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Whatever hap-
pened to the likely
lads? If you’re
old enough to re-
member the 1990s,
then I’mafraid at
this point you are

officially getting on abit. It’s now31 years
sinceOasis released their debut single,
Supersonic, inApril 1994. Thirty-oneyears
before that, TheBeatleswere stillwearing
suits and celebrating their firstUKnumber
onewithFromMeToYou.
The rise ofOasis and theother bands

whowere, unfairly or not, classifiedbya
music presswhonevermet a collective
appellation theydidn’t like as ‘Britpop’was
associatedwith its ownyouthmovement
of sorts: Lador – if youwanted tobe abit
inappropriately grand about it – Laddism.
Whatwas that all about?
Theperceivedwisdomat this remove is

that Ladwas abit of amedia creation. In-
deed, the termNewLadwas first coinedby
an Irishman, SeanO’Hagan, in an article in
Arenamagazine in the early 1990s.O’Hagan
reckoned that theseNewLads grewout
of theNewMan idea,whichwas – inhis
words – “a sensitive, caring, emotional-
ly balanced, non-sexist, non-aggressive
male”.
This notion, as admirable as it is,was

abit hard to liveup to all the time, so
O’Hagan’sNewLad – anumberhe counted
himself among – “aspires toNewMan sta-
tuswhenhe’swithwomen, but reverts to
OldLad typewhenhe’s outwith theboys”.
If this soundsparticularlymiddle-class,

it’s because itwas. But Ladevolved from

Fondof football, beerandbuckethats,
the laddefined the ’90s–andnowthe
bat signalhasgoneup fora reunion.
Andyes, itwasall terribly sexist at the
time,butwas it actuallyworse than
whathas followed, asksPatCarty

Whatever
happened
totheNew
Lads?

O’Hagan’s realistic summationofmaleness
into something else. The 1990swas still a
timewhenmagazines – and lifestylemaga-
zines in particular – sold inhugenumbers,
before the internet tookover and ruined
everything. Publications likeFHM,Maxim
andLoaded all hawkedabeer andbabes
(althoughnever full nudity, so theyweren’t
restricted to the top shelf of thenewsa-
gents)wayof life.

Was this a reaction to feminism? I’mnot
sure thatmuch thoughtwent into it.Load-
ed, launched in 1994 and “dedicated to
life, liberty and thepursuit of sex, drink,
football and less seriousmatters”, used the
tagline, “Formenwho shouldknowbet-
ter”, so ironywas at least being aimedat –
althoughone suspects theLiamGallagher
of the 1990sprobably thought ironywas
something themissus didwithhis shirts.
Speaking ofGallagher theyounger, it

washewho inspired the lookof thebeery,
leeryLad. Therewas aproblemwith this
though. LiamGallagherwas – and is – a
very good-lookingmanwithpresence to
burn, so abucket hat, a tracksuit top, and
even theparkas and anorakshe favours al-
ways look good.Onhim.On lessermortals,
an anorak looks like an anorak.
If youneed further evidence tobackup

theveracity of this claim, do aGoogle im-
age search for “Wellends”. The results show
youavariety ofmen–who really should
knowbetter – attempting to ape the ton-
sorial achievements of PaulWeller,whose
re-emergence as a solo artist coincided
withBritpop and, by extension, Liam
Gallagher. The results are unfortunate

as, inmanycases, the rawmaterial just
isn’t there. I’monly allowed to laugh at the
afflictedbecause I have a few flesh-colour-
edhighlightsmyself.
Musically, Lad-soundtrackingBritpop

was refreshing for someofus. Rock, as op-
posed to the actual charts, hadbeendom-
inatedby grunge, the slightly depressing
soundof plaid shirts anddistorted guitars
that emergedearly in thedecade fromSe-
attle, clutching oldNeil Young records to
its collectiveheart.
I never really “got”Nirvana’smega-sell-

ing 1991 record,Nevermind. By the time
they released InUtero in 1993, I’d relocat-
ed toAmerica,where grungewas even
moreprevalent. I gave it a go to seewhat
Iwasmissing, but—nomatter howhard I
tried— songs about eatingyour cancer and
screaming about Tourette’swerenotmy
cupof tea, pennyroyal or otherwise.
Sometime late the followingyear,when I

wasworking in a record shop inGreenwich
Village, a friend slippedme theDefinitely
MaybeCDbyaBritishbandcalledOasis,
a name sounfamiliar tome that I thought
itmight have something todowith the
clothes shop.
Thiswasmuchmoremy thing, andyou

