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EDGAR HUNTLY 
OR, MEMOIRS OF A SLEEP - WALKER
Charles Brockden Brown (1771-1810) was born to a merchant Quaker family in Philadelphia, and was educated at Robert Proud’s School. In his early twenties he committed himself to literature, and avidly read the latest models from England and Europe — especially Rousseau, Bage, Godwin, Southey, and Coleridge. By 1795 he was earnestly devoted to fiction; once engaged, he composed at breakneck pace, publishing between 1797 and 1802 seven romances, a long pro-feminist dialogue, and numerous sketches and tales. Four of those romances earned him the perhaps dubious title of the Father of the American Novel — Wieland (1798), Ormond (1799), Arthur Mervyn (Part I, 1799; Part II, 1800), and between those two parts, Edgar Huntly (1799). All four are remarkably sophisticated moral, psychological, and political allegories that burned into the artistic consciousness of Poe, Hawthorne, Fenimore Cooper, and Melville. By the 1820s, a decade after his death, he was ranked both in America and England with Washington Irving and Cooper as the embodiment of American literary genius, the first American writer successfully to bridge the gulf between entertainment and art in fiction.
Norman S. Grabo introduced and helped edit the authoritative edition of Brown’s Arthur Mervyn, and is the author of The Coincidental Art of Charles Brockden Brown and the first book-length study of America’s premier colonial poet, Edward Taylor. He writes widely on early American aesthetics, and is at present Chapman Professor of English Language and Literature at the University of Tulsa.
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PENGUIN BOOKS

INTRODUCTION
CHARLES BROCKDEN BROWN grew up in the Philadelphia that Benjamin Franklin built. The center of American politics, the capital of both state and nation, the city featured a public library, a couple of good schools, including Robert Proud’s Friends Grammar School, which Brown attended, the American Philosophical Society, a thriving university, several energetic newspapers and magazines, a mint, a paid police force, two banks, and a freshwater port that made it, even then, a marvel of commerce, both legal and illegal. The elegant State House sat like a jewel amid the simplicity of symmetrical residential and public buildings. The streets were aswarm with heroes. One could hear them hold forth in the State House Yard, watch General Washington exercise his horsemanship at Ricketts’ Circus, spy Tom Paine or Thomas Jefferson or John Adams strolling down to the City Tavern for dinner.
There is no reason to suppose that Brown, born in 1771, was any more conscious than other boys of politics and affairs of state. It is not likely that, as a boy of six, he was taken to hear independence proclaimed from the State House by Colonel John Nixon on July 8. But no matter how protected a Quaker upbringing he had, he could not have missed the formal parades, the city-wide bell ringing, the bonfires, the salute of cannon, the random firing of small arms, and the pyrotechnic displays. Philadelphia was large, but it was not that large. Nor can one imagine any reasonably alert twelve-year-old remaining long in ignorance of the stormy arrival in the middle of the night of General Washington’s aide-de-camp, Colonel David Humphreys, with the news of the great American victory at York-town in 1781. Later Humphreys would be admired by Brown as one of the Connecticut Wits whose poetry fired his own literary ambition, but at this stage he was merely an agent of the news of successful violence.
At the age of sixteen, Charles was apprenticed to the law firm of Alexander Wilcocks, when all the talk among attorneys had to be the hammering out of the Federal constitution at the State House, only a few blocks from where Brown lived with his family at 117 South Second Street. By then, law offices must have been filled with talk of this new instrument, the Constitution, designed to reconcile the natural inclination to self-interest with the equal but opposite social need for what was alleged to be the public weal. Natural and personal passion on one hand — the right to liberty — and on the other, social reason and order — the right to protection. Although the issue may have been argued directly under the young apprentice’s nose by the most gifted assemblage of political theorists in the history of America, it would not have appeared abstract to the young Quaker.
The Brown family had arrived in America even before William Penn — becoming a line of merchandisers and government functionaries. Great-uncle Charles Brogden, the first Registrar of Philadelphia, and the scrivener to whom Benjamin Franklin most often resorted when he wanted his schemes drawn into proper legal form, was the most conspicuous leaf on the family tree, though he seems to have sunk almost totally into oblivion. The family philosophy seems to have been, Lie low, Stay out of sight, Keep your mouth shut. Don’t make waves.
In the half-century before Charles’s birth, and well through his childhood, the intricacies of Provincial politics always seemed to put the Quakers in the uncomfortable middle. In one direction lay the self-protective Proprietaries — the Penn family. The Governor, selected by the Proprietaries but also serving the Crown, often found himself pulled impossibly between the two. And the elected Assembly — constituted of uncommitted Freemen, accommodating Quakers, and some not-so-accommodating Quietist Quakers — was pulled in yet other ways. Though internally at odds, the Assembly did unite against the Governor when he was perceived to be acting not as Royal agent but as the tool of the Proprietaries. Always, the issue was the budget. Who would pay for the erection and maintenance of the State House? Who would finance western exploration and the defense against greedy Virginians and Marylanders toward the Ohio? Who would outfit and support defense of the western frontier? Who would supply and quarter British troops after 1755 when they came to help defend western Pennsylvanians against the French in the wooded mountains?
Quakers of tender conscience thought it improper to provide for public defense either directly or indirectly; they were often reluctant to provide horses, wagons, rooms, food, or even their votes. They questioned whether they could conscientiously participate in government at all, or even avail themselves of the perquisites of organized society — such as the university (which may be why Charles never went to college). During the French and Indian War they tended to hang back, obstructing government policies by a combination of inertia and principle. During the Revolution, many Quakers did the same — even through the British occupation and devastation of Philadelphia in 1777. Of course the Quakers thought of themselves as neutrals; to the revolutionaries they were collaborationists or traitors.
