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PPaarrtt  11  ––  FFoorrggeedd  iinn  IIrroonn::  TThhee  RRoooottss  ooff  BBrriittiisshh  
BBrraavvaaddoo  
TThhee  sswwaaggggeerriinngg  iissllaanndd  

On a damp Saturday night in Manchester, a group of young men spill from a pub, shirts 
half-buttoned, voices loud enough to rattle shopfront glass. “Lads! Lads! Lads!” one 
shouts, raising a plastic pint. The chant, half-ironic, half-sincere, echoes down Deansgate 
like a national refrain. 
To outsiders it looks like revelry. But behind the laughter lies a lineage stretching from the 
smoke of the 19th-century factory floor to the fluorescent glare of the modern sports bar 
— an inheritance of stoicism, humour, and dominance that Britain has mistaken for 
character. 

This is the story of llaaddddiissmm — a culture born of empire and industry, raised on drink and 
mockery, and still haunting the country’s institutions, from university dorms to police 
canteens. 

 

11..  TThhee  VViiccttoorriiaann  FFuurrnnaaccee::  WWoorrkk,,  WWiillll  aanndd  tthhee  ““HHaarrdd  MMaann””  

The Industrial Revolution didn’t just transform Britain’s economy; it rewired masculinity. 
By the mid-1800s the image of the “real man” was forged in heat and hardship — the miner, 
the navvy, the ironworker whose body became his currency. Physical labour demanded 
endurance, stoicism and silence. Emotion was weakness; humour and drink were release. 

Historian John Tosh describes it as a “domestication of masculinity through work”: men 
proved their worth not by gentleness or reflection but by their capacity to endure pain and 
provide. The factory floor, like the army barracks, was hierarchical, masculine and 
merciless. Outside, the ppuubblliicc  hhoouussee became an unofficial chapel of manhood. In smoky 
bars from Sheffield to Glasgow, solidarity was measured in rounds bought and jibes 
survived. A good insult was affection; tears were betrayal. 

It was here that banter was born — the verbal sparring that allowed intimacy while denying 
vulnerability. It is no coincidence that “taking the piss” became the highest form of 
camaraderie. The seed of laddism lay in this coded tenderness disguised as mockery. 
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22..  EEmmppiirree  aanndd  tthhee  MMaassccuulliinnee  SSttaattee  

While working men hardened their hands at home, the ruling classes exported another 
model abroad: the imperial officer, stoic and ruthless, who conquered through restraint 
and contempt. The “stiff upper lip” — once an aristocratic virtue — became national gospel. 

Victorian public schools trained boys to command. Rugby, cadet corps and cold baths 
weren’t hobbies; they were moral instruction. The empire required administrators who 
could suppress rebellion abroad and emotion within. 
From the veldt to Bengal, British men learned that control — of others, of the self — was 
civilisation. 

That ethos flowed back home. Police forces founded under Sir Robert Peel’s reforms (1829 
onwards) adopted a military bearing. Recruits were often ex-soldiers; discipline and silence 
were prized. By the late 19th century, the ppoolliicceemmaann’’ss  sswwaaggggeerr — tall helmet, measured 
stride, clipped authority — embodied the empire’s domestic arm. 
Policing was not only law enforcement; it was performance. 

The tone of British authority was male, controlled, faintly amused. It remains so in much of 
the establishment today. 

 

33..  BBeettwweeeenn  WWaarrss::  WWoorrkkiinngg--CCllaassss  PPrriiddee  aanndd  tthhee  PPuubb  aass  
PPaarrlliiaammeenntt  

After the First World War, millions of men returned home from the trenches with trauma 
they could not name. “Keep your chin up” became the only permitted therapy. 
In the industrial North and Midlands, stoicism hardened into identity. Communities built 
around pits and mills sustained a fraternal ethic: you suffered in silence, mocked your 
mates affectionately, distrusted the boss. 

