They Flee From Me 
By Sir Thomas Wyatt 

They flee from me that sometime did me seek (women run from me..)
With naked foot, stalking in my chamber. (the same women who came barefoot to my bedroom)
I have seen them gentle, tame, and meek, (I remember when they came willingly…)
That now are wild and do not remember (but now they act like they don’t know me…)
That sometime they put themself in danger (and like they never took risks with me)
To take bread at my hand; and now they range, (I used to take care of them, and now they run wild)
Busily seeking with a continual change. (now they look for others)

Thanked be fortune it hath been otherwise (I’m glad it wasn’t always this way)
Twenty times better; but once in special, (I’ve had many women but one was special)
In thin array after a pleasant guise, (she came in a thin nightgown…)
When her loose gown from her shoulders did fall, (and she let it fall from her shoulders…)
And she me caught in her arms long and small; (and took me in her arms)
Therewithall sweetly did me kiss (and kissed me)
And softly said, “Dear heart, how like you this?” (and asked me if I liked this)

It was no dream: I lay broad waking.(it wasn’t a dream—I was awake)
But all is turned thorough my gentleness (but because I’m so gentle and kind…)
Into a strange fashion of forsaking; (they’ve left me—hints they want a “bad boy” type)
And I have leave to go of her goodness, (so I have to let her go)
And she also, to use newfangleness.(and she can go and find someone else)
But since that I so kindly am served (because she treated me so badly…)
I would fain know what she hath deserved. (I’d love to know what she really deserves…)

Big ideas:
--women who used to come willingly to my bedroom barefoot don’t come anymore (barefoot is extremely suggestive here—women who allowed their ankles to show were considered prostitutes—so coming barefoot in this age is “asking for” intimacy)
--they used to take risks with me, but now at like they’re afraid of me and like they don’t know me (though he doesn’t use the word “deer” in this poem, the imagery is similar—they were tame and came to him, but now they’re wild and run away). The risks they too would have included STD’s, pregnancy, and a ruined reputation.
--He says he’s had many women (20) but one was special
--this woman came in practically nothing, let her nightgown fall from her shoulders, kissed me and asked me if I liked it
--I wasn’t dreaming…but because I’m such a gentle, nice guy, she left me for others (he implies she wanted a bad boy type and the only reason she let him was he was too nice…but…
--in the last two lines, when he complains about her choice and wonders what she deserves for treating him this way, he implies she deserves to be punished---which show US that he’s not such a nice guy afterall, and maybe she didn’t leave because he was too nice—maybe she left him because he was a vindictive creep ;)  
[bookmark: _GoBack]--so we have an unreliable narrator—his view of himself is he’s too nice…but he’s not as nice as he makes out…and therefor maybe that 20 women number—and everything else—was also a story/dream despite what he states.


  
