perfection lies somewhere in between that and the 
children's ideal. 
I have always loved children and had a natural ability to connect with them with ease, 
no matter their gender, nationality or character. But when you're a nanny, kids come 
with parents. And parents come with problems, opinions and expectations of their own, 
often in conflict between themselves. 
 
When I started my career, a few years ago, I was 27 and set on being the perfect nanny, 
a modern-day Mary Poppins. I was also determined to find the perfect family. 
My search for perfection began with Elena and Peter. In their mid-40s, they were the 
first couple to reply to my ad. We got along immediately and their eight-year-old son, 
Jim, was very fond of me. Elena secretly told me he had a small crush on me. 
Unfortunately, he was not the only one. 
Whenever Peter was in the room, he would always, discreetly but obviously, flirt with 
me, putting Elena and me in an uncomfortable position. A family with a flirtatious father 
was definitely far from perfect. As it was a matter I could not openly discuss with them, 
I lied about moving to a house a long way from theirs and stopped working for them. 
Family number two consisted of a single mother, Kate, who was a lawyer and her seven-
year-old daughter, Melanie. Kate was so strict that she had printed rules about how 
Melanie should eat and play, even how many pages of a book she was allowed to read 
before bedtime. Unaffected by the imposition of these rules, Melanie was naughty and 
very keen on lying. Whenever I tried to talk to Kate about it, she'd always change the 
subject. 
One day, Kate asked if we had finished homework and Melanie, who had told me she 
didn't have any, immediately accused me: "I kept telling her we have to do it, but she 
said we didn't!" 
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Without giving me the benefit of the doubt, Kate blamed me for being irresponsible. 
The two opposing teams had suddenly united against me, turning me into the enemy. 
Next day I received an email from Kate, thanking me for my help and saying she needed 
someone who could be firmer with Melanie. When the time comes for parents to 
choose, normally they will take their kid's side. In Kate's case, it also meant that she was 
unwilling to face the truth about her daughter's bad habit. 

 
 

 

I was not ready to give up hope that the perfect family was out there. Could the third 
family and I be the perfect match? 
Lesley, a successful publisher, and Brian, a dentist, were Scots in their mid-40s. They 
worked long hours but seemed to love Therese, seven, Tom, nine, and William, 11. 
Their approach when it came to the kids' upbringing though was completely different 
from each other. Confident and motivated, Lesley believed her children's time should 
be spent doing homework, reading books or playing educational games. Brian, 
cheerful and laid back, wanted us to "just have fun". He asked me not to be strict with 
the kids, while Lesley kept pressuring me to turn them into responsible and hard-
working individuals. I would arrive at their house to find a note from Brian, asking me 
to take them to the park, and then receive a text from Lesley with a to-do list. Then, 
after a while, Brian asked me to ignore what Lesley wanted. "We do it too. It's what 
keeps our family together," he confided. 
Lesley would often come home late to find the kids already asleep. "I'm not a good 
mum," she once confessed. "I'm actually a bit jealous. I think they are starting to like 
you more than they like me." 
I reassured her that this was not true and that she was doing her best. In the meantime, 
Brian also confided in me, blaming Lesley for stressing the kids out and for being 
absent. I told him that she was doing her best, trying to balance work and family life. 
Then they began calling me outside working hours to discuss their problems. I suddenly 
realised that I was not just looking after their kids. I was also looking after them. Without 
wanting such a role, I had become a kind of family shrink. 
As if that wasn't enough, one day when Brian's father was there and the kids didn't 
want to read the book Lesley had assigned us, he took me to one side and firmly 
ordered me: "You have to be strict with them. They have to know who the boss is!" But 
I didn't want to be the boss. My job was not to be the boss. For me, a nanny is a person 
who looks after the children, someone they should like, trust and respect, someone 
who must maintain a level of discipline, but also be fun. 
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I was trying hard to keep everyone happy and keep my sanity. Confused about what 
was expected of me, I shouted at Therese for refusing to go to bed. The following day, 
she told me, "I thought you weren't coming back." 
"Why would you say that?" I asked, surprised. 
"Mum said you were so mad at me that maybe you didn't want to see me again." 
"I will never be as mad as to never want to see you again," I reassured her. 
Why had Lesley told her such a thing? The kids and I had bonded. Once, as I was 
getting ready to leave, Tom curled around my leg, while Lesley tried to persuade him 
he had to let me go. They liked having me around so much that they started asking 
Brian if I could sleep over. Had we bonded too much? 
Then things changed. Lesley seemed upset about something, and Brian was more and 
more absent. One day they told me they wouldn't be needing me any more as they 
had decided to get an au pair, who could also help with the house. I knew that wasn't 
the real reason. They had, I realised, been asking me to become everything they 
weren't and, as soon as I started to achieve that, they felt threatened. 
 

