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INTRODUCTION
Poetry can be wonderful for people with dementia to enjoy. It can trigger 
memories, and spark conversations. I often use it when I am spending 
time with people whose speech has become limited due to their 
dementia. It's not unusual for people to become more vocal and join in 
with some of the lines of poems they are familiar with, and it's always so 
lovely when that happens.

Of course, poetry is not for everyone, but it's definitely something to have 
up your sleeve - try it out and see what happens. 

I've included an assortment of poetry, based on ones that I have found 
people enjoy, but you will know your loved one best. Where there are no 
copyright issues I have included the whole poem, but at the end of the 
booklet I have created a list of other poems that I use that are available 
on line, but to publish them in this booklet would be a breach of 
copyright. If you are reading this online, each poem in the list is linked to 
an online site where the full poem is written out.

I have also included lots of pictures, as these can also be good for 
enjoying in the moment time with loved ones with dementia. If you're 
printing this booklet out you can always skip the pages that have full 
colour pictures to save on ink.



Daffodils by William Wordsworth
 

I wandered lonely as a cloud
That floats on high o'er vales and hills,

When all at once I saw a crowd,
A host, of golden daffodils;

Beside the lake, beneath the trees,
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze.

 
Continuous as the stars that shine

And twinkle on the milky way,
They stretched in never-ending line

Along the margin of a bay:
Ten thousand saw I at a glance,

Tossing their heads in sprightly dance.
 

The waves beside them danced; but they
Out-did the sparkling waves in glee:

A poet could not but be gay,
In such a jocund company:

I gazed—and gazed—but little thought
What wealth the show to me had brought:

 
For oft, when on my couch I lie
In vacant or in pensive mood,

They flash upon that inward eye
Which is the bliss of solitude;

And then my heart with pleasure fills,
And dances with the daffodils.

 





Sonnet 18
By William Shakespeare

 
 

Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day?
Thou art more lovely and more temperate:

Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May,
And summer’s lease hath all too short a date;
Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines,

And often is his gold complexion dimm'd;
And every fair from fair sometime declines,

By chance or nature’s changing course untrimm'd;
But thy eternal summer shall not fade,

Nor lose possession of that fair thou ow’st;
Nor shall death brag thou wander’st in his shade,

When in eternal lines to time thou grow’st:
   So long as men can breathe or eyes can see,
   So long lives this, and this gives life to thee.

 



When You Are Old 
 

By W.B Yeats
 

When you are old and grey and full of sleep,
And nodding by the fire, take down this book,
And slowly read, and dream of the soft look

Your eyes had once, and of their shadows deep;
 

How many loved your moments of glad grace,
And loved your beauty with love false or true,

But one man loved the pilgrim soul in you,
And loved the sorrows of your changing face;

 
And bending down beside the glowing bars,

Murmur, a little sadly, how Love fled
And paced upon the mountains overhead

And hid his face amid a crowd of stars.





The Owl and the Pussy-Cat By Edward Lear
 

The Owl and the Pussy-cat went to sea
   In a beautiful pea-green boat,

They took some honey, and plenty of money,
   Wrapped up in a five-pound note.

The Owl looked up to the stars above,
   And sang to a small guitar,

"O lovely Pussy! O Pussy, my love,
    What a beautiful Pussy you are,

         You are, You are!
What a beautiful Pussy you are!"

 
Pussy said to the Owl, "You elegant fowl!

   How charmingly sweet you sing!
O let us be married! too long we have tarried:

   But what shall we do for a ring?"
They sailed away, for a year and a day,

   To the land where the Bong-Tree grows
And there in a wood a Piggy-wig stood

   With a ring at the end of his nose,
             His nose, His nose,

   With a ring at the end of his nose.
 

"Dear Pig, are you willing to sell for one shilling
   Your ring?" Said the Piggy, "I will."

So they took it away, and were married next day
   By the Turkey who lives on the hill.

