Main Point
Nothing is pointless

It all has meaning

Function

Maybe the purpose is distraction
Wallowing in dissatisfaction

But it’s a purpose

It’s a reason

That has a season

In the eye of God

All seasons

Even the absence of God is a season

That will pass away

And bloom into spring

And then finally into infinity

The season of matter will eventually bloom into ether

Any maybe back to matter again

Oh well, no end

Only infinity

Going around and around

Just like the world

Spinning at thousands of miles per hour

No way to get off

Just grin and bear it

And when you get nauseous you can toss your cookies
And wait till the next time things go too fast

And you get sick all over again

Yippee
Main Point

