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Melissa got out of bed, and stretching mightily, walked across the wooden floor to her kitchen.

She’d endured a restless, but not quite sleepless night; the last few days had been too quiet, and she was feeling antsy, waiting for something to go wrong.

The kitchen was her favourite part of the studio apartment. Someone had painted the rough brick walls a cheerful yellow. The bright, creamy yellow of full fat, grass-fed cow’s milk butter.

Delicious on hot, crisp sourdough toast with bitter orange marmalade.

Her one true luxury.

The wall was the first thing she saw when she opened the door to her apartment, and it never failed to make her smile. When she saw it, she could almost, but not quite, smell the cheerful scent of hot buttered toast (with said bitter orange marmalade).

Which was a wonderful gift because overall, her apartment was dark and dingy, with an excellent view of the wall of the apartment building next door.

The one that blocked the sun, and most of the fresh air.

That was so close she could touch it. Or could if the window she was looking through actually opened.

You had to ask, what was the point?

And after a bad night’s sleep, what she really needed was a very strong cup of coffee.

Which was a shame, because it seemed she was all out of coffee. No beans, no grinds, no backup instant.

No coffee whatsoever.

Not even the smell of a used filter in the rubbish bin.

Melissa knew she’d brought some home the day before, so she checked her empty shopping bag store.

And then she realised.

It was a Day of Emptiness.

You know the kind.

The kind when you get out of bed to find there’s no coffee.

And the toaster’s on the fritz.

And the dog really did eat your homework.

Doesn’t matter what you need, you’ve run out.

Because it’s a Day of Emptiness, and everything important is empty.

Which is a great shame when you run a Mr Fix-it franchise, because you know it’s going to be a busy day of Emptiness Emergencies, but all your Fix-it gear has disappeared from its appointed places because it just does on a Day of Emptiness.

And no one knows where it all goes, because you never hear about a Day of Fullness. A day where someone wakes up to find their house chock full of coffee that wasn’t there the night before.

Wouldn’t that be the most wonderful thing? You’d have to go buy a lottery ticket after that, wouldn’t you?

Well, always assuming you liked coffee and weren’t cursing the Gremlins because you preferred tea.

Or hot chocolate.

Melissa really hoped that actually happened, that the Emptiness Gremlins, as she called them, were more like little Robin Hoods and less like greedy and selfish creatures who couldn’t get enough coffee.

They’d stolen her first set of tools from her red Mr Fix-it van. She knew it was them because there were no signs of a break-in and the CD player and her loose change were where she’d left them.

Since then she brought her most useful and valuable tools into the apartment with her but never left them in the same place twice. It’d worked so far, but she wasn’t sure how long she’d get away with it.

The Emptiness Gremlins were prankish and just when you thought you were safe, you discovered they’d played you.

Sometimes she forgot where she’d hidden the tools and was terrified the Gremlins had found them after all.

Though it’s possible (but not likely), they’d moved the tools instead of stealing them.

Little buggers.

But while they were frustrating and annoying, she was fonder of them than she’d admit (as if anyone would ask). She was pleased, and a little flattered, they thought she was worth their time when most humans didn’t.

Did Gremlins have a concept of time?

She could make a fortune if she could somehow make a deal with them - they could mess up someone else’s place, and she could go fix it.

Though that wasn’t strictly speaking ethical.

Her job was to fix problems, not create them.

That being the case, she took a lightning-fast cold shower (hoping the hot water would be working when she got back), dressed in her cheery red franchise branded overalls and collected her hidden tool kit (which seemed intact) and left the apartment.

While she waited for her coffee,(warm, milky latte, no sugar thank you), she pulled out her tablet, and started checking the job feed; blown fuse (schedule), broken washing machine (schedule), lost memory (skip), spilt milk (schedule), banking error (skip), missing cat (skip), mangled key (schedule).

Wait, back up a minute, lost memory?

How intriguing.

Melissa couldn’t think of a way to calculate how much time she’d need for that (or a price).

Assuming she took the job, which, as a technicality, should come after the easily schedulable stuff.

But the idea of fixing a lost memory was so captivating she had to scroll back and take the job before anyone else got to it. And she had to put it first on her list, regardless of the consequences.

