
Celebrating The Life Of

Mark Groshart

March 2, 1950 - June 29,  2025

     Mark Jay Groshart, 75, of Dayton, Wyoming, passed away on June 29, 2025 in Dayton. Born on 

March 2, 1950, in Sheridan to Ralph and Shirley Groshart, Mark grew up sharing a deep bond and 

many cherished memories with his sister Musette (Groshart) Poll and his brothers Matthew and 

Mike Groshart.

     Mark lived a full and vibrant life, characterized by dedication, quiet compassion, and a 

distinctive dry humor that never failed to bring smiles to those around him. After graduating high 

school he went on and completed two years at Sheridan College. Mark courageously served four 

years in the United States Navy as a SeaBees mechanic. He bravely served during the Vietnam War 

and spent several memorable years stationed in Taipei, Taiwan, where he formed lasting 

friendships and gained invaluable experiences that he carried throughout the remainder of his 

life.

     Upon his return home from military service, Mark continued ranching with his brother Mike on 

their family ranches. He was the master of the gravity flow irrigation system on Amsden Creek. For 

half a century, the Grosharts dedicated their lives together to ranching, preserving their family 

land, and creating a legacy steeped in enduring values of hard work, integrity, and a deep love for 

their Wyoming roots.

     On August 14, 1977, Mark married the love of his life, Debbie, in a beautiful ceremony at Amsden 

Creek Ranch. For 48 years, Mark and Debbie shared an unwavering partnership that inspired all 

who knew them. Together they welcomed two children who brought them endless joy and pride: 

son Jay, born in May of 1979, and daughter Amber, born in November of 1980. His joy multiplied 

with the arrival of his beloved granddaughters, Aliya and Paisley, whom he adored unconditionally, 

celebrating each milestone with quiet pride.

     After retiring from ranching in 2003, Mark embracingly transitioned into a quieter life at their 

home overlooking the picturesque Tongue River in Dayton. He filled his time pursuing numerous 

personal passions, especially his love for reading—Stephen King novels frequently lined his 

bookshelves. He notably enjoyed adventurous travel trips, particularly fishing excursions in Puerto 

Penasco alongside his daughter Amber. Time was equally well-spent in Wyoming, engaged in 

prairie dog shooting adventures with his great friend Howard Page, and sharing enjoyable errands 

around town with his son Jay.

     Mark was a man of understated warmth, reserved yet unwaveringly empathetic. His sincere care 

extended not only toward his family and close friends but also to his beloved pets, each frequently 

treated to generous portions, earning him the family joke of "pet spoiler-in-chief." Over the years, 

Mark built a special bond with numerous loyal cow dogs, each gaining a unique place within his 

empathetic soul.

     Mark Jay Groshart will be profoundly missed by his wife Debbie; his children Jay and Amber; his 

granddaughters Aliya and Paisley; his beloved siblings Musette (Dennis Poll), Matthew(Jan), and 

Mike(Diana); as well as numerous extended family and countless friends.
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A Cowboy Prayer

Oh Lord, I’ve never lived where churches grow.
I love creation better as it stood

That day You finished it so long ago
And looked upon Your work and called it good.

I know that others find You in the light
That’s sifted down through tinted window panes,

And yet I seem to feel you near tonight
In this dim, quiet starlight on the plains.

I thank you, Lord, that I am placed so well,
That you have made my freedom so complete;

That I’m no slave of whistle, clock or bell,
Nor weak-eyed prisoner of wall and street.

Just let me live my life as I’ve begun
And give me work that’s open to the sky’
Make me a pardner of the wind and sun,
And I won’t ask a life that’s soft or high.
Let me be easy on the man that’s down;
Let me be square and generous with all.

I’m careless sometimes, Lord, when I’m in town,
But never let ‘em say I’m mean or small.
Make me as big and open as the plains,

As honest as the horse between my knees,
Clean as the wind that blown behind the rains,
Free as the hawk that circles down the breeze.

Forgive me, Lord, if sometimes I forget.
You know about the reasons that are hid.

You understand the things that gall and fret;
You know me better than my mother did.

Just keep an eye on all that’s done and said
And right me, sometime, when I turn aside,
And guide me on the long, dim trail ahead

That stretches upward toward the Great Divide.
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