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The Muse Never Rests

PART TWO

About the Publisher

ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS 

To the colleague responsible for spiritual upliftment and support during crises: THE MUSE. She never rested; she was there even when everyone else left—either physically or by pounding on my heart for explanation and regret, though she could never escape. I only hope she doesn’t want to, for she has an eternal place there. 

Furthermore, thanks to: 


My Family, who represent light, hope, and inspiration in my life. 

Every mentored artist at Aurora Studio and beyond, who remind me every day why it is worth creating. 


The reader, who dared to enter this darkroom and read through this confession. 


My Friends, who inspired me and encouraged my creativity throughout the long years. 


Hey, Patri, I can write about more than just bitter topics... but “The Kitty Sings Like This” still isn’t making it into this book! 

Brownie, thank you for always coming to me when I needed someone. 

Lucy, Lily: thanks for being so understanding with Dad when inspiration strikes and I have to create. I will never forget the love and patience I received from you. 

Dad: I will be eternally grateful for pulling me down from the clouds of inspiration into rationality when needed, and to my grandfather, who whipped the artist out of me. 

Finally: Jasmine B., you were born to be an icon. Do not let the world sweep you aside. Talent is a wonderful gift, but as the biblical parable of the talents teaches us, we are responsible for making the most of what we have been given. Keep practicing, learning, building yourself, and listening to your pure, open heart, even when I am no longer there to help you.

Preface: The Inner Darkroom 

Welcome to the chaos. Do not look for order here, for order is the privilege of the dead, and I—though I sometimes act as if I were a vampire sucking my own blood—am very much still breathing. This collection is not a carefully constructed monument, but an open wound that sometimes aches red and sometimes festers yellow, exactly as I wrote in my first poems. I am Atomm, or Thomas Stonewell, or just that voice in your head that speaks up when, while scrolling through TikTok, you suddenly realize that reality is actually incredibly “cringe.” This name, Atomm, did not become my trademark by accident: it contains both destructive energy and the elemental building block from which everything is assembled. 

I was born in 1983, in the fire of the winter solstice, and since then I have carried within me the duality instilled by my father’s down-to-earth wisdom and my mother’s free soaring madness. I am a hybrid of two worlds: one who learned discipline at the church organ but found true freedom as a rock musician. 

When you begin to read these lines, know that you are not meeting a poet, but a “weaver of voices and rhymes.” Between the dignity of the cantor’s organ and the sweat-scented roar of Sop-Rock festivals lies the arc upon which I try to balance. Everything is in this book: the silence of theology, the rigor of Latin verbs, and the “rizz” of modern slang. Why? Because humans are like that. One moment we are humming “The Song of Fireflies” in the dark, and the next we are cursing with a snow shovel in hand in ten-below weather. 

Many ask why I write so darkly, why I am drawn to “scars” and “poisons.” “I paint pictures, but my pictures are dark,” I once said, and it remains true today. Not because I do not love the light, but because light can only be interpreted in the contrast of darkness. My past as a cantor taught me the proximity of death and the hope of resurrection, but in my poems, hope is often just a distant star that breaks me into atoms before it shines. This volume is a kind of internal journey: from England to Sopron, from the theological college to charity swing nights. Every line is a piece of me, a shard that sometimes cuts and sometimes just quietly scratches. The white canvas is only an illusion; the linen has long been covered by the black ink of pain and honesty. But do not fear the dark. It is only in the dark that fireflies are truly visible. This volume is a kind of “inverse spring”: here, it is not flowers that bloom first, but the realizations that even 160 characters of loneliness can be as heavy as an entire epic.

In this collection, you will find classic rhymes where my soul is a tree and you are a little bird within it, but you will also run into rap lyrics that “snap and crackle” like your neck when you turn too quickly after a forint. Because for me, art is not an answer, but an eternal, insolent question mark. I have stolen core ideas, filleted the past, and sometimes, loosely after Petőfi, I let something much more visceral hurt instead of the thought. 

So, dear reader, before you turn the page, a warning: suffer too! Do not just read it; feel the effect of the “poison” that stems from distance and beauty. This book is an emergency landing on earth, a farewell to passing, and a confession that sometimes screams like a newborn baptized in blood. If you reach the end, perhaps you will understand why I do not want to be the Good Shepherd, and why I would rather just be a spring on the green grass. 

