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W-hole

What started out initially as a flippant idea turned into a fascinating exploration 
of taboo, social constructs around the male body, intimacy, shame, sexuality, 
consumerism, healing and more.

Late one night I was wreaking my mental revenge on the male species 
inspired by a particular individual. I conceived of photographing the male 
arsehole. Ha, ha, I laughed as I imagined the subjugating process. 

Then as a self dare – I challenged myself to actually carry out my late night 
fantasy.

It soon became evident that the ‘male arsehole’ would never have the 
courage for such a challenging and intimate exploration. It takes courage 
to spread your legs and open yourself up (something usually expected of 
women).

I had been unprepared for the powerful taboo this area of the anatomy still 
holds, even in this day and age. I found it a no go area socially, publicly, 
visually and conversationally.

The arsehole is a space that has been heavily colonised by religion, society, 
culture, family and the law. For these reasons it became a wonderfully rich 
source to investigate. It evoked such strong reactions, prejudices, fears and 
passions.

Most people have never seen their arsehole, yet they engage with it daily in 
dealing with bodily waste. 

The arsehole is the gateway between inner and outer worlds. It is a tender 
orifice, well protected by two fleshy mounds. The anus is a nerve rich interior 
space that can be entered. Men can explore being penetrated in this area of 
their bodies if they so choose. The male g spot is located inside the anus. It 
is surprising how many men feel their masculinity to be threatened when one 
mentions exploring or exposing the anus. The laws stating that buggery was 
a capital offence have only been repealed during the past few decades in the 
‘civilized’ world.



The men in this project, although anonymous, are regarded as collaborators. These 
men were brave enough to expose their posterior for posterity. They landed up 
being a fairly even mix between straight and gay men. 

The words are straight from the male participants mouths. They were asked 
to describe their relationship to their arseholes and express how it felt to be 
photographed and filmed. The responses are fascinating, I could never have 
predicted their nuanced diversity: one man was returned to his early childhood 
of nappy changing by mother and reflected on our attitudes to our waste and the 
state of the world; another felt he was returning the gaze of the camera through 
his own nether aperture and went on to orate about the lack of interior exploration 
in the construct of male identity; someone else felt analogous to release from 
his transgressions, like after a confession; another participant had a profound 
one eighty turnaround in his relationship to himself, his religion, his shame and 
societies’ conventions. 

My profoundest respect to the men who participated. Thank you for going there, for 
opening yourselves up literally and physically

For me the real adventures are the inner journeys.

This is how the project went from hole to whole – it became my own as well as my 
participants’ healing journey.

To the men who took part in this project:

You were brave enough to agree
Gentle enough to submit
Honest enough to reveal
Creative enough to collaborate
Secure enough to be vulnerable
Daring to be so intimate
And you were able to articulate so eloquently afterwards

Respect

The project is an ongoing one – I imagine doing the world tour of anuses country by 
country, revealing fascinating cultural anachronisms as I explore with brave men. 
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For the immediate now, my relationship to 
my arsehole is healthy, I include it as part of 
my body and cherish it as much as I do my 
mouth, earhole and nostril. My relationship 
with my arsehole hasn’t always been like 
this. Socialisation taught me that my anus 
was dirty, untouchable. It was a part of 
my body where I tucked a lot of tension, 
judgement, repression, guilt and shame. 
Through a lot of personal development, 
releasing conditioning and learning to relax 
and let go, my anal muscles have relaxed 
and I am able to include and respect my 
arsehole. 

Integrating my anus as part of my sexual 
apparatus has also been instrumental in my 
acceptance: through a journey of repulsion, 
humiliation, surprise and ecstasy. I also 
explored through tattooing. My genital 
and anal tattoos have been my process of 
healing, initiating, integrating, exploring and 
celebration.

I felt relaxed and relieved having my 
arsehole photographed, the dirty secret is 
out, I too too have an arsehole. I too am 
an arsehole. It felt like a confession. The 
heat of the lighting on my skin felt like the 
gaze of the camera, comforting and warm. 
Something fundamental to my being has 
been witnessed.
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One of the thoughts that came to me when this 
project was introduced to me was that people are 
unaccustomed to dealing with their own waste. That 
was the thought at the time. Do you know your own 
arsehole, how well do you know it, do you look after it? 
What  you eat, and what comes out of it should be a 
conscious decision. Do you examine the colour of your 
shit as a health check?

People Flush and Forget and don’t want to deal with 
waste, even the waste that is not from our own bodies, 
it goes into a bin and it must also be forgotten

I was interested to take part in the project to see what 
it is I haven’t seen so close before. To get closer to 
this taboo area, which is always linked to bad things, 
swearing, foul thoughts and bad smells. Its a door to 
those thoughts. 

The arsehole is innocent, its just happens to be there.

We all have one, you cant deny it. 

Its on the surface but has a life of its own.

I know my own arsehole, not may other people want 



to know it. Its my small terrorising factor. Some people 
accept it as another part of their body. Some people don’t 
want to know about it. For me it’s not taboo. I find it more 
sane if people accept each other’s appendages.

Because you don’t see it so often, you don’t know what it 
looks like. You are not sure, is it smiling?

It is very close to the sex and it does get confused. Its not 
a sexual organ but it is. It is and it isn’t. 

Everything that comes out of it seems to be private. It can 
lead to hang ups that are not so healthy. To be looked at, 
to be examined, these things should happen. 

