It was a Saturday morning like any other Saturday morning. I was able to sleep in late, Mom was off to work, and Dad was making a huge racket upstairs. I finally fall back asleep when I hear a knock at the door. My father says that he needs my help, for just a minute. 


In any given household repair project, multiple trips to the hardware store are not possibilities but requirements.


Today I will talk to you about an adventure I had with my dad trying to, fix up the house a bit. Or, at least the attempts there of. And hopefully when I’m done, you can pick up a few handy tips, such as.


When fixing a light fixture, holes, and a toilet trips to the hardware store are not possibilities but requirements. 


I follow my dad into the bathroom, where he has the ladder set up. He says that he has been meaning to replace the burn out light bulb for years. Here can you hold the ladder while I go up and change the bulb, he asks. I begin to hold the ladder, and dad climbs up to take out the old bulb. UGH, it’s stuck, he grumbles. I look up just in time to see dad, encompass both of his hands around the light bulb, and give it a big twist. With a loud pop, the light bulb comes out of the socket. Well, most of it anyway. Dad was then holding about 75% of a light bulb in his hand, the other 25% is still in the light socket. I hear my dad grumble some profanity, and then try to get the rest of the bulb out with his bare hands. Witch at the time seemed like a good idea, but after three Band-Aids, and a quick review on first aid. We decided that using our fingers is out of the question. So dad sends me up the ladder with a pair of needle nose pliers. I proceed to stick the pliers deep into the socket to get a good grip. This was another bad idea as well. For dad didn’t think to turn the power off before he started this project. So upon jamming the pliers into the socket, I received 120 volts of alternating current pulsing through my body. I kick my feet out, and to keep my balance I grab onto the light fixture, witch holds me for about, 3 seconds, and then I am dropped to the floor of the bathroom. I land on my back with a light fixture in my hand, with a huge cloud of smoke coming down on me. Dad rushes over to me, and asks me if I’m dead, and if I can feel me toes, or see how many fingers he is holding up. I am all right, but there is now a hole in the ceiling. And, no light fixture to put a bulb in. So, we travel to the local hardware store, where we purchase a new light fixture. The new light fixture installation went well, after we actually found the directions, that were in the trash, because dad said that we didn’t need. I was up in the attic running a new wire for the fixture. After it is in, and the light fixture is in place, I was just turning around to walk out of the attic when I misplace my foot between the rafters and send it though the ceiling, right above the toilet. I get down and realize that there is a hole about the size of a baseball in the ceiling of the bathroom now. Dad says we need some joint compound to fix the hole. So off to the hardware store we go. This leads me to my next handy tip.


So, we go to the hardware store, and pick up some joint compound. We now have a problem before us, anyone that knows anything about gravity, knows that you cannot get anything to stay in a hole on a horizontal surface. So dad hatches the idea to put a board on the bottom side of the hole, covering the hole completely, and then go from above, and dump joint compound down into the hole. So when it dries we just remove the board, and volia it’s fixed! So, dad puts the board on the ceiling, and I go back up to the attic, and being more careful this time, shovel the joint compound into the hole. I shovel a very generous amount in the hole, and then, carefully come back down. Dad and I then clean up our mess, and a couple hours later, come back to take the board off, so we can see how good our work looks. We get the board off, and take the ladder back outside. I then go into the bathroom and relieve myself. And as I was flushing the toilet, this big while glob of goo comes down from the ceiling and goes right into the toilet. Before I could do anything the goo disappears down the hole. I look up, and see that the hole has once returned. I look back down, and see that the level of water in the toilet is not going down like the ball of joint compound did, but is rising at a pretty fast rate. I go and tell dad. He comes in and by that time, there is water all over the floor, and beginning to come out of the bathroom, and into the rest of the house. Dad goes and turns the main water valve off. So that stops the water for running. I go and get a bunch of towels to soak up the water. We try plunging, but that doesn’t work. So we come up with another one of our brilliant ideas. We decide that we need to take the toilet completey off, and then run plumbers snake down the hole. So, we get some buckets to get the water out of the toilet with. This is a long unfun process, for anyone that hasn’t experienced it first hand. So we get the toilet pulled up, and stand it up. We look down, and we see the while blob of compound a little ways down the pipe. We both let go of the toilet to look down the hole, not realizing that no one was holding the toilet. It tumbles down, and dad and I just look over to see the toilet tumble over, and break into a million pieces. ‘Well, I guess that means were gunna have to fix that now.’ my dad says. So, off to the hardware store we go. And that brings up my next do it yourselfer tip.


We get to the hardware store, ‘Bob’ the hardware helper, starts laughing as soon as we come through the door. “Back so soon” he chuckles. We now need to get a new toilet, we look around, and there is only 1 toilet left. It is olive green, and is about a foot off the ground.We lug that back home, and proceed to install that. After 6 more trips to the hardware store, $50 worth of pieces and parts, and about 4 more hours of work.  It is finally installed, and ready to be tested for the first time. Dad goes and cranks up the water, and the toilet fills. Impressively enough, it actually works. We flush it a few times to make sure it works, sure enough it does. We give each other the nod of agreement, and we clean up our mess. I took some of the tools down stairs to put away, and when I get down there. I hear a running water sound. ‘Odd’ I think to myself. I walk over to get a closer view, and notice there is a stream of water poring out from above where the toilet is located. I run back upstairs and tell dad. He goes and shuts off the water valve again. He then says depressingly ‘Well looks like were going to have to make another trip to the hardware store.’ 

