Review by Davis
Summary
--So far, not in love.
--Mechanically very sound... professional. Stylistically, mostly bland. Doesn't have much of a distinct style. Feels kind of rote.
--Characters not clicking. 

Alexander Tafari had to be very careful around his neighbors. His parents had always warned him that “his kind” was not well liked by humans, and they were right. He was of ordinary height, his brown skin and black hair were forgettable, but he was nevertheless marked. Alex’s ears were pointed, and his curly black hair had a slight red sheen. If his ears raised suspicion, having an odd hair color was the kiss of death. Some reacted with fear and revulsion, others with mockery and outright hatred. Hatred of, as they put it, “his kind”.

--First line OK.
--Parents necessary here? The issue isn't what they say about humans, just that humans don't like half-elves.
--Physical description forgettable.
--"kiss of death" = a religious red herring? (Judas vis-a-vis Jesus). Religious allusion deliberate?
--"Some reacted with fear and revulsion..." = telling, not showing.
--"as they put it, 'his kind.' " Awkward? Unnecessary? I'd rather hear this from character than narrator. 

The market seemed quiet, or maybe the good villagers wholeheartedly believed that anyone within a five foot radius of him would die, and painfully. The cabbage merchant glared at him from the corner of his eyes, though never daring direct eye contact. Watching him closely, as if he expected robbery, or worse, murder. His face bore the scowl of hatred, but his body reeked of fear.

--"The market seemed quiet, or maybe the good villagers..." is confusing? Is it that the market is quiet or just that there is no one within 5 feet of him? Those don't seem consistent with each other.
--There's a cabbage merchant? Small market, heh heh.
--"Watching him closely, as if he expected robbery, or worse, murder." Telling us that murder is worse than robbery is unnecessary. Also, this is an awkward fragment.
--"face bore the scowl of hatred." Sappy. 

“I d-don’t sell to the likes of you.” His voice trembled.

--It might not be necessary to say his voice is trembling, if you're going to go with d-don't... 

“Are you serious?” Alex said, slowly approaching. “Well, if you’re smart, you will sell to me, or you won’t sell to anyone else.” Alex gave the man a left-sided smirk.

--Likable? What are we supposed to think about A?

“Look, I don’t want any trouble, just leave me alone or–“

--Wuss. 

“Or what?”

--Likable?

The man gulped. “I’ll call the guards. They’ll know how to deal with… your kind.”
This was no idle threat. Alex had already noticed some of the guards shadowing him from a distance, or stiffening when he came near.

--Plot hole? Where are the guards in the next paragraph?

“Really, is that so?” Alex bent down and scooped a handful of dust from the street. He then locked eyes with the man, letting the sand slip through his fingers. “Remember what happened to the last merchant who wouldn’t sell to ‘my kind’? I seem to recall he disintegrated into a thousand. Tiny. Pieces. So, how about that cabbage? Because something tells me your other prospective customers are getting really nervous. They just might, I don’t know, leave. And who could blame them. No one wants to die.” This bluff had worked before, and it seemed to be working again.

--More likely response by vendor: "GUARDS!" Two examples of plausible outcomes: A runs, or A gets caught. Either dramatic and believable. This response, not so much. Too easy for A.
--"Your kind", "my kind" coming up too often.
--This monologue = windy. I recommend shorter.
--Inconsistent. Who's really in charge here? A charges in, tells him how it's gonna be. If he were really discriminated against, the human should be acting like he owns the place... because he does. 

Sweat poured down the merchant’s face as his eyes darted back and forth in frustration. “Alright, take the cabbage and leave me alone. This shop is closed.”

Human coward, Alex thought. The next vendor was so frightened that he refused to accept payment.

--Might be more effective for A to say this under his breath. 

“Go on ahead. It’s free! Keep your dirty money. You halflings are dangerous.”

--Wuss. 

Alex collected what he wanted and left, convulsing. That word made him so angry he didn’t even care about the free food. His eyes burned with fury. The familiar, ever-present scourge: halfling. But that was what Alex was, fathered by a human, born of an elven mother. Child of two worlds, citizen of none.

--A = whiny. Hard to like. Less of a discrimination victim than a delinquent.
--The discrimination angle = a bit heavy. Might be hard to sell.
--"His eyes burned with fury." Overwrought.
--"But that was what Alex was." Perspective issues.
--"Child of two worlds, citizen of none." Unnecessary fragment. At least add "a" to start. 

