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INTRODUCTION 

At the insistence of mutual friends, Kate Dendrinos 

reluctantly agreed to meet Shawn Rickel at a biker bar 

in May 2002 on a beautiful spring day in Colorado. 

Throughout the afternoon, Kate pointedly ignored 

Shawn, and he tried repeatedly to catch her eye.  

Kate was divorced and world weary, not eager to 

invite another man into her life. She lived alone 

tending her garden and horses during daylight hours 

and managing a bar at night. In between, Kate worked 

with disabled kids who were being introduced to 

equine therapy and as an aid to others needing home 

healthcare assistance. She also was a part-time uni-

versity student. Even though Kate had enough credits 

for three college degrees, she hadn’t committed to any 

one path. Kate was looking for something—call it pur-

pose or a plan or something that would incorporate 

her interests in horses and working with disabled peo-

ple. Kate wasn’t quite sure what her calling was, she 

only knew she hadn’t found it. 

If anyone personified the aggressive, hard-driv-

ing, self-absorbed profile of a Type A workaholic, it 
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was Shawn Rickel. While still a kid, Shawn had grown 

up on the backs of horses working as a ranch hand in 

West Texas. Later when he became a college football 

star, he’d learned to work hard and play hard. Now as 

an executive at a Denver mortgage-lending firm, he 

focused on three directives: make money, make more 

money, make money as fast as you can. The only time 

he relaxed was when he hopped on the saddle of his 

Honda Valkyrie motorcycle and let the speed and the 

wind carry him toward freedom. 

But from the moment Shawn sauntered over to 

Kate and said with a boyish grin and Texas drawl, 

“You know, I’m your date today,” she was lost—lost in 

the eyes, the smile, and the magnetism that attracted 

everyone in the room to Shawn Rickel. The day, the 

setting, and the man all conspired to create one irre-

sistible experience into which Kate fell head over 

heels.  

The day Shawn met Kate and convinced her to 

take a ride on the Valkyrie with him, he discovered a 

soul mate. As the following months flew past and they 

learned they shared a common interest in horses and 

equine therapy for those with disabilities, Shawn 

thought he’d found Heaven on Earth. 
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This is the story of Kate, Shawn, a near-fatal 

motorcycle accident, a series of miracles, and a beau-

tiful dream that gave both of them the strength and 

courage to persist and prevail when almost everyone 

else around them had lost hope. 
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CHAPTER 1: THE ACCIDENT 

Three months after meeting, Kate and Shawn had it 

all—a loving relationship, a desire to live in a moun-

tain retreat with their horses, and a plan for the 

future—a very good plan.  

Their idea was to find a property that would lend 

itself to development as an equestrian therapy center 

for disabled and injured individuals. This would com-

bine Kate and Shawn’s love of horses with Kate’s un-

quenchable thirst for helping others, no matter what 

their challenges. 

KATE 

I was a loner before I met Shawn. Several 
years before, I’d been married to a very 
abusive man, and I’d never been allowed 
to have a social life. After I met Shawn, life 
was just about perfect, because I’d not 
only found the love of my life, we also 
shared a dream. Life suddenly meant 
something more than just stacking up 
paychecks. It was like I’d re-invented my-
self and found out who I truly was. We 
were going to build a healing sanctuary 
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for people of all ages who were recovering 
from traumatic brain injuries and other 
debilitating conditions.  

On August 4, 2002, Kate and Shawn had been 

touring Poudre Canyon in the Rocky Mountains 

northwest of Denver. They had high hopes as they 

cruised down a two-lane state highway on Shawn’s 

motorcycle emblazoned with a custom-painted red, 

white, and blue American flag on the gas tank. They 

were looking at ranch properties, and a close friend 

and colleague of Shawn’s, Fredo Yorba, was riding 

with them on his Indian motorcycle.  

Although Kate and Shawn hadn’t found the right 

property yet, they were closing in on the ideal piece of 

land. Their thinking had never been clearer. Their 

hearts were full, and their desires were taking form. 

The future was unfolding in remarkable ways. They 

felt as though they had everything anyone could 

want—partnership, purpose, and a plan.  

Upon returning to Denver, the trio stopped at a 

Mexican restaurant in the Cherry Creek arts and 

shopping district for a late lunch. Afterward, they 

mounted their motorcycles and headed for Shawn’s 

townhouse.  
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Shawn, with Kate riding double, and Fredo were 

heading eastbound on Alameda Avenue. As the two 

bikes and their riders were approaching a wide inter-

section at Alameda and Quebec Street in east Denver 

just a couple of miles from Shawn’s home, something 

unthinkable happened.  

A white pickup truck with a camper was waiting to 

turn south on Quebec. Abruptly, it did turn, directly 

into the oncoming motorcycles.  

Onlookers later would say that Shawn, Fredo, and 

the other eastbound traffic had the green light and the 

right of way, but the 72-year-old woman at the wheel 

of the pickup truck made a bad decision. A split 

second later, she realized her mistake, and panic and 

confusion set in. She froze and hit the brakes. Then 

she hit the gas again to get out of the way. Then she 

hit the brakes again. Then she once more stepped on 

the accelerator. Then she hit the brakes a third time.  

At the older woman’s first pause, Shawn’s best 

move in the surrounding traffic was to snap his 

motorcycle to the right, toward the front of her truck, 

and he did so. When the truck unexpectedly started to 

move again, Shawn flung his weight to the left and 

Kate, following his lead, held tight and leaned with 
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him. But even with the skill and street smarts Shawn 

possessed from years of riding, no reaction speed was 

fast enough overcome the erratic behavior of the wo-

man in the truck or the physics of the rapidly closing 

vehicles. In an anguished blink, Shawn realized there 

was no way to miss the truck completely.  

