
 

 

Only Interpretation by Andrew Montgomery 

 

For a while…  

I turned it down.  

I dimmed the colour.  

I dropped the crown.  

Preparing those closest,  

for an incoming thunderstorm, 

As the overhead clouds,  

changed to sombre from warm.  

 

The shifting oceans are cold,  

like the shoulders I received, 

Egocentric villains remain  

conceited, rude and grieved.  

Like Halloween chocolates,  

with no surprise centre, 

Nothing will divert their route,  

no map nor handwritten letter. 

Though I was a tsunami,  

I called to be a simple wave, 

Camouflaged in the water,  

my mental state would be a save, 

They said "call back later",  

annoyed, I then forgave, 

It was not the phonebook,  

but my heart which was engraved. 

 

Late-night convos,  

stressing over friendships, 

“It’s all kinda over”,  

but to me it's endless. 

I had my chance,  

back in twenty-nine-teen,  

What did I know?  

I was only fifteen. 

Enclosed by books,  

thrilling conversations, 

High on assurance  

with stable foundations. 

Euphoric train rides, velvet walls,  

When no rumours wandered the halls. 

Smells of summer air,  

trips to the city, 

Never once did I hear:  

“Sorry, I’m busy.” 

 

Misleading rumours  

spilt from swindler's mouths, 

Like a narcissistic cloudburst  

in the heart of the south.  

 

 

 



 

 

The defender was I,  

in early daybreak, 

Erupting with responses,  

like a pressurised earthquake. 

 

In glowing phone screen light,  

last September,  

Unnamed Instagram accounts,  

do you remember? 

Cruel allegations pointed at my feet, 

But they pointed left,  

down a right way street.  

 

Nobody could hear me;  

I was lost in translation, 

Not even those mutual,  

can you feel my frustration?  

 

A casual Thursday morning break, 

was the stage on which it was displayed. 

Thieves to the east, fools to the west,  

we ran like water, upset and distressed. 

A horror movie dressed as a comedy,  

children were drawn to the novelty.  

Common misinterpretation won;  

couldn’t drown out the masquerade fun. 

 

Green was the colour of the mesh fence,  

of which stood nearby, 

Large was the size of the knot in the rope,  

of which I had to untie, 

Then was the moment of realisation,  

that I already tried, 

Few were the number of school friends,  

which remained firmly on my side. 

 

Although, some did jump the border,  

As security was out of order,  

Intertwining like a climbing rose, 

Then made their minds, thus mine soon froze. 

Sniggering in unison, being overly loud, 

It is obvious to some: they fell in with the wrong crowd, 

They cried of laughter while we cried of pain, 

They vanished out of sight, but on the wrong train. 

 

Suitcases of stolen confidence  

were traded for hours of fright, 

As these vain, forged lies…  

politely turned white. 

 

Then I realised: it was I,  

stuck in the gunfight,  

Timber beams and folding seats,  

unlike the one at the campsite. 



 

 

Impulse decisions  

of speaking opinions,  

Won’t confine,  

regardless of conditions, 

Unforgiving insults  

led to coinciding chuckles, 

Stolen moments of admiration,  

trusting them soon troubles. 

 

Deceptive rumours circling,  

like a vulture on duty, 

Blue excluded lunchbreaks,  

not like in the movies. 

Speculated labels as for tough opinions, 

I fight this one alone;  

unbearable, awkward positions. 

 

Therefore, I had no choice, 

As I couldn’t use my voice. 

Displaying the version of me at night; 

Where the sun doesn’t rise;  

where Andrew isn’t bright. 

 

After a four-year carwash  

using poison than detergent,  

Maybe you should be… 

a little more observant. 

Built from pyrite coloured bricks,  

in nineteen seventy-two, 

I’m not one for staying,  

I’d rather just pass through. 

 

I needed a fresh daybreak,  

to leave behind the rubble, 

Broken bricks, shattered tricks,  

comprised of previous trouble. 

Leaving stolen friendships  

and misunderstood warnings, 

Forgetting fictitious rumours  

and disappointing fallings. 

 

I step into the sunrise now, 

the detoxification has terminated, 

Like a twenty-three bus on the road;  

graceful, swift and liberated. 

 

From now on…  

every hour is golden,  

The darkness has lightened;  

the speculations are olden, 

I leave behind unworkable ambitions…  

present, past, and stolen. 
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