In the half-century between 1730 and 1780, this was not simply a matter of energetic debate. Partisans took to the streets. If a merchant didn’t illuminate his windows in support of current political causes, those windows would be smashed, houses burned, people cuffed and sometimes shot. The streets may have been well lighted, but they were also riotous and dangerous. Through it all, the Browns survived, which means that Charles’s father, Elijah, must have been cautious enough to light candles when they were called for, no matter what stronger consciences may have done. If the sweet political rhetoric for liberty and democracy wafted from the State House toward the wharves and thus past the Brown residence, it bore with it to young Charles the sour smell of riot, excess, violence, fear, and death. And Brown would not forget.
He would come to see that the struggle of the infant republic to attain order without sacrificing individual liberty and character applied to individual experience as well. An allegorist by temperament as well as conviction, the young legal apprentice already believed that personal stories reflected or symbolized the larger social struggle around them. Letters to his young friends, especially Joseph Bringhurst and William W. Wilkins, and his keynote address to the Belles Lettres Club testify to his idealism and his literary ambition. But it seems that it was the disastrous and terrible yellow fever epidemic of 1793 that catalyzed his literary energies, just as it drove him out of Philadelphia, first to Hartford and then to New York. That epidemic, falling on a corrupt and venal community, brought into tense relief the testing of individual moral character in the breakdown of an ordered society. That, he said, was what he would depict.
Abandoning his law studies that same year, and frequently commuting between Philadelphia and New York, Brown came under the influence of the members of the Friendly Club — a collection of artists, playwrights, lawyers, and physicians — who encouraged his literary efforts and shared with him their interests in both physical and mental abnormalities as well as liberal social values. Brown threw himself into a frenzy of literary activity, writing essays, short stories or tales, sketches, and, by 1795, novels. Between 1798 and 1800, four of those novels hurried through final preparation and through the press — Wieland (1798), Ormond (1799), Part I of Arthur Mervyn (1799), and Edgar Huntly; or, Memoirs of a Sleep - Walker (1799). With Part II of Arthur Mervyn (1800), Brown was established as the first significant American novelist.
II
These major works have much in common. Each depends upon some abnormality that puts character to the test, introduced either by external circumstances or by inner weakness. Wieland rests upon the disconcerting intrusions of a ventriloquist or biloquist — a “double-tongued deceiver,” as Brown says — plus the horror of death by spontaneous combustion. Ormond and Arthur Mervyn both rely upon the effects of the yellow fever plague of 1793, although Ormond also introduces a master illusionist who is, moreover, a political idealist; Mervyn posits a curious and tactless virtue as devastating as the plague itself; and Edgar Huntly originates in the psychology of somnambulism. All four purport to be morally instructive, if not outright didactic. All concern young men or women at a point of achieving — or failing to achieve — personal and social maturity. All four exist in a rhetoric that seems to constitute a special conceptual place, a world that transcends class but that designates fictional worth. Each of the novels depends upon improbable coincidences of a sort that argues a purposeful universe whose workings are beyond normal human perceptions and understanding. And each novel is structured so as to collapse, to self-destruct somewhere along the telling — usually nearer the end than elsewhere. All four thus introduce narrative elements that undercut their apparently artless beginnings, undermining the reliability of their narrators, until we are made to realize the stories are as much about the telling as the told. And everywhere the stories present simultaneously puzzling and illuminating doubles, twins, look-alikes, and second selves.
Once all that is realized, however, certain significant differences among the novels emerge. Ormond and Arthur Mervyn are city stories, both set in 1793, mysteries of manners one might say, stagy productions consisting of conversations in parlors, jail cells, bedrooms, closets, public houses, shops, hospitals, brothels, and basements. They are basically drawing-room melodrama. Wieland, Brown’s first published novel, is probably the strictest in its actions, confined for the most part to neighboring country estates, in ample houses of whose architecture Brown is extremely conscious, but quite different from either the lavish city house of Welbeck or the squalid cottage of Constantia Dudley. Wieland’s main setting, Mettingen, on the banks of the Schuylkill, with Clara’s neighboring cottage, qualify it as suburban fiction — the city carefully placed in the fictional background, a source of surprising news and occasional escape, but never the generating locus of the action. Edgar Huntly, however, avoids the city almost entirely.
Huntly Farm is located somewhere in the environs of the Forks of the Delaware, presumably in the Lehigh Valley. The time is 1787, and the event that seems to excite the central action is an apparently unprovoked, long-delayed act of vengeance by a small group of Delaware Indians under the suggestion of an ancient squaw-sachem known only as Old Deb or Queen Mab. For the first time the significant action is out-of-doors, while being simultaneously intensely psychological. A look at a 1794 map of Philadelphia shows no more than ten blocks of developed real estate between the Delaware River and the Schuylkill. A mile’s walk would have taken Brown from his Second Street address to Broad Street, beyond which lay only scattered buildings until one reached the Schuylkill. Brown was a dedicated walker, for whom escape into the “country” would have been an easy and regular excursion. Like Brown, Mervyn and Huntly are also tireless walkers. But while Brown uses Mervyn’s visits between country and city to contrast the moral and physical foibles of both kinds of life, he has another purpose in mind in Edgar Huntly, and displaces the action far out of the city, to the wild countryside somewhere near Easton.
