
Language Paper 2

19th Century extracts and tasks

Instructions: Use these texts to support your understanding of the expectations for Language Paper 2. The exam

board has announced that the texts will be autobiographical for the modern section, and a 19th Century essay for

the second section. The texts that follow are a mixture of the two.

After each text, there are some suggested tasks/activities to complete. Try these, and share your work with your

teacher to get feedback.

This is a reading task - to help understanding, you could highlight unknown words or summarise

key ideas you have understood.

This is a writing task - to help understanding, you could answer the comprehension questions.

This is a thinking task - can you mind map all connotations of the text?

This is a discussion task - find someone to talk to about the issues/ideas in the text.

This is a linking task - to help understanding, you could make connections between this and other

texts that you have read.



Frederick Douglass

Notes On July 5, 1852, Douglass gave a speech at an event commemorating the signing of the Declaration of

Independence, held at Rochester's Corinthian Hall. It was a piercing speech. During the first part of his speech he

praises what the founding fathers did for this country, but his speech soon develops into a condemnation of the

attitude of American society toward slavery.

TEXT

Fellow Citizens, I am not wanting in respect for the fathers of this republic. The signers of the Declaration of

Independence were brave men. They were great men, too; great enough to give frame to a great age. It does not

often happen to a nation to raise, at one time, such a number of truly great men. The point from which I am

compelled to view them is not, certainly, the most favorable; and yet I cannot contemplate their great deeds with

less than admiration. They were statesmen, patriots and heroes, and for the good they did, and the principles

they contended for, I will unite with you to honor their memory....

...Fellow-citizens, pardon me, allow me to ask, why am I called upon to speak here to-day? What have I, or those I

represent, to do with your national independence? Are the great principles of political freedom and of natural

justice, embodied in that Declaration of Independence, extended to us? and am I, therefore, called upon to bring

our humble offering to the national altar, and to confess the benefits and express devout gratitude for the

blessings resulting from your independence to us?

Would to God, both for your sakes and ours, that an affirmative answer could be truthfully returned to these

questions! Then would my task be light, and my burden easy and delightful. For who is there so cold, that a

nation's sympathy could not warm him? Who so obdurate and dead to the claims of gratitude, that would not

thankfully acknowledge such priceless benefits? Who so stolid and selfish, that would not give his voice to swell

the hallelujahs of a nation's jubilee, when the chains of servitude had been torn from his limbs? I am not that

man. In a case like that, the dumb might eloquently speak, and the "lame man leap as an hart."

But such is not the state of the case. I say it with a sad sense of the disparity between us. I am not included

within the pale of glorious anniversary! Your high independence only reveals the immeasurable distance between

us. The blessings in which you, this day, rejoice, are not enjoyed in common. The rich inheritance of justice,

liberty, prosperity and independence, bequeathed by your fathers, is shared by you, not by me. The sunlight that

brought light and healing to you, has brought stripes and death to me. This Fourth July is yours, not mine. You

may rejoice, I must mourn. To drag a man in fetters into the grand illuminated temple of liberty, and call upon

him to join you in joyous anthems, were inhuman mockery and sacrilegious irony. Do you mean, citizens, to mock

me, by asking me to speak to-day? If so, there is a parallel to your conduct. And let me warn you that it is

dangerous to copy the example of a nation whose crimes, towering up to heaven, were thrown down by the

breath of the Almighty, burying that nation in irrevocable ruin! I can to-day take up the plaintive lament of a

peeled and woe-smitten people!

What are Douglass’ main ideas?

As a black man in America at this time, what prejudice would Douglass have faced?



Charles Dickens

Notes An interesting and critical portrait of the young American nation, written by Dickens in response to his

travels through the US.

TEXT

The indescribable interest with which I strained my eyes, as the first patches of American soil peeped like

molehills from the green sea, and followed them, as they swelled, by slow and almost imperceptible degrees,

into a continuous line of coast, can hardly be exaggerated. A sharp keen wind blew dead against us; a hard frost

prevailed on shore; and the cold was most severe. Yet the air was so intensely clear, and dry, and bright, that the

temperature was not only endurable, but delicious.

