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The simple pleasures in life. There are so many. Enough that the simple pleasures can be different for every person. For me, the simple pleasures include watching the birds flit about in the trees, reading a well-crafted story, listening to a wide variety of music, gardening and watching the fruits of my labors come to fruition, sipping a cup of lemon tea, and getting a smile from a special someone. Little things, but for me, they can make a big difference in my mood. Simple pleasures can change my day and the way I view the world. Someone else will have different pleasures which they enjoy, and although some of my pleasures may also be on their list, there will be others which I never even thought of.

In this volume of the Poetry Treasures anthology series, twelve talented poets share their simple pleasures with us in the finest poetic forms. I’m quite pleased with the poetry submitted for this anthology and the talent of the poets behind it. I have my favorites, to be sure. I’m particularly fond of “Daybreak”, by DL Mullan, “Sirius”, by Jude Itakali, “Rivers”, by Ivor Steven, “Good Sleep”, by Robbie Cheadle, “Kite Music”, by Elizabeth Gauffreau, “Chocolate”, by Dawn Pisturino, “Tea” and “A Good Book” by Maggie Watson, “A Lesson from a Sandhill Crane”, by Colleen Chesbro. These are the poems that spoke loudest to me; those that I could best relate to. Like your list of pleasures, your list of favorites will be different than mine, but there’s sure to be poetry here that speaks to you.

So, kick back, relax, and indulge yourself in a few Small Pleasures.
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​January guest – DL Mullan
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​About DL Mullan
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Picture caption: DL Mullan’s avatar

DL Mullan is much more than a lyrical and literary poet. Her elementary school taught Japanese theater and poetry, foreign languages, writing, cooking, drama, as well as drawing skills. Secondary education was an Arts Magnet High school, introducing her to the technical side of art through theater and concert choir. Everything a budding artist would need until community college filled her with a love for poetry. As a poet, she won academic awards and writing credits. Director of her own community poetry group, she presented, taught the love of poetry, as well as created her own poetic forms. During 2020, participants from around the world, including Europe and Asia, flocked to Undawnted to learn poetry from Ms. Mullan. Experience poetry in genres and styles that aren’t in the traditional English textbooks, but should be.

Ms. Mullan holds several college degrees, including a Bachelor of Arts in Liberal Studies, as well as a Masters of Arts in Teaching and Learning with Technology.

For more information about DL Mullan’s creative writing, digital art, poetry, music and more, visit http://www.undawnted.com/.

Small pleasures means to me is something that fulfills my soul. If it is seeing the sunrise, getting silly, journeying into the unknown, or  manifesting through quantum meditation, then those ideas call to me. Others may read a book or take a subway ride to the city, I am more inclined to use my imagination.
I hope you enjoy these poetic selections...
and, take a joyride with me,
DL Mullan



Daybreak

The heavy sky lightens.
Night retreats.
Illustrious topaz hues sharpen until the grand arc
is a cascade of brilliant blue tones.
Cloudless, the sea’s reflection smooths away
any hint of the cosmic shroud.
Behind the rays, stars slumber and planets wait.
Yet, the moon hangs there: tranquil and sheer-
an unfinished watercolor, framed.
Never ceases to reveal itself, the satellite balances
the Earth and shifts the tides.
Now, the once opaque sphere fades away; time reaffirms
that this guardian too must conceal her mysteries.
Although the waning gibbous departs, she remains our
silent company throughout the constellations.
Daylight irradiates.
The waking world glows.



Quantum Time

Glide out of the atmosphere
and take a joyride with me.
Let’s forget about troubles,
then travel to our destiny.
One lies forward.
Two turns back.
Quantum reality
is a universal hack.
Imagination is fearless
when you are cruising along.
Dance to the rhythmic beats,
as you sing a lyrical song.
Three jumps left.
Four spirals right.
Quantum reality
entangles our flight.
Close your eyes shut.
Sit and meditate with me.
Dream of every imagined thing
and manifest the possibilities.
One lies forward.
Two turns back.
Three jumps left.
Four spirals right.
Five degrees up.
Six lives down.
Seven get in.
Eight opens out.
Quantum reality-
we exist intertwined,
past, present, future-
is never out of time.