Brown takes care to blur exact locations in Edgar Huntly. Easton itself is never mentioned, yet it hovers about the events of the story in a significant way, for it was there, between 1756 and 1758, that the government of Pennsylvania entered into a peace treaty with the Delaware or Lenni-Lenape Indians. The purpose was to blunt the alliance between the Iroquois and the French, whose attacks from the stronghold of Fort Duquesne had reached as far east as modern Harrisburg, less than a hundred miles from Philadelphia. The sachem Teedyuscung purported to speak for the entire Six Nations, just as Governor Denny claimed to represent the British Crown. With the defeat of the French at Port Duquesne in 1758, the Indians had to rethink their French alliance and at some level to accept ultimate English victory and the inevitable settlement of Europeans across the mountains and along the upper Ohio. Already a good deal of quasi-legal squatting and settlement had gone on all along the eastern side of the mountains, and particularly in the Lehigh Valley, the result of the infamous Walking Purchase of 1737, by which the Delaware were outfoxed into surrendering more than twice the territory they had had in mind to the Pennsylvania Proprietaries. This is the origin of the displacement of Queen Mab’s cohort, and the source of their bitter resentment against the white invaders. Although it was not stressed during the 1758 negotiations at Easton, nobody doubted that the land grab of 1737 weighed heavily on the minds of both whites and Indians. So when Brown conflates the two episodes, he is right in spirit if not entirely in fact.
If Queen Mab, or Old Deb (a name indicating she may have been a Christianized Indian), is a foreign presence in the otherwise sophisticated society around Huntly Farm, she is also in many ways central to the action and meaning of this book. About the time Brown finished Edgar Huntly, and before embarking on Part II of Arthur Mervyn — that is, sometime during the summer of 1799 — he forced himself to state what he regarded as the purpose and chief concern of fiction, presumably shaping a modest theory from his own writing experience since 1795. That statement was published in the September 1799 issue of his Monthly Magazine, under the title “Walstein’s School of History: From the German of Krants of Gotha.” Brown argues that fiction is a perfected form of history, best told as the autobiography of a character worthy of interest and attention. Fictitious history is thus moral, elevating, and even openly didactic. It explores human character by allowing the memoirist to recount his own motivations, so as to reveal the springs of actions as well as their consequences. It may be about ordinary — as differentiated from prominent or great — men and women, by appealing to the two basic areas of moral testing for ordinary readers — the areas of sex and money. Brown preferred to describe them as property and marriage, the issues that resonate through all his long fiction. Here is where Queen Mab fits into Edgar Huntly — as a symbol of property lost and family resentment.
Edgar understands the Delaware language. No matter how implausible the claim — and there is no evidence that Brown himself could speak or understand the language — it is absolutely appropriate to the symbolism and the logic of Brown’s tale, for in deeper ways than he knows, Edgar understands, sympathizes, and joins with Old Deb’s dislocation, her resentment, her loss, and perhaps even her vengeance. To everyone else, Old Deb is simply an eccentric Delaware hanger-on whose queenly demands could be easily tolerated by affluent settlers. But Edgar, in condescending acknowledgment of her regal and imperial demands, mockingly dubs her “Queen Mab,” an epithet his readers would immediately recognize as Mercutio’s “faeries’ midwife,” who gallops over the noses of those asleep, awakening their dreams, arousing their desires, rewarding by night what the daylight world withholds. Edgar’s Queen Mab is the presiding Genius of the night, the queen of nightmares, the involuntary directress of somnambulists.
When it is finally explained that Old Deb had unleashed her silent, brutal kinsmen to lash out randomly against anyone they encountered, and that they were responsible for the murder of Edgar’s friend Waldegrave, that explanation at a literal level seems contrived and unsatisfactory. It is, after all, the murder of Waldegrave that first excites Edgar’s curiosity and sends him in pursuit of the guilt-ridden Clithero. By making Edgar “understand” Deb’s language, which is essentially the language of resentful action, Brown makes him unwittingly complicit in the murder of Waldegrave. But by portraying Mab both as the queen of desire and as a symbol of the national nightmare of dispossession, Brown also invites us to consider why and in what way Edgar may be seen as actually desiring Waldegrave’s death.
Waldegrave (does his name mean a dark and wooded place or is it directly the burial place in the woods?) seems to be a serious, impoverished, intellectual, and idealistic youth. Though utterly honest, he nonetheless pursues a line of Godwinian inquiry that brings him to a perverted sense of human nature. That is, he is a sturdy materialist who cannot resist flirting with atheism, the denial of immortal souls and the God who made them. Although Edgar has shared such notions in a correspondence with Waldegrave, and although he assures Mary Waldegrave of her brother’s return to a less corrupting moral understanding before his death, Edgar faces a dilemma. He has promised Mary he will copy her brother’s letters, but he has also promised Waldegrave himself that he will not share them. The conflict generates an episode of sleepwalking in which Edgar unconsciously hides or buries the letters. The ghost of Edgar’s own moral hubris comes back to him in the form of Waldegrave in a dream — a dream, the vehicle of Queen Mab’s mischief. While maintaining the mystery at several levels, Brown nonetheless manages to suggest that Waldegrave is an aspect of Edgar himself that must be expunged, denied, and buried if Edgar is to prosper. Waldegrave, in short, is an impediment to Edgar’s happiness, represented by the prospect of marriage with Mary. By his removal, Edgar stands to gain not only the sister but the unexpected fortune she inherits upon her brother’s death. Much of this is only insinuated, of course, since it reveals motives Edgar could never consciously realize. But there is no doubt that Edgar comes to stand in Waldegrave’s place.
This occupation of another’s place is one of the chief threads in Brown’s story, appropriately symbolized by beds and the sleep they induce. At various times, Edgar sleeps in Waldegrave’s bed, Clarice sleeps in Mrs. Lorimer’s, Clithero sleeps at least symbolically in the beds of Wiatte and of Wiatte’s wastrel son, the unnamed Indian captive sleeps in Deb’s bed, and so does Clithero, who also sleeps in Edgar’s bed, and Edgar sleeps in the subterranean “bed” of Indians and panthers. These almost literal superimpositions designate equalities or identities at one level, and perhaps usurpations at another. The most vivid example of this motif is when the exhausted Edgar swoons upon the bloody chest of a slain Indian, whose congealing blood joins Edgar and his foe in a gruesome identity. Brown has forged a chain of identities that embeds the displacement of the Delawares and the Easton Conference of 1758 in the private nightmares of one confused young man thirty years later. Brown’s beds are Mab’s chariots, suggesting that the nation’s Indian problem, so closely correlated to extraordinary personal problems, may be informed by the outcome of those personal problems. That is, what happens to Edgar may very likely be applicable to the larger social situation, the novel itself becoming an instrument for social analysis and instruction.
