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  My interest in Victor Grant Smith (“Yellowstone Vic”) began in 1984 when I was perusing many frontier newspapers. I was collecting pre– World War II bear stories for my book The Only Good Bear Is a Dead Bear: A Collection of the West’s Best Bear Stories. Reports of Smith’s bear hunting exploits in southwestern Montana were featured in more than a few publications. Further research led to remarkable tales of earlier buffalo-hunting feats.




  These articles frequently referred to Vic Smith as “the famous hunter.” The reason became obvious. He first gained notoriety as a professional buffalo hunter on the ranges of eastern Montana and western North Dakota in the late 1870s. Then, in the mid-1880s, he attained a reputation as a trick shooter, giving exhibitions in some of the larger eastern cities. Later he became a renowned bear hunter and successful big-game guide. He was distinguished among his peers. Naturally I wanted to learn more about him.




  Who was this man? Why hadn’t I heard of him in my Western history classes? My initial search turned up a possible great-great-nephew, Jim Metcalfe, who had discovered some old newspaper clippings and photographs of Vic Smith in his family papers. We had both written to the Tri-County Historical Society in Anaconda, Montana, looking for information on Vic Smith, who resided in Anaconda at the turn of the twentieth century. Local historian Alice Finnegan put us in touch with each other.




  Several articles in North Dakota’s Bad Lands Cow Boy (1884–1886) mentioned the Smith brothers, Vic and Frank, but neither Jim nor I could find any documents showing a direct lineage between Victor Grant Smith and Frank M. Smith, Jim’s great-great-grandfather. U.S. census records for 1860 indicate that Vic had three brothers: Ottram, Ray, and DeMorny. Census records for 1870 only listed two brothers, Rae and Morny. It is possible that Frank was a nickname for Morny. At any rate, Jim Metcalfe had family information about Vic, and we shared our findings. From this new material and other information, I published an article for Old West magazine in 1986.




  However, much remained unknown about this “famous” man. So in 1990 I renewed my research on Smith because his story—real or fabricated—deserved to be told. I found a reference noting that Vic had recorded some of his frontier experiences, and I hoped to locate these writings. During my search for a manuscript, I dug up many new pieces on his life, including articles by or about him in frontier newspapers, magazines, and books.




  When I wrote to the Theodore Roosevelt National Park in Medora, North Dakota, looking for a manuscript, I was informed it didn’t have any documents on Smith, but its museum had an oil painting depicting Theodore Roosevelt and Vic Smith buffalo hunting in the Dakota badlands. This painting was stored in the museum’s basement. The artist was unknown.




  That was an exciting find. Since the painting featured Teddy Roosevelt, I next wrote to the Houghton Library at Harvard, which houses the Theodore Roosevelt Collection, asking whether the library had a record of this artist. Librarian Wallace Finley Dailey said no, but to my surprise and delight, wrote that the library had a manuscript titled “Vic G. Smith of Montana” and some personal correspondence to and from Vic Smith. I was ecstatic. My doggedness had yielded real results. Mr. Dailey photocopied the manuscript and sent it to me. I spent an entire night reading it. I could not put it down. It was so full of adventure.




  Smith’s manuscript, cached in the Houghton Library, lay dormant for sixty-five years before I discovered it in 1990. In July 1925, one month before he died, Smith wrote to Theodore Roosevelt biographer Hermann Hagedorn asking whether he would be interested in buying his manuscript. It is unknown whether Hagedorn responded, but the Theodore Roosevelt Association obtained the manuscript in October 1925 as a gift from the author. The Houghton Library at Harvard acquired the manuscript for the Association’s research collection, according to Mr. Dailey, curator at the library.




  Since Smith had attempted to publish his memoirs before he died, I believed the public should have access to it. I obtained permission from Houghton Library to publish the materials. Smith’s manuscript is reproduced here with minimal but much needed editing. It was not my intent as editor to rewrite the manuscript. Rather, I wanted to retain the vernacular Vic used and his fondness for clichés—as well as his prejudices, for reasons of historical accuracy—and maintain his voice as storyteller. I did not change the text’s character or vocabulary. Readers should note that Vic Smith’s viewpoints, common among frontiersmen at the end of the nineteenth century, will offend many modern readers.




