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aniel. don’t forget to
wear yowr helmet!” Jo
Ann Hartmann ealled

as her 13-yvear-old son wheeled
his motorized scooter into the
vard of their Tucson home.

“Awnwv, Mom," the seventh-grader
groaned. *Nothing will happen!”

Uh-oh, here we go again, the 40-
vear-old mom thought with a smile.

Adolescent rebelliousness was no-
thing new to Jo Ann, now seven
months pregnant with her fifth
child: She'd gone through it before
with her two older sons, Max, 17,
and Alex, 14, and compromise had
helped settle the conflicts.

But where safety was concerned,
Jo Ann was firm. “No helmet, no
seooter—remember?” she said, re-
minding Daniel of the promise he'd
made when he'd bought the scooter.

“Okay” Damel sighed. And after
putting on the helmet, he blew Jo

Struck by a huge truck and
suﬁerirlg from a severe brain |
injury, doctors had little hope

13-year-old Daniel
Drachman would
survive, much less
recover. But a
Heavenly dream
and a message
from angels

“My ae still

all around me’

Ann a kiss and zoomed off;

But once out of view, Daniel
stopped :.nd removed the helmet.
Mom worries too much! he thought.
Plus, helmets don't look coal.

g onto a busy highway,
Daniel tooled along the dirt shoul-
der, his mind filled with thoughts
of an upcoming math exam.

Then suddenly, hus front wheel
clipped Ejuttm\?segmentofhmkcn
pavement. “No!” Daniel screamed
as he catapulted over the handle-
bars, hurtled through the air, then
slammed into the pavement.

Please, God, he still has
his whole life ahead of him,
she prayed at his bedside

Lying stunned in the middle of
the road, he heard the screech of
es, Turning his head, he
gasped: an 18-wheel truck was bar-
reling toward him at 50 mph!
It's going to hit me! Daniel
thought, serambling to his feet.
But it was too late. As the truck
bore down an him, everything went
black. Daniel's body flew 11'.mug}1
over a car before land-
mfem s-::mc brush on the opposite
of the highway, 50 feet from
where he'd been struck.
Mumenta later, a sherifi’s deputy

arrived at Jo Ann's door. “Daniel’s
been in an accident,” he said.
“Dear God!” Jo Ann gasped. After
callin ghcrox—lu:shang, Roy Drach-
man—Daniel'’s dad—and her hus-
band, Todd, she told Max to watch
Alex and three-year-old Tyler, then
rushed to the hospital. Moments
later, as Roy and Todd rushed in,
doctors were delivering the grim
news, “Your son’s in bad shape,”
they said, and Jo Ann grew weak.
“How ... how bad?' she managed.
Daniel had suffered a broken pel-
vis and collarbone—and he had a
brain injury that was caus-
ing seizurcs. “He's in a
coma,” doctors said. “And if
he survives, he could be
brain danuifcd
Numb wi ief, Jo Ann
and Tocld went to the [EEI “My poor
baby!” she wept at the sight of Dan-
iel lost in a sea of tubes and wires.
His head was the size of a basket-
ball and his eyes were swollen shut.
A respirator he Iped him breathe.
“Mom’s here” Jo Ann whlspemd
taking his hand. “You'll be okay.™
Meanwhile, word of the amdmt
had spread. and soon, over 50
friends had gathered at the hospital
to offer suppart. But doctors weren't
hopeful, “He may not make it
through the night,” they wamed.
Please God, e still Las his whole
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life ahead of him! Jo
.ﬂmn prayed.

Apainst the odds,
]J.mw survived that
first night, the second

. and on the third d: 1y, his eyes
opened. “He's awake!” Jo Ann told
Todd. “Honey, do you know whao's

here?” she whispered
“Yeah,” Daniel replied,
glancing at Todd. “But

where's Mom?"

The words cut Jo Ann's
heart like a knife. He doesn't
remember me! she wept. “Honey,
I'm Mommy;” she said.

But Daniel had slipped away
again . . . yet this ime it wasn't the
darkness of sleep that enveloped
him. He was nding high up in the
sky, sailing through white, billowy
clouds on his new scooter, Looking
down, he marveled at the crystal
blue sky beneath his feet.

Am I'in Heaven? he wondered.
Then out of nowhere, four or five
1m1ges shimmered into view.

15! Daniel thought. They had

b1g| uffy wings, and their faces

Are “mear-death” experiences real?

illions of Americans say

they've had an exper-
ience in which they “meet”
angels, says Diane Cor-
coran, Ph.D., R.N., who re-

searches near-death ex-
'periences (NDEs).

Many doctors say NDEs
are caused by disturb-
ances—like a seizure—in
the parts of the brain that
control our emotions.

“It wasn't Daniel's time,” says
Jo Ann. “He has a purpose in life.

A thoey

were the picture of soromiy
i nth

smiled at hin
\'ul.'l‘c] I"li Vi
felt safe. And |
Ly bevond
before that he v
Now the ang
he couldn’t hear
saying. Danuel
slowly, the word
not. your time »
And that was
remembered. W
his eye
gone, |
He's awake! .Jo A
heart leaping. “I'n
whispered, squees
“T love you, Mom
Later, Jo A
Daniel descrilx
knew I had to con

Lord, thank You
guardian I5 Lo
back! she praved. te:
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ery was miraculous. By
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his memory he
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1" doctors ;
\Il.r‘r[\tclnltll'lt physical ther-
apy, doctors announced that Daniel
had made a full recovery: And the
day after his final ther: 2E85I0N,
Daniel and his family celebrs
the birth of his little sister, Alyss:

Today, Daniel is back in school.

A week later, he walked
out of the hospital. "He's
a miracle!" doctors said

and plays with Tyler and his baby
sister when he's not studying. “He's
a lot happier sinece the acaident,” Jo
Ann says. “He laughs a lot more.”

She's convineed angels touched
him that day. “I believe it was those
Heavenly beings \\]10 brought us a
miracle,” she say

And Daniel ==.!\-Jw wants to paint
his bedroom bright blue, with
clouds on the ceiling, just like the
sky in his dream. “To remund my-
self” he explains, “t hat my ange s
are still all around me.

—Christian Fisher

But Corcoran points out that peo-
ple's experiences are eeri
B, similar: the person “leaves”
b her body, encounters a
light, then sees spi I
beings who tell her: It
not your time. Go back’
“People are changed by
these experiences—they
love life more,” says Cor-
coran, “How can youexplain
away such a phenomenon?
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