
 

 

How Are You? / Naama Moses 

You ask me how I am, I have no answer. 

I am thrown between sorrow and hope, 

For a moment I dive to the depths and for a moment I stand upright and recognize land 

But perhaps the answer isn’t that important, 

More so the intent. 

That you stopped to ask me 

That you noticed me- 

Already strengthened my being. 
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