How I remained on deck, staring about me, until we came alongside the dock, and how, though I had had

as many eyes as Argus, I should have had them all wide open, and all employed on new objects - are topics which

I will not prolong this chapter to discuss. Neither will I more than hint at my foreigner-like mistake in supposing

that a party of most active persons, who scrambled on board at the peril of their lives as we approached the

wharf, were newsmen, answering to that industrious class at home; whereas, despite the leathern wallets of

news slung about the necks of some, and the broad sheets in the hands of all, they were Editors, who boarded

ships in person (as one gentleman in a worsted comforter informed me), 'because they liked the excitement of it.'

Suffice it in this place to say, that one of these invaders, with a ready courtesy for which I thank him here most

gratefully, went on before to order rooms at the hotel; and that when I followed, as I soon did, I found myself

rolling through the long passages with an involuntary imitation of the gait of Mr. T. P. Cooke, in a new nautical

melodrama.

The hotel (a very excellent one) is called the Tremont House. It has more galleries, colonnades, piazzas, and

passages than I can remember, or the reader would believe…

IN all the public establishments of America, the utmost courtesy prevails. Most of our Departments are

susceptible of considerable improvement in this respect, but the Custom-house above all others would do well to

take example from the United States and render itself somewhat less odious and offensive to foreigners. The

servile rapacity of the French officials is sufficiently contemptible; but there is a surly boorish incivility about our

men, alike disgusting to all persons who fall into their hands, and discreditable to the nation that keeps such

ill-conditioned curs snarling about its gates.

How does Dickens describe his first sight of America? How does Dickens describe the atmosphere

on the wharf (dock) they arrived at? What does Dickens think of the public establishments in America?

Can you connect the ideas in this text to any of the other texts so far?

What are the key ideas Dickens portrays in this non-fiction diary?



George Eliot (Mary Ann Evans)

Notes Writing under a masculine pseudonym (fake name) this essay explores how women are presented in

literature of the time.

TEXT

Silly Novels by Lady Novelists are a genus with many species, determined by the particular quality of silliness that

predominates in them—the frothy, the prosy, the pious, or the pedantic. But it is a mixture of all these—a

composite order of feminine fatuity—that produces the largest class of such novels, which we shall distinguish as

the mind-and-millinery species.

The heroine is usually an heiress, probably a peeress in her own right, with perhaps a vicious baronet, an amiable

duke, and an irresistible younger son of a marquis as lovers in the foreground, a clergyman and a poet sighing for

her in the middle distance, and a crowd of undefined adorers dimly indicated beyond.  Her eyes and her wit are

both dazzling; her nose and her morals are alike free from any tendency to irregularity; she has a superb

contralto and a superb intellect; she is perfectly well dressed and perfectly religious; she dances like a sylph, and

reads the Bible in the original tongues.

Or it may be that the heroine is not an heiress—that rank and wealth are the only things in which she is deficient;

but she infallibly gets into high society, she has the triumph of refusing many matches and securing the best, and

she wears some family jewels or other as a sort of crown of righteousness at the end.  Rakish men either bite

their lips in impotent confusion at her repartees, or are touched to penitence by her reproofs, which, on

appropriate occasions, rise to a lofty strain of rhetoric; indeed, there is a general propensity in her to make

speeches, and to rhapsodize at some length when she retires to her bedroom.

In her recorded conversations she is amazingly eloquent, and in her unrecorded conversations amazingly witty.

She is understood to have a depth of insight that looks through and through the shallow theories of philosophers,

and her superior instincts are a sort of dial by which men have only to set their clocks and watches, and all will go

well. The men play a very subordinate part by her side. You are consoled now and then by a hint that they have

affairs, which keeps you in mind that the working-day business of the world is somehow being carried on, but

ostensibly the final cause of their existence is that they may accompany the heroine on her “starring” expedition

through life. They see her at a ball, and they are dazzled; at a flower-show, and they are fascinated; on a riding

excursion, and they are witched by her noble horsemanship; at church, and they are awed by the sweet

solemnity of her demeanor.

