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    Bringing together Little Mr. Bouncer and His Friend Verdant Green, this collection presents Cuthbert Bede’s quintessential portraits of nineteenth-century college life as a single, continuous experience. Conceived as companion pieces, the works share settings, characters, and a comic sensibility that benefit from being read alongside one another. The purpose here is coherence rather than exhaustiveness: not a complete works, but the core campus narratives for which Bede is best known. Read together, they create a panoramic view of undergraduate customs, studies, leisure, and mischief, tracing how friendships, fashions, and rituals animate a university world that is at once historically specific and playfully universal. By uniting them, the edition foregrounds their interdependence and restores the rhythm of setup and payoff that runs across both books.

The texts gathered here are comic prose narratives, commonly classed within the campus novel and collegiate tale traditions. They unfold as sustained stories built from brisk, episodic chapters that function like sketches of student life, balancing narrative momentum with vignette-like portraits. The writing privileges scenes, dialogue, and situational humor rather than verse or dramatic form. Readers should therefore expect novels—rich in episodes and recurring figures—rather than short stories, poems, essays, letters, or diary entries. The result is fiction that feels at once novelistic in scope and sketch-like in texture, offering a sequence of lively moments that collectively form an immersive picture of university experience.

At the heart of these works stand two complementary figures. Verdant Green is the ingenuous newcomer, introduced as a freshman whose openness to adventure makes him an ideal lens on the collegiate world. Little Mr. Bouncer is his spirited friend, a seasoned undergraduate whose high spirits and social ease help initiate the novice into the rhythms of study, sport, and sociability. Through their companionship, the narratives traverse quadrangles and lecture rooms, lodgings and dining halls, the river and the playing fields. Without venturing into later developments, it is enough to note that the setup invites contrasts between innocence and experience, observation and participation.

Across both books, unifying themes emerge with clarity. The rites and rituals of initiation, the formation of friendships, and the balancing of learning with leisure are treated with affectionate irony rather than harsh critique. Education appears as a social process as much as an academic one, shaped by manners, clubs, and codes of conduct. Misapprehension and discovery serve as comic engines, revealing how youthful confidence evolves amid conventions that are at once welcoming and bewildering. The novels also preserve textures of time and place—food, dress, slang, and sport—so that readers glimpse the everyday fabric through which character and community are formed.

Stylistically, Bede’s hallmarks include genial satire, nimble pacing, and an eye for the telling detail. The prose favors quick set-pieces, bursts of lively dialogue, and gentle caricature that stop short of cruelty. Irony is affectionate, often aimed at types rather than individuals, and the narrative voice moves easily between observation and amused commentary. In their original life, these stories were associated with the author’s own illustrations; even on the page, one senses a pictorial instinct in the way scenes are composed and gestures are framed. The result is a prose comedy whose energy derives from timing, contrast, and the choreography of social interactions.

Read as a whole, the pairing illustrates why these works retain their place in the literature of university life. They offer one of the most recognizable Victorian portraits of the undergraduate milieu, and are often noted within the early English tradition of campus fiction. Their significance lies less in plot intricacy than in the cumulative accuracy of observation and the humane good humor that governs it. By presenting the foibles of learning, leisure, and group identity without rancor, the books continue to reward readers interested in how institutions shape youth—and how youth, in turn, improvises its own rites within institutional frames.

This edition is designed to encourage readers to experience the interplay of character, episode, and tone that links the two books. Little Mr. Bouncer foregrounds the exuberant social catalyst; His Friend Verdant Green centers the receptive observer whose education is as much cultural as curricular. Encountered together, they illuminate one another’s patterns and refrains, revealing a comic architecture that depends on repetition, variation, and return. The collected form enables a fuller appreciation of continuity—of voices, motifs, and settings—while providing an accessible entry point into Cuthbert Bede’s enduring contribution to humorous fiction. It is an invitation to relish perspective, companionship, and the comedy of becoming.