 

 
Source B 

 
 

NANNIES TEXT B – Letter from C Brontë 
The following text was written by Charlotte Brontë, a famous 19th-century author. 
Charlotte was working as a governess — a woman employed to teach and care for 
the children in a household. This is an extract from a letter written to her sister in 1839. 
 
 
 
Dearest Lavinia,* 
 
I am most exceedingly obliged to you for the trouble you have taken in seeking up 
my things and sending them all right. The box and its contents were most acceptable. 
I have striven hard to be pleased with my new situation. The country, the house, and 
the grounds are, as I have said, divine. But, alack-a-day! there is such a thing as seeing 
all beautiful around you — pleasant woods, winding white paths, green lawns, and 
blue sunshiny sky — and not having a free moment or a free thought left to enjoy 
them in. The children are constantly with me, and more riotous, perverse, 
unmanageable cubs never grew. As for correcting them, I soon quickly found that was 
entirely out of the question: they are to do as they like. A complaint to Mrs. Sidgwick 
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brings only black looks upon oneself, and unjust, partial excuses to screen the 
children. I have tried that plan once. It succeeded so notably that I shall try it no more. 
 
I said in my last letter that Mrs. Sidgwick did not know me. I now begin to find that 
she does not intend to know me, that she cares nothing in the world about me 
except to contrive how the greatest possible quantity of labour may be squeezed 
out of me, and to that end she overwhelms me with oceans of needlework, yards of 
cambric to hem, muslin night-caps to make, and, above all things, dolls to dress. I 
do not think she likes me at all, because I can't help being shy in such an entirely 
novel scene, surrounded as I have hitherto been by strange and constantly changing 
faces. I see now more clearly than I have ever done before that a private governess 
has no existence, is not considered as a living and rational being except as 
connected with the wearisome duties she has to fulfil. While she is teaching the 
children, working for them, amusing them, it is all right. If she steals a moment for 
herself she is a nuisance. Nevertheless, Mrs. Sidgwick is universally considered an 
amiable woman. Her manners are fussily affable. She talks a great deal, but as it 
seems to me not much to the purpose. Perhaps I may like her better after a while. At 
present I have no call to her. Mr. Sidgwick is in my opinion a hundred times better — 
less profession, less bustling condescension, but a far kinder heart. 

 

 

 
 
As to Mrs. Collins' report that Mrs. Sidgwick intended to keep me permanently, I do 
not think that such was ever her design. Moreover, I would not stay without some 
alterations. For instance, this burden of sewing would have to be removed. It is too 
bad for anything. I never in my whole life had my time so fully taken up. 
Don't show this letter to papa or aunt, only to Branwell ** They will think I am never 
satisfied wherever I am. I complain to you because it is a relief, and really I have had 
some unexpected mortifications to put up with. However, things may mend, but Mrs. 
Sidgwick expects me to do things that I cannot do — to love her children and be 
entirely devoted to them. I am really very well. I am so sleepy that I can write no more. 
I must leave off. Love to all. — Good-bye.  
 