She hoped the Emptiness Gremlins had been content with the coffee and the water heater and left her bank account intact.  

And then, she felt obliged to release all the other jobs she’d booked to free up her time. She reassured herself that jobs came in a constant stream, night and day, and there would be something to charge for later.

Weirdly, the memory job was just a couple of doors down, so she left the van where she’d parked it the night before, and walked.

Despite her semi-sleepless night and the theft of her coffee, the latte and a stroll in the warm morning sunlight left her feeling rejuvenated, and ready for anything.

As she walked, tool bag swinging from one shoulder, she started formulating theories and preparing for what she might find when she arrived.

Like, would this person even remember they’d booked a Fix-it call? 

But before she’d even made the most nebulous of attack plans, she was there, almost, but not quite ready to fly by the seat of her pants.

She knocked on the door.

“Who is it?” a baritone voice asked.

“Mr Fix-it,” she replied.

“How can you be Mr Fix-it when you’re not a Mr?”

“Uh, sir? It’s a franchise.”

“But I need Mr Fix-it. If I wanted Miss Fix-it, I would’ve called Miss Fix-it.”

Melissa sighed, dropped her tool bag on the floor and massaged her temples.

Clearly lost memory included lost politeness.

“Sir? Do you want help with your lost memory or not?”

“I’m not sure I want it from you, Miss so-called Fix-it.”

She thought of all those quick and easy jobs she’d just released back into the queue. She didn’t need this aggravation on this of all mornings.

“That’s fine sir. I’ll just release your order back to the queue, and you can wait to see if a man will think your lost memory is worth his time.

“I just need your thumbprint to agree the release. If you’d just open the door, we can end this quickly.”

She heard rattling as the man on the other side of the door set the security chain and opened the door a crack. A bright blue eye, half-hidden under a dark lock of hair, attempted to pin her with its gaze, but she wasn’t having any of it.

She tapped a few buttons on her tablet’s touch screen display and held it up to the door.

“There’s a $50 call-out fee regardless of whether we go ahead with the job or not. Just tap the big red cancel button, and your account will be debited.”

“I don’t see why I should pay you anything. You’re not Mr Fix-It.”

“Sir, Mr Fix-It is too busy to see you, and he asked me to come instead. Are you going to disrespect him by refusing to pay the call-out fee?”

“Mr Fix-it sent you? Well, why didn’t you just say so?”

She heard scrabbling as he released the security chain and opened the door.

She sighed, taking this job was probably the worst decision she’d ever made.

Honestly, you try to help people out, and all you get is grief.

She picked up her tool bag and walked into the biggest apartment she’d ever seen. Bright with sunshine streaming through the enormous plate-glass windows.

Glaring off the stark white painted walls.

Except for one, which was a gigantic painting of goodness knows what; all wildly uncomfortable swirls of colour and nothingness.

Or maybe it was emptiness?

Yes.

Emptiness.

It was like a black hole sucking in all the somethingness out of the apartment.

Maybe the world.

That would explain why the apartment didn’t seem to have any furniture.

She looked up again at the painted wall, half expecting to see chair legs poking out of it.

No wonder this guy had lost his memory.

“Sir, can you tell me your name?”

“No.”

“Can you tell me where your furniture went?”

“No.

“Well, not really. I’m not sure there was ever any furniture in here.”

She tapped her tablet screen a few times and started to make notes, “what’s the last thing you remember then?” 

“I don’t remember anything. I just woke up here.”

“So, can you remember where you left your pants, Sir?”

“My pants? What do you mean my pants?”

Melissa gestured at the bare legs poking out from under his long button-down shirt. “Don’t make me ask if you remember what pants are sir?”

He looked down at his legs and then back at hers.

And then he sort of strode around the empty room as if he might suddenly see a pile of clothing that wasn’t there before.

“I don’t understand,” he said, “why don’t I have any pants?

“Why do I have an empty space in my head where all this stuff should be?”

“That would be the Emptiness Gremlins Sir.”

“Emptiness Gremlins? Are they a thing? Emptiness Gremlins?”

Melissa thought
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