III
Brown’s prefatory “To the Public” argues that Edgar Huntly is the work of a “moral painter.” The novel is original in that it avoids the Gothic machinery of medieval castles and superstitions to trace instead adventures “growing out of the condition of our country” and the “perils of the western wilderness.” Yet it is hardly original in its assumption that appeals to the senses and the affections of readers are educative. All modern fiction from Defoe on seems to have participated in that sense of the purpose of fiction, based on Lockean sensationalism, and nurtured by the romanticism of Rousseau, which Brown much admired. Indeed it has been argued convincingly that popular fiction in the eighteenth century, dwelling obsessively as it does on the mutual obligations between parents and children, went far to prepare the infant colonies to assert their “adult” independence. The independence here in question goes beyond adolescent rebellion (much of which we know Brown to have witnessed firsthand) to an assumption of responsible maturity.
Edgar Huntly is an object lesson in the difficulties of growing up, as indeed are all Brown’s major fictions. By the time Brown finally put his narrative strands together in this novel, he had already traced Clara Wieland’s flirtation with madness as she tried to make sense of her brother’s criminal mania, and Constantia Dudley’s strangely successful absorption into the mature femaleness of Sophia Courtland. By blending the Clithero story with wilderness sleepwalking, Brown had not yet solved the problem of Arthur Mervyn, but he soon would in providing Arthur with the wealthy and mature Achsa Fielding to marry. However curious we may find Arthur Mervyn, he does seem to resolve the complications of growing up more successfully than any of Brown’s other characters. Clara, although happily wedded to the rational skepticism of Pleyel, and having made peace with the demons that tempted her sanity, still seems at the end of Wieland a very feeble psyche — her story eerily incomplete, and her philosophy most fragile. Constantia troubles the reader at least as much, having by the end of Ormond immured herself into a stronghold of gender enslavement.
Brown’s obvious fascination with women’s interests in pushed entirely offstage in Edgar Huntly, which is rather a story of fathers and sons. Mrs. Lorimer and Clarice, Mary Waldegrave, Edgar’s sisters, and the shadowy girl Edgar rescues from captivity are all reduced to walk-on parts, and awkward ones at that. Mary, the recipient of Edgar’s long and tumultuous memoir, is pure backdrop, without interest, character, or feeling. If Mrs. Lorimer and Clarice reveal special potency as the objects of sexual and financial desire, Brown’s interest is mainly on the reactions of the men they affect. Since we know from Alcuin, Wieland, and Ormond how sensitive to women’s concerns and interests Brown was, and how vigorous an advocate of women’s rights he could be, their exclusion from this novel must represent a conscious decision. Even Old Deb, despite her symbolic importance; never appears except as a trace in someone else’s report, always operating behind the scenes.
Perhaps Brown’s exclusion of women as significant centers of action and response in Edgar Huntly was intended to isolate the fragility of male egotism. When Edgar first locates Clithero in the wilderness, he cries out, “Man! Clithero!” in shocking contrast to Shakespeare’s “What a piece of work is a man, how noble in reason, how infinite in faculties; in form and moving how express and admirable, in action how like an angel, in apprehension how like a god: the beauty of the world, the paragon of animals.” Edgar’s “quintessence of dust” is rather a haggard, hairy, dumb brute, subject to hunger, fear, and confusion, to be approached with compassion, but warily. He is not Chateaubriand’s “Noble Savage” any more than are the other “Indians” of this story, but rather Spenser’s Savage Man in The Faerie Queene, with all the varnish off. Stripped of society — stripped of women — Brown’s elemental man is nothing but a hairy machine with weak springs.
Clithero in this condition arouses in Edgar not disgust and horror, but sympathy and concern. When Edgar’s sympathy takes the form of involuntary imitation — when he likewise becomes a somnambulist, separated from his betrothed — he is reduced to Clithero’s elementary condition, unshaved, undressed, dirtied, and wounded, a creature of instinct and uncommon physical strength, a proverbial loose cannon. As he caroms from cavernous depths to mountain precipices, Edgar himself is a confused menace, disoriented, displaced. Prying into Clithero’s savage guilt, he discovers his own. His own people mistake him for a savage because he is a savage. He in turn flees them as savages because in fact that is what they are, animals in a Hobbesian state of nature.
In that summer of the wild violence of Edgar and Clithero — the summer of 1787 — representatives from all the colonies were gathered in Philadelphia in an attempt to address for the nation the very questions Edgar and Clithero represent: how to harness the passionate and irrational aspects of human nature without destroying human nature itself; how to check and balance their destructive antisocial impulses and convert them to sociable and cultivated virtue without simply expunging them. James Madison addressed this question most astutely in his Federalist10,arguing that of course restraint of fiery passions and irrationality can be imposed on destructive elements in society, but only at the tyrannous expense of liberty. Clithero and Edgar could simply be destroyed — the solution indeed chosen by the good folk of Solesbury as well as Deb’s kinsmen.