At the same time, the inter-war police — many veterans themselves — absorbed this ethos. 
Canteen rooms became echo chambers of gallows humour and rank loyalty. The “thin 
blue line” was also a wall against emotion. 

During the Depression, unemployment emasculated men whose dignity came from work. 
The response was bravado: louder laughter, longer nights, tougher talk. By the 1930s 
newspapers were already moralising about “the drunken working man” — not realising that 
drink was often the only affordable escape from powerlessness. 
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44..  PPoosstt--WWaarr  MMaassccuulliinniittyy::  FFrroomm  HHeerroo  ttoo  BBrreeaaddwwiinnnneerr  

When peace returned in 1945, British manhood was split in two. On the one hand, the 
soldier-hero: stoic, disciplined, ready to rebuild. On the other, the suburban breadwinner 
trapped by domesticity. Sociologists in the 1950s noted men’s quiet resentment of “the 
apron strings”. 
Popular culture provided compensations: cowboy films, football, the pub. 
Humour became the pressure valve. The Carry On films of the 1950s and 60s — leering, 
innuendo-laden, cheerfully sexist — were national therapy, affirming that the British male 
could still laugh, drink and chase women without consequence. 

Police dramas like Dixon of Dock Green presented a different archetype: the avuncular but 
firm constable, moral father of the street. But inside the force, the culture was less 
wholesome. By the 1960s “canteen culture” — the mixture of gallows humour, prejudice 
and brotherhood — was already the subject of internal memos. What the public saw as 
discipline, officers knew as survival: a shield of jokes and machismo against a world that 
rarely thanked them. 

 

55..  SSwwiinnggiinngg  SSiixxttiieess  ttoo  SSeevveennttiieess::  MMaassccuulliinniittyy  iinn  FFlluuxx  

The 1960s cracked open British prudery. Feminism, sexual liberation and youth culture 
challenged traditional roles. But in many pubs, factories and stations, those changes bred 
defensiveness. The more society questioned patriarchy, the louder some men asserted it. 

Football terraces became arenas of controlled aggression. The hhoooolliiggaann  ffiirrmmss of the 
1970s were less about sport than about territory and brotherhood — tribal laddism before 
the term existed. Sociologists at the time described chants and brawls as “ritualised 
assertion of masculine identity amid industrial decline.” 
When the factories closed and unemployment soared, the pitch and the pub replaced the 
pit as theatres of self-worth. 

Inside policing, the tone hardened too. The era of Chief Constables like James Anderton in 
Manchester — “God’s Cop”, who spoke of AIDS as divine retribution — revealed a culture 
where moral certainty, aggression and public sermonising were virtues. Officers prided 
themselves on toughness; sensitivity was weakness. 

By the late 1970s, feminism was labelled “the enemy of humour”. That phrase would 
resurface twenty years later in the glossy pages of Loaded magazine. 
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66..  TThhaattcchheerr’’ss  BBrriittaaiinn::  BBrraavvaaddoo  aass  SSuurrvviivvaall  

The 1980s were an earthquake for the working-class male. De-industrialisation ripped 
away the old sources of pride; strikes turned camaraderie into conflict. Men who had 
defined themselves through work and endurance found themselves unemployed, 
unmoored, mocked as relics. 

Margaret Thatcher, Britain’s first woman Prime Minister, paradoxically intensified 
masculine bravado in politics and policing. Her rhetoric of strength and confrontation 
rewarded aggression — whether on picket lines or in Parliament. The state’s muscular 
policing of the miners’ strike (1984–85) fused political authority with macho imagery: riot 
shields, batons, lines of men facing men. 

For many officers, the miners were the mirror image of themselves — working-class, proud, 
angry. The clash was not just political but existential: two versions of masculinity colliding. 

When the dust settled, a generation of working-class men had lost their purpose. Some 
channelled it into sport, some into drink, some into violence. The tabloids called it 
hooliganism; sociologists called it despair. 