Historical Context




Table of Contents




    Cuthbert Bede, the pen name of Edward Bradley (1827–1889), wrote at the center of mid-Victorian culture, blending clerical observation with pictorial wit. His Oxford fictions, The Adventures of Mr. Verdant Green (issued in parts in 1853, 1854, and 1857) and the later companion Little Mr. Bouncer (1878), belong to an era when tradition collided with reform. A Church of England clergyman who illustrated his own books, Bradley used lively woodcuts to amplify comic narrative. His thinly veiled Brazenface College evokes Brasenose and the High Street of Oxford, converting the town-and-gown rituals, slang, and topography into an enduring myth of undergraduate life.

The University of Oxford that underlies both works was being reconstituted by legislation and inquiry. A Royal Commission began in 1850; the Oxford University Act of 1854 revised ancient statutes, broadened curricula beyond Literae Humaniores, and reorganized fellowships and governance. The Universities Tests Act of 1871 then removed remaining religious tests for degrees and office, accelerating secularization while preserving ceremony. Colleges moved from clerical training to wider professional preparation without surrendering the tutorial system. Bradley’s portraits of proctors, dons, and tutors register this transitional decade, when reform coexisted with gowns, chapel, and the intricate hierarchies of hall, quad, and common room.

Victorian undergraduate culture drew heavily from the reformed public schools. The Clarendon Commission reported in 1861 on nine leading institutions, and the Public Schools Act of 1868 stabilized their governance, cementing a pipeline from Rugby, Eton, and Harrow to Oxford. Games became moral emblems: rowing thrived through the Oxford–Cambridge Boat Race (first rowed in 1829, annual after 1856) and through Eights Week bumping races on the Isis; cricket, beagling, and hunting with nearby packs such as the Bicester or Heythrop filled terms and vacations. The athletic camaraderie and clubbable esprit that animate Mr. Verdant Green and Mr. Bouncer are native to this milieu.

Bradley wrote into a booming market for humorous prose integrated with images. Punch (founded 1841), guided by Mark Lemon and artists like John Leech, modeled urban satire and undergraduate caricature. Wood engraving, ideal for rapid, inexpensive reproduction, enabled author-illustrators such as Bradley to furnish their own cuts, extending the text-and-picture partnership popularized by Dickens’s Pickwick Papers (1836–37) with Robert Seymour and Hablot K. Browne. Circulating libraries, notably Mudie’s (opened 1842), favored multi-part publication and family-friendly comedy, widening the audience for Bradley’s gentle ironies about gownsmen, tradesmen, and dons. His books belong to this illustrated, middle-class reading ecology of the 1850s and 1870s.

Technology and travel reshaped the rhythms of term and vacation that structure both narratives. Oxford’s first rail connection opened in 1844, binding the city to London and the West and easing matriculation, home visits, and sporting excursions. Telegraph lines quickened news; guidebooks and cheap print fostered undergraduate tourism to the Lake District and Scottish Highlands, trends encouraged by Thomas Cook’s organized excursions after the 1840s. The Great Exhibition of 1851, a spectacle of steam and glass, epitomized confidence in movement and display. Within Bradley’s world, trains, coaches, and rivers become comic stages for mishap, courtship, and the testing of character under watchful social eyes.

Oxford’s social machinery supplied the customs that both works exploit. Proctors and their bulldogs enforced curfews; college scouts tended rooms; battels recorded buttery and kitchen charges; duns pressed for overdue accounts. Wine merchants and tobacconists on the High advertised genteel indulgence. Old hierarchies persisted in the tuft, the titled undergraduate accorded deference, even as meritocratic examinations gained ground. Ragging and hoaxes operated as rites of passage, shaped by unwritten codes and corrective rebukes. Bradley’s comedy depends on these institutions and roles, balancing affection for collegiate tradition with an amused eye for petty tyranny, hypocrisy, and the improvisations of youthful sociability.

Religious and intellectual dispute formed a constant backdrop to mid-century Oxford. The Oxford Movement, launched in 1833 by John Keble and carried by E. B. Pusey and John Henry Newman until Newman’s 1845 conversion, left chapel disciplines and consciences keen. The Oxford University Museum of Natural History opened in 1860, the year of Essays and Reviews and the celebrated Huxley–Wilberforce exchange on Darwin. Bradley, an ordained Anglican, filters such contention into atmosphere rather than thesis: compulsory chapel, college sermons, and a tutelary moral gaze shadow the laughter. Undergraduate follies unfold beneath a disputatious sky, where faith, science, and manners negotiate uneasy truces.