Both James Madison and Charles Brockden Brown were writing at a time when the line between licentious freedom and madness was a very fine one. Indeed, the twentieth-century French archaeologist of the mind, Michel Foucault, has traced in a series of brilliant studies how attempts to define, control, and cure insanity at that time have led to deeply encoded systems of authority and guilt in the modern world. From the 1740s, Philadelphia, under the leadership of such men as Dr. William Shippen, Dr. John Morgan, and Dr. Benjamin Rush, had established itself as a progressive medical community of international reputation. The mentally disturbed could be taken off the streets and confined until their behavior became socially more acceptable. Hitherto madness had been treated like demonic possession — patients whipped, flung into icy baths, chained as criminals, and otherwise rendered ineffectual. Hospitals and asylums were often very little different from prisons: treatment was punishment.
Dr. Benjamin Rush largely energized the movement toward gentleness of treatment, both in hospitals and in prisons. His Enquiry into the Effects of Public Punishments upon Criminals and upon Society, also published in the year of Edgar’s somnambulistic misadventures, illustrates the pervasiveness of the problem of dealing with involuntary social deviance (another way of describing unfettered liberty). It also suggests why Edgar’s reaction to Clithero’s condition is compassionate rather than vindictive. For one of Dr. Rush’s students was Elihu Hubbard Smith, Brown’s closest friend during his New York years. Indeed, Smith and the physician brothers Thomas and Samuel Latham Mitchell were not only close friends of Brown — they all belonged to the Friendly Club — but they shared with him an alert interest in oddities of human behavior, attentive to evidence of madness, delusions, dreams, manias, and somnambulism. Through their influence. Brown undertook the editorship of The Monthly Magazine, in which he published not only parts of what would be Edgar Huntly, but reviews of related books, his own literary criticism and theory, and articles on subjects such as dreams and somnambulism.1 We can thus appreciate that Brown’s fascination with abnormal events — hallucinatory murder, death by spontaneous combustion, ventriloquism, transformations of personality, and sleepwalking — are not merely freaks of his fevered imagination, but matters of serious social, political, and scientific concern in his day.
By putting somnambulism at the center of Edgar Huntly, Brown suggests that moral and social disorder is a medical problem, with the physician a possible major figure of hope. To the young Brown, his older physician friends — particulary Smith — must have seemed models of maturity and wisdom, virtuosi of many talents, practical idealists perhaps who looked at the world with even heads. Admirably learned, they were not mere technicians. Because their curiosity and social responsibility were so vast, their experience so deep, and their sense of duty so steadfast, Brown used them as models in his fiction. Clara Wieland is restored from madness to functionality by her physician uncle, Mr. Cambridge. Arthur Mervyn is saved during the yellow fever epidemic by the good Dr. Stevens, who heals him morally as well as physically, becoming eventually his surrogate father. Nevertheless, the summer of 1793 had certainly chiseled in Brown’s consciousness the fact that not all physicians were self-denying benefactors of humanity or paragons of virtue. At the Bush-Hill hospital that summer, infected victims chose to die alone in the streets rather than submit to the callous indifference of some physicians and medical attendants. The scandalous dereliction of some was clearly on Brown’s mind when he published Part I of Arthur Mervyn in 1799, but it was far outweighed by the virtues of men like Stevens. Brown had not at that time figured out exactly how he would conduct Part II, or determined that Stevens would be the model of serene and competent maturity that Arthur himself would attain. So it is especially interesting to see how Brown treats Sarsefield, the physician of Edgar Huntly.
Sarsefield, disappointed in love for Euphemia Lorimer, throws himself for years into aimless if not profitless wanderings through Europe and the Middle East, penetrating even to parts of India. He is toughened by grueling exposure, poverty, captivity by bandits, and threats of death. But he is also liberalized by acquaintance with different languages, cultures, and religions. He comes to Edgar Huntly, then, as a worldly-wise and fatherly man, a teacher as well as a skilled surgeon. He teaches first Edgar, and later Clithero, to make boxes and cabinet drawers so smooth and intricate that no one unfamiliar with their construction could possibly open them except by the wildest stroke of chance. The young men learn the art of sophisticated concealment from him, how to bury in socially acceptable forms what they do not want others to see — Mrs. Lorimer’s confessions regarding her brother Wiatte, Waldegrave’s letters. Having learned, presumably, how to control his own frustrations and anxieties, and perhaps even how to turn them to social advantage, Sarsefield might be expected to be Brown’s agent of amelioration.
But he is clearly not. He is not entirely innocent of Clithero’s murder of Wiatte, or even of Clithero’s crazy attempt on Mrs. Lorimer’s life. He leads the energetic hostilities against Edgar in the wilderness chase. He finally rejects Clithero, even to the extent of refusing to treat him for his wounds. What happens from Sarsefield’s understandable failure to forgive, absolve, and accept Clithero is that the two adoptive sons are turned against their surrogate parents. Once Sarsefield becomes the enemy, even unwittingly, his curative powers are gone. Edgar’s knowledge informs Clithero’s mad vengeance, Euphemia must abort her child, and Sarsefield must lose his natural and legitimate heir.
IV
The somnambulistic year, 1787. By the end of Edgar Huntly, Sarsefield has apparently won the contest. The manacled Clithero has forced himself beneath the waters, apparently never to return. Mrs. Sarsefield has lost her child, but will presumably recover, and Edgar is left exhausted and confused. Not only has he lost his best friend, Waldegrave, but he has lost Waldegrave’s curiously acquired fortune, and Waldegrave’s sister, Mary. He has also lost the fortune and station that Sarsefield had intended for him, and he has lost the reward of Clarice. With his uncle’s death, Edgar is apparently dispossessed not only of his own home but of the secure safety of his sisters. In a chilling final note, postponing reconciliation, Sarsefield informs him that Clithero has won a remedy that society could not have provided, having no alternative but “lingering for years in the noisome dungeon of an hospital.” Although Sarsefield is a surgeon, he can see no solution to the involuntary and nightmare-ridden sleepwalkers whom he fathered, and the novel ends with his cutting off Edgar with a curt “Farewell.” The curious inconclusiveness of this ending — a letter that Edgar receives rather than sends — shows Youth facing the inevitable contest with patriarchal authority, and losing.
