"I am Indeed a Pack Rat."
I let out a tired sigh, and attempted to get up. I had made the mistake of sitting on my feet, and they were all "pins and needles," as Dad used to say. I detoured around all the opened cardboard boxes and the piles of clothes and books that were sprawled every which way across my bedroom floor. 
I wobbled over to my stained wood shelf. I remembered the day my dad and Grandpa made this. Mom had been baking all day for Thanksgiving, and she really didn't see the point of making a shelf at the most "inconvenient of times" as she had put it. But Grandpa was bored, and we were all tired of small talk, waiting for the rest of our family to get there, so I had suggested the idea of making a piece of furniture. I knew it was a long shot, and a random one at that, yet for some reason, Daddy and Grand Pa were all for it. I even helped in designing it, and after it was made, my dad thought the shelf would be best in my room, since it was my idea. Daddy had thought to carve each of our initials at the bottom of the shelf. I smiled sadly, touching his.
I pulled myself up, my aching legs begging me to rest, but I ignored their demands. I sighed again as I put my finger on top of the glass sphere, which was placed on the middle shelf.  I paused solemnly, looking back at the clock. Then I went back to my reminiscing. 
I gently lifted the globe off the shelf and shook it. It was very old, but I had taken great care of it, even as a small child, so the "snow" still worked. The glitter stirred as I shook it, but eventually calmed and slowly sauntered its way down again, resting gently on the New York buildings, the ground, and the father and the little girl who were throwing snowballs at each other. This was from a business trip Dad went on. I was sad he was leaving, so he said he would bring back a souvenir for me, and we would go on a picnic when he'd get back. He did as he promised, even the picnic. Of course, it had to be indoors since the rain poured heavily down outside. But we still had a very enjoyable picnic, which also helped keep my mind off of the, at that time, terrifying thunder.
I remembered Mom would always complain about all the souvenirs Daddy would get from all of his travels, and how Daddy's "pack-rattyness was rubbing off" on me.  Every time she brought it up, Daddy would jokingly smile and laugh it away, melting her worries, and pulling her into a small slow dance. She would laugh as he twirled her, until they got closer. I would look away, making a face and saying, "Eeewww!!!"
They then would pull away and smile, and Daddy would always say, "Oh you're right! We will have none of those cooties in our household!!" he would then scoop me up on his shoulders, and run around the room. I would giggle and fling my arms out, pretending to be an airplane after take off. Our dog, at that time a puppy, would bark gleefully and jump up and down, making Daddy stumble a little. 
He would laugh warmly saying, "All right all rig-" he would laugh again as he got a little "kiss." "Okay down Sniffy. Down. Good girl." 
I would then stumble down off his shoulders, and he would gently place me on my bed. He would then tell me a bed time story, which he made up as he went along. His favorite story, which varied a little each time, was about a mouse named Jack who would always get into trouble with a cat named Chester. When he reached the end of the story, which would always be cut off or have a rushed ending, I would be worried sick about the mouse and wouldn't fall asleep until Mom would say, "If you go to sleep, then you can dream of a way that silly mouse would get out of trouble." And then, I would shoo my poor parents out, so I could fall asleep and help poor Jack out of his predicament.
I sniffled, wrapping the globe with bubble wrap and placing it gently in the box it came in. Then I put it in a corner of a box, which I had labeled in big red letters, "FRAGILE." 
I straightened back up again, and my eyes fell onto a picture frame, which was resting on my dresser, a hat I crocheted clinging onto the top left corner. The frame was covered with all of the shells my parents and I had found on our mini vacation to the beach. Mom hadn't wanted to get wet at all, so Daddy and I had made it our mission during that trip to get her wet. We eventually succeeded, but Mom had gotten her revenge, splashing water, especially on Daddy, every chance she got. 
The picture itself wasn't of the beach though. It was actually of a time Daddy and I were camping in the backyard. Mom had gone out of town to visit a friend, and we were bored out of our minds. Daddy had ordered a cheese pizza, and he even brought the tent out of the attic. 
We spent more of our time trying to figure out how in the world to set it up more than we actually spent inside that ridiculously complicated tent. Mom was normally the one to read the directions, but Daddy had normally completely ignored them, like he did that time. When Mom had come back, she found us sleeping in the tent with my favorite story book in Daddy's hands and my favorite teddy bear in mine. And apparently, we were "just so cute" that she just had to snap a picture of us sleeping innocently. 
I'm glad Mom did though, I reasoned, as I wrapped the frame with packaging and placed that and the teddy bear in the box.
I glanced at the clock again. I knew I was going to have to wake up early tomorrow so I could meet my landlady and get the key to my new apartment. I decided on five more minutes. 
I began unpacking my jewelry box, until I found a rusty, old key. I had won this in a little arcade game. I wiped a tear away from my eye as it started to swell up.
Once I had won this, I had anxiously ran to my parents, who were waiting in the line to get movie tickets. I showed them the key, "Lookie!! Lookie what I won!!!"
"Oh boy!" Mom had exclaimed, not showing her disapproval for more stuff to put in storage. "I wonder what it goes to.." she said thoughtfully, kneeling down beside me.
"That, my dear favorite girls in the entire world, is the key to your imagination!" Dad had said happily.
"Really???" I gasped, my eyes widening as my curiosity grew. 
Daddy smiled triumphantly, crossing his arms and nodding proudly. "Mmm-hmm!" he declared.
After that, my imagination soared, and I began to spend hours playing with little toys, using my key as the "main character" in my little adventure and building a large futuristic city for my character to live in.
My dad would sometimes play with me, saying that each object that I had saved, proving that I was indeed, a packrat, unlocked a new world to my imagination. And I could use those new keys to come back to those worlds whenever I wanted. 
But, I shook the memory out. They were just that. Imaginary. They weren't real. I rubbed my eyes, jerking away the tears, as I returned from the bright happy glow of the cinema to my dark, cold bedroom. 
But then, I guess, that's what I've been doing this past hour. Spending time in the world where my daddy was still alive. Before the war. Using my memories and these objects that were full of sentiment as my keys.
I smiled thoughtfully, opening the window. I breathed in a deep breath and let it out, fog forming in the brisk, outside air. 
I sat on my window bench, leaning against my shelf, clutching the sea-shell covered frame to my chest. I stared at the moon, and muttered sleepily, "Miss you, Daddy." And my heavy eyelids drowsily closed and I nodded off to sleep, where I dreamt of a happy ending for poor Jack the mouse. 



I sighed heavily and tossed my keys on the table by the door. They slid across and clanged into the wall, the mirror looking down at it. I breathed a short breath in and a deep one out and pushed the door closed. I put my hand on the lock and turned it. 

Clinging my briefcase's handle, I trudged forward. I took a brief minute looking in the mirror, trying to put the loose hairs in their place. gingerly walked over to the kitchen. I kicked off my flats
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