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1
Make a Small Change

We live in the age of the grand idea. Until a couple of dec-
ades ago the only people who could really make their big ideas 
happen easily were those with enormous amounts of hereditary 
money or sponsorship from the Royal Family. Sir Walter Raleigh, 
he of the New World fame, was an aristocrat and politician, while 
Sir Ranulph Fiennes, arguably the greatest living explorer today, 
had inherited his father’s baronetcy before he was a year old. 
Occasionally an industrious individual would work hard enough 
to make their idea or invention hit the big time, but in general 
the privileged few won out over the common many. But all that 
has changed now. The combination of globalisation, cheap travel 
and the digital revolution has made it possible for anyone to 
pursue their idea anywhere in the world, and Instagram the hell 
out of it while doing so.

This very modern phenomenon has democratised adven-
ture, and led to a new wave of explorers and risk-takers. People 
have skateboarded across Australia and cycled over the Andes; 
they’ve motorcycled across the Arctic and ridden horses the 
length of Africa; celebrities have completed 43 marathons in 
51 days while teenagers have sailed around the world; they’ve 
even driven a black cab from London to Mongolia (okay, that 
was me). We live in the age of extreme ironing and nettle-eating, 
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space skydives and Alpine wingsuiting. Nothing is off-limits. The 
point is that it has never been easier to challenge yourself and 
achieve the previously unthinkable.

But actually, something strange is beginning to happen. 
People are starting to shun these adventures and shy away from 
new experiences. It seems that with all this opportunity and 
excitement comes an enormous sense of pressure. I’m sure this 
is undoubtedly amplified by social media and its crack-like ability 
to make people broadcast absolutely everything about their lives 
with a false spin. Such is the pressure on people to seem like they 
are living their lives and having a brilliant time that apparently 
more and more of us are doing the complete opposite and shun-
ning not only social media but the liberation and excitement of 
exploration and new experiences.

I think the problem is that anyone under the age of 40 
has grown up in the knowledge that the world has never been 
more accessible, and adventure has never had more potential. 
However, both are achingly just out of reach for many of us, 
meaning people still have to save for months and years to pay 
a travel company to take them on a tour of Antarctica or to see 
the orang-utans in Borneo. Sure, it is an amazing, sometimes 
life-changing experience, but it takes years to achieve, and can 
often come to dominate leisure plans. The age of the big idea 
was meant to open our minds and change our lives, but it has 
actually had the opposite effect.

Sometimes the smallest actions can have the largest impacts. 
I’ll give you an example. I have a friend called Peter Small. I’ve 
known Pete for almost two decades, and he is a smashing chap, 
probably one of the most upbeat, energetic people I’ve ever 
met. Unfortunately, he is also useless at timekeeping. He would 
turn up late to everything from football matches to parties, dates 
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to dinners. So we sat him down and had a chat with him, and 
urged him to be just a little bit better about being on time. He 
agreed to try.

A few months later Glastonbury tickets went on sale. Having 
missed out on them for the last few years because he was – yup, 
you guessed it – too late to buy tickets, we didn’t hold out much 
hope of him joining us. Staggeringly though, he not only got up 
on time, he managed to get a ticket. He came along that year 
for the first time and experienced Glastonbury in all its glory. 
At one point he started talking to a group of girls that someone 
vaguely knew, one of whom he got on with very well. Four years 
later and he was married to that girl on a beach in Cyprus, and is 
now rarely late for anything. I’m not saying that the small change 
he made at our behest to be on time more often was directly 
responsible for him meeting the love of his life, but it was.

So I decided to try something new every week for a year. It 
would be one thing a week for 52 weeks. In my case, I started 
with a very small change to kick things off. I foolishly gave up 
crisps. I did it because, to be frank, I bloody love crisps. I love 
how salty they are, I love how crunchy they are, and I love how 
moreish they are. I love their smell, their flavours, their variety 
and even their packaging. But I gave them up. I started the new 
year, and my new project, by not eating crisps. It was a small step, 
but it was a challenge nonetheless. And I did it. Apart from the 
occasional drunken pork scratching, I stopped eating crisps, and 
I felt tremendous for it. I put this squarely down to one thing: 
it was an achievable aim. There is no point aiming to skydive 
from space tomorrow if today you are sat at your desk reading 
the Daily Mail and shoving (delicious) Monster Munch into your 
face. It just won’t happen.

Something wonderful happened about two months into 
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my 52 New Things journey. While vanity searching one day I 
found another blog run by a lovely woman in America doing 
exactly the same thing I was doing. She was part of a mummy 
blogger network and was encouraging her friends and readers 
to try something new every week. She wasn’t trying to learn a 
new language or row across the Atlantic, she was trying new 
meals out for her kids, or speaking to a neighbour she’d never 
spoken to before. I watched her blog grow as others chimed 
in with stories about new knitting patterns, tentative attempts 
at a salsa class, attending their first music concert and even 
buying a dog. The women on this blog shared their tips and 
experiences and learnt and grew from one another. There was 
no judgement, no retribution, just love and support from the 
group. And the key to it all? Simplicity. These women were 
making accessible, achievable changes to their lives that were 
not only positively impacting them and their families, but were 
also enormous amounts of fun.

