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Obituary in The D e n v e r Ledger, March 3, 1876
by Robert Cooperman
"John Sprockett was killed yesterday
in a livery-stable shoot-out
in the mining town of Gold Creek,
by William Leeson, trying to enhance
his reputation as a fast gun
at the expense of the older, slower killer.
The homily concerning living by the sword
could not have been more apt.
"Sprockett was bom in Dido, Missouri,
his father a Presbyterian minister,
his mother a school-mistress
from whom he learned a love of poetry.
Once, he bet a crowd in a Salida saloon
that for every poem he recited from memory
he would be paid a drink; for each verse
he failed to render, he would stand a round.
His performance was flawless.
"It is to be pitied that he never learned
a similar regard for his father's Book,
for Sprockett was credited with the deaths
in gunfights of no less than fifteen men.
How many others he casually murdered
it cannot be calculated,
but he was known to take quick, fatal
offense against any who remarked
upon the scars inflicted in his face by a bear.
To add to his sordid career,
he was henchman to Colonel William Quantrill,
the privateer of Bloody Kansas infamy,
whose predations exacerbated our tragic Civil War.
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"Sprockett's exploits were celebrated in dime novels,
but we can only be saddened that a man
of so poetic a soul saw fit to destroy it
in drink and mayhem. He left no family,
was buried without fanfare or mourners.
Let that lack be a lesson to all deluded
into the belief that a life spent
in disregard of the Rule of Law can earn any
but the most dire and violent rewards."
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