They dined on mince, and slices of quince,
   Which they ate with a runcible spoon;

And hand in hand, on the edge of the sand,
   They danced by the light of the moon,

             The moon, The moon,
They danced by the light of the moon.



Sonnet 116 
BY WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE

 
Let me not to the marriage of true minds

Admit impediments. Love is not love
Which alters when it alteration finds,

Or bends with the remover to remove.
O no! it is an ever-fixed mark

That looks on tempests and is never shaken;
It is the star to every wand'ring bark,

Whose worth's unknown, although his height be taken.
Love's not Time's fool, though rosy lips and cheeks

Within his bending sickle's compass come;
Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks,

But bears it out even to the edge of doom.
If this be error and upon me prov'd,
I never writ, nor no man ever lov'd.



Sonnet 73
BY WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE

 
That time of year thou mayst in me behold

When yellow leaves, or none, or few, do hang
Upon those boughs which shake against the cold,

Bare ruin'd choirs, where late the sweet birds sang.
In me thou see'st the twilight of such day

As after sunset fadeth in the west,
Which by and by black night doth take away,
Death's second self, that seals up all in rest.

In me thou see'st the glowing of such fire
That on the ashes of his youth doth lie,

As the death-bed whereon it must expire,
Consum'd with that which it was nourish'd by.

This thou perceiv'st, which makes thy love more strong,
To love that well which thou must leave ere long.

 



Psalm 23 
 

The Lord is my shepherd; I shall not want.
 

He maketh me to lie down in green pastures: he 
leadeth me beside the still waters.

 
He restoreth my soul: he leadeth me in the paths of 

righteousness for his name's sake.
 

Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of 
death, I will fear no evil: for thou art with me; thy rod 

and thy staff they comfort me.
 

Thou preparest a table before me in the presence of 
mine enemies: thou anointest my head with oil; my 

cup runneth over.
 

Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the 
days of my life: and I will dwell in the house of the 

Lord for ever.





Home  Thoughts from abroad
by Robert Browning

 
Oh, to be in England

Now that April's there,
And whoever wakes in England
Sees, some morning, unaware,

That the lowest boughs and the brushwood sheaf
Round the elm-tree bole are in tiny leaf,

While the chaffinch sings on the orchard bough
In England - now!

 
And after April, when May follows,

And the whitethroat builds, and all the swallows!
Hark, where my blossomed pear-tree in the hedge

Leans to the field and scatters on the clover
Blossoms and dewdrops - at the bent

spray's edge -
That's the wise thrush; he sings each song

twice over,
Lest you should think he never could recapture

The first fine careless rapture!
And though the fields look rough with hoary dew,

All will be gay when noontide wakes anew
The buttercups, the little children's dower

- Far brighter than this gaudy melon-flower!



From Is Life Worth Living?
by Alfred Austin

 
Is life worth living? Yes, so long

As Spring revives the year,
And hails us with the cuckoo's song,

To show that she is here;
So long as May of April takes,
In smiles and tears, farewell,

And windflowers dapple all the brakes,
And primroses the dell;

While children in the woodlands yet
Adorn their little laps

With ladysmock and violet,
And daisy-chain their caps;

While over orchard daffodils
Cloud-shadows float and fleet,

And ousel pipes and laverock trills,
And young lambs buck and bleat;

So long as that which bursts the bud
And swells and tunes the rill,

Makes springtime in the maiden's blood,
Life is worth living still.



The Tyger 
BY WILLIAM BLAKE

 
Tyger Tyger, burning bright, 
In the forests of the night; 

What immortal hand or eye, 
Could frame thy fearful symmetry?

 
In what distant deeps or skies. 

Burnt the fire of thine eyes?
On what wings dare he aspire?

What the hand, dare seize the fire?
 

And what shoulder, & what art,
Could twist the sinews of thy heart?
And when thy heart began to beat,

What dread hand? & what dread feet?
 

What the hammer? what the chain, 
In what furnace was thy brain?