I maintained contact with this group of visionary bloggers, 
and soon started to notice other similar projects from around 
the world. People found my site and sent me links to their pro-
gress. I got emails from as far afield as Australia and Chile, and 
as close to home as Brighton, England. I’d like to think that they 
were all inspired by my tremendous website, captivating copy 
and zany social media antics, but while some were undoubtedly 
fans the majority just happened to be doing the same thing as 
me at roughly the same time. I wish I could say I kick-started a 
global movement, but actually I think all I did was accidently put 
a clever name on it.

Amazing people have been doing amazing things for ages, 
and the best bit is they are continuing to do so. I still get sent 
links to new 52 New Things projects being set up all over the 
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world all the time as more and more people discover the joy and 
pleasure of breaking out from the mundanity of modern life 
and recapturing the inquisitiveness and curiosity of youth. They 
may not be trekking across the Himalayas, but they are changing 
their lives and those of their loved ones in small but incredibly 
meaningful ways every single day with very little effort. And that 
means people like you can do something new and amazing too 
… if you really want to.
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7
Get Something Waxed

We’ve traversed through some fairly gentle new things thus far, 
exploring the hidden delights of the humble bidet and sticking 
two fingers up at nutritionally bereft snacking. So now it is time 
to start getting down and dirty with some proper new things, 
fresh experiences that excite and terrify in equal amounts. Like 
the time I had hot wax liberally applied to my nether regions 
and ripped off again seconds later by a young, sullen and sur-
prisingly vicious woman from Eastern Europe. It doesn’t matter 
who you are, where you hail from or how hairy you are, having 
solidified wax forcibly removed from your balls is one of the most 
unpleasant experiences imaginable. That a flourishing indus-
try has grown up dedicated solely to relieving grown men and 
women of their body hair is bad enough, but to do so around 
the nether regions is just downright barbaric.

Saying that, it is telling that the infamous ‘Back, Sack and 
Crack’ blog and video is by some distance the most popular 
piece of content I’ve ever generated. The video has thousands 
of views and in fact, more than half of the traffic to my website 
today comes from people searching specifically for male waxing, 
proving that it wasn’t just me who was interested in the idea of 
having a silky scrotum. Here is the account in all its glory:
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‘Now, if you just roll onto your front and pull your cheeks 
apart, I’ll start on the back bit.’

Numbly obliging, I did as I was asked and in doing so caught 
a glimpse of myself in the mirror: naked, lying on a table in the 
middle of a salon in London’s Soho, pulling my buttocks apart so 
a young lady could wax the most unholy of cracks. This, I glumly 
realised, was something of a low point.

When I opened up the 52 New Things project to suggestions 
from the great and good of the Internet, I always knew there 
would be a high risk that I’d end up doing something hideous 
and painful. Sure enough, within a few days of the site going live 
I had been bombarded with all manner of suggestions for hide-
ous and painful new things. In hindsight, I should have probably 
known that friends and colleagues would hijack the facility and 
repeatedly suggest I get a back, sack and crack wax, that most 
intimate of male hair removal. Although every instinct cried out 
otherwise, I decided to call their bluff and press ahead with the 
suggestion. After all, it really was a truly new thing.

One bluff called and an ill-advised Internet search later, I 
was all booked in. My friend Scott, who by now was regretting 
both making the initial suggestion and subsequently agreeing 
to accompany me in a moment of pride-filled madness, paled 
visibly when I told him that his days of having a hairy undercar-
riage were numbered.

We arrived at the salon and took our seats in the surpris-
ingly calming waiting area. I was due to be waxed by the male 
owner (at his request, I might add), something I was a little 
unsure about. I’d thought about it a lot but I just couldn’t work 
out what was worse: having my most intimate areas waxed by 
a man, or having my most intimate areas waxed by a beautiful 
young woman. Either option presented a whole host of issues 
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and dilemmas, most of which you can guess and none of which 
I’ll go into here. In the end, the decision was made for us as 
Fernando was nowhere to be seen and we were duly led into 
our treatment rooms by two Polish girls called Kasia and Carol.

I am not familiar with the process of sleeping with a prosti-
tute, having always somehow managed to attract girls without 
needing to pay them. However, as I stripped off in that tiny 
little room and draped a flannel-sized towel over my groin, I 
began to get a vague impression of what it might be like: cold, 
stark and deeply, deeply humiliating. Carol put me at ease by 
making small talk about where I’d come from and what the pro-
ject was all about. Suddenly, without warning and in one swift 
movement, she’d whipped off the towel and liberally applied 
talc to my groin area. She then started lifting, moving, parting, 
tugging and generally getting a good, hands-on feel for the 
area in question.