The Oxford memorialized by Bradley between the 1850s and 1870s stands at a hinge: from the old corporation of clerks to the modern research university. His recurring figures—the ingenuous freshman, the seasoned wag, the oarsman, the peremptory tutor—fixed a template for later academic fiction, echoed from Thomas Hughes’s Tom Brown at Oxford (1861) to Max Beerbohm’s Zuleika Dobson (1911). Reprints carried Verdant Green and its companion into school prize lists and colonial libraries, so that a local chronicle of Brazenface and the High hardened into a national myth of collegiate England. In both works, specific detail gathers into a panoramic social portrait.
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    LITTLE Mr. BOUNCER
A lighthearted portrait of the diminutive Oxford undergraduate Mr. Bouncer, whose wit and practical jokes animate episodic glimpses of Victorian college camaraderie, sport, and rituals. The sketches show how his schemes and sociability shape undergraduate life and the friends around him.
HIS FRIEND VERDANT GREEN
A companion tale tracing the ingenuous freshman Verdant Green as he is ushered into the customs, mischief, and milestones of university life under Mr. Bouncer’s guidance. Through comic mishaps and social initiations, he shifts from naive newcomer to a more seasoned collegian.
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CHAPTER I. 


LITTLE MR. BOUNCER MAKES A CALL ON HIS FRIEND VERDANT GREEN.





[image: H]ULLO, Giglamps!" It was the unmistakable cheery voice of little Mr. Bouncer. He had crossed from his own rooms in the grand old College of Brazenface, Oxford, and had stopped on a certain landing, before a door over which was painted the monosyllable "Green." His battered College cap was on his head, but, as no undergraduate's gown was upon his shoulders, it was to be presumed that the little gentleman had not come from lectures, or returned from a stroll through the streets of Oxford, or from any other place where the wearing of ​full academical costume would have been demanded by the authorities of the University. Though, if the full costume required by the statutes had been rigorously enforced, Mr. Bouncer would have cheerfully bowed to destiny, and would probably have imitated the gentleman who suspended his pair of bands under his coat tails, because the law had not expressly stated on what part of the body they were to be worn.
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But Mr. Bouncer's sole academical attire on this occasion was his battered "mortar-board;" and, in place of carrying a Livy, or Euripides, or Euclid, or any other book that would have betokened a recent attendance at ​the rooms of Mr. Slowcoach or the Rev. Richard Harmony, and the other tutors whose delightful task it was to teach the young ideas of the Brazenfacians how to shoot—instead of any tome of learning, little Mr. Bouncer bore in his hand his long tin post-horn, from which he invoked unearthly sounds, that re-echoed from the staircase to the outer quad. He particularised this performance as "sounding his octaves," and summarised it as "going the complete unicorn." In addition to this, Mr. Bouncer was smoking a cigar—that "Nicotian herb" the consumption of which is so strictly forbidden by another of those Oxford statutes, which every student, at his matriculation, is solemnly required by the Vice-Chancellor most strictly to observe. He was, moreover, accompanied by two living creatures, who would not, by any possibility, have been admitted to a college lecture. These were his two famous bull-terriers, Huz and Buz; most villainous-looking pets, with ponderous heads and savage teeth and corkscrew tails, who, at every blast of the horn, barked and howled, either in sympathy with the noise, or in direct antagonism to its defiant summons; for, it would be difficult to interpret the feelings of Huz and Buz when they heard their master's caricature imitations of Kœnig's performance in Jullien's Post-horn Galop, which, just at that time, was in the height of its popularity, and was hummed or whistled in every quad in Brazenface and the University. 

