The drive in the front of the U-Haul from Chicago to New Prague had seemed to Sukie like one long cornfield. She wasn’t certain she had ever seen so much of one thing in one place––tall soldier rows of yellowed stalks that rippled when the wind blew. 

They passed the New Prague & Surroundings:  Population 950 sign at around eight-thirty the next morning, after a night of driving. Sukie’s father was bent low over Burger King coffee, struggling to keep his eyes open.  He seemed to have grown more facial hair than he had in his entire life over the span of thirty-six hours, and the dark circles beneath his eyes could have been drawn with Crayola markers. [This isn’t too important, but you may  want to keep in mind that Crayola is a brand, so if you’re getting this published *nudge nudge* you may have to say colored markers. It’s strange how many things we use that are name brads, and so can’t actually (usually) be used in writing. Q-tip, for example]
They rolled  past a clinic, a church, a small trailer park, a post office, and a restaurant called Runza and turned onto a street with the sign bent over—US 662. [I don’t really care for the list in this sentence.]When they passed the intersection at Cuming Lane the houses began: small little things with Halloween decorations [cut: arranged]  sprawled over the front lawns in such a way that they appeared to be an obstacle course- a difficult one, at that; deterring to a trick-or-treater of average intelligence. As they pulled farther from the main road, the houses ended.  

There was more corn. [Ich liebe korn! ] 
Sukie’s father’s [Why not just say, “Her father’s”? That gets rid of the annoying ‘s ‘s repetition.] cell phone began to blare The Girl From Ipanema in painfully pitched electronic tones. He sighed and pulled to the side of the road. “Mary? Yes, I know, I’m following the map…yes, it’s just a mile farther…yes, the kids are going to have to walk a bit; I thought we discussed this…right…love you…’bye.” [I don’t think you need an apostrophe before “bye”. It’s because a word on it’s own, so yeah.]
He consulted the MapQuest directions pinned to the dashboard and rubbed his eyes. The truck started again and pulled out. 

There [cut: was] was a small cluster of houses up ahead, followed by a large industrial-looking building that bore the sign, New Prague Consolidated Public School System Junior/Senior High School. The plaque behind it wasn’t big enough and so wrought-iron letters hung off the sides, hanging into space.

He passed by the pristine, new houses near the school that seemed to belong more in a carbon-copy suburban subdivision than some little gas station town in the middle of nowhere and turned onto a dirt road, heralded by great silos with rain-tears of rust down the sides. There was more corn, and then a red mailbox bearing the proclamation, “GO BIG RED” on the top. Sukie wasn’t exactly sure what this meant.

What was the red? How big was it? And more importantly, where was it going? 

Her father slowed considerably and inched up the drive, which was far narrower and much more rocky than the actual road had been. Replacing the corn now were dying sunflowers, their folding cores once pizza proportions in diameter. 

He pulled off to the side where the road widened, turning so that the truck was parked horizontally across the road. 

Sukie took her backpack from the floor of the cab and set it on her lap, stretching her legs whilst she waited for her father to open the doors. He did, and she stepped out shakily onto the gravel, stray stones grinding beneath her sneakers soles.

Her mother began to pull up the driveway in the station wagon. Michael was in the front seat, asleep with iPod earphones tangled across his chest. Boone was coloring. 

They parked, and gradually stepped out of the car, faces all turned forward. 

The house was there, in all of its lonely glory- cream-colored [what?], with faded red trim around the windows and front door. It had a front porch, with a spindly fence, and a bronze rooster on a stick resting on the top crest of the roof. 

“It’s huge,” said Michael, his voice drawling with fatigue. “Oh, my God.” 

Boone dropped his marker. “It looks haunted.” 

Sukie couldn’t bring herself to say anything. The rooster creaked as the wind blew, hinges screaming as it turned. [I love your use of screaming]
There was a bike propped up against the porch, teal-blue with a black helmet covering the seat. 

“Whose is that?” Boone asked, shoving the tip of another purple marker into his mouth, leaving the other neglected on the driveway. 

Sukie’s father shook his head. “I don’t know.”

He took the helmet and held it poised, above his shoulder- clear ammunition for whatever bike-riding menace lay within.  

Sukie’s mother looked like she might cry, matching circles beneath her eyes beginning to waver. 

They all crept forward, her father brazenly leading the way. Sukie’s father pulled keys from his pocket with one hand and tried the lock. It was already open. 

“Stay here,” he said, and went on ahead. 

The scent of something- something [Uh, why not just say something once?] like apple pie- was wafting out from behind the door. The house was warm; much warmer than the cold wind that was blowing from behind them. 

Boone managed to shove another marker into his mouth and still speak in clear sentences. “I told you it was haunted.” 

And then, a woman’s voice: “Why, hello there! You must be the, er…” 

It came from a woman in an over-sized red sweatshirt, hair done up in an eighties pouff- which had deflated slightly, due to helmet-usage. 

“Johnson-Karamachi family.” 

“Oh, yes!” Something in the background beeped. She whirled on her heels. “My pie’s ready…”

Sukie’s father lowered the helmet, ashamed, and shoved it into Michael’s hands. Michael dashed back outside and stuck it back on the bike seat. “Uhm, are we in the right house?” 

“You sure are. I was supposed to get new neighbors, and here you are! Come on in.” 

