Means to An End

From time to time,
We step back and take a look,
At the life we are living.
Finding what we are looking for,
That would be a treasure.
Yet, we never do,
For if we found that, 
Happiness would be in hand.
We go on living in the hopes,
That one day we will have happiness.
We dance with the music,
Laugh with the comedy,
Cry with the sorrow,
and love completely.
But as a means to what end?
Do these things bring happiness?
Perhaps, in short bursts,
But, nothing that lasts.
Too much laughter hurts.
Tears run dry,
Dancing makes the body weary,
And love,
Well love, tends to only cause more crying.
It is an endless cycle.
Emotions cause confusion,
Wrap yourself in nothingness.
That is the only place I have found,
Where I am happy, truly contempt.
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