A Nose Trimmer Changed My Life!

I realize that's not earth shattering news, but in my world, using a nose hair trimmer let alone admitting you actually owned one was a step of faith and an experience that I can't fully explain. 
You've seen them too; ads for nose hair trimmers. Every time I saw these ads I would think, what would possess a man or a woman to buy and use a nose hair trimmer? Have these people got too much time on their hands? Are they from another planet? Do they still think that the Loch Ness Monster is real? Do they somehow use these trimmers for self-defense?
Turns out I owe these people an apology. I was given a nose hair trimmer for Christmas. When I first opened the gift and realized what it was I thought, oh – nice. But then quickly thought, OH! A real nose hair trimmer in the flesh or in the metal I suppose, but either way I was secretly excited to try it. Of course I couldn't let on that I was excited about a nose hair trimmer because how pathetic would that be? On my cool, calm exterior I'm sure it appeared to all that I thought it was just a really nice gift, except to my sons who can see right through me. They had a look on their faces that knew this new little tool would be the first thing set out for our next garage sale. 
I owe my sons an apology too. Somehow, my new Nose Hair Trimmer languished in the land where new, forgotten Christmas presents and stocking stuffers live; in a box somewhere that we'll all get to when we have time provided we can remember where we put the box. This box usually contains various Christmas gift items we won't use, or don't need right at the moment; mostly new sox or underwear, candy bars, AA batteries, film, bumper stickers, that cute decorative thing your wife got you, and random Christmas cards that have gift certificate cards in them. All nice, great little gifts, but we never really know where we are supposed to put them while we aren't using them. 
My missing Christmas box was up high in the front closet so no one would fiddle with my trimmer; a man hates to have his trimmer fiddled with. Last week while looking for a coat in the closet, I noticed the box and memories of my nose-hair   trimmer filled my mind. I pulled the box down off the shelf and put it on my desk. There were too many people around to try Mr. Trimmer at that moment; better to wait until a more prudent time so I covered the box with a couple of magazines to dissuade fiddling.
That more prudent time came yesterday. With no one else home, I carefully took my precious trimmer out of its' packaging. (SIDE NOTE: Bob Confession: To show how serious I took this moment, I read the directions. Men never read directions.  After reading the instructions, my sense of manhood quickly returned to me as I remembered why in general, men don't read the instructions; because most instructions are totally and undeniably worthless. They are written by monkeys, and these monkeys have never used the product, let alone seen the product. Instructions that mattered could change a man’s life; these just make us frustrated and feeling empty. 
SIDE NOTE TO COMPANIES WHO MAKE THINGS WE USE: Some of you can make really terrific, useful products; products no self-respecting man would be without and assemble-at-home toys that every kid needs to have. But here is the problem; if we have occasion to read the instructions for your product and if they are lame, unreadable, and totally worthless, our opinion of your product goes down the tubes with the instructions. I'm going to tell you a secret; a man's most private secret. Read carefully; the deepest yearning in a man's soul - after searching for God of course - is to find a smart, practical, usable product which ALSO includes well-written, human-like instructions with pictures that make sense. An unbelievable bonus would be that the pictures of the product in the instructions would at least vaguely resemble the product we have in our hands. Would that it were so. 
If that were to happen men around the world would break out with a joyous laugh; they'd start         showing their feelings, they would quickly stop for directions when needed, they would hold your ball of yarn for you instead of watching football, they would try to probe their woman's' mind to find out what SHE thought about something. Holy Cow just think of it; no more war, no more tears, no more stress and strife. Smiles would come back in fashion and children could play in the street again.

Sorry, back to the trimmer. I inserted the required batteries and turned it on. It was working and off I ran to the bathroom mirror to put this baby through its nose hair course of a lifetime. Pure nose adrenaline was at work and I felt a single bead of sweat on my brow. In front of the mirror I looked and looked for those pesky nose hairs. Nose hair is distributed by God on an as-needed basis, and some of us don't need as many as others. We've all seen men with nose hairs long enough to blend in with a mustache, but I wasn't one of them. In fact it was all I could d to find a nose hair root. Dang.
I felt like I was 13 again. 13 are when I was given my first shaver. Everything I felt surrounding my nose hair trimmer I had also felt with my new shaver at 13. But at 13 when I ran to the mirror I found nothing but peach fuzz. Have you ever seen a 13 year old boy looking for whiskers in the mirror with a magnifying glass? Pathetic. Wait a minute - is that a whisker? Nope. 
It was now or never; on the off chance that I had nose hairs that were hiding from the naked eye, I turned on Mr. Trimmer and poked it in my nose. (CUE VIOLINS AND ANGELS SINGING IN THE BACKGROUND) I heard voices singing and visions of my first girl friend in 1st grade as we walked slow motion hand in hand. I felt no more anger towards my high school teachers, I could actually hear the birds singing, and I let out a joyous laugh. Incredible, I yelled. It was a time when I should have made sure no one was secretly video taping my nose hair session for America's Funniest Home Videos. But I didn't care. I had found a nose hair; several of them in fact. 
I tried it again. More nose hairs; I'd found a gold mine. Dare I try it on ear hair? The instructions weren't clear but in my jubilance I threw caution to the wind and poked it lightly in my ear. EAR HAIRS! Eureka! Why, yes I AM a man, thank you very much. You would think I was at a Pentecostal camp meeting I was jumping around so much. I was high on nose hair and ear hair and my life would never be the same again. Now some of you may be wondering not only if I'm Pentecostal (no thank you) or if I've been hitting the Tylenol 3 with codeine again (all out). It's not like that at all. When you emerge from the bathroom and you've whipped those devil nose hairs and ear hairs, even ones you can't see, you have a new outlook on life. A smile crosses your face that says, “I've faced my fears head on, and I am a better man for it.”

Brian and Andy my dear sons; I have let you down. Not by using the nose hair trimmer; rather         for ignoring the truth that has been in front of my eyes my whole life. I've ignored the beauty and benefit of a real nose hair trimmer, and have missed teaching you one of the most important grooming tips a man could teach his sons. But I was weak and stubborn; afraid the other men would laugh at my trimmer; afraid other men's nose hair was longer than mine. Please forgive this omission in your lives
But when you come over for dinner this week, we're going to have a nose hair party like you've never seen. You will come in my house as boys; you will leave as men. Hallelujah and Amen.      