The inmate of the rooms over the outer door of which was painted the monosyllable "Green," had "sported," or securely closed that outer door or "oak;" and this not only prevented little Mr. Bouncer from gaining immediate admission, but also caused him to prolong the fanfares on his tin horn and furnished Huz ​and Buz with a pardonable excuse for indulging in a canine chorus; all of which was most detrimental to the peace of mind of Mr. Sloe, the peripatetic reading man in the garret above, whose study of Aristophanes had already been disturbed by the doleful performance of "Away with Melancholy," given on the cornet-à-piston at an open window on the ground-floor, by a gentleman whose love for music surpassed his power of expression and execution. 

"Hullo, Giglamps!" shouted little Mr. Bouncer, after his Post-horn overture; "open sesame, old fellow; and let the forty thieves come in. Blow, warder, blow thy sounding horn; and never say blow it; but, thy banners wave on high. Why don't you wave your banners, Giglamps? here's the warder calling till he is hoarse. He 's in, is n't he, Robert?" 

Mr. Robert Filcher—the scout, who, as servant, waited on Mr. Verdant Green and the gentlemen who were on that staircase—was coming along the passage with a supply of eatables from the Buttery, and replied, "I know he 's in, sir; for he 's took out a Æger, and I 'm just taking him his Commons. He 's not had no sober-water this morning, and I 'm not aweer as he were pleasant last night; but, he 's sported his oak, not wishing to see nobody." 

As Mr. Filcher spoke these words, the outer door was opened by a tall, benevolent-looking, smooth-faced gentleman, in spectacles; and Mr. Verdant Green gave admittance to his new friend, little Mr. Bouncer, and also to his scout, who laid the supply from the Buttery on the table, and, on hearing "there 's nothing more that I want, thank you, Robert," made his exit from the room. 


 ​It was halfway through the first term of Mr. Verdant Green's University existence, and he was still, in every sense of the word, an Oxford Freshman. It was not so very many weeks since that memorable day on which he and his father had travelled up from the Manor Green, 
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Warwickshire, and, on the outside of the Oxford coach, had formed their first acquaintance with little Mr. Bouncer and other Oxford men, some of whom were destined to be better known to him in his University career. In the interval since that day, the casual acquaintanceship of the coach-journey had ripened into an intimacy that was fast settling into firm friendship. Mr. Verdant Green had gone through his intuition as an Oxford Freshman so meekly and with such good humour, that Mr. Charles Larkyns, and many others besides Mr. Bouncer, had taken very kindly to him, and were disposed to spare him when the temptation offered itself to make fresh attempts upon his credulity. But, ​although he had gained a certain amount of experience that would prove of great value to him in his future life, he had abundance yet to learn in that most difficult yet useful study; and it was fated that little Mr. Bouncer should be one of his preceptors. 

"Hullo, Giglamps!" he cried, as Mr. Filcher left the room, "here we are again! how were you to-morrow, as the Clown says in the Pantermine? You look peakyish. What's the row?" 

"I did not feel quite the thing; so, I thought I would not go to Chapel or Lectures; and Robert sent in an Æger for me," replied Mr. Verdant Green. 

"What! cut Chapel and posted an Æger, for the second time in one week; and you only in your first term!" cried little Mr. Bouncer, with something like admiration in his tone. "'Pon my word, young 'un, you 're coming it strong. Perhaps it 's a deep-laid scheme of yours to post a heap of Ægers while you 're a Freshman, and then to get better and better every term, and make the Dons think that you are improving the shining hours by doing Chapels and Lectures more regularly. Artful Giglamps!" Here Mr. Bouncer's attention was distracted by his dogs. "Huz! you troublesome beggar, lie down, and don't worry the gentleman's calves and make yourself generally disagreeable. Buz! drop that, you little wretch; or I 'll know the reason why." 

"Never mind," said Mr. Verdant Green; "it 's only a slipper that my sister Mary worked for me. He won't hurt it." 

"Won't he?" cried little Mr. Bouncer, who evidently knew his dog's propensities. "It 's Berlin wool, ain't it? If so, he'll soon make it like Uncle Ned's head, and it'll have no wool on the top, just the place where the wool ​ought to grow. But, it 's his education that does it. Once bring up a dog to worry rats out of a Wellington boot, and it demoralises him for his place in society as a companion and friend of man. He thinks that every slipper contains nothing less than a mouse. Now, Buz! drop it." Little Mr. Bouncer reduced his dogs into a state of comparative subordination; and then, turning to Mr. Verdant Green, who was looking somewhat disconsolate, said, "I say, old fellow, how peaky you seem! You look as if you had been at a tea-fight or a muffin-worry, and had taken more hot toast than was good for your digestion, What's the matter?" 

