Blissfully unaware of her future classmates five hundred and eighty miles away, Sukie Johnson-Karamachi set out to embark upon a Quest of Self Discovery.
[Being blissfully unaware is cliché, dontcha think?]

She was sitting cross-legged on her bedroom floor, back issues of Seventeen magazine spread out around her. Their pages were dog-eared and marked where there clues might lie, directing Sukie to her inner self. 

Which Hollywood hottie should you date? 

How will you find summer love? 

Should you Go All the Way? 
[I love how you capitalize this, haha.]

It was the epitome of instant gratification. [Rather American, yes?] She simply poured her soul into little bubbles and the letters A through D, and her entire life was laid out before her. She would find Justin Timberlake tanning on a beach, and then they would make sweet, pop-singer and agnostic half-Asian pop art aficionado love—they were Totally Compatible, according to the horoscopes on page sixty-four. It was infallible. It had to be true. 

Such divinations only cost a dollar seventy-five plus tax on the shelf next to the gum at the supermarket. [Magazines are a lot more expensive than that… like, $12-$17?] It was difficult to see where they could go wrong. 

She pushed her glasses farther up her nose and laid [lied. You lay something down. You lie on a bed.] on her stomach, flattening the magazine and preparing to tear out Are You a Wild Child or a Party Pooper? Tentacles of brown shag carpeting crept up on the corners of the page, vaguely reminiscent of the latter. [The latte what? This doesn’t make complete sense.]
Someone was talking downstairs in a very [cut out the word “very”. Writers never use the word “very”. What is “very” saying? “A lot”. Does it really hurt your story if you take that word out? Nope. Cut it! ^_^] hushed, urgent tone. Sukie could hear little bits of words––brief brushes of vowels and diphthongs––through the vents. [I love this sentence] The ones distorted with accent belonged to her father. 

Oo. Ell. Er. Nt. Ng. Ai? 

The voices slowed, and finally stopped. Someone’s slippered feet shuffled up the stairs, stepping cautiously closer and closer to her door. 

Sukie was mostly B’s [no apostrophe, love!]. She was a Party Pooper. 

The door opened very slowly and her mother craned her neck to see around the frame. “Sukie?” 

“Mother,” Sukie said, without looking up. She attempted to sound as irked as possible, though this type of psychological conditioning usually didn’t fare well. 

“I was wondering if I could talk to you for a bit.” 

She had something clasped in her hands. 

“If you must.” 

Sukie was sending angry messages to her mother via extra-sensory perception. You are a pothole on the road to my emotional well-being. Please leave. [Haha, awesome metaphor]
Upon further inspection, the thing she was holding was a highway map--AAA Member’s Guide To The Midwest. Splashed across the front was a picture of a grinning woman waving her hand outside the car window. Sukie thought that a bit risky for an insurance company––everyone knew that putting hands outside of the car window was a bad idea. What if a semi trailer [one word?] carrying blocks of concrete or one of those trailers with little show-homes on the back spun out of control and into the side of the car? Right. See you, hand. 

Sukie’s mother looked disdainfully at the carpet and sat down, tucking her legs beneath her. She was careful not to touch the carpet, in the event something

resided within its fibers. “Your dad…you know Daddy has problems at work?” 

“I know that my father is being criticized for his art, yes, mother.” 

“You know that he doesn’t have many…friends at work.”

“I know that most people disagree with him, yes, mother.” 

Sukie’s mother smiled, tight-lipped and tense. “Your dad–-oh, you used to read Little House on the Prairie, right? “ Sukie nodded. 

“Remember how Laura went to school at home? Your father…well, Laura certainly didn’t have a solid musical education.”  

“Of course not.” 

“And there are still people like that, Sukie, who live on the prairie. Your father wants to give them a solid musical education––he thinks it’s a gift. A gift he needs to give.” 

Sukie put down her the pen she was holding. It read I Love Wrigley Field down the side in orange letters. “What are you trying to get at?”

Sukie’s mother swallowed. “Your father wants to teach general music in the New Prague Consolidated Public School system.” 

“The what?” 

“It’s a school district.” 

“Where?”

“In Nebraska.” 

She pulled apart the map, open to a page entitled “Sandhill Dreams”. [The tense in this sentence bothers me. “open to a page…” is odd. She pulled apart the map and opened it to… would work better.] She ran her finger past the handle part of the state- enlarged to the size of her hand- and searched through the middle, eyebrows furrowed. Her finger slowed towards the edge of a county line, into an area of plain white map. Someone had penciled in a crude star. 

“This is New Prague.” 

“That?”

“We’ll only be about thirty minutes outside of Grand Island. You’ll have lots of friends, and-”

“Grand Island?” 

“It’s a big city. Like Chicago, only in Nebraska.” [Hahah. Love it.]
Sukie was dubious. [Er.. this irks me. Don’t use overly big words when a small and easier one (uncertain, in doubt, hesitant, etc.) would work all the same. Dubious sounds like you are trying to hard to sound like you can use words that are unusual. That’s just annoying.] She held up a finger and her mother waited, slowly the pushing the map back into its accordion shape. [This has a type, the first the I think?]
What does your room say about you?  

Sukie was mostly C’s. She held up the page, finger pointing to the lines of text sprawling inside the dull, brown C box. 

“I am Resistant to Change.” 

Sukie’s mother sighed. “You never know. Maybe it’ll do you some good.”  