And yet, out of that vacuum, a new figure was waiting to be born — one who would turn loss 
into lifestyle, irony into armour. 
He would be cocky, self-deprecating, nostalgic for toughness yet allergic to responsibility. 
He would sell magazines, lager, and football shirts. 
He would call himself, with pride and a smirk, a llaadd. 
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PPaarrtt  22  ––  TThhee  AAggee  ooff  tthhee  LLaadd::  MMeeddiiaa,,  BBaanntteerr  
aanndd  tthhee  PPeerrffoorrmmaannccee  ooff  PPoowweerr  
11..  TThhee  RReebbiirrtthh  ooff  tthhee  HHaarrdd  MMaann  

When Loaded magazine appeared on British news-stands in 1994, its editor James Brown 
promised “a celebration of football, beer, babes and bands.” The first issue sold out. 
Loaded didn’t invent laddism; it commodified it. 
Where Thatcherism had stripped men of industrial identity, the new consumer capitalism 
gave them another: tthhee  llaadd — irreverent, apolitical, anti-feminist, but above all funny. 

The “New Lad” was a reaction to the “New Man” of the late 1980s — that soft-spoken, 
moisturising, feminist-adjacent male who appeared in adverts and women’s magazines. 
The lad laughed at him. Sensitivity was a joke; irony was armour. 

Media scholars such as Ben Crewe and Imelda Whelan called it “backlash humour”: a 
playful reassertion of male dominance through irony. If you objected, you “didn’t get the 
joke.” 

 

22..  BBaanntteerr  aass  IIddeeoollooggyy  

“Banter” became the lad’s lingua franca — a defence against accountability. 
On pub nights, in football terraces, on TV panel shows, jokes about women, race or 
sexuality were framed as harmless. The brilliance of laddism lay in its plausible deniability: it 
could be cruelty in the key of comedy. 

By the late 1990s, FHM, Maxim and Nuts had joined Loaded, turning sexism into marketing. 
Lads’ mags sold millions. The covers—half-naked models, beer reviews, pranks, gadget 
porn—constructed a universe where maturity was betrayal. 

Academics Angela McRobbie and Rosalind Gill later argued that these magazines taught a 
generation of men that feminism was over, equality achieved, and therefore mockery was 
liberation. “Post-feminism” became a joke wrapped in a joke: women were equal now, so 
why not laugh at them again? 

 

33..  TTeelleevviissiioonn  aanndd  tthhee  CCuulltt  ooff  tthhee  CChheeeekkyy  CChhaappppyy  

Television followed suit. Men Behaving Badly (1992–1998) portrayed the flat-sharing lad as 
lovable rogue, his laziness and sexism softened by charm. In the early 2000s, Bo’ Selecta! 
and Little Britain pushed boundary humour into caricature. 
Top Gear re-emerged under Jeremy Clarkson as the ultimate lads’ temple: cars, mockery, 
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nationalistic swagger. Clarkson’s smirk, his union-jack bombast, became the new stiff 
upper lip — loud rather than silent, ironic rather than austere. 

Clarkson’s public-school background disguised as working-class banter made laddism 
socially elastic. It could be aspirational and populist, appealing equally to the City trader 
and the scaffolder. That duality would later power a new kind of politics. 

 

44..  SSppoorrtt,,  BBoooozzee  aanndd  tthhee  CCoommmmeerrcciiaall  SSttaattee  

The 1990s were also the decade of the Premier League, Britpop and “Cool Britannia”. The 
government of Tony Blair embraced the image of the beer-swilling, football-singing 
everyman. When Blair appeared on TFI Friday with Chris Evans, laughing about pints and 
Oasis, he wasn’t just being relatable — he was signalling a political shift. 

The state had discovered that laddishness could be cultural soft power: New Labour as 
New Lad. The cool dad replaced the stern patriarch. Yet the underlying grammar 
remained: dominance through humour, sentimentality through irony. 

Meanwhile alcohol marketing exploded. “Lad nights,” “stag weekends,” and “lads’ holidays” 
became rites of passage — Ibiza and Prague replacing the pit village. British tourism 
exported its own caricature: the drunken Brit abroad as both embarrassment and brand. 