It has all happened before as a child, you’ve been cleaned 
and those things have been taken care of. 
 
I don’t think it has been examined like this since I was a 
child. It brought back those memories, just a feeling, the 
sensation of having a naked arse and the rest of you is 
clothed. The dryness of it.
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It’s just a  question really the camera and the 
arsehole seem to work in a similar ways, opening 
and closing, sphincter muscle kind of thing. So the 
question is who is watching whom.
 
It could be my inside of my body watching the 
camera and then by extension whoever is watching 
the image is being watched by my insides.
 
Nobody can know what it is to have my arsehole, 
like I don’t know what it is like to have anyone else’s 
arsehole. There can be no perspective on it besides, 
it is what it is.
 
It was nice being (photographed) because it forced 
me to push my body into positions that I don’t 
normally get the opportunity to do and it stretched a 
couple of muscles and tendons. It was  nice physical 
experience to have. It was not by any stretch of the 
imagination emotionally traumatic and I don’t feel 
particularly exposed. The important stuff is on the 
inside and not the ring that surrounds the outside. 
You know the spirit and the soul is inside the body 
not on the surface. (And the camera can’t get in 
there, well it didn’t on this instance.)
 
 

















My relationship to my arsehole is problematic at times 
because I clench, you know trying to hold stuff in and not let 
stuff escape, not let life escape when actually it’s not about life 
escaping or not it’s just about letting go and going with the flow 
as it happens.
 
I like my arsehole, it’s a very important part of me. It’s the seat 
of a lot of emotions, good emotions, bad emotions, not that 
there are any bad emotions, just more or less pleasant ones. 
Its an important part of me. I like having it and I like exploring 
it. 
 
It’s the most maligned part of the body, that’s rather silly 
actually because people have the association with it being 
dirty, something we don’t want to associate ourselves with.
 
There’s not much difference in what goes in the top end than 
what comes out at the bottom end, aside from the fact that it 
has been processed. So shit is a necessary part of life and 
a necessary experience to have regularly. Hopefully more 
regularly than less and the body part through which it travels 
on the way out, there’s no real reason why that should be any 
more or less important or any better or worse than any other 
part. 
 
Most straight men aren’t given the opportunity to explore their 



bodies at all. They are given a set of prescriptions, a set of roles 
that they have to perform, with their bodies, but they are not really 
encouraged to enjoy that performance of whatever that might be. 
And part of that package is a lack of opportunity to enjoy the internal 
sense of having a body because a lot of masculine rules are about 
how to perform, how to act the role in relation to the rest of the 
world, not in relation to yourself. There’s is a kind of a lack, there’s a 
hole there, because a lot of masculine rhetoric, a lot of the way men 
are told to behave is about looking a particular way to the world 
outside and not looking inside. 

Who knows if that is caused by, a result of or resulting in the 
external genitals of the male and the internal sexual genitals of 
the female. But I think there is a relationship there, men are not 
encouraged to live inside their bodies, they are encouraged to live 
outside, to go forth and conquer which is about consuming, it’s 
not about not appreciating what is and what goes on internally, it’s 
about consuming what is going on externally.
 
Domination is an over rated experience, and it disallows men from 
experiencing a human relationship with themselves and with the 
insides of their bodies.
 
It doesn’t take a huge amount of trust to stick a penis in somewhere 
but it does take a lot of trust to allow somebody to penetrate you. It 
doesn’t mean trust in that person alone, it also means trust in your 
self and your ability to absorb, to take in, to surround. 
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Where we come from, Africa, the thing they say we mustn’t do 
ever, that’s what I’m doing and now I am feeling guilty in myself, 
you know and I feel shame. My dad is a chief and a chief’s son 
doing this, feels crazy for me. Right now, I don’t know what I’m 
doing. I feel lost, it’s like I’m selling myself. It’s a big thing what 
I’m doing, very big. And I’m scaring, scaring. 

We can’t use the mouth to say ‘arse’, it’s a problem. You can’t 
even talk about ‘down there’, it’s a very private thing, you don’t 
even go there. Nobody must see. My wife never see my arse 
before. 

On the Muslim side everything has to be covered. So now I 
broke the rules. God can punish me. In my culture, in my Islam, 
what I am doing now - I am punished. 

My arse is there now. I’m in your hands. (laughs)
 
After watching the footage

This place that I am sitting now, this moment now - it’s one of my 
best and my worst moments - seriously. 

It’s my first time to see. Something has changed, it has 
developed and when you see your arse you can know yourself 



more, it will make you know what you are. I was lost a little bit, but that has 
shown me how powerful I am, showing people what is you, so clean, so 
respectful.  

I’m proud to see my arse, how it is, it looks sexy and it looks beautiful, it’s 
mine and it’s nice, its not something shameful, something so beautiful to see. 

And now from the video - I can see the relation with my finger and my 
arse. I see it’s like the baby and mum, you know - they’ve got a lot of 
communication and a lot of love. I appreciate to see the kindness and the 
helping together, yeah, I’m getting free now.

It’s exactly you do something new in your life, it’s like it’s healing me, this 
thing is like something that is healing me inside deeply. It takes some of 
my anger to see that all the parts have got some relation. So for me its not 
covered - people have to see that. The arse and hands have a beautiful 
contact and understanding together

I feel sensitive, I feel love - I feel it’s me. Now I see that the arse is arse, the 
arse is us.