"Oh, nothing very particular," replied Mr. Verdant Green, although in a tone that implied the contrary to be the case. 

"What! not tell it to its faithful Bouncer! Oh, what base ingratitude is here! Make a clean breast of it, old fellow[1q], and then I 'll see if I can minister to a mind diseased, as some cove says in Shikspur." 

And little Mr. Bouncer puffed at his cigar, hit the obtrusive Buz with his post-horn, and awaited Mr. Verdant Green's explanation. 
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CHAPTER II. 


LITTLE MR. BOUNCER EXTRACTS FROM MR. VERDANT GREEN THE CAUSE OF HIS DESPONDENCY.





[image: N]OW then! spit it out, Giglamps!" said little Mr. Bouncer, as he sat on the edge of a table, and puffed his cigar. 

Thus encouraged, Mr. Verdant Green made a sudden and desperate plunge into the deep waters of his trouble. "I 've been persuaded to make a book." 

"What! to come the literary dodge and do the complete author? Well! I did n't think it was in you, any more than rat-hunting is in a lamb. And what is it to be called? Is it to be the Whole Duty of Man style, as applied to Freshmen in general and Verdant Green in particular? or, is it to be some thing facetious, 'Grins by Giglamp,' or something of that sort? What 's the book about?" 


 ​"It 's about the Derby," said Mr. Verdant Green, with a heavy sigh. 

"About the Derby! Oh! that 's the sort of book, is it? I see, now, which way the wind lies." Little Mr. Bouncer gave a meditative and prolonged whistle, which, being mistaken for a signal by Huz and Buz, immediately sent them on a vain quest for rats in every corner of the room. "A book about the Derby!" said the little gentleman, when, by the aid of thwacks from his post-horn, he had reduced his dogs to a deceitful tranquillity similar to that of a volcano before eruption; "why Giglamps, you could just as soon write 'Paradise Lost,' like that mute, inglorious Milton did." 

"I 've lost my paradise—at any rate, my peace of mind," groaned Mr. Verdant Green, too occupied by his own thoughts to take notice of the false application of his friend's quotation. 

"Tell me how it all came about, and I 'll see if I can help you," said little Mr. Bouncer, after some thoughtful pulls at his cigar. "Two heads are better than one, although mine 's but an addled one[2q]. The fact is, I 'd too much pap when I was a baby, and it got into my noddle. But, how was it?" 

"You know Blucher Boots?—the Honourable Blucher Boots, son of Lord Balmoral?" added Mr. Verdant Green in explanation. 

"Know him!" cried little Mr. Bouncer; "yes! who doesn't know him? Although he 's Honourable by name, he 's not by nature. He 's as genuine a cad as was ever pupped; and if some feller would give him a good licking, and take the conceit out of him, it would be a public benefit. And did he help you to make your book on the Derby, Giglamps?" 


 ​"He did," replied the other. "At least he made it all himself; for I did not understand anything about it. I never saw a horse-race, and have never been accustomed to read much about them; and I am quite ignorant about taking bets, and laying odds, and all that sort of things; so Blucher Boots undertook to make what he called a book for me." 

"I see!" said little Mr. Bouncer; "it 's like the old rhyme—'Who 'll make his book? I, says the Rook.' And Blucher Boots is a regular rook. He 'd bet with his own grandmother, if he could, and would cheat her out of every penny if he could get on her blind side. He 's a nice young man for a small tea-party, I don't think. The less you have to do with him the better, Giglamps. Now let's hear all about it. Where did you tumble up against him?" 

"I met Mr. Flexible Shanks, Lord Buttonhole's son, at Fosbrooke's wine party," replied Mr. Verdant Green, "and he very kindly asked me to come to his rooms, and I went; and there I met Blucher Boots, and he invited me to breakfast with him the next morning, and I accepted, and went." 