At times Alex almost believed that the entire human race was cruel and suspicious. But they had a reason to be. The half-elven, in fact, half-anythings, were notorious for exhibiting powers believed to be beyond their control. Everyone in town just knew that Alex’s “kind” were all as volatile as blasting oil, just waiting to destroy everything in sight. Then he remembered that not all people were the same. His father was different. It was because of him that Alex still held faith in the human race.

--Too removed. Scene has disappeared.
--Half-anythings? what else out there?
--"he remembered that not all people were the same." Sort of cliche.
--"still held faith in the human race." Overwrought? Show don't tell? this feels kind of weak. 

Alex’s parents were not persecuted nearly as much as he and his brothers were. If anyone talked about his father, Xavier, it was behind closed doors with hushed tones. Xavier was a noble man of proud ancestry, with blue eyes that could pierce the soul of a hardened criminal, short, curly black hair with a few silver strands near the temples, and a presence that could silence a rabid dog. His senses were uncanny, and his mouth had never spoken an idle threat. He was quite reputable, despite having married an elf. He also had a reputation for being short on patience and long on retribution. Alex had learned much from him. Like father, like son.

--I don't think that what's he's facing is strong enough to be called persecution. Rwanda, Darfur, Jim Crow, slavery, etc. He's threatening people with death because he doesn't like that they won't sell to him. Faces no punishment and gets free food. Boohoohoo. White Hen treats teens (especially blacks and poors) worse than this and I'd say we took it more maturely than A.
--"his mouth had never spoken an idle threat." Strong. Would recommend "he had never spoken" for length/sobriety. 

Humans would be perfectly accepting of an elf, and such an elf could even go out in public with a human. These rules, of course, did not quite apply if they were married. There was an unspoken rule among the races that any cross-cultural couple was to be looked down upon, and their offspring were to be despised. Not just half-elves, but half-dwarves and half-giants as well. It seemed to Alex that pureblooded parents were given more leniency than their halfling children because if they did have powers, they could control them. Popular belief dictated that halflings could not.

--Too distant. A is pretty much out of the picture. Narrator more boring.
--Half dwarves/giants relevant here? I recommend introducing them only when they matter.
--This paragraph not very interesting. 

Alex lived in the city of Mora. It was a charming town, not a small hamlet, but by no means a city as large as the capital. It sat on the banks of the Nuba River, where the landscape was already tinged with the beginning of the harvest season. The green trees were beginning to turn shades of gold, red, and orange in the month of August, dropping their leaves on the rolling hills. A fiery harbinger of the fruits of nature to come.

--Also distant. Mora = good name, but city not well-characterized. Defining traits? (Hatred? Backwardness? Division by race?) Town's visuals don't do a good job of reinforcing traits, if any. Also, guards useless.
--"A fiery harbinger..." = unnecessary fragment. 

Alex started on his way home. His mother would not let him drive the cart, so he had to carry everything himself. It was beginning to get frustrating, and, Alex was very close to throwing the groceries onto the street just to be done with it.

--"it was beginning to get frustrating..." Suggested: "he was frustrated, very close to..." Not perfect. Still telling, not showing. 

While he was walking down the street, crunching the fall leaves and kicking at a rock in his path, Alex saw a girl out of the corner of his eye. He instantly recognized her, and walked faster. Karen. The girl saw him and walked in his direction. Alex had failed to avoid her. I really don’t want to deal with her right now, Alex thought. Karen was his cousin, but she was also very skilled at irritating him. Alex simply could not tolerate her.

--Recommended: "the girl saw him" --> "She saw him..." for pacing.
--Axe "simply." 

It seemed to Alex that everyone liked Karen, even despite the fact that she too was half-elven. Maybe it was something about her long, straight silvery-white hair. Maybe it was her musical voice. He was always hearing other people talk about how wonderful she was. But Alex knew the truth. To him, Karen was nothing but deviousness and trickery.

--Axe "it seemed to Alex"? Necessary here? Or replace with "Alex knew"?
--"despite the fact that she too" --> "though she was also"
--"he was always hearing other people talk about..." --> awkward. Who is "people?" Her friends? Family guests? Bystanders? Teachers?
--Last line: tasty. Use of nouns rather than adjectives = unusually effective. 