In a letter to his brother James in April 1800, Brown agrees with James’s criticism of Edgar Huntly’s “gloominess and out-of-nature incidents,” characterizing the tone of the book as “doleful.” The irony is that Edgar’s hopes are blasted through no fault of his own. Like Clithero’s, Edgar’s action “was neither prompted by the will nor noticed by the senses of him by whom it was done. Disastrous and humiliating is the state of man!” If somnambulism is merely symbolic of the hidden and involuntary springs of all human action — as Brown several times implies — then what hope can there be for human civility? The architectural review, from Deb’s hut through the series of increasingly larger, more ornate, better lighted, and more finished structures, as Edgar makes his return to civilization, testifies to man’s persistent attempts to control his existence by making ever better boxes to live in. Yet each of these buildings reveals its poverty, fear, drunkenness, violence, and death.
In keeping with the cheerlessness of these prospects and the failure to find a satisfactory physician, Brown is also pessimistic when he speculates in Edgar Huntly on yet another instrument of possible civil improvement — language and writing. Savage Passion in this novel is speechless. The deluded Clithero stands over the sleeping Clarice without a sound; Edgar rushes past Sarsefield noiselessly, and destroys his Indians without a sound; and the Indians Edgar dispatches are voiceless except in their death agonies. The voice of violence is at most a panther’s growl or scream. Civilized society, however, depends upon voiced, indeed written, testimonies, promises, and explanations, ranging from treaties, deeds, paper-currency bills, bank accounts, promissory notes, and wills, to personal letters and memoirs. But everywhere in Edgar Huntly, Brown seems to undercut the reliability of these props to civilization and to point out the fragility of these writing systems. Weymouth’s fortune depends upon Waldegrave’s records, which either he never made or Edgar has conveniently lost. Sarsefield promises to correspond with his American protégé, but the letters never materialize. Waldegrave’s letters are subject to concealment, transcription, and editing, and are finally lost, stolen, unconsciously buried, and mysteriously transported, until they come to the unintended reader, Sarsefield. Mrs. Lorimer’s written justification of her treatment of Wiatte undergoes similar mishandling and misappropriation. The final letters are sent too late, come before the wrong eyes, and finally seal the disappointment of Edgar’s hopes, for it is actually Edgar’s letter that causes Mrs. Sarsefield’s miscarriage. This tissue of faulty accounts — Edgar’s long letter to Mary — duplicates the overall narrative, which conceals and buries what it purports to reveal and clarify.
Within a few weeks of the publication of Edgar Huntly, Brown would show a more cheerful tone in Part II of Arthur Mervyn, where the hero surmounts all difficulties, gets the money and the girl, becomes himself the mature and wise physician capable of curing medical, moral, and social ills. If Arthur’s success is not a repudiation of Edgar’s hopelessness, it does testify to Brown’s capacity to entertain drastically differing views of the moral possibilities of America. By setting his story in 1787, Brown puts its events and issues subtly into the context of concerns of the moment — the viability of the new Federal Constitution, prison and hospital reform, the enduring Indian question — but he has also laced his story with childhood recollections of street violence and with the questions of law that faced him as a young and uncomfortable legal apprentice. Perhaps the contrast between these two novels mainly illustrates the uncertainty that still prevailed about the great American experiment at the very end of the eighteenth century. It is inviting to think that Brown’s intuitions as a novelist were sufficiently nice to have him set Edgar’s gloomy story in the very year his admired American poets — including Elihu Hubbard Smith, the Yorktown crier David Humphreys, Timothy Dwight, and John Trumbull, among others — published their immediately successful and widely imitated newspaper series, American Antiquities, satirical commentaries on the political mysteries of an imaginary ancient poem called The Anarchiad, which prophetically implied the chaotic political and moral situation of America in the 1780s. In keeping with Brown’s moral vision, the poem bore the subtitle that might stand as a motto for Edgar Huntly: “A Poem on the Restoration of Chaos and Substantial Night.”
— Norman S. Grabo, University of Tulsa
1The ways in which these materials gather in Edgar Huntly is splendidly displayed in Sydney J. Krause’s “Historical Essay” in the Bicentennial Edition of Edgar Huntly (Kent State University Press, 1984, esp. pp. 330-57).
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A NOTE ON THE TEXT
The Penguin Edgar Huntly uses the 1799 Philadephia edition (A) as copy-text because it comes closest to Brown’s known intentions. Most, but not all, of its errors of spelling, and missing and inappropriate punctuation, were corrected in the London edition of 1803 (E). There is no evidence that these corrections originated with Brown, but because it is possible they did, the present text incorporates all readings of E that are not themselves faulty. Where the authoritative Bicentennial Edition (B) deviates from A and E, the readings of B are rejected in favor of earlier readings, both of substantives and accidentals. Although not accepted for this edition, five substantive emendations in B deserve attention because they genuinely correct or clarify the text. They are: 153.32, funds for friends; 220.38, halloos for hollows; 230.22, locks for looks; 245.22, my Uncles for Inglefield’s; and 286.2, effected for affected (corresponding, respectively, to pages 146, 211, 220, 236, and 276 in this Penguin edition). These and other variants are explained in detail in the “Textual Notes” and “List of Emendations” in B. Not explained in B are the emendations made here at pp. 130.1 (But for Buy) and 193.7 (be for by). The Penguin text is thus the closest edition available to the correct version readers would have known in Brown’s lifetime.

Edgar Huntly 
Or, Memoirs of a Sleep - Walker

TO THE PUBLIC
THE flattering reception that has been given, by the public, to Arthur Mervyn, has prompted the writer to solicit a continuance of the same favour, and to offer to the world a new performance.
