
Kenneth O. Johnson
November 8, 2025

Kenneth Otis Johnson passed away on November 8, 2025 in Loveland with
his wife by his side. He was born February 22, 1940 in Greeley, CO to
Kenneth Warren and Margaret Belle Lee Johnson. Ken spent most of his life
in Greeley and Colorado. His father passed away when Ken was 7, leaving
his mother to take care of him and his other brother Warren (2010). 

 

Ken attended Cameron and Arlington Elementary, Meeker Jr. High, Greeley
Central High School and graduated from CU Boulder. 

 

Ken played drums in high school and belonged to several bands, one being,
Jump N' Screech with Ray Leach. He belonged to the First Baptist Church in
Greeley and was a Mason. He was an Eagle scout as well. Ken honorably
served in the Air National Guard of Colorado and as a reserve of the Air Force
for 6 years. 

 

All his life Ken loved cars and hot rods. Several times he and his high school
buddies would drive down to Tijuana, Mexico to get their rods "tuck n' rolled".
Most recently, Ken's favorite hot rod was his '35 bright yellow Ford 5 window
coupe, chopped and dropped. He participated in many car shows including
Goodguys Rod and Custom and the Loveland Blue Light Specials. 

 

Ken had a life long real estate career. Starting in Greeley with Ken Johnson



Realty and continuing in Ft Collins and parts of California, with residential as
well as commercial real estate. 

 

He married Norene Kimes in 1965. They had 3 children, Chad, Jeff and
Christa and then moved to California. In 1980 Norene and Ken divorced.
Moving to Palm Desert in 1985 Ken continued his real estate career. It was
there he met his bride to be, Diane. After being together 8 years, they married
and moved to Ft Collins and later Loveland. 

 

Ken and Diane had always loved Estes Park and the Rocky Mountains.
Together they enjoyed fishing, hiking, all the wildlife and together they
rehabbed 2 old mountain cabins. 

 

In 1996, Ken helped start the non profit, Secret Santas for the Elderly. An
organization reaching out to lonely and forgotten residents in care facilities in
Larimer County. 

 

Ken also had a great love and skill for carving for over 40 years. He enjoyed
hand carving cowboys, fisherman, Polish Folk art, Day of the Dead characters
and most of all old world Santa's. He carved an entire saloon scene that fits
into a wooden wine box. He also gifted his wife one Christmas with a hand
carved Nativity including the 3 wisemen. 

 

Ken also loved beer and all the social friendships made at the original Big
Beaver Brewery and the 5030 Berthoud Brewery in Loveland. He particularly
loved watching "the races" on Hwy 34 from the patio at 5030. 

 

A special thank you to all the caregivers and Darci and Rudy from Hospice, all
disguised as angels helping Ken with his transition. 

 

Ken leaves Diane, his wife of 39 years, his son Chad (Leah), son Jeff, and



daughter, Christa Keppler (Mike). His stepsons, Jason DeFalco (Kristen) and
Jeremy DeFalco (Lisa). His grandchildren, Hannah Johnson (Chance), Miles
Johnson (Chloe), Stella Johnson, Axel Johnson, Lily Johnson, Sierra Keppler,
Aleah Keppler. His step grandchildren, Zoe DeFalco, Jack DeFalco, Jenna
DeFalco, Toni DeFalco
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Don Tannahill - March 29 at 06:58 PM

I had no idea of Ken's passing. I worked with him in real estate land
sales in the Palm Springs, California area. Ken was very smart and
a professional at his job with exceptional communication skills. He
could find a way to make a deal work with no losers. He was a cool
dude. Heartfelt thoughts out to Dianne and family. 

 Don & Donna Tannahill

Lou Ehasz - November 17, 2025 at 02:59 PM

So sorry about Ken's demise. i will miss him, but always remember
him fondly. A fellow car guy and Beaver buddy. Lou Ehasz

CHARLES S-W - November 14, 2025 at 11:35 PM

I'M 88 YEARS OLD. I'VE KNOWN KEN FOR THE LAST 20
YEARS. HE AND I HAD FUN BUILDING AND DRIVING " HOT
RODS" ALL AROUND LOVELAND. HE WAS MY ALL TIME BEST
FRIEND THAT I CAN REMEMBER. HE ALSO HAD THE TALENT
OF BEING A FANTASTIC WOOD CARVER. SAYING HE WILL BE
MISSED DOESN'T BEGIN TO FILL THE VOID LEFT IN MY
HEART. CHUCK S-W


