Stationary 

Hand on my heart I am terrified 
Of what or when I can’t decide 

Just the feeling of floating in air 

And not going anywhere 

Suspended in this point in time 
Like the moment when a line 

Turns to go the other way 

I hope it will be okay 

A stationary point in life 

But it is alright

Ball hanging in the air 

Before you pluck it out of there

Or the falling starts again 

You are back to moving then
Some conclusion does resolve

A problem you don’t have to solve 

Convergence falls back into place 
Playing faster for the taste 