She is the ideal woman in feelings, faculties, and flounces. For all this she as often as not marries the wrong

person to begin with, and she suffers terribly from the plots and intrigues of the vicious baronet; but even death

has a soft place in his heart for such a paragon, and remedies all mistakes for her just at the right moment. The

vicious baronet is sure to be killed in a duel, and the tedious husband dies in his bed requesting his wife, as a

particular favor to him, to marry the man she loves best, and having already dispatched a note to the lover

informing him of the comfortable arrangement.

Why would Eliot not write under her own name? What do we think her attitude towards women

is, based on the opinions she gives of fictional female characters in her essay?



Virginia Woolf

Notes: A famous novelist, Virginia Woolf wrote essays that were largely autobiographical. In this essay, her topic

is the feelings associated with being ill. As an author, she relates the experience to writing.

TEXT

Considering how common illness is, how tremendous the spiritual change that it brings, how astonishing, when

the lights of health go down, the undiscovered countries that are then disclosed, what wastes and deserts of the

soul a slight attack of influenza brings to view, what precipices and lawns sprinkled with bright flowers a little rise

of temperature reveals, what ancient and obdurate oaks are uprooted in us by the act of sickness, how we go

down into the pit of death and feel the waters of annihilation close above our heads and wake thinking to find

ourselves in the presence of the angels and the harpers when we have a tooth out and come to the surface in the

dentist's arm-chair and confuse his "Rinse the mouth—rinse the mouth" with the greeting of the Deity stooping

from the floor of Heaven to welcome us—when we think of this, as we are so frequently forced to think of it, it

becomes strange indeed that illness has not taken its place with love and battle and jealousy among the prime

themes of literature.

Novels, one would have thought, would have been devoted to influenza; epic poems to typhoid; odes to

pneumonia; lyrics to toothache. But no; with a few exceptions De Quincey attempted something of the sort in

The Opium Eater; there must be a volume or two about disease scattered through the pages of Proust—literature

does its best to maintain that its concern is with the mind; that the body is a sheet of plain glass through which

the soul looks straight and clear, and, save for one or two passions such as desire and greed, is null, and negligible

and non-existent.

On the contrary, the very opposite is true. All day, all night the body intervenes; blunts or sharpens, colours or

discolours, turns to wax in the warmth of June, hardens to tallow in the murk of February. The creature within

can only gaze through the pane—smudged or rosy; it cannot separate off from the body like the sheath of a knife

or the pod of a pea for a single instant; it must go through the whole unending procession of changes, heat and

cold, comfort and discomfort, hunger and satisfaction, health and illness, until there comes the inevitable

catastrophe; the body smashes itself to smithereens, and the soul (it is said) escapes. But of all this daily drama

of the body there is no record.

The public would say that a novel devoted to influenza lacked plot; they would complain that there was no love in

it—wrongly however, for illness often takes on the disguise of love, and plays the same odd tricks. It invests

certain faces with divinity, sets us to wait, hour after hour, with pricked ears for the creaking of a stair, and

wreathes the faces of the absent (plain enough in health, Heaven knows) with a new significance, while the mind

concocts a thousand legends and romances about them for which it has neither time nor taste in health.

Finally, to hinder the description of illness in literature, there is the poverty of the language. English, which can

express the thoughts of Hamlet and the tragedy of Lear, has no words for the shiver and the headache. It has all

grown one way. The merest schoolgirl, when she falls in love, has Shakespeare or Keats to speak her mind for her;

but let a sufferer try to describe a pain in his head to a doctor and language at once runs dry.

Are Woolf’s feelings relatable? What language does she use to explain her emotions around

illness? Are there any examples of structural choices that complement/contradict her ideas?



Jack London

Notes: Jack London was another author who also wrote essays on social issues. In ‘Revolution’ (which this extract

is taken from) he writes about the limitations of capitalism and his preference for socialism.

TEXT

There has never been anything like this revolution in the history of the world.  There is nothing analogous

between it and the American Revolution or the French Revolution.  It is unique, colossal.  Other revolutions

compare with it as asteroids compare with the sun.  It is alone of its kind, the first world-revolution in a world

whose history is replete with revolutions.  And not only this, for it is the first organized movement of men to

become a world movement, limited only by the limits of the planet.