They shuffled forward through the living room, now bare and beige [and it wasn’t before?], into the kitchen. She was bent over the oven, mitts bearing cows covering her hands. [“Mitts bearing cows” sounds complicated. Simplify the description a bit. Though I understand it, it’s too complicated.] “I was just baking a pie, you know- I think they smell so homey. Just the perfect thing for new neighbors.” 

Sukie’s mother laughed nervously. “Yes, just the perfect thing.” 

The woman set the pie on top of the stove and carefully set the oven mitts, folded upon one another, to the left of the tin. “I’ll take ya’ll on a tour then, I suppose. This is a very interesting house…” 

Boone took the marker he was chewing out of his mouth. “Is it haunted?” 

She laughed, in an alarmingly good-natured way. “Nah, no ghosties. Just a lot of cats- they live in the barn.” 

Michael’s jaw dropped. “We have a barn?” 

“It’s my barn, actually, but ya’ll are welcome to it.” 

“Are there ghosts in the barn?” 

Sukie’s mother discreetly put a hand over Boone’s mouth. 

The woman smiled. “So, this is the kitchen, of course….my great-great grandaddy’s best friend, Lionel Calloway, built this house all the way back in 1883. Our families were farming partners, up ‘til the War, when Lionel’s grandson went into airplane manufacturing.” 

She wandered into the living room. “This is the living room, where my great-great-grandaddy and Lionel Calloway used to play cards.” Her hair bobbed as she nodded to herself. “Their favorite game was gin rummy, I do believe.” 

They turned into the main entrance- a corridor with wood flooring and a staircase that swept up into the second story. A coatrack stood next to the banister, unadorned. “And this is where my great=great [not equal sign?] grandaddy and Lionel Calloway would hang their coats in the wintertime, when it got cold outside…” 

Sukie’s mother said something such as “Oooh” to further the impression that she was actually interested in the coatrack. 

They made their way up the stairs. Shoes squeaking against the floors, which had  been recently polished. Sukie thought she could catch the outline of her shadow reflected on the floorboards. 

The first door on the right was open, to reveal another beige-and-wood room with bookshelves carved into the wall. “This is the study, where my great-great-grandaddy and Lionel Calloway would spend hours overlooking the farms’ finances.” [Farms’ is it multiple farms or one farm?]

She began to talk to herself about corn, with Sukie’s parents bobbing their heads along in time to some imaginary Farm Finance song. 

They came to the bathroom- a room with black-and-white check tile and a claw foot tub. A hideously outdated showerhead was drilled into the wall in the corner, and a flowered shower curtain was pushed back as far along the track as it would go. 

And this is the bathroom, Sukie thought, where my great-great-grandfather and Lionel Calloway would take bubble baths together. 

There was a small plastic ring hanging from the ceiling by a string. Boone tugged at it and a ladder fell through, bringing with it a flurry of dust. He shrieked. 

“Where does that go?” Sukie asked, stepping into the beam of sunlight that came from the square hole in the ceiling. 

“To the attic,” the woman said, smiling. 

“Can I…” she gestured towards the ladder. 

“If it’s okay with your folks.” 

Michael glanced over at her enviously as she began to climb, shakily. [Woah, you just used two-ly words in that sentence. Enviously is OK, but shakily? No. Cut it out, and example what you are trying to say in its own sentence—be more descriptive and less lazy.] The rest of the family peeled off into another room, where Lionel Calloway and the woman’s great-great grandaddy had installed the county’s first electric lightbulb. There was a clatter as the markers dropped from Boone’s mouth and he began to proclaim very loudly that it was His Room. [Hee hee, Boone is cute.]
The attic took up the little triangle of space at the very peak of the roof, with a window on either end of the house. It was [cut: very] long and [cut: very] narrow, and was bare except for a throw rug, a rocking horse, and plastic olive-colored chairs stacked in a corner. [Even my Vatti-the-not-writer agrees that very is a word that writers should never ever never ever use. How does it help your point? It doesn’t. If you read the sentence with the verys and then without, you’ll find it is actually stronger without them in there. They are supposed to strengthen what you are saying, but with overuse and meaninglessness now, toss them at all costs. Really is the same kind of word.]

It was surreal, with the view to the front vague wisps of clouds[ “front vague wisps” – what? In front of…. What?] , and to the back, the crest of the barn’s roof. 

Sukie loved the attic. 

She sat on the crest of the trapdoor, her legs hanging down. She could hear her parents talking- “And how do we work the deadbolts?”

“Deadbolts?”

“You know, deadbolts. For the front door.” 

The woman paused. “Er…this house doesn’t have deadbolts.”

“It doesn't?”

“Why would you need ‘em?” 

“For security?”

She laughed. “What sort of security do you need? My mother never locked the doors, and her mama before her- they only locked ‘em once, when it came on the radio that Starkweather’d escaped from prison.”  

Sukie made a handprint in the thin film of dust. She didn’t think she ever wanted to leave. 

OK I don’t have much to say except your last sentence pissed me off. Wasn’t she just the girl who didn’t accept change and didn’t want to move and was stubborn and hated the idea? I would expect her to throw a tantrum and cry or something—not suddenly decide she never wants to leave. Don’t contradict yourself, but you know that. It just makes her character even stranger, and less real, and more flat. 

Maybe it is the sinus head ache or I do not know, but I really have nothing to say a bout this chapter. It didn’t spark my interest and I still don’t care about Sukie or her family other than the fact that she will eventually befriend Sexy Karl. So, yes. I do not know. 