"That little pig went to market, and this little pig stayed at home!" sang little Mr. Bouncer, in a voice that was almost too much for the feelings of Huz and Buz, who gave vent to their emotions by smothered growls. "It would have been better for you, Giglamps, if you stayed at home with this little pig—meaning me—and not have gone to Blucher Boots's breakfast." 

"I went," said Verdant, simply, "because I thought it a great compliment to be invited to the rooms of two sons of noblemen, when I was not previously known to them, and was only a Freshman." 


 ​"Precisely!" rejoined little Mr. Bouncer, "I 'll say nothing against Flexible Shanks, for he 's a regular brick; but I expect it was because you were a Freshman that Blucher Boots asked you." 

"But, at any rate, it was very friendly and polite of him to invite me to breakfast," argued Mr. Verdant Green, who would have wished it to be thought that the attentions of Lord Balmoral's son were due solely to his personal merits, and were not to be attributed to the fact of his being a Freshman. 

"And so you went," said little Mr. Bouncer, "with the tear of gratitude in your eye, and a burst of loyalty in your bosom. Well, and what then? Cut along, my hearty." 

"After breakfast," continued Verdant, "the men gradually went away; but he asked me to stop, and have a weed with him; and I did so, because I was all right for Lectures, having posted an Æger." 

"Posted an Æger!" echoed Mr. Bouncer. "My gum, Giglamps, you 're coming it, for a Freshman. You pretend to be Æger, or sick and peaky, when you 're in robust health. And then, after your Æger breakfast where, of course, you behaved yourself like a sick man ought to do, and had nothing but tea and dry toast—what came next?" 

"Then Blucher Boots and I were left alone, and he was very friendly and pleasant, and asked me about Warwickshire, and places that I knew; and his claret-cup was very nice; and he talked a good deal about horses and races, and the odds." 

"Odd if he would n't!" said little Mr. Bouncer, puffing at his cigar; "I know his horsey proclivities. And then he offered to make your Derby book?" 


 ​"Well," replied Mr. Verdant Green—as people often do when they are speaking of something that is not at all well, but bad—"something like it. He told me that he had a friend who had been kind enough to tell him, quite in confidence, which horse is to win the Derby. It is not the favourite; but it is a horse that, at present, is not much talked about. He said it was a dark horse; but whether a black or a brown, I don't know." 

Little Mr. Bouncer involuntarily winked his eye, and smiled, as though he would direct an imaginary companion's attention, and say, "Oh, here 's a go!" but his Freshman friend was too much engaged in his narrative to notice the action. 

"And Blucher Boots' friend," continued Verdant, "has kept his eye on the horse for a long time, and has seen him tried on a private course, and is in a particular position to obtain correct information on the subject. And Blucher Boots himself has seen this dark horse, whose name I may tell you—but of course, in the strictest confidence." 

"Of course! the very strictest of the strict, Giglamps! I 'll be as dark as the horse." 

"His name is 'The Knight.'" 

"That Knight ought to be ridden by Day, ought n't he? Oh, Day and Knight, but this is wondrous strange! as Shikspur says." And the countenance of little Mr. Bouncer, as he watched Mr. Verdant Green, was quite a study. 

"And," continued that innocent gentleman, "Blucher Boots, to use his own expression; is sweet upon The Knight, and is firmly convinced that no other horse, not even the favourite, has the slightest chance to win the race from him. So that he is going to support him to ​the best of his ability, and said that he should put a pot of money on him—an expression that I do not fully comprehend." 

"It means," explained Mr. Bouncer, "that the money he will bet on the dark horse will go to the pot—that is, will be all U. P. and done for; like classical parties, who, when dead, were burnt, and had their ashes put into pots or urns." The little gentleman knocked off the ash of his cigar, and asked, "And what did B. B., which stands for Bad Boy, do then?" 

"Why, then he spoke about having made his book for the Derby, and that he had done it so cleverly, and on such a sure plan, that he must be a gainer even if The Knight did not win; although he thought such an event, was an impossibility. And then he offered to show me how to
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