The two had been rivals as long as Alex could remember. They were playing a perpetual game of cat-and-mouse. Whatever ambitions Karen might have had, Alex knew he was superior. Eventually the struggle had to end, and only he would claim supremacy. But the battle for supremacy would have to wait. Right now, all Alex wanted was to get the groceries home intact. If Karen made him angry again, that would be nearly impossible.

--Seems very removed from here-and-now. This backstory could probably come out in dialogue.
--Narrator is telling us too much.

“Hey, Alex!” Karen shouted.

--Good...

Alex pretended that he could not hear her over the commotion in the street and walked faster. He pictured the blue sandstone house where he lived, his destination. He would not let anything distract him, not even Karen.

--"commotion in the street" too general. Animals? What else? This = opportunity to immerse readers in scene. 

Karen would not be denied. “Alex! Yes, I’m talking to you, horntoad!”

--OK. First sentence feels unusual but likable. 

Alex suppressed his anger. He would have to deal with Karen later. He made a sharp turn and ran towards the town square, hoping to lose her in the crowd. Who could pick out one fourteen-year-old boy among the hundreds of people who gathered in the square? Certainly not a fifteen-year-old girl. Alex plunged into the crowd, taking several twists and turns he was sure would disorient his adversary. After this, emerged and continued on his path, only to find Karen blocking the way.

--suppressed his anger = too clinical.
--Recommended: "would have to deal" --> "would deal"
--he's 14? Had in mind 18-25 black male half-elf. He's very assured for 14.
--She feels more 15 than he is 14. 

“Nice try Alex. Next time you want to hide in a crowd, be sure to find a large group of people who have pointed ears and red-black hair.” Karen said with a smug look on her face.

--grammar. "red-black hair." Karen said --> "red-black hair," Karen said...
--Are hooded cloaks available? Why wouldn't he cover his hair/ears?

Alex struggled to keep his temper now that he had been forced to engage his adversary. “How did you catch up to me?”

--"struggled to keep his temper" too clinical. 

“You’re not the only one with elven blood. I’m just as fast as you are, even faster. There’s no way in the heavens that you could have escaped me.”

--Pretentious "no way in the heavens." I'm ambivalent. Character should sound annoying but this might make the story feel annoying. 

Alex swallowed a hostile statement and fought to keep his composure. “Well, now that you’ve caught me, what do you want? As you can see, I have groceries to deliver.”

--Fought to keep his composure... too passive. Show us this detail. Narrator's take on his mental state not very interesting. 

Just then, a burly man with a scraggly beard swaggered over. He brandished a sword, pointing at Alex. “Miss, is this ‘ere ‘alflin’ botherin’ you?”

--Kickass. Guard = best-characterized, least ambivalent. He has a distinct purpose.
--He has the best visualization so far.
--"brandished a word, pointing at Alex" --> "brandished a sword at Alex"?

Then it occurred to Alex, Karen could use her long hair to hide her ears. Most people believed she was human.

--suggested revision: Alex realized that Karen hid her ears under her long hair. She looked human. 

“No. He couldn’t threaten me on his best day. If he tries, even the Powers Above might not recognize his corpse.”

--"even the powers above..." pretentious. Again, blurring line between making her annoying and story annoying. 

The man walked away, and Alex was fuming. “Karen, I’m going to–”

--OK. 

“To what? In case you’ve forgotten, bodily attacking a human is a hanging crime, halfling.”

--Sort of strange that she calls him a halfling when there's no human to maintain the pretense. That's a slur, isn't it? Hmm. Very complex characterization. She's not likable, but I think that worked out well.
--"bodily attacking" redundant? Axe bodily. 

“In case you’ve forgotten, you’re not one of them.” Alex dropped the groceries and lunged toward Karen, knocking her to the ground. “I have had it up to here with you, ‘cousin’! When I finish, all of Aunt Kayla’s elven medicine won’t be able to heal your wounds.” Alex had Karen pinned. He looked into her eyes as she realized what he had known from the beginning. There was only one way she could win, and he was forcing her to take it.

“Lumis,” she whispered. Immediately a bolt of light issued from her body, driving Alex to the ground several feet away.

--Didn't like the word "issued" here.
--"driving" was effective. Evocative. 

Alex was sore, but he smiled. He had gotten exactly the reaction he had wanted. Now she is exposed for what she truly is. Unfortunately, that blast was only half of her full power, he thought. As he stood to challenge Karen, he whispered, “Vaichar”. Balls of fire engulfed his hands as he assumed a fighting stance. He called to Karen, “Ladies first.”