 

55..  TThhee  IInnssttiittuuttiioonnaall  LLaadd::  PPoolliicciinngg  aanndd  PPoowweerr  

While the media sold the lad as harmless fun, the same mentality thrived in the police, 
military and construction industries. 
Sociologist Janet Chan’s concept of “canteen culture” found new expression: banter as a 
system of control. Within police stations, jokes about “snowflakes,” “PC brigade,” or 
“feminists with chips on their shoulders” became routine. 

Officers who objected risked isolation. “If you can’t take a joke, you’re not part of the team,” 
one ex-Met officer told Byline Times. “It’s the same line lads use in the pub. Only here it 
protects much worse than bad humour.” 

By the 2000s, internal reviews — including the Macpherson Report into the Stephen 
Lawrence murder (1999) — had exposed “institutional racism.” Yet the cultural foundation 
of that racism was laddish: dismissive jokes, bonding through prejudice, fear of seeming 
soft. 
A decade later, the same mechanisms would underpin iinnssttiittuuttiioonnaall  mmiissooggyynnyy. 
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66..  LLaaddddiissmm  aanndd  PPoolliittiiccss::  FFrroomm  SSppiinn  ttoo  SSwwaaggggeerr  

In Westminster, laddish performance became a political asset. Boris Johnson perfected 
the art: self-deprecating, chaotic, but “one of the blokes.” 
He used the same rhetorical strategy as Loaded: mischief as charm, gaffes as authenticity. 
His mayoral photo-ops — pint in hand, football scarf round the neck — were pure lad 
theatre. 

This wasn’t incidental. Political strategists recognised that the “cheeky chappy” image 
disarmed critique. When Johnson described female colleagues in demeaning terms or 
made racially charged jokes, supporters dismissed it as “just Boris.” The culture of banter 
had moved from the pub to Downing Street. 

 

77..  UUnniivveerrssiittiieess  aanndd  tthhee  RReettuurrnn  ooff  tthhee  PPaacckk  

By the late 2000s, “lad culture” had migrated to campuses. The National Union of 
Students’ 2013 report described a pattern of “sexist jokes, drunken initiation rituals and 
sexual harassment.” University societies mirrored the structures of male bonding seen in 
barracks and stations. 

The University of York survey (2019) found male students equating masculinity with 
mockery. “If you take feminism seriously, you’re not fun,” one respondent said. Others 
admitted feeling pressured to join in banter they privately disliked. 

Student unions began banning “lad nights” and sports-club chants. Critics called it 
censorship; survivors called it overdue. 
What emerged was a new awareness: laddism wasn’t just cultural—it was structural, a peer-
enforced code that punished empathy. 

 

88..  DDiiggiittaall  LLaaddddiissmm::  TThhee  IInntteerrnneett  aass  NNeeww  PPuubb  

Social media turbo-charged the lad. On Twitter and Facebook, “banter pages” recycled 
memes of sexism and xenophobia under irony. YouTube hosts “lad” channels where 
presenters compete in drinking games, prank women, and talk about “alpha energy.” 

This online laddism blurred with the global “manosphere.” British voices joined the chorus 
of influencers preaching that feminism emasculates men. 
The tone shifted from jokes to grievance: the lad evolved into the men’s-rights crusader. 

But even in mild forms — WhatsApp chats, memes, private jokes — the digital lad preserved 
the old rules: emotion mocked, empathy ridiculed, domination celebrated. 
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In police forces, leaked WhatsApp groups showed officers swapping rape jokes and racist 
memes. One such case, uncovered after the murder of SSaarraahh  EEvveerraarrdd by serving officer 
WWaayynnee  CCoouuzzeennss in 2021, revealed a network of misogyny tolerated as “banter.” 
The public outrage that followed forced the Met into its most serious crisis of legitimacy 
since Macpherson. 

