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“In his exciting debut novel, Jerel Law transports readers to a place where supernatural forces

of good and evil collide. Young readers will be entertained and inspired by Spirit Fighter. I

heartily recommend it.” —Robert Whitlow, bestselling author of the Tides of Truth seriesPercy

Jackson, move over! Jonah Stone is here! What if Nephilim—the children of angels and men—

still walked the earth? And their very presence put the entire world in danger? In Spirit Fighter,

Jonah and Eliza Stone learn that their mother is a Nephilim and that they have special powers

as quarter-angels. When their mom is kidnapped by fallen angels, they must use those powers

to save her. Along the way, they discover that there is a very real and dangerous war going on

between good and evil and that God has a big part for them to play in that war.Parents today

are looking for fiction that makes Christianity and the Bible exciting for their kids. This series is

the Christian answer to Percy Jackson and the Olympians, The Kane Chronicles, The Secret

Series and other middle-grade series packed with adventure, action, and supernatural fights.

Son of Angels, Jonah Stone will be the first series in the market to explore this topic from a

biblical perspective with content that is appropriate and exciting for middle-grade readers.“Jerel

Law has crafted a fantastic story that will leave every reader wanting more. Stop looking for the

next great read in fantasy fiction for young readers—you’ve found it!” —Robert Liparulo,

bestselling author of Dreamhouse Kings and The 13th Tribe
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Angels Epilogue: PeacefieldAbout the AuthorPART IBEGINNINGSThe Nephilim were on the

earth in those days and also later. . . . These women gave birth to children, who became

famous and were the mighty warriors of long ago.Genesis 6:4 NCVONETHE TRYOUTJonah’s

alarm blared in his left ear, but his eyes stayed shut and he didn’t flinch, his left leg hanging

over the edge of the top level of his bunk bed, a puddle of drool coming out of his mouth and

onto his Star Wars pillowcase.Just a few more minutes of sleep. That was all he

needed.Thump thump thump.“Ungh . . . ,” Jonah moaned.Thump thump thump.Jonah felt the

board under his mattress move. He pulled the covers over his head and tried to ignore the

frantic buzzing, knowing what his clock said without even having to look: 6:03 a.m. His least

favorite time of the day. He’d slept horribly the last three nights, waking up each morning with

the same fuzzy memory of a dream. Something about evil faces . . . howling wind . . . and

angels.The bunk beds began to creak and shake, and he knew that Jeremiah was not going to

leave him alone. Even though Jeremiah was only seven years old (Jonah was thirteen), he was

already catching up to his older brother in size. The bed bounced again, and from underneath

the sheet Jonah felt the warm breath of a face about two inches away from his.“Jonah!”

Jeremiah said in a loud, raspy voice—his version of a whisper.Jonah didn’t move.Jeremiah

grabbed his older brother by the shoulders and shook. “Jonah! Get up! It’s time for

school!”Jonah yanked the sheet down off his face.“Jeremiah . . . ,” he said, tired and cranky. But



his brother was just sitting there grinning at him in his Scooby-Doo pajamas, breathing in his

face.The bedroom door opened. “Boys,” came a girl’s voice, “it’s time to get up. We’re going to

be late for school if you don’t start moving, you know.”Their eleven-year-old sister, Eliza, stood

across the hallway, teasing her hair into place in front of a mirror on the wall. She was lanky like

their mother, and she frowned behind her wire-rimmed glasses at a wild curl that wouldn’t stay

in place. Jonah launched his pillow at her, which she saw coming out of the corner of her eye

and avoided just in time. It smacked harmlessly against the wall. Jeremiah fell back in the bed,

laughing. Jonah drew his head back under the sheet for one more minute and let his mind

wander.Lately, Jonah’s life had not gone as planned. Even though he was in seventh grade, he

was still in the same school with Eliza and Jeremiah. Granger Community School had recently

expanded to include students all the way from kindergarten to eighth grade, so he was stuck

walking the halls knowing total embarrassment could be waiting around any given corner.Two

weeks ago Jonah was in the lunchroom when Jeremiah walked in and spotted him. He saw the

wild look in his brother’s eyes, which made him drop his cafeteria taco on his tray, splattering it

all over his shirt, and murmur to himself in quiet humiliation, “Oh no.”He knew what was

coming; he just couldn’t stop it.“JOOOOOONNNAAAAAHHHHH!”His brother launched himself

into a full-fledged sprint to come give him a bear hug. Two tables, eight lunch trays, and a very

frightened Mrs. Clagmire were no match for his excitement, and they all went flying onto the

floor.And then, just the other day, the principal made this announcement over the school

intercom:Congratulations to our very own fifth grader Eliza Stone for her recent

accomplishments. She won first place in the science fair, the blue ribbon at the Math-letes

Regional Competition for the Academically Advanced, and the gold medal for the local chapter

of Whiz-Kid Computer Programmers International—all in the same week! Brilliant, Eliza! We at

Granger Community School are privileged to have such a gifted student in our midst. Bravo!