Having sized up the lay of the land, she muttered a warning 
that she was about to apply some ‘warm’ wax. Scalding, more 
like. Scalding, burning, molten wax, all over my right testicle and 
groin. I thought it was going to sink through my skin, into my 
body and onto the table below. But then, just when I was about 
to wipe the stuff off with my bare hands and throw it at the wall, 
it cooled dramatically.

Carol began to test the tackiness, presumably judging when 
it was dry enough to remove. It felt a little bit like I’d been anaes-
thetised down there, with every prod and touch feeling distant 
and muffled. It was actually quite calming in a way and I began to 
relax slightly, the weird plinky-plonky music distracting me from 
the pretty lady caressing Little Nick and the Brothers Grimm. 
The serenity was broken with a quick heads-up from Carol: the 
wax was set and she was about to remove it. Was I ready? ‘Well, 
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when you say ready, what exactly do you mean?’ I asked. ‘If you 
mean ready for th—’ I didn’t get any further.

American novelist William Faulkner once said that given the 
choice between pain and nothing, he would choose pain. Sadly 
old Bill Faulkner lived in the early 1900s when wax was just used 
for candles and making moustaches look tremendous. Had he 
been around long enough to experience solidified wax being 
ripped off one of his gonads he probably would have chosen the 
painless experience of nothing every time.

It is hard to describe what it’s like to have the hairs ripped 
out of your balls by their very follicles. Every man has got it 
caught in his flies at some point or another. So take that pain, 
remember it, double it, double it again, then times it by a billion 
and you are getting close to what it feels like to have your testi-
cles waxed. The pain is unimaginable and utterly pure. It feels 
like your skin is coming off with the wax and your mind is utterly 
focused on how to stop this all-consuming, gut-wrenching agony. 
And then, three or four seconds after it started, it disappears as 
quickly as it arrived, leaving nothing but a faint throbbing and 
one bastard of an adrenalin rush.

As Carol proudly displayed the results of the first wax (think 
furball in a pile of cat sick), I honestly contemplated giving 
up and going home with one bald testicle and the rest of my 
pride intact. But before I could make my excuses the sly woman 
had homed in on Mr Left and liberally applied round two. 
RIIIIIIIIIIPPPPPPPP. My virgin forest was razed to the ground by 
the imperialist hand of the Polish waxer. I risked a glance down, 
wiping away the beads of sweat as I did. Horrified, I realised that 
at this precise point I had an actual manzilian.

It took another couple of applications to fully level the area. 
At one point Carol’s hand slipped, meaning it took her four 
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attempts to rip the wax off. I have no shame in admitting that 
a little tear escaped at this point. I looked down and saw, with 
some satisfaction and immense relief, that she appeared to have 
finished. The area was mostly clear and, although red in places, 
largely tidy. I lay back and waited for the command to turn over. 
Instead I felt Carol reach for Little Nick and apply what felt like 
a plaster to the entire length.

‘Ah,’ I thought, ‘this will be the cooling strip to alleviate 
some of the raw pain. How nice of Carol to do that without me 
even asking. Hang on, why is she removing it so quickly? Oh no, 
OH NO. PLEASE NO. SHE’S WAXING MY KNOB.’

After that, my spirit was broken. I numbly flipped over onto 
my front and, as requested, pulled my buttocks apart to allow this 
stranger to wax my butt crack. Humiliating doesn’t even cover it. 
I felt used, shamed, alone. The sensation of wax against a part of 
me that had never seen the light of day was strange but relatively 
painless. Even the back waxing was bearable and, weirdly, slightly 
relaxing after the trauma of the front side. It was at this point that 
I could have sworn I heard faint screams from the other room, 
confirming in my mind that Scott was also being tortured in simi-
lar circumstances, something that I drew odd comfort from.

After applying some much needed lotion (which under dif-
ferent circumstances would have been a hugely enjoyable experi-
ence), she left me to get dressed. I stood up, peeled the paper 
sheet from my sweaty back and took my first look at my newly 
waxed body. It looked ridiculous. Hair covered my chest and 
met my snail trail, but was abruptly cut off in a straight line with 
nothing but raw pink skin underneath. I couldn’t see the appeal 
of this hairless monster that I had created – did people honestly 
choose to do this on a regular basis? I offered to compare results 
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with Scott, but he looked so pale and shell-shocked that I felt 
he’d probably been traumatised enough for one day.

Having had time to digest my experience, I’ve come to real-
ise that it was oddly empowering in a strange way. Society’s tastes 
have shifted markedly in the last two decades, no doubt in line 
with the voyeuristic and challenging nature of the Internet. Body 
hair that was once a given is now almost invisible, while men are 
as likely to be found in the local salon as women. It is now as nor-
mal to find a man with a manicure as it is a woman in a trouser 
suit, both of which were unthinkable at points in our recent past. 
In terms of the current fetish for hair removal, my main conclu-
sion is that it is enormously painful to have done and I’m not 
sure the end results are necessarily worth the pain – unless you 
take all your clothes off regularly for a living. Which I don’t. Yet.
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