America has opened new views to the naturalist and politician, but has seldome furnished themes to the moral painter. That new springs of action, and new motives to curiosity should operate; that the field of investigation, opened to us by our own country, should differ essentially from those which exist in Europe, may be readily conceived. The sources of amusement to the fancy and instruction to the heart, that are peculiar to ourselves, are equally numerous and inexhaustible. It is the purpose of this work to profit by some of these sources; to exhibit a series of adventures, growing out of the condition of our country, and connected with one of the most common and most wonderful diseases or affections of the human frame.
One merit the writer may at least claim; that of calling forth the passions and engaging the sympathy of the reader, by means hitherto unemployed by preceding authors. Puerile superstition and exploded manners; Gothic castles and chimeras, are the materials usually employed for this end. The incidents of Indian hostility, and the perils of the western wilderness, are far more suitable; and, for a native of America to overlook these, would admit of no apology. These, therefore, are, in part, the ingredients of this tale, and these he has been ambitious of depicting in vivid and faithful colours. The success of his efforts must be estimated by the liberal and candid reader.
C.B.B.

CHAPTER ONE
I SIT down, my friend, to comply with thy request. At length does the impetuosity of my fears, the transports of my wonder permit me to recollect my promise and perform it. At length am I somewhat delivered from suspence and from tremors. At length the drama is brought to an imperfect close, and the series of events, that absorbed my faculties, that hurried away my attention, has terminated in repose.
Till now, to hold a steadfast pen was impossible; to disengage my senses from the scene that was passing or approaching; to forbear to grasp at futurity; to suffer so much thought to wander from the purpose which engrossed my fears and my hopes, could not be.
Yet am I sure that even now my perturbations are sufficiently stilled for an employment like this? That the incidents I am going to relate can be recalled and arranged without indistinctness and confusion? That emotions will not be re-awakened by my narrative, incompatible with order and coherence? Yet when I shall be better qualified for this task I know not. Time may take away these headlong energies, and give me back my ancient sobriety: but this change will only be effected by weakening my remembrance of these events. In proportion as I gain power over words, shall I lose dominion over sentiments; in proportion as my tale is deliberate and slow, the incidents and motives which it is designed to exhibit will be imperfectly revived and obscurely pourtrayed.
O! why art thou away at a time like this? Wert thou present, the office to which my pen is so inadequate would easily be executed by my tongue. Accents can scarcely be too rapid, or that which words should fail to convey, my looks and gestures would suffice to communicate. But I know thy coming is impossible. To leave this spot is equally beyond my power. To keep thee in ignorance of what has happened would justly offend thee. There is no method of informing thee except by letter, and this method, must I, therefore, adopt.
How short is the period that has elapsed since thou and I parted, and yet how full of tumult and dismay has been my soul during that period! What light has burst upon my ignorance of myself and of mankind! How sudden and enormous the transition from uncertainty to knowledge! — 
But let me recall my thoughts: let me struggle for so much composure as will permit my pen to trace intelligible characters. Let me place in order the incidents that are to compose my tale. I need not call on thee to listen. The fate of Waldegrave was as fertile of torment to thee as to me. His bloody and mysterious catastrophe equally awakened thy grief, thy revenge, and thy curiosity. Thou wilt catch from my story every horror and every sympathy which it paints. Thou wilt shudder with my forboding and dissolve with my tears. As the sister of my friend, and as one who honours me with her affection, thou wilt share in all my tasks and all my dangers.
You need not be reminded with what reluctance I left you. To reach this place by evening was impossible, unless I had set out early in the morning, but your society was too precious not to be enjoyed to the last moment. It was indispensable to be here on Tuesday, but my duty required no more than that I should arrive by sun-rise on that day. To travel during the night, was productive of no formidable inconvenience. The air was likely to be frosty and sharp, but these would not incommode one who walked with speed. A nocturnal journey in districts so romantic and wild as these, through which lay my road, was more congenial to my temper than a noon-day ramble.
By night-fall I was within ten miles of my uncle’s house. As the darkness increased, and I advanced on my way, my sensations sunk into melancholy. The scene and the time reminded me of the friend whom I had lost. I recalled his features, and accents, and gestures, and mused with unutterable feelings on the circumstances of his death.
My recollections once more plunged me into anguish and perplexity. Once more I asked, who was his assassin? By what motives could he be impelled to a deed like this? Waldegrave was pure from all offence. His piety was rapturous. His benevolence was a stranger to remisness or torpor. All who came within the sphere of his influence experienced and acknowledged his benign activity. His friends were few, because his habits were timid and reserved, but the existence of an enemy was impossible.
I recalled the incidents of our last interview, my importunities that he should postpone his ill-omened journey till the morning, his inexplicable obstinacy; his resolution to set out on foot, during a dark and tempestuous night, and the horrible disaster that befel him.
The first intimation I received of this misfortune, the insanity of vengeance and grief into which I was hurried, my fruitless searches for the author of this guilt, my midnight wanderings and reveries beneath the shade of that fatal Elm, were revived and re-acted. I heard the discharge of the pistol, I witnessed the alarm of Inglefield, I heard his calls to his servants, and saw them issue forth, with lights and hasten to the spot whence the sound had seemed to proceed. I beheld my friend, stretched upon the earth, ghastly with a mortal wound, alone, with no traces of the slayer visible, no tokens by which his place of refuge might be sought, the motives of his enmity or his instruments of mischief might be detected.
I hung over the dying youth, whose insensibility forbade him to recognize his friend, or unfold the cause of his destruction. I accompanied his remains to the grave, I tended the sacred spot where he lay, I once more exercised my penetration and my zeal in pursuit of his assassin. Once more my meditations and exertions were doomed to be disappointed.