Since then, Zack Smellman and his bully buddies had taken every chance they could to remind

him that his little sister was smarter than he was. Which was funny, coming from a group of

guys still taking third-grade math.Jonah sighed loudly and finally forced himself to climb down

from the top bunk. He pulled his clothes on quickly in the dark.Still half-asleep, he staggered

down the stairs, landing in a chair at the weathered wooden table beside Jeremiah, who was

halfway through his bowl of Frosted Flakes. Eliza was already finished with breakfast and

waiting by the door impatiently, her book bag strapped tightly to her back.“Mom, why do

Jeremiah and I have to share a room?”Jonah’s mom smiled at him sleepily, pushed the wispy

blond hair from her face, and planted a kiss on his forehead. Even in her rumpled bathrobe,

Eleanor Stone was stunning. Tall, with wide shoulders, hair pulled back in a ponytail, she

commanded attention wherever she was.“Haven’t we been through this before, dear?” she

said, running her fingers through his thick, black hair. “We only have three bedrooms, and

Eliza’s a girl. She needs a room to herself.”Jonah sighed. He imagined what it would be like to

have a room to himself, where none of his stuff got bothered and broken, where he could lock

the door and play video games or read a comic book without being pestered.“What would you

like for breakfast, hon?”“Cereal is fine,” he said, snapping out of his fantasy. He shook the

flakes into a chipped green bowl while she poured milk from a plastic jug. “Where’s Dad?”“He

had a late meeting at the church last night, so he’s sleeping in this morning.”Jonah nodded,

crunching on his cereal slowly. His dad was the pastor of All Souls United Methodist Church in

Peacefield, and late-night meetings were a regular thing.“Don’t forget your basketball shoes

and shorts, dear,” she said, using one hand to try to tame his mane of hair. “Tryouts are today,

remember?”It was often easy for Jonah to forget things, like homework (he forgot to do two

English assignments last week) or chores (his parents had started attaching brightly colored



notes to his tennis shoes and video games), but forget that basketball tryouts for the middle

school boys’ team at Granger Community School were today? It was all he had thought about

for weeks. True, he was a little shorter than most of the boys in his class, but he was fast, and

he had been practicing in his driveway every single day for the last month. He was ready.“Yeah,

Mom, I know,” he said, munching a little quicker, suddenly feeling more awake.His mom lifted

his chin with her finger and looked at him with her bright green eyes. “Just know that whatever

happens, your father and I are very proud of you.”Jeremiah suddenly hopped up and wrapped

his arms around Jonah’s neck, tightly squeezing as he talked, so hard that Jonah coughed up

some of his breakfast. “Yeah, Jonah, we are proud-of-you!”Eliza still stood at the door, her

arms crossed and scowling. She wore a pink, sparkly blouse and a black skirt with leggings.

Even Jonah had noticed she was dressing differently this year. No more sweatpants and

raggedy T-shirts. But she was still his little sister. “Yes, yes, we are all so proud of you, big

brother,” she said sarcastically. “Now can we get going, please? You’re going to make us miss

the bus!”They had to run to the bus stop, but they made it. In almost no time the bus pulled up

to a campus of large, one-story brick buildings. Granger Community School sprawled out in

every direction, connected by an intricate spiderweb of cracking concrete walkways.Jeremiah

stood at the bottom of the bus steps waiting patiently for his big brother. “Come on, Jonah, take

me to class.”When school started, their mom made Jonah promise he would walk his brother to

his class. But that was four weeks ago. Shouldn’t you know your way to your own room by

now? Jonah thought as he looked down at Jeremiah.Jonah sighed, knowing it wasn’t worth the

argument. “Fine. But I’m not holding your hand.”He dropped his head a little lower as he walked

beside his brother, who happened to be skipping. As a seventh grader, Jonah knew nothing

good was going to come from people seeing him walk around every morning with a little kid

wearing a Scooby-Doo backpack.Jonah dropped Jeremiah off at his classroom and then

hurried to the seventh-grade hallway, entering his first class just as the bell rang.“Nice kicks,

Stone. Been shopping at the Goodwill store again?”The boys sitting around Zack Smellman’s

desk snorted, and he grinned at Jonah with his arms folded.Gritting his teeth, Jonah reminded

himself that the first day of basketball tryouts started this afternoon. Smellman was not going to

get the best of him today.So he didn’t let it bother him later that morning when he got back his

science test and only scored a seventy-eight. He was not shaken when his math teacher gave

the class two hours of extra homework. All he could think about was what was going to happen

on the basketball court.Finally, mercifully, the clock struck three. His stomach was doing

somersaults, but he was ready. He knew it.With his gym clothes on and basketball shoes laced

up, he took the floor with the other boys. Thirty-nine, to be exact, going out for just twelve spots.

