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01. The Market of Honor

	Where honor's market thrives, a twisted sight,

	Respectable ones, in trade, gamble their light.

	"What price?" I ask, a question filled with doubt,

	"The same," they smirk, "the papers scream about."

	 

	We turn those pages, truth replaced with lies,

	Newspapers bought, propaganda in their eyes.

	Those who dare whisper truth, face raids unseen,

	Silenced one by one, a chilling, dark machine.

	 

	Where can the common man find solace now?

	When justice fades, and power takes its vow.

	A mother's cries, her hope in tatters torn,

	Justice lost, she whispers, "Lawbooks are forlorn."

	 

	Grand plans were spun, a thousand promises made,

	To end the hardship, poverty displayed.

	Yet princes rise, to kings of wealth they turn,

	From government's hand, each contract they discern.

	 

	A desperate cry, "Help!" echoes through the land,

	As prices soar, beyond the grasp of hand.

	The "experts" speak, with practiced, hollow tone,

	"Supply and demand," a truth that none can own.

	 

	From shadows rise, the buried come alive,

	In new disguises, where hope and trust survive.

	But truth is hidden, lost in power's game,

	Democracy choked, whispered is its name.

	 

	Accusations fly, a whirlwind dark and vast,

	Leaving only ashes, where faith once held fast.

	Can this be healed? Can light pierce through the night?

	Or will the market thrive, where honor lost its light?

	 

	
02. New Age

	In a world where morals take a backseat,

	And greed whispers promises sweet,

	A voice cautions, "Tread with care,

	For new paths hold hidden snare."

	 

	"Old ways," they scoff, "bring no gain,

	Embrace the hustle, the market's reign.

	Principles? They're mere dusty shelves,

	Profit's the God, build your wealth."

	 

	"Claims grand and bold, seas crossed with ease,

	But hefty fees buy no guarantees.

	Respectable masks hide drunken lies,

	Truth stumbles, lost in their disguise."

	 

	"Come, walk with me, see the cracks in the scheme,

	Flaws abound, a twisted dream.

	Heed the whisper, the silent plea,

	There's more to life than chasing decree."

	 

	So listen close, let wisdom guide,

	For in this new era, ethics confide.

	With measured steps and a discerning eye,

	Find your path, where truth can lie.

	 

	
03. Laws and Rules

	Where healers stand with gentle touch,

	And hospitals bring solace's hush,

	Some, for their own inflated view,

	Dispense advice, though not yet due.

	 

	Where news unfolds on screen and page,

	To keep us informed, from every stage,

	Some sow discord with whispers sly,

	And taint the truth with a tainted lie.

	 

	Where wisdom waits in hallowed halls,

	In schools and temples, echoing calls,

	Some, to showcase their empty purse,

	Spout twisted tales, a twisted verse.

	 

	Where parks and gardens beckon free,

	For joyful hearts and spirits to flee,

	Some wander lost, with furtive gaze,

	Shunning the light in life's sweet maze.

	 

	Where laws and rules in balance stand,

	To guide the nation, hand in hand,

	Some, grasping power with violent hand,

	Shatter the peace of this promised land.
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