This revolution is unlike all other revolutions in many respects.  It is not sporadic.  It is not a flame of popular

discontent, arising in a day and dying down in a day.  It is older than the present generation.  It has a history and

traditions, and a martyr-roll only less extensive possibly than the martyr-roll of Christianity.  It has also a

literature a myriad times more imposing, scientific, and scholarly than the literature of any previous revolution.

They call themselves “comrades,” these men, comrades in the socialist revolution.  Nor is the word empty and

meaningless, coined of mere lip service.  It knits men together as brothers, as men should be knit together who

stand shoulder to shoulder under the red banner of revolt.  This red banner, by the way, symbolizes the

brotherhood of man, and does not symbolize the incendiarism that instantly connects itself with the red banner

in the affrighted bourgeois mind.  The comradeship of the revolutionists is alive and warm.  It passes over

geographical lines, transcends race prejudice, and has even proved itself mightier than the Fourth of July,

spread-eagle Americanism of our forefathers.  The French socialist working-men and the German socialist

working-men forget Alsace and Lorraine, and, when war threatens, pass resolutions declaring that as

working-men and comrades they have no quarrel with each other.  Only the other day, when Japan and Russia

sprang at each other’s throats, the revolutionists of Japan addressed the following message to the revolutionists

of Russia: “Dear Comrades—Your government and ours have recently plunged into war to carry out their

imperialistic tendencies, but for us socialists there are no boundaries, race, country, or nationality.  We are

comrades, brothers, and sisters, and have no reason to fight.  Your enemies are not the Japanese people, but our

militarism and so-called patriotism.  Patriotism and militarism are our mutual enemies.”

In January 1905, throughout the United States the socialists held mass-meetings to express their sympathy for

their struggling comrades, the revolutionists of Russia, and, more to the point, to furnish the sinews of war by

collecting money and cabling it to the Russian leaders.  The fact of this call for money, and the ready response,

and the very wording of the call, make a striking and practical demonstration of the international solidarity of this

world-revolution:

“Whatever may be the immediate results of the present revolt in Russia, the socialist propaganda in that country

has received from it an impetus unparalleled in the history of modern class wars.  The heroic battle for freedom

is being fought almost exclusively by the Russian working-class under the intellectual leadership of Russian

socialists, thus once more demonstrating the fact that the class-conscious working-men have become the

vanguard of all liberating movements of modern times.”

Define unknown words, including those highlighted in bold. What is London’s opinion of

socialism?



Ida Wells

Notes: Ida Bell Wells-Barnett (July 16, 1862 – March 25, 1931) was an American investigative journalist, educator,

and early leader in the civil rights movement. She was one of the founders of the National Association for the

Advancement of Colored People (NAACP)

TEXT

I was born in Holly Springs, Mississippi, before the close of the Civil War [16 July 1862].

My parents, who had been slaves and married as such, were married again after freedom came. My father had
been taught the carpenter’s trade, and my mother was a famous cook.

As the erstwhile slaves had performed most of the labor of the South, they had no trouble in finding plenty of
work to do. My father [called Jim] was the son of his master, who owned a  plantation  in Tippah  County,
Mississippi,  and  one  of  his  slave women, Peggy. Mr. Wells had no children by his wife, “Miss Polly,” and my
father grew up on the plantation, the companion and comfort of his old age. He was never whipped or put on the
auction block, and he knew little of the cruelties of slavery. When young Jim was eighteen years old, his father
took him to Holly Springs and apprenticed him to learn the carpenter’s trade, which he expected him to use on
the plantation.

My  mother was cook to old man Bolling, the contractor and builder to whom my father was apprenticed. She
was born in Virginia and was one of ten children. She and two sisters were sold to slave traders when young, and
were taken to Mississippi and sold again. She often told her children that her father was half Indian, his father
being a full blood. She often wrote back to somewhere in Virginia trying to get track of her people, but she was
never successful. We were too young to realize the importance of her efforts, and I have never remembered the
name of the county or people to whom they “belonged.”