Home

I have spent a long time searching
for a road that leads nowhere.
I travel through hills and valleys,
and, never mind the bumps and potholes
that reside on uneven shoulders and turnoffs.
I’m looking for that stretch of highway
with no street signs, lights, or noises.
The sun may rise and set. The moon can hang.
If civilization holds the deed, my instincts
are to dream of a better place.
In the distance, darkness holds some hope.
I ready my signal, pump the brakes, and turn,
down an abandoned thoroughfare, leading me
to mountain ranges, or perhaps, the fountain of youth.
The journey is important; the destination must be a mystery.
Wherever doesn’t matter, as long as I travel there alone.
Up, down, and around, where no single soul has seen,
for a road less travelled by is a place that I call home.



Myth

Legend;
fabled folklore
hidden secrets unearthed
in ancient manuscript writings
decoded;
coveted history deciphered
into modern languages;
studied, revered
knowledge.



Galactic Ride

I thought myself a Zen Master
and I centered myself on the moon.
Then I slid down into a bowl of ice cream
with chocolate and cherries with caramel syrup
which I ate up with a fork.
I took the utensil and wrapped it around my wrist.
I gave the bracelet to someone walking
down the street for a gift.
As I travelled the rough and winding road,
I found myself walking on the rainbow colors
of Saturn’s rings.
I viewed my little blue world from afar
until I caught a ride on a comet passing by.
I came between the moon and earth as I let go
and glided down through the atmosphere
when I fell to earth on this very spot.



Slap-Happy Contagion

You called on the phone;
I could not laugh at all.
My mind swirled with discontent,
but that’s something you could solve.
There was a hesitation inside-
I sat and wondered in speculation.
Then a virus you shared with me
change my tears into a guffaw,
called: the slap-happy contagion.
Before, I had buckled and fought-
I didn’t want to give in.
If I let go of all the bitterness,
I would have nothing left to give.
I found I was mistaken,
when anger was not in the equation.
All I had to do was listen,
and I would receive your prescription,
called: the slap-happy contagion.
Once you wore down my barriers,
the defensive walls fell flat.
I had no immunity to your humor,
and you got me to finally relax.
I can laugh silly, silly giggles,
and be unable to catch my breath-
I cannot help but to embrace the sensation.
When you’re with me, I feel this glee,
called: the slap-happy contagion.
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Barbara Harris Leonhard
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​About Barbara Harris Leonhard
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Picture caption: Author photograph of Barbara Harris Leonhard

Barbara Leonhard is the author of Three-Penny Memories: A Poetic Memoir, The Lost Book of Zeroth, and co-author of Too Much Fun to Be Legal. Her poetry has received awards and honors from Well-Versed 2021 and Spillwords Press. She’s a nominee for the Pushcart Prize and Best of the Net. Trending Poets named her Poet of the Year 2023 and 2024. Some of her poems have been translated into Italian, Albanian, and Chinese. Barbara is the Editor for MasticadoresUSA, the Co-Poetry Editor for LatinosUSA-English Edition, and the Editor for her literary journal, FEED THE HOLY. Her blog: Extraordinary Sunshine Weaver. Her favorite simple pleasure is going on drives with her husband, Dierik, to count the deer.


The Wetland

Country drives are clear of diseased air.
Sunflowers at the wetlands lower their heads
to face the setting sun.
A lone, injured pelican still thrives on carp
in Pool 3. At times, an egret swims
with him there. Or just a small flock
of pelicans appear, herding together to feed.
In the past, majestic swans
would glide through those waters.
The heron find their spots in all the pools,
but small numbers of egrets come and go.
An eagle builds a new nest farther from
our wandering eyes.
We miss that time so many migrations
converged: pelicans, geese, mallards.
The thriving flocks surrounded the car.
Today, we count the deer, their startled eyes
reflect what is.
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Picture caption: Photograph of a deer by Barbara Harris Leonhard


Loghenge

Logs stacked into



The Riparian Forest





Sitting with Giants
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