Take a deep breath, put on your invisible sunglasses, and come with me to the “Valley of Secrets.” I will be there, holding your hand, but do not expect me to show you the way. You must tread that path yourself in the dust, even if the tracks ultimately never meet. Let the dance at the end of the world begin. Atomm on the beat. Let’s go. 

Motto: “...as long as you are with me, I will hold your hand, My dear, I will always be there for you.” —well, of course, ME 

The Scar 

The first visible pain was red, 
The second, a yellow hue.
I sat while the red spot bled, 
And my body awaited the yellow, too. 
It was night, the color wouldn’t cease, 
Unending shades, a restless tease. 
Aching, burning, tearing apart, 
Indifferent, the heavy smart. 
Its mark is still visible now, 
A lasting sign you gave to me. 
From afar, it shines somehow, 
Thanks for not boiling me.

Just Lightly 

So sweetly it cuts, as on imagination’s edge,
I consume sorrow, without any pledge.
I am well, only the faint light of stars Sometimes
misleads me with you, or to the skies, 
Where I too would shine so bright, 
Like the North Star. I would just fly 
With you into the endless, and I know
I do that, I am on the road. 
As the leaves fall down, 
Because they have learned enough, 
So I fall and the wind carries me, 
Though the wind does not speak, 
So it might even be, I carry the wind. 

The Sound of Pleasure 

The fleeting sound of pleasure,
so brief, Torment me, burn me, 
bring me grief! I’d write if it were now, that way, 
If my being had aught to say, 
But now it is not so, you see. 
It’s utterly useless, for me. 
The dried-up path where I now sit, 
Just numbs with dust, I lose my wit, 
But even dust is cold and stark, 
Nothing ignites a fiery spark. 
I care not whose expense I bear, 
To see the tracks meet, beyond compare. 
And time just flows, a gentle stream, 
But now there is no tidal gleam, 
So quietly it presses down, 
My head in sand, without a frown, 
With me, the sound of pleasure, calm and deep, 
Falls silent in the ice cold sand to sleep. 

Characters of Loneliness 

Now again, the rage
And the inverse spring 
Teach me to forget 
And to love better. 
Dull, silent terror 
Makes you forget here 
The desire, and constantly 
Only loneliness flows. 

At the End of the World 

At the world’s end, for such a place might be,
I’d be with you, my love, sincerely. 
I’d dance with you, though I cannot dance,
And for us, the stars would brightly glance. 
At the world’s end, together we will stay, 
Our dance and song will merrily sway. 
And as long as you wish, I’ll hold your hand, 
My dear, I’ll always be there for you, understand. 
No near, no far, no time from today, 
My love, I promise, will forever stay, 
Until at the world’s end, with you, I fade away! 

My Soul a Tree 

My soul a tree, 
And you, a little bird, 
Have built your nest in me, 
Your sweet song heard. 
Though my branches reach the sky, 
Your nest, I see, is fair. 
Golden spring, a million buds fly, 
New life, new love, beyond compare. 
My dear, I only ask of you, 
To stay right here with me.
I often thought my life was true, 
But now, with you, it’s truly free. 
Spring turns to summer, warm and bright, 
The fruits begin to grow.
Other birds take wing in flight, 
But please, my love, don’t go. 
My world is upside down, it’s true, 
But happier with you. 
For I’m a tree, a bird are you,
And I will always sing for you! 
My precious, playful, naughty bird,
My leaves will keep you safe and warm. 
I know, as long as you’re with me, my word, 
There will always be a tomorrow, 
weathering every storm, no harm! 

One Key to Happiness 

The law is open war, 
Love is peace, it’s true.
Greed burns to the core, 
At last, you must see through. 
The servant people chase for gold, 
Not a happier fate they seek. 
Until another god they hold, 
They’ll never be truly meek.

To Myself 

Oh come, oh come, gentle voice, Softly awaken in me 
The faith that even on Earth
All can be well, you see. 
In the rosebush, wild and free. 
Oh come, oh come, Redeemer, 
I still believe in you,
Now is truly the time,
But you must be within me, too. 

Song of Fireflies 

To be bright among the blind, 
This is our fate, what we find. 
No power over it, nothing to do, 
Just shine until our
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