
“Any donation of antiques
would be an invasion,” says cura-
tor Bill Thinnes. “We couldn’t
accept them. The house is
almost a sacred relic from a cen-
tury ago. It contains nothing
that wasn’t Hazel’s. And Hazel
spent a lifetime collecting and
saving.”

That is an understatement.
The log home on Soda Creek
Road out of Bergen Park is just
as Hazel Humphrey left it when
she died at 78 in 1995. It is a
sedate and compact storehouse
of her possessions. Depending
upon one’s point of view, the
place is either a monumental
hoard of clutter or else it is a
treasure trove of priceless antiq-
uities. Mouths gape when visi-
tors gaze at the number of
objects stuffed in every cranny
of the twelve rooms, a 4,000

square foot receptacle.
Not all of the keepsakes repre-

sent incalculable wealth, though.
A diminutive pantry - one is at
pains to turn around in it - is
crammed with canned goods,
household items, and homemade
preserves. That is, Hazel evident-
ly gathered food too and used it
sparingly, leaving lots of it on
f loor to ceiling shelving. There
are also unopened cans of main-
tenance items from the 1920s
and 30s: Johnson’s Wax, Cusco
Copper Cleaner, Arm & Ham-
mer Washing Soda, and Pearl
Stove & Polish.

The food on the pantry
shelves includes 46 Mason jars of
strawberry and cherry jelly. They
were lined up in careful rows as
much as 70 years ago and never
opened. Fourteen half-pint jars
of maraschino cherries, commer-

cially produced. They
were favorites of Hazel’s.

A newspaper writer
said that stepping across
the threshold was like
dropping into another
century: “It is a rustic
dwelling, frozen in
time.” The wooden
f loors creak. “I wouldn’t
alter that for the world,”
curator Thinnes says. “It
adds atmosphere.”

The Humphrey House
is less than a mile off
the beaten track, but it
appears to be a quaint
structure from the past,
almost hidden in a pic-
turesque gulch called
Soda Creek just north
of Bergen Park’s High-
way 74. It is actually
down the hill from 
Fillius Park. The build-

ing is set back from the road
about 30 yards, and a sign over
the entrance reads “Kinnikinnik
Ranch” what the Humphreys
called it when they bought it.

J.J. Clark, the first owner of
the cabin was a miner and sup-
ply store proprietor from Central
City, later a state senator. The
Clarks remained in the home 
till 1920, when it was sold. 
“Logs were hand-hewn from 
trees felled on the property, and
a small sawmill was set up at a
nearby spring to cut lumber and
fashion roof shingles,” an article
reported.

The 1920 purchasers were
Lucius Edward Humphrey and
his wife Hazel. Hazel, whose
maiden name was Hammer,
came from Chicago, and she
traced her ancestors back to 1630
in England. Early relatives fought
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in the Revolutionary War. The
Humphreys restored and expanded
the home over the years, without
removing the ranch sign. They had
a daughter, also named Hazel, who
was four years old when the family
moved in. It can be said that the
Humphreys were movers and
savers. They revered the past and
avidly collected old things, and
they never threw out new things
either. Daughter Hazel, who 
did not marry, inherited those 
tendencies, too.

Walls, cupboards, cabinets,
drawers, closets, tables all are
chock full of bric-a-brac and
mementos. The modest size 
10 x 12 foot dining room alone
contains over 3,000 artifacts, up
the walls to the ceiling, and even
hanging from that ceiling.

Lucius Humphrey and his wife
did several remarkable things.
Lucius was a newspaperman, and
he made the daily commute to
Denver over Lookout Mountain 
in a f livver, a cheap motor car.
It took him 2 1/2 hours one way,
which meant that he was in his
auto bumping and crawling for

five hours a day. Even though the
radiator may have gurgled because
of the climb, Hump Humphrey
was reported to have missed work
only three days in 25 years.

Another thing the pair did was
travel to England and Scotland
aboard the Cunard Lines “Lusita-
nia,” before the turn of the centu-
ry. The Humphreys moved in high
society over there. Six invitations
include lunch and tea with titled
people such as the Countess of
Aberdeen, the Duchess of Souther-
land, the Bishop of London, and
Queen Victoria herself.

Six invitations? Yes, they are all
saved, as are hundreds of other
pieces of correspondence, formal
dinner engagements, wedding
notices, and the like. Some are in
bulging scrapbooks, but many are
in several dozen Indian baskets, a
veritable trove of memorabilia.
The baskets themselves are doubt-
less worth $1,000 each.

There is a player piano, bought
in 1920 for $1,050 — the receipt
sits on the keyboard. It is proba-
bly worth fifteen times that today.
There are 432 equally valuable

music rolls. There are also numer-
ous complete dinnerware sets, with
stunning pictures of castles. There
are 24 delicate China tea sets and
just as many miniature ceramic
Hopi hogans that fit in the palm
of a hand. Five hundred books
grace the hallway cases, complete
works of Bulwer-Lytton, Stevenson,
Irving, and Dickens. Another cou-
ple hundred supremely embroi-
dered table cloths and place mats
are in bureau drawers. The bulk of
this array is astounding. It might
be said that the Humphreys had
preservation mania.

The yard in front is modeled on
British landscaping principles, with
a proper garden, paths lined in
stone, and a sixty by thirty yard
croquet court, confined by
restored stone walls. At present,
this court is available for wed-
dings, concerts and other events.

If homo sapiens started as
hunter/gatherer, then the
Humphreys and their daughter
evolved as collector/gatherers, 
and their dedication is on display
in this unusual dwelling.

—By Jerry Grunska
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Far left: Hazel
Humphrey House
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Left: The croquet
court is available for
weddings, concerts
and other events.
The summer house
is in the background.


