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Oh, the joy of being independent. Oh, the joy of being a new homeowner. Oh, the joy of being an independent new homeowner. Or is the term home moaner?

The condo I recently acquired looked perfect. No paint needed on the walls: they were freshly painted a nice neutral color. No carpeting needed, the wood floors were finished to a high gloss. Refrigerator, stove, dishwasher and even garbage disposal all in perfect working order. It was, as the real estate ads say, in 'move in condition.' 

Well, there was one thing missing. For some reason into which I prefer not to inquire too deeply, the previous owners had decided to take the toilet paper holder with them when they vacated the premises. Okay, maybe it was an heirloom. Perhaps a wedding gift. Or it could have just had sentimental value. Who knows? And, actually, who cares? The fact of the matter is, there was no toilet paper holder.

Not a problem. I stopped in at Linens 'n Things the next day and picked up a cute little number for $5. Arriving home, I unpacked my new purchase and unfolded the instruction sheet. This should have been my first clue that this was a major project. An instruction sheet! Fortunately, the bathroom has built in seating, so I made myself comfortable and proceeded to study the instruction sheet. 

Step one: Please be sure that your package contains all of the parts listed here: Two screws, two anchors, metal bracket, metal backing plate, toilet paper holder, roll holder. I counted the parts -- they were all present and accounted for. Step two: Drill two holes in the space where you intend to mount the holder. Drill? Don't you need some sort of special tool to do that? Perhaps, I thought to myself, I could also just nail the thing on to the wooden sink cabinet which I had scouted out as the only available installation site. But on the other hand, if the manufacturer was providing wall anchors for this toilet paper holder, then there must be some reason to use screws, I thought. I guess I'll have to buy a drill and do this right. Anyway, as a new home moaner, I guess it would be helpful to have a drill in my toolbox.

The next day I stopped at Caldor and purchased a Black & Decker drill. I must admit that I was actually already in line at the cashier when I realized that I was about to become the proud owner of a Black & Decker electric screwdriver instead of a drill. Hey, they look pretty darn similar to me! But, I caught myself in time, returned the item to the shelf and picked up the correct tool. Returning home, I unfolded the instruction sheet again, reread it to make sure I remembered the steps properly and proudly took my drill out of its box. What they don't tell you when you purchase this drill is that it does not contain all the necessary parts. I mean, really! Even the toys you buy for your kids warn you: "Batteries not included." But do you think there was any mention of the fact "Drill bits not included" on this packaging? Not a word! 

The next day, I returned to Caldor and purchased a set of drill bits. This time, an infinitely wiser and more experienced shopper, I realized well before I got to the cashier that I had electric screwdriver blades rather than drill bits in my shopping cart. I hastened back to the shelf and exchanged them. Arriving home, I unpacked the drill bits (which actually were packaged in a way that you needed a drill to get into them), got out my instruction sheet, all my parts and my new drill and set about installing my toilet paper holder on the wooden sink cabinet next to the toilet which I had (as I think I previously mentioned) determined was the only available installation site.

I carefully measured the distance between the two holes in the mounting bracket, marked them on the cabinet and proceeded to drill. The drill went right through the wood. I was so proud of myself. I pounded the anchors into the holes, lined up the mounting bracket and screwed the first screw in. I stepped back to admire my handiwork (though not too far back -- a mere six inches and I had fallen backward into the bathtub). Now, for the second screw. Hmmm, this was going to be somewhat of a problem since the hole in the cabinet wasn't really exactly where the hole in the mounting bracket was. But with the help of my hammer and some very powerful screwing, I was able to get the screw in. Voila! Mounting bracket mounted! I felt like I could hang out my shingle now as a handiwoman. 

Now came the tricky part. The toilet paper holder had to be slid onto the mounting bracket. After half an hour of attempts, I finally managed to slide it onto both sides of the bracket. Only one problem -- the whole installation was somewhat wobbly. At this point, the phone rang.