He glanced at them nervously, sizing up the competition. Most of them seemed bigger and

stronger than he was.Jonah grabbed a ball to warm up and started taking shots, trying not to

let any bad thoughts seep into his brain. He began with free throws. He was really good at

these. Clang. Clang. Clang. Three in a row went bouncing off the rim. The fourth hammered off

the backboard and didn’t even touch the rim at all. At home he would make three out of four, at

least. What was going on? Suddenly his lunch felt like it was about to come up.Coach Martin

Nelderbaum, or “Coach Marty,” as he told everybody to call him, was the physical education

instructor at the school. He said he had played basketball in high school, but Jonah couldn’t

see how. Coach Marty almost had the proportions of a basketball himself, with a huge belly

that hung out from the bottom of his way-too-small gray gym shirt. He practically yelled every

word that came out of his mouth.“Hello! My name is Coach Marty! Today is the first day of

Middle School Boys Basketball Tryouts! You are mine for the next hour and a half, and you will

do whatever I say! Now, don’t take this the wrong way, but a bunch of you are NOT GOING TO



MAKE THIS TEAM!”He had to pause there to take a few breaths, exhausted already from his

own scream-talking.“Try your hardest! I will be looking for the best twelve players on this floor! I

want to see one hundred percent effort from each of you!” Jonah zoned out a little when Coach

Marty went on like this for ten more minutes, even though he was determined to pick up any

last-minute pointers he could—apparently it looked like he would need them. Finally, Coach

Marty instructed everybody to get in a line in front of the basket, and the tryouts were officially

underway.No one tried harder than Jonah. But in the running drills, he was one of the last to

finish the wind sprints. He missed three out of the five layups he attempted in the layup drill.

His free throws bounced off the basket like there was an invisible cover on it. When he lined up

to take three-point shots, only one out of four even hit the rim. The rest totally missed the goal.

One of them even hit Coach Marty in the stomach when he wasn’t looking. He grunted, glared

at Jonah, and tossed the ball to the next guy.Jonah watched as the coach stared at him with

one eye while writing furiously on his clipboard. He swallowed hard. Was he writing something

about him?It was a miserable tryout. He couldn’t stay out of his own way. But Jonah reminded

himself that at least there were two more days to prove himself. Coach Marty gathered the

boys in the center of the court and yelled at them again, “Saw a lot of great stuff out there

today, men! For the most part, you boys did great! Same time, same place tomorrow afternoon!

Now, hit the locker room!”The tired boys were staggering away from mid-court when Coach

Marty, still staring down at his clipboard, barked, “Stone, comma, Jonah! A word with you,

son!”As the others left, Coach Marty put his arm around Jonah’s shoulder and spoke in a

slightly more normal volume for the first time that day. “Son,” he said, sounding only a little less

like the human bullhorn he was before, “do you play any other sports?”Jonah stared at him for

a minute, not understanding the question. When he opened his mouth, all that came out was a

sputter of words.“Well . . . not really . . . I . . . basketball is . . . my . . .”Coach Marty patted his

shoulder and nodded sadly.“Listen, son, I’ve seen a lot of great basketball players in my day,

and I can confidently say that after watching you practice today, basketball is not your

sport.”The words hung in the air, and Jonah felt like the coach had suddenly begun speaking a

foreign language. Not. Your. Sport. What did he mean? Coach Marty saw the confusion on his

face and took a more direct route this time.“I don’t think you need to come back tomorrow,

Stone,” the coach said gruffly. “I’ve seen enough. You’re not going to make the team.”He patted

Jonah on the shoulder hard, twice.“Truth hurts sometimes, kid. But don’t worry. There are

plenty of other sports to play.” Then, as if he had just had the greatest idea ever, he said, “Ever

thought about badminton?”And with that, he walked off the court, leaving Jonah standing there

alone, mouth hanging open.“Basketball is not your sport.” The words started to sink in. “Ever

thought about badminton?” “Not. Your. Sport.” Jonah turned and walked slowly back into the

locker room. All the boys were laughing loudly, bragging about all the shots they made in the

tryout. Jonah shuffled quietly to his locker, grabbed his stuff, and made a beeline for the door.

He just wanted to be invisible.He tore across the gym floor and pushed the metal double doors

open, slamming one of them hard against the brick wall on the outside of the building. How

could this happen? How could he have played so badly? And how could Coach Marty have

asked him not to come back tomorrow? His legs began to move faster. He was not sure where

he was running, but he just needed to go. To get away from everything, from the gym, the other

guys. From everyone.Jonah found himself on the empty soccer field behind the school. He

slowed down and began to catch his breath. Suddenly the words his dad had said a million

times popped into his head.“If you’re ever stuck, pray. Trust me, it will all work out.”He sighed

heavily as he brought himself to a halt and slipped his gym bag from his shoulder, standing in

the middle of the field and leaning over with his hands on his knees. “God, it’s Jonah,” he said,



and with that, the words began to erupt. “I know You are there, and I know You love me. But I

don’t know what to do. Things aren’t great right now. I can’t believe what just happened at the