couldplay entertaining gamesof spot the
riff – that’s TRex and there’s Faces – and
guess themelody.NoelGallagher, a song-
writer I’ve comparedelsewhere to a “mag-
pie in a jeweller’s”, can’t havebeen too
surprisedwhenCoca-Cola filed a lawsuit
against him for ‘borrowing’ from I’d Like to
Teach theWorld to Sing (In PerfectHarmo-
ny) for theband’s second single,Shaker-
maker.
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When Imovedback to Ireland in 1995,
Britpopwas theonly game in town. Blur
had gone frompotential one-hitwonders
to superstars. Their secondalbum,Modern
Life is Rubbish, saw themembracing their
Englishness byopeningup to the influence
of TheKinks, XTCandothers, andwasone
of the records that kicked thewhole thing
off.
Supergrass conquered the charts right

out of the trapswith their infectious
single,Alright, andPulp –perennial al-
so-rans –had finally struck goldwith their
ubiquitous classicCommonPeople,which
summedup themiddle class’swholesale
appropriationofGallagher’sworking-class
attitude: “They’re laughing at you and the
stupid things youdobecauseyou think
that poor is cool.”
The secondOasis album, (What’s the

Story)MorningGlory?,would eventual-
lywipe the floorwith all competitors, in
commercial terms at least. Thebattle of
Britpop –where theGallagher’sRollWith
It andBlur’sCountryHouse competed for
thenumber-one spot, andmade thenine
o’clocknews –was exciting despite the
fact that bothbandshave releasedmany
far superior singles. Blurwon thebattle
but lost thewar, asOasiswere embraced
bymillions. DamonAlbarn and company
were alwaysviewedwith suspicionby the
Gallaghers and their followers because,
Godhelpus, they appeared tohave read a
fewbooks.
Iwas as caught up in this as anyoneelse,

as Iwas still in the first half ofmy20s. Vis-
iting Fermoywithmy father inAugust of
1996, I decided tohitch intoCork for oneof

TheOasis reunion
was like abat
signal, calling
themout of the
shadows to don
their Ladoutfit
for one last
adventure; one
lastmoment of
belonging

Glorydays–Oasis
singerLiam
Gallagher,mainand
insetwithDamon
Albarn,inspired
Laddism,which
isbetterthanthe
eraofAndrewTate,
above.PatCarty,
rightwithhisdad
in1995,embracing
Britpop’siconic
shaggyhairstyle

the twoOasis showsat PáircUíChaoimh. I
bought a ticket somewhere, because such
thingswere somehoweasier to procure –
andadamnsight cheaper – back in those
pre-internet days.
Arriving at the concert suitably late,

althoughbeforeOasis actually cameon, I
foundmyself at thebackof the stadium,
whichwouldn’t do at all. Iwas, back then,
committing a serious crimeagainst fashion
by sporting aponytail – a transgression I
couldn’t even think about nowfor rea-
sons alluded to earlier. Iwas alsowearing
ablazer. This rigoutmust have given some
sort of air of authority, becausewhen I ap-
proached thebarriers, staff simply letme
throughuntil I endedup in thepit.
Oasiswerephenomenal. I can still recall

thepowerof the encore’sChampagne Su-
pernova, and the glorious feeling through-
out of being there then,wildly alive in the
swayingmeleeof youth as a glowing, care-
freehumanbeingwhosedisappointments
were still up ahead.
Womenwerepresent and lots of them–

women forwhomthe concurrentmes-
sageof the SpiceGirlswas, perhaps, a bit
manufactured –but youngmen felt, rightly
orwrongly, that the celebratorymanifesto
wasdirected squarely at them, the lads.
WhenOasis finished, and I camedown

offmycloud, I did the logical thing and
approached thebackstage area to see if
my luckwouldhold. I lookednothing like
U2’sAdamClayton then, andeven less
likehimnow, but I told the gatekeeper I
washis brother, there as part of Principle
Management’s party, and gained ingress.
I think Imanaged to swiftly quaff two

drinks before skyscrapers ofmenap-
peared to informme that Iwasn’t sup-
posed tobe there.What could I dobut
agree andpromptly leavebefore their po-
liteness faded?
Hitching a lift back towards Fermoywas

noeasy task at that hour, but eventually a
youngmanpulledover. Aswedrovenorth,
he saidheknewaplace for a late drink just
off themain road if Iwas interested. Un-
hesitatingly, I said yes.
The rest of thenight is a bit of a haze,

but I do clearly rememberbeing askedby
someonewhere Iwasoff tonext?When I
told the inquirer Iwas eventually head-
ing toDingle, he immediately offeredme
several hundredpounds “guaranteed” if I
agreed to “takeout” Fungie thedolphin as
hewas attracting toomany tourists toKer-
ry, andCorkwasmissing out on their hol-
idaymoney. Laddishbehaviour?Maybe.
Surreal?Definitely.
There is, of course, nothingnewunder

the sun. Theyounghave always enjoyed
gathering together, having at least a few
drinks, and getting loud. It’s an activity
that’s not exclusive to anyparticular class,
andhas been consistently reflected in the
arts.