"Hi, Ginger!" came the friendly (male) voice. "We'd love to come over for dinner tomorrow night if you still want us." Aha, I remembered. I had invited my friend Jim and his son over for dinner since his wife was going to be out of town. Hmmm, he's an engineer. I bet he knows how to install toilet paper holders, I thought. "Sure. I'm expecting you," I said. "Wear old clothes." He hesitated. Should I give him more forewarning? I caught myself. "Ummm, I mean dress casual!"

"Thank God," I thought upon hanging up. A handyman. Now I won't have to go out and get married after all just to have someone to install this damn thing. But I did cook a gourmet dinner, pulling out all the stops. I even served him single malt scotch -- actually more like a quadruple malt scotch. One of those expensive ones, where the bottle comes in a fancy round tube with a metal lid.

I sprung it on him during the dessert course. "By the way, before you leave, I'd like to show you something upstairs in the um, er, uh bathroom."

"Is it alive?" he asked.

"Well, it has sort of taken on a life of its own, if that's what you mean," I replied.

Being well brought up, well fed and well, perhaps a bit high on the scotch, he dutifully followed me up to the bathroom. When he saw the toolbox on the floor, with numerous screwdrivers, a hammer, and even a drill and drill bits scattered around it, he probably had his first inkling that I might have some madness to my method. I patiently explained the problem to him. Being an engineer, he examined the entire installation very carefully for about 1/10th of a second and picked up a screwdriver.

"Your problem is that you've got too many parts here," he said. "I bet when you got done with this installation, you didn't have any parts left over, did you?"

"No," I said sheepishly. "Was I supposed to?"

"Of course. Obviously, you've done something wrong here, used entirely too many parts. Now, let's see..."

"I think all I need is some crazy glue," I said. "I could glue the whole thing onto the cabinet and it would be fine."

"No," he replied. "You don't want to start messing around with glue. Let's do this right."

He removed the screws as his first step, and we were now back to where I had started from.

"Are you sure I shouldn't get the glue?" I asked.

He shook his head and continued to examine the hardware.

"Okay, it's this piece here that you shouldn't have used," he determined.

It was the washer between the cupboard and the mounting bracket. He screwed the bracket back on the cupboard, shooting me a look (but not daring to say a word) as he noticed that the holes were not exactly lined up properly. But he, too, was able to get the screws back in. He looked as proud of himself as I had when I reached that step (or did I just imagine that look?)

"Now, to slide the holder onto the bracket," he said.

"Yup, that's the hard part," I noted.

He tried sliding it on several times, always failing to catch one side or the other.

"Shall I get the glue, and we'll just glue it on?"

No, he still wasn't ready to go for the glue.

He picked up the hammer and started pounding on the toilet paper holder, thinking that would make it slide onto the bracket.

It didn't. 

"Okay, I think this thing wasn't designed properly," he finally decided. We need to bend a few parts here and there to make it slide onto the bracket. So he bent and curled and redesigned. And then he picked up the hammer and set about his work again. Still no success. Now, just one more hard whack! Ping! A piece of metal fell on the tile floor. Whoops, now we definitely had a few more pieces than we had started out with.

"Shall I get the glue now?" I asked.

He glowered, but he didn't exactly say no. Hmmm, I thought, maybe he's beginning to come around to my way of thinking that the best method of installation would be glue.

No, his next step was to hammer a bit more.

"I think we should glue that piece onto the holder," I suggested.

There was simply no way to get him to buy into this glue idea. He tried everything, pounding, pushing and pulling to the point that the cabinet began "walking" away from the wall. Suddenly water was flowing onto the floor and Jim decided he was -- as they say -- in over his head. "You're going to have to call a plumber for this job!" he yelled. "This is nothing for an engineer!" 

And people wonder what I mean when I say I have a high-end toilet paper holder. The job turned out just like at the car repair shop -- $5 in parts and $275 in labor!!!