C. BRONTË. 
 
Glossary 
 
1. A nickname for Charlotte's sister, Emily. **Their brother. 
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02 
 
You need to refer source A and source B for this question. 
Use details from both sources.  
Write a summary of the differences between Lesley and Mrs Sidgwick. 
 

[8 marks] 
 
03 
 
You need to refer source only to source B, the letter by Charlotte Bronte 
How does Charlotte Bronte use language to convey her experience? 
 
 

[12 marks] 
04 
 
For this question you need to refer to the whole of source A and source B.  
Compare how the two writers convey their different attitudes to working in the care 
profession.  
 
In your answer, you could: 

 
• Compare their different attitudes 
• Compare the methods they use to convey their attitudes 
• Support your ideas with reference to both texts.  
 

[16 marks] 
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Language Paper 2- Question 2 
 

Aunt Pegg 
 

Source A 
 
Our parents were over-indulgent towards us, and we were happy but not particularly 
well-behaved children. Maybe they felt guilty because, on one occasion, they had to 
leave home for two weeks on business and invited our Aunt Pegg to look after us. She 
accepted the challenge eagerly. 
Vile Aunt Pegg! Leering, sneering, peering Aunt Pegg! We would be enjoying a 
friendly fight or just sitting doing nothing when she would pounce on us like a cat, 
and savage retribution would follow. As we stood in the corner of the room with hands 
on heads, she would snarl, ‘How dare you! Making my tidy room messy, wasting your 
time. I saw you!’ Aunt Pegg had eyes on sticks. How she saw us we never knew: one 
moment she wasn’t there, the next she was on top of us. She was a wizened, tiny 
woman of great muscular strength and energy, and her mouth was like an upside-
down new moon without the hint of a smile. She constantly spoke of her ‘philosophy 
of life’ but we only experienced the superficial features of it. She kept us occupied at 
all times, sweeping the yard, tidying the house and learning to cook tasteless, 
crumbling cakes. On the first day she blew a whistle to order us downstairs to a 
breakfast of chewy, sugarless oat cereal. The sugary, salty foods we loved were locked 
away, and eating our morning bowlful was a lonely marathon. If we didn’t eat it all up, 
we were given extra cleaning to do. By day two we were very mournful children. 
Nostalgia set in as we remembered our happier past. We went about our daily tasks 
like little zombies. We became uncommunicative and even forgot (to our Aunt’s 
extreme pleasure) to insult each other. Both of us longed for the day when our dear 
parents would return and unlock the barred doors of our prison. On day three we were 
introduced to our educational programme. She set us impossible mental arithmetic 
sums at tremendous speed and always finished with ‘And twenty-nine, add ’em all 
together and take away the number I first said’. Then there was ‘Reading 
Improvement’, which consisted of moral tales from the nineteenth century, and 
‘Practical Farmwork’, which mostly involved the identification and eradication of 
weeds. We were not allowed to re-enter the house until we had successfully whispered 
the name of the plant into Aunt Pegg’s good ear. If we did not use the official Latin 
name she would snap at us. ‘You wicked child! It is certainly not Hairy Stinkweed. I’ll 
not have swearing in my house!’ 
Of course we attempted to break free. It happened on a visit to town, while we were 
carrying the heavy bags with Aunt Pegg marching behind, tapping her walking stick 
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like an officer in the army. At a mutual sign we dropped the bags and ran for it. Our 
Aunt seemed prepared for this. She blew her whistle and shouted ‘Stop thief!’ and we 
were painfully restrained by several burly members of the public. 

 

 

 

When we reached home we were given a stern lecture on ‘philosophy’ and ‘morals’ 
and sent to bed with just a slice of bread, some cheese and a lettuce leaf. We hated 
lettuce. Apparently much of Aunt Pegg’s philosophy was connected with diet. 
She must have thought that we were lazy, naughty children who needed strong 
routine and discipline to prevent the rot from setting in. How we cried with joy when 
our smiling parents returned, bearing presents and hugging us tight. 
 