basketball tryout. I know I haven’t been getting much sleep the past couple nights, but am I

really that bad? Everyone thinks I’m a loser. I’m . . . I’m not good at . . . anything . . .”Tears

began to form in his eyes and then run hotly down his face. He wiped them on his shirtsleeve,

but that didn’t help them stop. Instead, his shoulders began to shake and his chest heaved as

he cried. He stood there until the tears finally dried up.“God, can You help me? Can You show

me what to do? Can You just fix this?”His dad was fond of calling God Elohim, one of His

names from the Bible, which in the ancient Hebrew language meant “Strong One.” He also

loved to tell Jonah and his brother and sister that praying was the most powerful thing any

human could do. And that Elohim listened to them—and that if they would listen back, He

would speak. But the truth was, neither Jonah—or his dad, as far as he knew—had ever heard

God’s voice. Maybe it was just something his dad was supposed to say. He was a pastor, after

all. It was his job to believe that stuff.Jonah looked up at the sunny sky, hoping for an answer,

but all he heard were a few birds chirping in the distance. And even they grew silent. He

shrugged his shoulders and began to walk off the field. What did he expect? For God to show

up on the field and turn him into LeBron James? What a joke.He suddenly felt his anger welling

up again, at the coach, at himself, at everybody, and he clenched his teeth. A stray soccer ball

was on the field in front of him, and without thinking, he charged it, kicking it at the soccer goal

as hard as he could.Then the strangest thing happened.The ball bounced—no, flew—no,

rocketed off of his foot. It went up, higher than the goal, higher than the treetops, and kept

rising, like it was shot out of a cannon. Jonah’s mouth dropped open as he watched the ball fly

up, up, up, so far into the sky that it was a speck within a few seconds.Then it was

gone.Spotting another abandoned ball, he looked around to see if anyone had seen what had

just happened. No one was in sight, so he concentrated on the ball in front of him, ran toward

it, and swung his leg.The ball shot off like a rocket again, blasting over the forest behind the

school and—at least it looked like it—tearing a hole through a lone white cloud in the sky. Then

it disappeared.Jonah pushed his fingers through his matted hair. He had never seen anybody

do what he just did. He was pretty sure that a professional soccer player couldn’t do that. So

how did he, a thirteen-year-old kid who had just gotten kicked out of basketball tryouts for not

being good enough, kick a soccer ball over the trees and out of sight?What is going on? He

stood staring at the sky, almost in a trance, as his mind churned.Finally, he glanced down at his

watch. He was late for his ride home. He grabbed his gym bag and quickly made his way

around to the front of the gym, still shaking his head and looking at his foot.TWOA LITTLE

BACKYARDFOOTBALLEleanor Stone was waiting for her son in a rusty white Subaru station

wagon in the pick-up lane in front of the school. Jonah climbed quietly into the car.“How’d it

go?” she asked, looking at him in the rearview mirror as she pulled away.His mind was stuck on

what had just happened on the soccer field, and it took him a few seconds to remember that

she was asking about the basketball tryouts.“Not great,” he said, and he told her all about it,

how bad he had done, and the talk Coach Marty had with him afterward. He saw his mother’s

eyes flash in the mirror.“He told you not to come back?” she said loudly, slamming the brakes

and sending Jonah lurching toward the front seat. “That’s it! We’re turning around. No one is

going to treat—”“Mom, please! You can’t go back,” Jonah said, cringing as he pictured his

mother yelling and shaking her finger in Coach Marty’s face, and what Zack Smellman—and

probably half the student body—would have to say about it later. “Everyone will see us,

everyone will know that my mom came in and talked to the coach. Just . . . leave it

alone.”“Jonah . . . ,” she started to protest again, but she saw the look on his face and just



pressed her lips into a tight line.The rest of the ride home he stared out the window in silence.

He sensed his mom’s eyes watching him in the mirror but ignored them. He didn’t feel like

talking. The tryouts were one thing. But what happened with the soccer ball . . . it was just off-

the-charts weird.He wondered if he could do it again.Because if he could, then maybe he could

do more than just kick a soccer ball really far. His brain was telling him it must have been a trick

ball, or some kind of optical illusion, maybe even something he only thought he saw after not

getting a good night’s sleep. But he began to feel a nervous excitement. Like somehow he was

on the verge of something big. Then his mind continued to circle back to the awful tryout,

reminding him of how much of a loser he was.Jonah needed time to think.When he got home,

he immediately went to his room and locked the door behind him. Snapping on his headphones

and plugging them into his portable video game player, he popped in a game and lost himself

in a world of spaceships, force fields, and laser beams.After a couple hours alone in his room,

Jonah was ready to talk. He headed downstairs to his dad’s study. Jonah peered through the

glass-paned door and saw his dad inside, back turned to him, facing one of the three massive

walls of books.Books of all colors and sizes covered the walls. The desk was stacked high with

piles of opened ones—dictionaries, Bibles, massive tomes in Greek and Hebrew. Some lay

open; others were precariously balanced on top of each other in various places around the

room. Jonah walked in and plopped himself down in his dad’s squeaky old desk chair.Benjamin