After the war was over Mr. Bolling urged his able young apprentice to remain with him. He did so until election
time. Mr. Bolling wanted him to vote the Democratic ticket, which he refused to do. When he returned from
voting he found the shop locked. Jim Wells said nothing to anyone, but went downtown, bought a new set of
tools, and went across the street and rented another house. When Mr. Bolling returned he found he had lost a
workman and a tenant,for already Wells had moved his family off the Bolling place.

I do not remember when or where I started school. My earliest recollections are of reading the newspaper to my
father and an admiring group of his friends. He was interested in politics and I heard the words Ku Klux Klan long
before I knew what they meant. I knew dimly that it meant something fearful, by the anxious way my mother
walked the floor at night when my father was out to a political meeting. Yet so far as I can remember there were
no riots in Holly Springs, although there were plenty in other parts of the state.

Can you connect the ideas in this text to any of the other texts so far?

What are Wells’ main ideas? Are the ideas surprising to us as readers?

As a black woman in America at this time, what prejudice would Wells have faced?

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/National_Association_for_the_Advancement_of_Colored_People
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/National_Association_for_the_Advancement_of_Colored_People


George Orwell

Notes: Published in the USA in 1934 and the UK in 1935, Burmese Days was George Orwell’s first novel: an

examination of the debasing effect of empire on occupied and occupier.

TEXT

One prisoner had been brought out of his cell. He was a Hindu, a puny wisp of a man, with a shaven head and

vague liquid eyes. He had a thick, sprouting moustache, absurdly too big for his body, rather like the moustache

of a comic man on the films. Six tall Indian warders were guarding him and getting him ready for the gallows. Two

of them stood by with rifles and fixed bayonets, while the others handcuffed him, passed a chain through his

handcuffs and fixed it to their belts, and lashed his arms tight to his sides. They crowded very close about him,

with their hands always on him in a careful, caressing grip, as though all the while feeling him to make sure he

was there. It was like men handling a fish which is still alive and may jump back into the water. But he stood quite

unresisting, yielding his arms limply to the ropes, as though he hardly noticed what was happening.

Eight o’clock struck and a bugle call, desolately thin in the wet air, floated from the distant barracks. The

superintendent of the jail, who was standing apart from the rest of us, moodily prodding the gravel with his stick,

raised his head at the sound. He was an army doctor, with a grey toothbrush moustache and a gruff voice. “For

God’s sake hurry up, Francis,” he said irritably. “The man ought to have been dead by this time. Aren’t you ready

yet?”

Francis, the head jailer, a fat Dravidian in a white drill suit and gold spectacles, waved his black hand. “Yes sir, yes

sir,” he bubbled. “All is satisfactorily prepared. The hangman is waiting. We shall proceed.”

“Well, quick march, then. The prisoners can’t get their breakfast till this job’s over.”

We set out for the gallows. Two warders marched on either side of the prisoner, with their rifles at the slope; two

others marched close against him, gripping him by arm and shoulder, as though at once pushing and supporting

him. The rest of us, magistrates and the like, followed behind. Suddenly, when we had gone ten yards, the

procession stopped short without any order or warning. A dreadful thing had happened–a dog, come goodness

knows whence, had appeared in the yard. It was a large woolly dog, half Airedale, half pariah. For a moment it

pranced round us, and then, before anyone could stop it, it had made a dash for the prisoner, and jumping up

tried to lick his face. Everyone stood aghast, too taken aback even to grab at the dog.

“Who let that bloody brute in here?” said the superintendent angrily. “Catch it, someone!”

A warder, detached from the escort, charged clumsily after the dog, but it danced and gambolled just out of his

reach, taking everything as part of the game. The prisoner, in the grasp of the two warders, looked on incuriously,

as though this was another formality of the hanging. It was several minutes before someone managed to catch

the dog. Then we put my handkerchief through its collar and moved off once more, with the dog still straining

and whimpering. It is curious, but till that moment I had never realized what it means to destroy a healthy,

conscious man.

Why would Orwell introduce humour to such a serious event? What is the impact of the dialogue

on the readers’ understanding of the Burmese prison/justice system?