 

99..  CCrriissiiss  PPooiinntt::  MMiissooggyynnyy,,  PPoolliicciinngg  aanndd  PPuubblliicc  TTrruusstt  

Couzens’ crime — abducting, raping and murdering Everard under the guise of arrest — 
exposed the deadly consequence of laddism in uniform. The Met initially framed it as an 
isolated “monster.” 
Yet inquiries led by BBaarroonneessss  CCaasseeyy in 2023 found the opposite: systemic sexism, racism 
and homophobia. Officers shared explicit images of women; victims of harassment were 
silenced; male camaraderie shielded abusers. 

Casey’s report described a “deeply ingrained culture of denial and defensiveness.” Or, in 
plain terms: laddism institutionalised. 

The outrage was not just about one man’s crime but about decades of wink-and-nudge 
complicity. As feminist activist Patsy Stevenson, arrested at the Everard vigil, said: “They 
laughed while they handcuffed me. That’s laddism in a uniform.” 

 

1100..  TThhee  CCoosstt  ttoo  MMeenn  

While women bore the brunt of laddism’s violence, men too paid a silent price. 
Suicide remains the leading cause of death for men under 50 in Britain. Campaigners like 
CALM link it partly to cultural silence: the belief that talking is weakness. 

One former soldier described it bluntly: “We were told to man up. But that just meant die 
quietly.” 

The lad’s armour — humour, drink, bravado — becomes a coffin when pain has no exit. 
Even as society begins to celebrate vulnerability, the ghost of the lad still whispers: don’t 
be soft. 

 

1111..  FFrroomm  BBaanntteerr  ttoo  BBaacckkllaasshh  

By the late 2010s, public patience with laddism was thinning. The #MeToo movement 
forced industries to reckon with their “boys’ club” dynamics. Football clubs launched anti-
harassment campaigns; universities mandated consent training. 
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Yet backlash followed. Tabloids railed against the “snowflake generation.” Comedians 
lamented that “you can’t say anything anymore.” The same arguments once used to 
defend Loaded now defended GB News. 

Laddism had become political once more — the frontline in Britain’s culture wars, pitting 
“free speech” against accountability, irony against empathy. 

 

1122..  AA  TTuurrnniinngg  TTiiddee  

Something shifted in the 2020s. Young men began speaking about mental health, therapy, 
and emotional literacy. Social-media influencers such as Joe Wicks or Roman Kemp 
modelled vulnerability rather than mockery. 
In sport, players like Marcus Rashford and Ben Stokes used their platforms for compassion 
and social justice — redefining heroism. 

Within policing, reformers like Deputy Commissioner Lynne Owens acknowledged publicly 
that “the problem is not a few bad apples but a culture that rewards bravado.” 
For the first time, senior officers spoke of empathy as a professional skill. 

Still, laddism lingers. Every scandal — every racist message, every “banter” defence — 
proves how hard it is to kill a joke that once defined a nation. 
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PPaarrtt  33  ––  RReecckkoonniinngg  aanndd  RReeccoonnssttrruuccttiioonn::  
BBrriittaaiinn  AAfftteerr  tthhee  LLaadd  
11..  TThhee  MMiirrrroorr  CCrraacckkss  

By 2025, “lad culture” had stopped being funny. 
What began as a self-mocking joke about beer and banter had curdled into scandal after 
scandal: misogyny in the Met, homophobic bullying in barracks, suicide crises among men 
who could not speak their pain. 
The laughter — once Britain’s protective soundtrack — began to sound like denial. 

The reckoning came from two directions. 
From above: inquiries, whistle-blowers, public outrage. 
From below: men and women inside the system who refused to stay silent. 

In March 2023, the CCaasseeyy  RReevviieeww described the Metropolitan Police as “institutionally 
sexist, racist and homophobic.” Its findings were forensic yet emotional — stories of 
officers sharing rape jokes, of evidence rooms flooded with raw sewage that no-one 
bothered to clean, of women forced out after reporting assault. Baroness Casey 
concluded that “the Met has lost the public’s trust because it has lost its humility.” 