Stone was so focused on finding a book that he didn’t hear his son come in. Standing on his

tiptoes, he reached up for a large encyclopedia, the overhead light shining brightly off the bald

spot on his head as he stretched. Jonah’s mom could have reached it easily, but his dad was

short, just like him. After edging the book off the bookshelf with his finger and almost dropping

it on his head, he finally had it. Pushing his glasses up his nose, he turned around as he

searched the pages of the volume.Jonah couldn’t resist. He coughed loudly.“Oh!” His father

looked up and jumped at the same time, dropping his book. It landed on his foot. “Ow!”Jonah

smirked. “Hi, Dad.”“Son! You’re going to give me a heart attack,” his dad said, picking up the

book and rubbing his foot. He came around the desk and held out his hand high, and Jonah

instinctively slapped it in a high-five—their daily greeting. Benjamin sat down on the corner of

his desk.“Your mom told me about basketball tryouts,” he said quietly. “Want to tell me about

it?”Jonah shrugged and spun around in the chair, not saying anything. It was official: he was

terrible at basketball and he was never going to get another chance to prove himself. What was

the point of talking about it?His dad’s face was mostly beard and glasses, but behind those

were bright, blue eyes that blinked at him softly.“I guess I can’t make you talk about it, Jonah.

But if you decide you want to discuss it, we can do that.”“I know,” Jonah sighed, still

spinning.Then he stopped. “Dad, something really, really weird happened today.”“At the

tryout?”“No,” said Jonah. “Afterward. And you’re not going to believe me when I tell you about

it.”Benjamin set the book down on the desk and cocked his head to the side, looking intently at

his son.“Try me.”Jonah took a deep breath, and launched rapid-fire into the story. He was sure

that his dad would talk some sense into him. He would explain to him how he must have been

imagining things, or tell him about some new high-tech soccer ball that had just come out. Offer

some kind of explanation. His father’s mouth hung open, and Jonah paused, waiting for

whatever cool-headed advice his father would be sure to provide. But he didn’t say a word.“You

don’t believe me,” Jonah finally said, feeling the anger well up inside him again.“No, no”—his

dad waved his hand in the air—“it’s not that. It’s just . . . well . . . come outside with me.”Jonah

followed him out to the backyard. It was beginning to get dark, but there was still a little daylight

left. Even though their house was small, they had a great backyard that met up with a large

pond.His father walked over to the small storage shed and leaned inside, rummaging around,



until he came out with something in his hands and a curious smile on his face.“Here,” he said.

“Throw this.” He tossed a football at him. Jonah caught it and squeezed it in his hands.“To

you?” he asked, and cocked his arm back toward his dad.“No,” Benjamin said, unable now to

contain the excitement in his voice, “over there.”He motioned toward the other side of the water.

Jonah blinked.“Over there?” he said. “Across the pond?”His dad nodded and pointed at a

house in the distance. “At that blue house.”“But, Dad, what if it breaks a window?”“Don’t worry

about that!” he said eagerly. “Just throw it. As hard as you can.”Jonah looked at the house. It

was easily two and a half lengths of a football field away. Spreading his fingers across the

laces, he gripped the ball firmly in his right hand. He took a few steps, drew his arm back, and

threw.The football took off just like the soccer balls had. It tore through the air over the pond. It

went over the water, cleared the house by fifty feet, and disappeared from sight.Benjamin

Stone grabbed Jonah in a big bear hug as he broke into a fit of laughter. This made Jonah start

to smile, and then chuckle a little. Before he knew it, they were both hugging and laughing so

hard that Jonah was getting a stomachache.“Amazing, Jonah! Absolutely amazing!” Benjamin

finally said, and quickly he jogged back to the storage shed. This time he pulled out two old

baseballs and a softball. Jonah threw each of these, with the same result. Each time, his father

said something like “Wow!” or “Incredible!” or “Unbelievable!”Finally, after they had both calmed

down and Jonah’s arm was starting to hurt a little, his father looked at him, now quite serious,

and asked, “Jonah, did anything else happen right before you did this? Did you tell me

everything that you remember?”Jonah thought for a minute. “I prayed. Out loud,” he said.