I need not remind thee of what is past. Time and reason seemed to have dissolved the spell which made me deaf to the dictates of duty and discretion. Remembrances had ceased to agonize, to urge me to headlong acts, and foster sanguinary purposes. The gloom was half dispersed and a radiance had succeeded sweeter than my former joys.
Now, by some unseen concurrence of reflections, my thoughts reverted into some degree of bitterness. Methought that to ascertain the hand who killed my friend, was not impossible, and to punish the crime was just. That to forbear inquiry or withold punishment was to violate my duty to my God and to mankind. The impulse was gradually awakened that bade me once more to seek the Elm; once more to explore the ground; to scrutinize its trunk. What could I expect to find? Had it not been an hundred times examined? Had I not extended my search to the neighbouring groves and precipices? Had I not pored upon the brooks, and pryed into the pits and hollows, that were adjacent to the scene of blood?
Lately I had viewed this conduct with shame and regret; but in the present state of my mind, it assumed the appearance of conformity with prudence, and I felt myself irresistably prompted to repeat my search. Some time had elapsed since my departure from this district. Time enough for momentous changes to occur. Expedients that formerly were useless, might now lead instantaneously to the end which I sought. The tree which had formerly been shunned by the criminal, might, in the absence of the avenger of blood, be incautiously approached. Thoughtless or fearless of my return, it was possible that he might, at this moment, be detected hovering near the scene of his offences.
Nothing can be pleaded in extenuation of this relapse into folly. My return, after an absence of some duration, into the scene of these transactions and sufferings, the time of night, the glimmering of the stars, the obscurity in which external objects were wrapped, and which, consequently, did not draw my attention from the images of fancy, may, in some degree, account for the revival of those sentiments and resolutions which immediately succeeded the death of Waldegrave, and which, during my visit to you, had been suspended.
You know the situation of the Elm, in the midst of a private road, on the verge of Norwalk, near the habitation of Inglefield, but three miles from my uncle’s house. It was now my intention to visit it. The road in which I was travelling, led a different way. It was requisite to leave it, therefore, and make a circuit through meadows and over steeps. My journey would, by these means, be considerably prolonged, but on that head I was indifferent, or rather, considering how far the night had already advanced, it was desirable not to reach home till the dawn.
I proceeded in this new direction with speed. Time, however, was allowed for my impetuosities to subside, and for sober thoughts to take place. Still I persisted in this path. To linger a few moments in this shade; to ponder on objects connected with events so momentous to my happiness, promised me a mournful satisfaction. I was familiar with the way, though trackless and intricate, and I climbed the steeps, crept through the brambles, leapt the rivulets and fences with undeviating aim, till at length I reached the craggy and obscure path, which led to Inglefield’s house.
In a short time, I descried through the dusk the widespread branches of the Elm. This tree, however faintly seen, cannot be mistaken for another. The remarkable bulk and shape of its trunk, its position in the midst of the way, its branches spreading into an ample circumference, made it conspicuous from afar. My pulse throbbed as I approached it.
My eyes were eagerly bent to discover the trunk and the area beneath the shade. These, as I approached, gradually became visible. The trunk was not the only thing which appeared in view. Somewhat else, which made itself distinguishable by its motions, was likewise noted. I faultered and stopt.
To a casual observer this appearance would have been unnoticed. To me, it could not but possess a powerful significance. All my surmises and suspicions, instantly returned. This apparition was human, it was connected with the fate of Waldegrave, it led to a disclosure of the author of that fate. What was I to do? To approach unwarily would alarm the person. Instant flight would set him beyond discovery and reach.
I walked softly to the road-side. The ground was covered with rocky masses, scattered among shrub-oaks and dwarf-cedars, emblems of its sterile and uncultivated state. Among these it was possible to elude observation and yet approach near enough to gain an accurate view of this being.
At this time, the atmosphere was somewhat illuminated by the moon, which, though it had already set, was yet so near the horizon, as to benefit me by its light. The shape of a man, tall and robust, was now distinguished. Repeated and closer scrutiny enabled me to perceive that he was employed in digging the earth. Something like flannel was wrapt round his waist and covered his lower limbs. The rest of his frame was naked. I did not recognize in him any one whom I knew.
A figure, robust and strange, and half naked, to be thus employed, at this hour and place, was calculated to rouse up my whole soul. His occupation was mysterious and obscure. Was it a grave that he was digging? Was his purpose to explore or to hide? Was it proper to watch him at a distance, unobserved and in silence, or to rush upon him and extort from him by violence or menaces, an explanation of the scene?
Before my resolution was formed, he ceased to dig. He cast aside his spade and sat down in the pit that he had dug. He seemed wrapt in meditation; but the pause was short, and succeeded by sobs, at first low, and at wide intervals, but presently louder and more vehement. Sorely charged was indeed that heart whence flowed these tokens of sorrow. Never did I witness a scene of such mighty anguish, such heart-bursting grief.
What should I think? I was suspended in astonishment. Every sentiment, at length, yielded to my sympathy. Every new accent of the mourner struck upon my heart with additional force, and tears found their way spontaneously to my eyes. I left the spot where I stood, and advanced within the verge of the shade. My caution had forsaken me, and instead of one whom it was duty to persecute, I beheld, in this man, nothing but an object of compassion.
My pace was checked by his suddenly ceasing to lament. He snatched the spade, and rising on his feet began to cover up the pit with the utmost diligence. He seemed aware of my presence, and desirous of hiding something from my inspection. I was prompted to advance nearer and hold his hand, but my uncertainty as to his character and views, the abruptness with which I had been ushered into this scene, made me still hesitate; but though I hesitated to advance, there was nothing to hinder me from calling.
What, ho! said I. Who is there? What are you doing?
He
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