John Andrew Humphrey

May 2, 1939 - September 13, 2014

No obituary found for this tribute.



Tribute Wall

I'm truly saddened to hear of your passing. | will never forget the
bronco games you took me too, the many fishing excursions, and
the next door neighbor chats. | always looked to you as my second
father. | know this is too late but | want to say thank you. You have
had a profound effect on me and my life. | can still see you standing
against the fence talking to my dad with your arms crossed. | always
meant to come and see you when you left Colorado, but as life does
it gets busy, and you lose track of time. | will see you again
someday john, and we will go fishing!

Jeff Mckinney - December 16, 2016 at 02:25 PM



A decent human being, a prince of a guy, good-humored,
hardworking, even-tempered, honest, intelligent, kind, brave, strong,
steadfast, supportive. These are but a few of the words that can be
used to describe John Humphrey. In the eighties, | used to go to the
Denver Broncos games with John and his buddies. | can see him, in
my mind's eye, on a sunny autumn Sunday in the parking lot at Mile
High Stadium. He is hale and hearty with rosey cheeks. He stands
with his arms crossed and there is a bemused grin on his face.
Occasionally, he sips his beer and chuckles at the rest of us as we
spout off about football. Every now and then he would quietly throw
in his two cents worth. He was Mr. Mellow and a steward of good
sportsmanship among the throng of crazy Bronco fans. He always
took care to make sure | wasn't swept away by the crowd. The one
time | visited Washington, John was in the middle of harvest and
extremely busy. He still made time to drive me around the ranch for
a tour. He talked about wheat and cattle and some history of the
area. He was really in his element and | could see how happy he
was to be there. These are a couple of my favorite memories of
John. | feel honored to have known him and proud that | can say he
was my friend. Love ya, buddy. Go Broncos.

Becky Herbst - October 16, 2014 at 11:22 PM



A decent human being, a prince of a guy, good-humored, hard-
working, even-tempered, honest, intelligent, kind, brave, strong,
steadfast, supportive. These are but a few of the words that can be
used to describe John Humphrey.

In the Eighties, | used to go to the Denver Broncos games with John
and his buddies. | can see him , in my mind's eye, on a sunny
autumn Sunday in the parking lot at Mile High Stadium. He is hale
and hearty with rosey cheeks. He stands with his arms crossed and
a bemused grin on his face. Occasionally he sips his beer and
chuckles at the rest of us as we spout off about football. Every now
and then he would throw in his two cents worth. He was Mr. Mellow
and a steward of good sportsmanship among the throng of crazy
Bronco fans. He always took care to make sure | wasn't swept away
by the crowd.

The one time | visited Washington, John was in the middle of
harvest and extremely busy. He still made time to drive me around
the ranch for a tour. He talked about wheat and cattle and some
history of the area. He was really in his element and | could see how
happy he was to be there.

These are a couple of my favorite memories of John. | feel honored
to have known him and proud that | can say he was my friend. Love
ya, buddy. Go Broncos.

Becky Herbst - October 15, 2014 at 12:56 AM