“Because that’s what you always tell me to do when things don’t go the way they are supposed

to.”A proud smile flickered across Benjamin’s lips, but he let him continue.“I just asked Elohim

for help. I asked Him to fix it.”His dad nodded his head thoughtfully. “I think we should share this

with your mother. The three of us need to have a little chat tonight.”Something in his dad’s

voice made Jonah shiver as they walked back inside.THREETHE NEPHILIMBenjamin sent

Eliza and Jeremiah up to bed early, despite their protests, and asked Jonah to sit at the kitchen

table. Then he pulled his wife aside into the study, away from Jonah, and they began to talk in

low whispers.Jonah moved a little closer to see if he could overhear anything, but they were

speaking too softly. Finally, his parents came back in and sat down, his dad placing his Bible on

the table.“Jonah,” his father began, “like I said, there is something we need to discuss with

you.”“What is it?” Jonah said, on the edge of his seat. His parents both seemed very nervous,

and he felt like he was going to explode with curiosity.His mother looked at him and swallowed

hard before she spoke. “Jonah, you are not entirely human. You’re mostly human, just not . . .

totally.”She paused, and they both took shaky sips of coffee, watching Jonah’s reaction and

letting the words sink in.“Not totally human? What in the world does that mean?”“Well,” she

said, gathering herself. “Try not to be alarmed, son, but you are actually part . . . angel.”Jonah’s

head started to spin. Try not to be alarmed? She must be joking. That was the only explanation

he could come up with. She was getting ready to burst out laughing, any second now.“You’re

kidding, right?” Jonah asked. But neither one of them was smiling.“No, we’re not joking,” his

dad said. “We are entirely serious.”Jonah breathed in sharply. “I’m . . . part angel? Mom,

Dad . . . seriously?”His father glanced at Eleanor, and she nodded. “You are one-quarter angel,

to be exact. You are what’s known as a quarterling. We suspected that there would come a day

when there would be something . . . unique . . . about you that would present itself. We just

didn’t think it would be so soon . . .”Eleanor put her hand firmly on Benjamin’s arm as he took

an extra large gulp of coffee.“Jonah,” his mom said, “I need you to listen and accept what we

are telling you. This is a very, very serious thing. And very real. Now, you and your brother and

sister never knew my parents. And what your father and I have always told you is—”“—that



they died before we were born,” Jonah said, jumping in to finish her sentence. “You never told

us anything else. So you’re saying . . . there’s a lot more to it than that?”“Yes, there is,” she said

calmly. “We wanted you to grow up with as normal a childhood as possible, so we never told

you about them. Or me, for that matter. Or you.”Eleanor glanced at Benjamin again, and he

continued this time. “In order to understand who you are, you need to know the truth about your

family. Your grandmother, Francine, was a lonely, troubled woman. Always searching for

something, but never finding what she needed. What only Elohim could give her, of course. But

sadly, she never turned to Him. Instead, she let someone else into her life. A man who called

himself Victor Grace.”Eleanor grimaced at the coffee circling around in her cup.“Victor was very

handsome. Very charming. He took his time and swept her off her feet. She was in love and

was fully convinced that the feeling was mutual. When Victor asked her to marry him, Francine

of course said yes. But even though she had always wanted a big family wedding, Francine

didn’t invite anyone at all to the ceremony. Looking back, it’s clear to see that he pulled her

away from all of her friends and family, one by one, until he was the only person in her life. She

did whatever he asked her to do.”“So they got married,” Eleanor continued. “But after their

wedding night, he disappeared. When she woke up in the morning, he had vanished. My

mother didn’t know where he had gone. She never heard from him again. But a few weeks

later, she discovered she was pregnant.”“With a baby she would name Eleanor,” his dad said

with a slight smile, gently tucking a stray wisp of hair behind her ear before turning back to face

his son. “When Victor left, it destroyed Francine. She had no faith, no friends or family, nothing

to build a life on anymore. This turned her into a very bad mother, who was not very kind to her

daughter. Especially when she discovered that her little girl was not so . . . normal.”“I began to

do things that other five-year-olds couldn’t do,” Eleanor said, her eyes distant and sad. “When I

was young, it would happen because I was angry. The first thing I remember doing was

smashing a metal teakettle. It was a beautiful day, and I wanted to go outside and play. My

mother was sitting on the couch, staring vacantly outside like she sometimes did. She refused

to take me and wouldn’t let me go by myself. There was a metal teapot on the table, and I got

so mad that without thinking, I grabbed it and crushed it with my bare hands. Mother wouldn’t

let me play outside for a month.”She laughed softly. “I was just five years old. I didn’t know how

I had done it; I just did it. But it began to happen more often, at first whenever I would get

angry, but along the way I began to discover that if I became very, very focused, I could learn to

control what I did.”Jonah interrupted now. “So you’re saying that I’m like that too? That I have

these powers because I’m a . . . what did you call it, Dad?”“A quarterling,” his father said.“So

that means that my grandfather—”“—was an angel. Yes,” said Benjamin, finishing the sentence.