Just to giveonehighbrowexample,what
wasShakespeare’s Sir JohnFalstaff if
not a bit of a lad. Alright, hewas aknight,
whichmakeshimabit suspect fromaclass
point of view, but he consortedbychoice
with the lowerorders. Given that hewas
overweight and inebriated as frequently
as possible, one could easily imaginehis
gait as having aGallagher-like character.
Plus, hewas fondof abit of shouting,
wasn’t above rubbingupagainst royalty –
whoeventually reject him,whichmakes
Falstaff almostworking class bydefault
– or a bit of larceny, andhad aneye for the
opposite sex.
The romantics, as exemplifiedbyproto

rockstar LordByron,were alsohell bent
onbouts of being out of it betweenputting
quill to parchment. And if your literary
andartisticmovement earns thename
Decadent – as theone that spreadout from
France in the late 19th-century (thinkOs-
carWilde) did –while espousing aesthetic
hedonism, thenof course it had someLad
in there somewhere.
If that sounds too fanciful, then I direct

you toCharles Baudelaire’sEnivrez-vous,

the first line ofwhich, roughly translat-
ed, offers concise advice: “Youhave tobe
drunkall the time, that’s all there is to it.”
Now, I’mnot suggesting that either of

theGallaghers ever perused a copyofLes
Fleurs dumalor anything similar, but that
poemcertainlyhasmore than ahint ofCig-
arettes&Alcohol about it.
You growupandyoucalmdown, as

TheClashonce toldus, so Ladeventually
faded away. Themagazines stopped selling
once the internet started giving the same
content away for free.
Oasis carriedon, although that tour

I saw themon–which included their
triumphant appearances atKnebworth
–was their highwatermark. Therewere
more albumsof varyingquality (2005’s
Don’t Believe the Truthhas a lot going for it)
before they fell apart becauseLiamand
Noel couldn’t be in the samepostcode
without a rowkicking off.
Itwould seemthat theonlywhite lines

LiamGallagher has anything todowith
thesedays are theoneshe seeswhenhe’s
out running. He’s settleddown, loveshis
dog, andeschews thebackstageparty
becausehe couldn’t bebothered.

TheOasis reunion tourwould appear to
be about getting paid asmuchas anything
else (divorces are expensive) and it’s been
said that the contracts includea stipulation
that the showsmust beperformedbefore
themoneyendsup inGallagher’s credit
union account, so the chances of himgoing
bananas andmissing a gig are slim.
For theoldNewLads in the audience, it’s

anopportunity toput thosedaft hats back
onand relive thehalcyondays –but only
for anhour or twobecause thebabysit-
ter has tobe let off, and theprospect of
work in themorninghas tobe facedup to.
They’re getting onbut they’re hardly at re-
tirement age just yet.
Perhaps they’re besuitedbusiness folk or

bored ITdrones reading IrvineWelsh’s new
skirt-chasingnovel,Men In Love, during
their lunchbreak, letting it take themback
to a timewhen “peoplehad lives”, asWelsh
himself recently put it, before technology
cavedourheads in. Perhaps they’re even
freelance journalists.
Wherever theyendedup, theOasis re-

unionwas like abat signal, calling them
out of the shadows todon their Ladoutfit
for one last adventure; one lastmoment of
belonging.

Viewed through the prismof
nostalgia, Lad doesn’t seem so bad at this
remove – at least the partswhere people
enjoyed a communal experience in a field,
one arm around their best pal, the other
clutching a beer, roaring along to theOasis
cachet of anthems.What’s awonderwall?
What is it that Sally canwait for exactly?
None of thatmatters a jot.
Ladwasn’twithout problems. “Anti-in-

tellectualism” is a laughable stance in
anyage, and itwas all inherently sexist.
Thankfully, theworldhasmovedon to a
pointwhere suchbehaviour is quite rightly
calledout.
Butwas it all preferable to the toxic

masculinity that blights today’s society?
Was it not healthier for young fellas to be
waddling down the street in that strange
manner, andenjoying some lager-soaked
companionship, rather thanbeing solitari-
ly glued to a screen, taking in the ‘philoso-
phies’ of the likes ofAndrewTate?
The rise of the internet and the

resultant splintering of the culturemeans
that Lad and Britpop, and everything that
wentwith it, was probably the last such
mass youthmovement – if you could even
call it that.
I’m not sayingwe should forgive Lad all

its sins, but there doesn’t seem to bemuch
harm in themhaving an hour or two back
in the sunshine before they return home
and get onwith paying the bills.
And if anyeditorswould like to commis-

sion this oldveteran to report back from
CrokePark, I amavailable.