What the anvil? what dread grasp, 
Dare its deadly terrors clasp! 

 
When the stars threw down their spears 

And water'd heaven with their tears: 
Did he smile his work to see?

Did he who made the Lamb make thee?
 

Tyger Tyger burning bright, 
In the forests of the night: 

What immortal hand or eye,
Dare frame thy fearful symmetry?





A Smuggler’s Song by Rudyard Kipling
 

IF you wake at midnight, and hear a horse’s feet,
Don’t go drawing back the blind, or looking in the street,

Them that ask no questions isn’t told a lie.
Watch the wall my darling while the Gentlemen go by.

 

Five and twenty ponies, Trotting through the dark –
Brandy for the Parson, ‘Baccy for the Clerk.

Laces for a lady; letters for a spy,
Watch the wall my darling while the Gentlemen go by!

 

Running round the woodlump if you chance to find
Little barrels, roped and tarred, all full of brandy-wine,

Don’t you shout to come and look, nor use ’em for your play.
Put the brishwood back again – and they’ll be gone next day !

 

If you see the stable-door setting open wide;
If you see a tired horse lying down inside;

If your mother mends a coat cut about and tore;
If the lining’s wet and warm – don’t you ask no more !

 

If you meet King George’s men, dressed in blue and red,
You be careful what you say, and mindful what is said.

If they call you ” pretty maid,” and chuck you ‘neath the chin,
Don’t you tell where no one is, nor yet where no one’s been !

 

Knocks and footsteps round the house – whistles after dark –
You’ve no call for running out till the house-dogs bark.

Trusty’s here, and Pincher’s here, and see how dumb they lie
They don’t fret to follow when the Gentlemen go by !

 

‘If You do as you’ve been told, ‘likely there’s a chance,
You’ll be give a dainty doll, all the way from France,

With a cap of Valenciennes, and a velvet hood –
A present from the Gentlemen, along ‘o being good !

 

Five and twenty ponies,Trotting through the dark –
Brandy for the Parson, ‘Baccy for the Clerk.

Them that asks no questions isn’t told a lie –
Watch the wall my darling while the Gentlemen go by !



The Mock Turtle’s Song
Lewis Carroll

 
 

“Will you walk a little faster?” said a whiting to a snail.
“There’s a porpoise close behind us, and he’s treading on my tail.

See how eagerly the lobsters and the turtles all advance!
They are waiting on the shingle — will you come and join the dance?

Will you, won’t you, will you, won’t you, will you join the dance?
Will you, won’t you, will you, won’t you, won’t you join the dance?

 
“You can really have no notion how delightful it will be,

When they take us up and throw us, with the lobsters, out to sea!”
But the snail replied “Too far, too far!” and gave a look askance—

Said he thanked the whiting kindly, but he would not join the dance.
Would not, could not, would not, could not, would not join the dance.
Would not, could not, would not, could not, could not join the dance.

 
“What matters it how far we go?” his scaly friend replied.
“There is another shore, you know, upon the other side.
The further off from England the nearer is to France—

Then turn not pale, beloved snail, but come and join the dance?
Will you, won’t you, will you, won’t you, won’t you join the dance?
Will you, won’t you, will you, won’t you, won’t you join the dance?”
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OTHER POEMS WITH LINKS

The Kings Breakfast by A A Milne

Blackberry Picking by Seamus Heaney

Oh I wish I'd looked after my teeth by Pam Ayres

Macavity: The Mystery Cat by TS Eliot

If there are other poems that you would recommend, please do let me know and I will add 
them to this list. And please do share your experiences with me, of reading these poems 
to a loved one living with dementia. I can be contacted at tina@embracingage.org.uk

https://www.oatridge.co.uk/poems/a/aa-milne-kings-breakfast.php
https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems/50981/blackberry-picking
https://poetryarchive.org/poem/oh-i-wish-id-looked-after-me-teeth/
https://poets.org/poem/macavity-mystery-cat