“But listen closely, Jonah. There’s more. We believe that your grandfather was a particular kind

of angel. He was one of the Fallen.”Jonah sat back in his chair now, rubbing his eyes with the

palms of his hands. Kicking soccer balls way too far . . . angels . . . quarterlings . . . the

Fallen . . . it was all too much.“But you have that picture of him, Mom, and he looks just like any

other guy . . . well, for a guy back then, anyway,” Jonah said, trying to make sense of everything

they were telling him. She nodded and reached over, opening up a kitchen drawer. Pulling out a

faded black-and-white photograph, she placed it on the table. It was a picture of a young

couple holding each other closely. The woman was gazing up at the man with a huge smile on

her face. The man was grinning confidently at the camera, a dark goatee on his chin, wearing a

stylish brown suit and matching hat.“This is the only picture I have of my parents,” she said, her

voice cracking as she outlined her mother’s face with her finger.“Jonah, I know this is a lot to

take in,” his father said, “but the sooner you can accept it, the better. We have kept these things

hidden from you on purpose, but now it seems that Elohim Himself is ready for you to



know.”“How do you know that?” Jonah asked.“Well,” said Benjamin, “I think that He answered

your prayer today. You prayed right before you kicked that ball. For some reason that only He

knows right now, He chose that moment to begin to reveal who you really are. To begin to show

you how special Jonah Stone actually is.”But that’s just it, Jonah thought. I’m not special.

Haven’t any of you been paying attention to the last thirteen years of my life? There’s nothing

special about Jonah Stone.Another question popped into his head. “What about all of those

athletes who pray for Him to give them strength and help them win their game right before they

play, and then they go out and get creamed? Why do some prayers get answered, and others

don’t?”His dad took a sip of coffee and smiled from behind his mug. “Elohim is Elohim.”It was

one of his dad’s favorite phrases. He tended to use it when there was not a simple explanation

for something, and usually it frustrated Jonah. Like when an important soccer game got rained

out. Or even when something really bad happened, like an earthquake on the other side of the

world, or a flood that left people homeless. But for the first time, he caught a new glimpse of

what his dad meant. Maybe Elohim really did have His own reason for the timing of this right

now. Jonah just didn’t know what it was.“So you said my grandfather was—”“One of the Fallen,”

Eleanor said. “He is a fallen angel.”Jonah thought for a minute. “Why did you say is?”“Angels

are eternal, Jonah,” said his dad. “They were created by Elohim, and they never die.

Somewhere, Victor Grace is still very much alive.”“I thought that angels and all of that stuff

were just a story,” Jonah said. “You know, like a fairy tale. I believe in Elohim and in the Bible,

but I thought angels were something people made up. Floating around on clouds and playing

harps and stuff. Do they do that?”His mom and dad laughed. “Not exactly,” his father said.

“Angels are some of the most powerful creatures in the universe. Elohim created them to be in

the service of His kingdom. But some of them—the Bible says about one-third—decided they

didn’t want to serve under Elohim’s rule anymore. One of them even thought he could be better

than Elohim.”Eleanor continued gravely, “A great battle took place. Michael, the leader of the

angelic army, brought his forces to battle against the great deceiver, the angel who led the

rebellion. He has been known by many names—Satan, Lucifer, the Prince of Darkness— but

among angels he is known as Abaddon, the accuser. After a violent struggle, Michael threw

Abaddon down to the earth, along with those Abaddon had convinced to fight with him. They

are known as the Fallen, and they roam this earth, doing their master’s bidding, still waging war

against Elohim and His forces.”

Spirit Fighter Son Target

Spirit Fighter (Son of Angels, Jonah Stone Book 1), Shadow Chaser (Son of Angels, Jonah

Stone Book 3), Truth Runner (Son of Angels, Jonah Stone Book 4), The Door Within: The Door

Within Trilogy - Book One, The Final Storm: The Door Within Trilogy - Book Three, The Rise of

the Wyrm Lord: The Door Within Trilogy - Book Two, The Prophet, the Shepherd, and the Star

(Epic Order of the Seven Book 3)

Shaun Stevenson, “These Ain't Your Regular Neighborhood Kids. With the slew of books

featuring kids with extraordinary powers ranging from Rick Riordan's PERCY JACKSON and

KANE CHRONICLES to P.B. Kerr's CHILDREN OF THE LAMP series, in comes SPIRIT

FIGHTER by Jerel Law. The first book in the SON OF ANGELS: JONAH STONE series begins

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eamo/OPMw/bBZyx/Spirit-Fighter-Son-of-Angels-Jonah-Stone-Book-1


well, and keeps things moving swiftly along in a very fun and action-packed way.Jonah Stone

thinks he's not really anything special. He can't even make it onto the middle school basketball

team. He's just a plain, average kid with a plain, average family. But then something crazy

happens: Jonah finds out he might be more than he appears to be. He discovers that his mom

is really one of the nephilim -- children with one parent who's human, and the other who is a

fallen angel. But things get even crazier when his mom is kidnapped and the only ones who are

sent to save her are Jonah and his younger sister, Eliza. They have to travel deep into New

York and battle their way past demons and long-forgotten creatures, and find out exactly why

their mom has been taken. Because someone has a plan -- one that could change everything

about the way the world works.Law sets things up much like other middle grade fantasy series

-- beginning in the "normal" world before quickly thrusting his characters into a fantastic place

they've never dreamed could exist. Jonah Stone is pretty fun and instantly likable, and has to

face challenge after challenge throughout. Things move very quickly, and small hints of

mystery keep the pages turning. The action is well done, and Law brings in lots of fun

creatures and references to Biblical characters.The definite question that comes to mind is:

How does this book line up with the Bible? Other Christian fantasy series such as Bryan Davis'

DRAGONS IN OUR MIDST laid out a foundation of stories possible in a world where God is in

control, and yet strange things happen that seem straight out of a fantasy world. Law does that

here as well -- creating a very interesting "what if?" scenario. What if a fallen angel and a

human had a child? What would happen? What would then happen to that child's own children

someday?Law does a good job of not just making the story say "...and then God popped up

and solved everything." The characters have to work through things and trust in God when it

seems hopeless, but it's never a quick snap of the fingers and everything's okay. This is

something I applaud Law for doing, because things in life don't always get quick fixes from

God. Jonah has to go through a lot of trouble and sometimes tragedy in order to make it.There

is definitely a Biblical message throughout, but it never comes out overly preachy. The scenes

explaining the nephilim and angels are not done to give the reader a boatload of information,

but to help Jonah understand what is happening. It all ends up fitting well with the story.I'm

excited to see where else these books can go, and with FIRE PROPHET coming Fall of 2012,

there is more to come. Fans of Bryan Davis or Jerry B. Jenkins and Chris Fabry's THE

WORMLING series will definitely have fun with this one.”

Sara Ella, “Action Packed Fun for Everyone. Spirit Fighter was action packed from cover to

cover. A few years ago, I began the Percy Jackson series and became bored halfway through

the second book. Jonah Stone had me gripped to the very last page, thirsting for

more.Synopsis...Jonah Stone, grandson of a Fallen angel, is given the unbelievable news that

he is a quarteling, or one quarter angel. With his newfound identity, Jonah discovers that he

has some amazing gifts--gifts that he is just beginning to understand. When his mother, a

nephilim, is kidnapped by the Fallen, Jonah must use his quarterling abilities to save the day.

With the help of his sister Eliza and the Stone family guardian angel, Henry, Jonah races

against time and the forces of evil in order to carry out the mission that Elohim has given

him.Why I liked it...I enjoyed this book because it was interesting enough to keep me, an adult,

engrossed in the story, but also suitable for younger readers. I would recommend this book to

anyone over the age of ten who enjoys action, suspense, and even a little bit of humor. I would

also like to applaud the author for constantly turning to scripture throughout the story. Anytime

Jonah and Eliza feel ready to give up, they always turn back to prayer and God's Word to get

them through.What I didn't like...There were a couple of places in the book that had me



confused as to which point of view I was supposed to be looking through. Jonah or his dad?

Jonah or Henry? This only happened a few times, and I don't think a younger reader would

notice it. Other than this miniscule glitch, I was able to follow the story without incident.”

Total Reader, “Book 1 of a Great Series for Teens and Pre-Teens. This book begins with a

bang and races from there. I actually got the third book first, but quickly realized that I needed

to read books one and two to complete the story. The children learn that they are special kids

destined to fight in the spiritual warfare battle of good against evil. What child (or any age for

that matter) can resist that! The kids learn to put on their armor when they are called on to go

into battle by going to school with others who also have special gifts. The book uses versus

from the Bible to back up the story. This should be in every library that has a Harry Potter book,

and gifted to every child that loves to read. I would much rather see kids consuming this than

Harry Potter. I highly recommend this series for lovers of action and supernatural forces.”

Entrepreneur, “Great alternative to Percy Jackson series. My third grade son loves to read and

is on the 4th book in the Percy Jackson series. He expressed a concern with the "gods" in

those stories as he knows who the one true God is. I went in search of books at the same

level of reading, that would keep his interest, be well written, and have a Christian basis. I was

very excited to find the Son of Angels series. It has opened up discussions about what is in the

Bible, angels, and the Nephilim. We also can more easily discuss what is fiction and what is

based in truth. Best of all my son loves to read these books. When asked what he thinks

about these books, he simply said, "they are awesome!"I don't think this series would be

appropriate for all third graders, but if your child is into reading chapter books without pictures

and can handle reading intense scenes (some with violence), then I would recommend this

series. As with anything your child is reading, you should be aware of what they are reading

and discuss it with them.”

Dfam, “Boys and prayer. My kids all loved this series of books. (12, 9, 7) Even my reluctant

reader has spent hours curled up in a blanket taking in every word. I love how they seem to

have a new understanding of the importance of prayer even though it's come from a fantasy,

fictional book like this one. I'm ok with that since kids love to pretend play - I would much rather

them play with pretend arrows that fight evil but stop to pray knowing that even their strength

alone can't stop it, they need God (Elohim) to be their ultimate savior. BTW this book is like a

Christian version (action and fantasy) of the Percy Jackson series.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “very good. I am eleven and I think that this was a good mix of action and

religionI highly recommend it”

The book by Jerel Law has a rating of  5 out of 4.8. 216 people have provided feedback.
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