SHAWN 

I’ll never forget that white truck or the 
image of an elderly woman at the wheel. 
She just sat stone-still, like a deer in the 
headlights of an oncoming car. But in this 
case, she saw the wobbly headlights of two 
oncoming motorcycles. I immediately an-
gled to the right to go around the front 
bumper, Fredo angled to the left to go 
around the back. If she’d stayed put, our 
lives would never have entered a six-year 
tour of hell.  

From his vantage point riding staggered behind 

Shawn and Kate, their friend Fredo saw it all. The 

traffic moving around them, the white truck, and 

Shawn’s lightning-like reflexes as he desperately 

fought to save Kate and himself from disaster—all of 

this came into nightmarishly sharp focus. The only 

thing Fredo could do was his best to stay out of 

Shawn’s path. He veered left, clenching his teeth and 

already aching with the fear of the impact he knew 

was coming for his close friends.  
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FREDO 

Shawn scraped along the right rear quar-
ter panel of the truck. This sent the bike 
wobbling side to side. Then he jumped on 
the tanks to stop the wobble. I was yelling 
at him to “Keep it up, keep it going!” All 
the time I was watching Kate trying to 
hold on for her life.  

For an instant, Shawn believes he blacked out. 

When he returned to consciousness, he felt a surge of 

pain shoot through his body like the jolt of grabbing a 

hot electrical wire. He came to in desperate motion: 

the bike was fishtailing to the left, and Kate was 

holding on with all she had.  

They hit the back fender and bumper of the truck, 

knocking off their right-side saddlebag. The powerful 

force of the bike wobbling out of control launched 

Kate into the air. The last thing Shawn felt of her were 

her hands on his shoulders as she was thrown back 

several feet onto the street east of the intersection. 

As the bike flipped out from underneath him, 

Shawn’s body whipped into a handstand over the bars 

of the bike. When he hit the pavement, Shawn covered 

his head and slid another forty feet past Kate. He 

heard the Valkyrie’s mirrors shattering as the bike 

flipped three more times, downshifting with each 

crack against the pavement.  
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Fredo, still on his bike, perceived the accident in 

slow motion. He watched in terror and disbelief as 

Shawn’s body shot past him and slid along the pave-

ment. Fredo quickly stopped his bike while screaming, 

“Shawn! Are you okay?!” 

When at last Shawn raised himself up, he had one 

thought: Where was Kate?  

He saw her lying on her back in the middle of the 

striping between the two eastbound lanes of Alameda. 

She wasn’t moving.  

As he ran to her side, Shawn looked around for 

Fredo. Was he hurt, too?  

When Shawn caught sight of his friend again, 

Fredo had moved his bike out of traffic and pulled 

into an entrance to Fairmont Cemetery on the south 

side of Alameda.  

Beyond Fredo was the wreckage of Shawn’s 

motorcycle. It lay in a pool of oil and gas—the fluids 

oozing out of a now-dead motorbike, just in front of 

one of the largest graveyards in Denver.  

As he reached Kate’s side, Shawn dropped to his 

knees, calling her name over and over. She was 

unconscious, but moaning lowly. She was alive! Kate 

had blood on her brow and nose. Her eyes twitched 

below the lids. But she was alive. 
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It was then that Shawn heard a woman, in a voice 

too gentle for the violence of the situation, asking him 

something. He looked behind to see a black woman 

and what Shawn took to be her two daughters stand-

ing there, dressed in fresh, floral-print dresses as if 

they’d just come from church. Their expressions were 

full of concern. 

“May we lay hands on her?” the woman asked. 

“No, no. Don’t touch her! Don’t move her!” 

“Then, may we pray over her?” 

His heart full of unspoken fear and pain, Shawn 

choked on his words. “Yeah. Please. Pray for her.” 

Fredo ran to Shawn and Kate’s side. He was 

screaming out to others who had stopped, “Call 911, 

call 911! Did anybody see where that truck went?” The 

older woman in the white pickup truck had vanished 

from the scene.  

Fredo nodded to the women in the floral-print 

dresses and held on to Shawn as they prayed for Kate. 

Sirens were already wailing toward the scene of the 

accident.  

As Shawn went into shock he could hear a 

murmur of voices praying. He could hear the am-

bulance braking beside them and the paramedics 

asking questions about the accident, asking questions 

about Kate, asking questions about him. No, he wasn’t 
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hurt. Help Kate. No, he didn’t feel any pain. Help 

Kate.  

At some point, Kate became conscious, rolled over 

on her side and threw up. As the paramedics tried to 

help her and move her up on a gurney, Kate became 

combative.  

For Shawn in his dazed and altered state of 

consciousness, these images and sounds melded into 

one resonant hum, one blur of color and contrast. The 

effect was like a rain washing over him, soothing him, 

and calming him. 

And then that gentle shower stopped.  

Shawn turned around and the woman and her 

daughters were gone. He turned back to see Kate be-

ing loaded into the ambulance. Almost as quickly, she 

was gone.  

The only ones left at the scene were Shawn, Fredo, 

and the police. 

 

If you ask Shawn what he thinks really happened 

that day, his eyes water, and he blinks back tears from 

recalled pain and death, both Kate’s and his own. He 

will tell you that he and Kate were given a second 

chance in an alternative reality that day. He remem-
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bers T-boning the white truck, going over the bike’s 

handlebars and through the wall of the camper. He re-

members both Kate and himself being decapitated 

and their bodies shredded. Shawn remembers dying. 
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