It was laddism’s final stage: bravado without accountability, humour as rot. 

 

22..  TThhee  CCuullttuurraall  HHaannggoovveerr  

Laddism left a residue deeper than tabloid sleaze. 
It reshaped how British men think they are supposed to behave: self-deprecating but 
dominant, sentimental only through irony. 

Psychologists now speak of “the banter defence” — a cognitive armour that lets men 
externalise discomfort through mockery. 
Dr Nicky Stanley of the University of Central Lancashire calls it “emotional outsourcing”: 
using humour to express pain without owning it. 

From football terraces to construction sites, the phrase “just banter” still does a lot of 
heavy lifting. It protects bullies and imprisons the lonely. 

 

33..  PPoolliicciinngg  tthhee  PPoolliiccee::  TThhee  IInnssttiittuuttiioonnaall  RReecckkoonniinngg  

After the Casey Report, Britain’s biggest police forces entered what senior officers 
privately call the empathy decade. 
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Recruitment ads shifted tone: less “join the boys in blue,” more “protect the vulnerable.” 
Training programmes now include trauma awareness, gender sensitivity, and bystander 
intervention. 

Yet reform meets resistance. A senior officer admitted: 

“Some of the old guard still think you earn respect by being feared. They see empathy as 
weakness. That’s the hill we have to die on.” 

New initiatives — like the PPoolliiccee  NNooww graduate scheme — seek to break the canteen culture 
by mixing recruits from social work, psychology and criminology backgrounds. 
But culture changes slowly. The WhatsApp scandals proved that laddism doesn’t 
disappear with new uniforms; it migrates to private spaces. 

The challenge for policing is existential: can an institution built on control learn to model 
care? 

 

44..  TThhee  MMeeddiiaa’’ss  RReecckkoonniinngg  

The magazines that sold laddism are dead. Loaded closed in 2015, Zoo and Nuts soon 
after. But their DNA survives in online click-bait — listicles about “10 sexiest Premier League 
WAGs” or YouTube shows where hosts chug beer and call it commentary. 

Even mainstream outlets are re-evaluating tone. The BBC’s Top Gear was finally 
suspended in 2023 after presenter Freddie Flintoff’s near-fatal crash and a wider 
conversation about risk and performative masculinity. The show that once defined British 
laddishness ended not with a scandal, but with exhaustion. 

Journalist MMaarriinnaa  HHyyddee wrote that “Britain’s long flirtation with the cheeky chappy is over; 
we’ve realised he’s not harmless — just bored.” 

 

55..  SSppoorrtt::  FFrroomm  TTrriibbaalliissmm  ttoo  TThheerraappyy  

Football, long a bastion of masculine bravado, is undergoing its own therapy. Players such 
as MMaarrccuuss  RRaasshhffoorrdd, BBeenn  SSttookkeess and TTyyrroonnee  MMiinnggss have spoken openly about anxiety 
and grief. 
Clubs now employ mental-health coaches and run campaigns under the banner “It’s OK to 
not be OK.” 

Fans, too, are changing. Movements like Her Game Too and Kick It Out challenge sexism 
and racism in the stands. The 2022 Women’s Euro triumph created new heroes and new 
norms: tears, joy, solidarity. Where hooligan chants once ruled, choruses of inclusivity are 
slowly replacing them. 
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66..  UUnniivveerrssiittiieess  aanndd  tthhee  EEnndd  ooff  tthhee  PPaacckk 

In the decade since the NUS’s 2013 report, British universities have fought a long campaign 
against lad culture. 
Freshers’ fairs now include consent workshops. Sports teams sign “respect charters.” 
Student media increasingly platform male survivors of assault and suicide. 

Progress is uneven — but visible. The idea that laddish banter is harmless is no longer 
uncontested. 
The “lads” themselves are divided: some cling to irony; others quietly reject it. 