 
Uncles 

Source B 
 

They come in all shapes and sizes, are young and old and may or may not have 
children of their own, but the only thing that matters about uncles is whether they are 
good or useless. 
Good uncles show you love and attention, because they are part of your family but 
know that they do not have the long-term responsibility of parents. They probably 
only appear briefly for a week or two at a time and are unlikely to find you irritating. 
When they do come they bear presents, not necessarily expensive ones, but welcome 
presents that your parents avoid buying, such as noise-making objects. 
Remember too that uncles are on holiday and are available to whisk you away to the 
places that you love to go. Not being responsible for your diet, they feed you on fatty 
foods and burgers that they call ‘treats’, knowing full well that your parents disapprove 
on health grounds. They encourage you to do risky things like climb up high walls, 
and they rescue you when you can’t get down. Here now is a simple test by which you 
can identify a useless uncle. On such occasions, watch for a jittery blinking of the eye 
and listen for these telling words: ‘I think that’s enough. It might be dangerous.’ These 
uncles have even less confidence than your parents and have failed at the first hurdle. 
Useless uncles spend too much time sitting in chairs doing what they call ‘holiday 
reading’, usually of books called ‘Lives of the Great Philosophers’ or ‘How to Solve 
the World’s Economic Problems’. If you ask them for a game of football, they reply, 
‘Later! I’m too busy at the moment.’ A real uncle shows no sign of being able to read 
at all. For example, he ignores all signs that say ‘No Ball Games’. As soon as he sees 
a ball, you and he are away to the nearest open space. The reason for this enthusiasm 
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is that most good uncles are keen to play games and they see you as an ideal 
opportunity for them to show off. 
 
Because uncles are not your parents, they have lived separate and maybe exciting 
lives. You know all your parents’ stories, at least those they are prepared to tell you. 
Useless uncles will have spent an unadventurous, sheltered life and anyway are 
unaware of anything that you might find interesting about them. An enterprising uncle 
will tell you about his life among the gorillas or how he saved his companion’s life by 
driving off a charging rhinoceros. 
 

 

Maybe these stories are not strictly true, but that is not the point. Good uncles have 
an imaginative, creative spirit and a talent for fiction, such as the adventures of a Mr 
Snodgrass who lives in an obscure corner of your house and who only emerges 
when you are asleep. No doubt a useless uncle will try to entertain you as follows: ‘I 
once read about a chap called Proust who went on a journey to ...Oh dear, I’ve 
totally forgotten where.’ It is clear that such uncles have no qualities that appeal to 
children and they should be locked up in a library surrounded by volumes written in 
Latin until they crumble amongst the dusty pages.  

 
Sooner or later it is time for your uncles to depart. Bad uncles will shamble down the 
drive bearing two old suitcases full of extra underwear, old woollen garments and half-
read books. Good uncles wave their arms, smile big smiles and wink at you to promise 
more wickedness next time. 
 
When you turn back to the care of your parents, you will discover that your good 
uncles have left gentle hints which, if followed up, will be of at least a little advantage 
to you. 
 
 
02 
 
You need to refer source A and source B for this question. 
Use details from both sources. Write a summary of the differences between how an 
aunt is portrayed in source A and how uncles are portrayed in Source B.  
 

 
[8 marks] 
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03 
 
You need to refer source only to source B, uncles.  
How does the writer in source B use language to convey uncles? 
 
 

[12 marks] 
04 
 
For this question you need to refer to the whole of source A and source B.  
Compare how the two writers convey their different attitudes to aunts and uncles. 
 

In your answer, you could: 
 

2. Compare their different attitudes 
3. Compare the methods they use to convey their attitudes 
4. Support your ideas with reference to both texts. 

[16 marks] 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 


