
She pulled the shutters up, they screeched angrily and she peered dubiously into the gloom. As the dust settled and her eyes adjusted, she realised that it was almost entirely empty. In the far corner there sat a squat filing cabinet, and next to that some dust sheets in a crumpled heap. Apart from that there were only cobwebs. Typical.

Tutting irritably, she crossed the floor to the cabinet and removed her phone from her pocket to use as a torch. A couple of tugs on the top drawer revealed that it was locked. Crouching down she peered around for a key, reluctant to give up on the one possible thing of value for which she had paid four grand. 

Nothing on the floor, nothing behind the cabinet, nothing on top. This had to be the worst financial decision she had made that year. She pressed her shoulder against the cabinet, it tipped uneasily onto its side, and in the dust a glint of silver uplifted her spirit. A key! 

Fifty three per cent of storage containers that are sold at auction make a profit for the purchaser; was she going to be in the unlucky forty seven per cent? 

•••

The shutters screeched and light flooded into the gloom. A hunched over figure peered in dubiously, her eyes adjusting as the dust settled, and she realised it was almost entirely empty. Squatting in the corner there sat a small filing cabinet, and beside it a crumpled heap of discarded dust sheets. 

The figure tutted irritably and began to rummage in her pockets for a mobile phone and flicked on the torch. Despite a few hard tugs the top drawer of the cabinet refused to budge. It was locked. Immediately the woman crouched down and peered around for a key; she was reluctant to give up on the one possible chance she had of making money out of this four grand gamble.

The floor? Nothing. Behind the cabinet? Nothing. On top of the cabinet? Nothing. This purchase was proving to be more unwise with every fruitless search. A shoulder up against the side of the cabinet tipped it precariously on edge, and in amongst the dust there was a glint of silver: the key!

Fifty three per cent of storage containers that are sold at auction profit the purchaser; was she going to be in the unlucky forty seven per cent?