As one Durham undergraduate told The Guardian last year: 

“We still go out drinking, but the difference is we apologise when we’re idiots. The joke’s not 
as funny anymore.” 

 

77..  PPoolliittiiccss  aanndd  tthhee  FFaallll  ooff  tthhee  CChheeeekkyy  CChhaappppyy  

In Westminster, the laddish performance that once won elections has lost its magic. 
The image of BBoorriiss  JJoohhnnssoonn downing pints and tousling his hair now reads as parody. His 
downfall — fuelled by lies, entitlement and “wine-time Fridays” — became the national 
hangover from decades of mistaking buffoonery for authenticity. 

Even Conservative voters began to tire of the act. “We wanted Churchill,” one constituent 
told The Times after Johnson’s resignation. “We got a bloke from the pub.” 

The collapse of “BoJo-ism” mirrored the decline of laddism: both relied on charm to mask 
irresponsibility, and both fell when the consequences stopped being funny. 

 

88..  MMaassccuulliinniittyy  iinn  TTrraannssiittiioonn  

Sociologists now speak of a post-lad moment — not because laddism has vanished, but 
because it is no longer hegemonic. 
Younger generations of men define themselves through fitness, activism, or artistry rather 
than bravado. 
The internet that once spread laddism now hosts counter-cultures of empathy: men 
discussing fatherhood, therapy, body image. 

Even advertising has changed. Campaigns for Gillette, Lynx and sportswear brands now 
celebrate vulnerability and kindness. What was once derided as “woke marketing” is, in 
truth, a recalibration of aspiration. 
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But backlash remains fierce. Online influencers selling “alpha-male” courses recycle old 
laddish tropes — rebranded as “high-value man” ideology. The cycle of bravado continues, 
updated for the algorithm age. 

 

99..  BBeeyyoonndd  tthhee  BBaanntteerr::  BBuuiillddiinngg  aa  NNeeww  EEtthhooss  

If laddism was a response to loss — of empire, industry, certainty — then Britain’s task is to 
offer men something better to belong to. 
Psychologist NNiioobbee  WWaayy argues that boys start life with deep emotional intelligence but 
unlearn it through ridicule. Relearning empathy is therefore not weakness but recovery. 

Projects like MenSpeak, CALM and The ManKind Project UK & Ireland provide spaces for 
men to talk without irony. 
Inside the Met, pilot programmes train officers to discuss trauma and masculinity. Early 
evaluations show lower burnout, fewer complaints and improved morale. 

The lesson is clear: empathy is efficiency; humour without cruelty builds stronger teams 
than “banter” ever did. 

 

1100..  WWhhaatt  CCoouurraaggee  LLooookkss  LLiikkee  NNooww  

Britain’s new heroes don’t swagger; they listen. 
NHS paramedics who cry after shifts, teachers who tell boys it’s fine to be afraid, 
footballers who speak about therapy — these are the quiet revolutionaries. 

Masculinity is being rewritten, line by line, not by decree but by example. 
Where laddism prized the punchline, this new ethos values the pause — the moment 
before you laugh, when you ask yourself who the joke serves. 

 

1111..  TThhee  RReecckkoonniinngg  CCoonnttiinnuueess  

Still, laddism’s ghosts linger in corners: in WhatsApp chats, in tabloid headlines, in locker 
rooms where silence feels safer than challenge. 
Cultural habits this old don’t vanish; they mutate. 

The task, then, is vigilance. Every institution — media, policing, sport, education — must 
keep asking whose comfort is being protected by the phrase “it’s just banter.” 
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1122..  CCooddaa::  TThhee  LLaasstt  LLaauugghh  

On a Friday night in 2025, another group of lads spill from a Manchester bar. 
They still shout, still laugh — but one of them stops when a stranger stumbles on the curb. 
He helps her up. 
His mates cheer, but not mockingly. The gesture feels new, almost awkward, but real. 

That, perhaps, is where the story turns. 
Not when the laughter stops — but when it finally means kindness. 
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