  Smith used the third person when writing his memoirs. Numerous accounts by reporters noted that Smith was reticent regarding his exploits, and he may have used the third person as a means to write freely about himself without feeling self-conscious. His grammar and spelling were impressive considering he had at most an eighth-grade education. But his manuscript, sparingly punctuated, comprised one single paragraph. Without changing too much of the original layout, I created paragraphs and chapters to facilitate reading and corrected a few misspellings. Generally, the manuscript flowed smoothly, but at times Smith blended the years of some adventures, so when necessary I reordered them chronologically, based on other contemporary accounts. In addition I supplemented the text with a preface, an introduction, a chronology, photographs, endnotes and an index to enhance or clarify the material. The index in the second edition is much more comprehensive than the first.




  Based on a few dated passages such as those addressing the death of Calamity Jane, I estimate that Smith wrote his memoirs between 1906 and 1912, long after most of the events he describes occurred. He added a few notes by hand after 1912. However, most of the manuscript centers on a twenty-year period between 1870 and 1890, when Smith was actively engaged on the frontier.




  It was Vic’s habit to stay in a particular location for several years at a time; then wanderlust would strike. Keeping track of him during some periods was difficult, but with the help of his manuscript, some personal letters, and other documents, I was able to trace his whereabouts during most of his seventy-five years. Sometimes information in his manuscript did not match official records, and Smith exaggerated on occasion— perhaps when his memory failed.




  In the first edition of The Champion Buffalo Hunter, I tried to verify or clarify many of Smith’s accounts, an onerous task, and requested readers to provide corrections or additional information if known. Since then, numerous Western history aficionados from all over the country have contacted me, and some supplied noteworthy details about Vic that now enhance the original publication. As I did, most of them stumbled upon Vic Smith and were affected by his life in interesting ways.




  The greatest contributor of new material is Ed Cote, who, by luck, met Mary Callahan, a great-niece of Vic’s, during the 1990s in Santa Ana, California. Barbara Belitz, one of Ed’s neighbors, told him about an elderly lady friend who had a book about Teddy Roosevelt that she wanted to sell for $5. It was a copy of Hermann Hagedorn’s Roosevelt in the Bad Lands given to Vic Smith by his friend Philip Ashton Rollins. Vic had two copies of this book because the author also had sent him one. Vic sent the copy from Rollins to his niece Margaret Elizabeth [Smith] Koehler in Chicago shortly before he died as a gift to remember him by. Margaret, who lived with her husband Edward L. Koehler and their young daughter Mary, was the daughter of Vic’s older brother Ottram. When Vic died, Margaret inherited Vic’s few remaining personal belongings. Margaret died January 31, 1939, and is buried in Chicago. Her husband Edward Koehler and daughter Mary relocated from Chicago to Santa Ana. Mary Koehler Callahan inherited Vic’s belongings and sold them to Ed Cote before moving into a nursing home.




  While Mr. Cote was thumbing through Hagedorn’s book, he noticed a copy of Smith’s obituary from the Butte Daily Post and a cabinet photograph of Smith decked out in cowboy apparel. The obituary described some of Smith’s frontier adventures. After reading the obituary, he became more intrigued, and when the woman offered to sell him more of Smith’s belongings, he agreed. At the time, Mr. Cote didn’t know anything about Vic Smith, and it wasn’t until several years later that someone introduced him to The Champion Buffalo Hunter, and he contacted me.




  Mary Callahan was alive when I began researching Vic’s life in the 1980s and when the first edition of The Champion Buffalo Hunter was published in 1997 (she died December 15, 1998, in Santa Ana at age 86). However, I did not know of her, and it is quite likely she did not know of my book on her great-uncle Vic. The only surviving relative I know about is Jim Metcalfe, the great-great grandson of Frank Smith, and as noted earlier, a direct lineal relationship has yet to be established. Vic’s parents, his brothers, and their children have been difficult to track. (Ottram had only one child, Margaret; Frank, if he is actually DeMorny, had only one child, Walter Irvine Smith; and Rae was single at least up to age 46.)




  Among the possessions Mary Callahan sold to Ed Cote were four Indian pottery bowls; a .45-caliber, ivory-handled Colt revolver #42950 manufactured in 1878, with holster; a Winchester 45-60 rifle #17736 manufactured by Winchester Repeating Arms, 1876, shipped to the Freund Brothers in Laramie, Wyoming; and a cartridge belt patented February 15, 1881, complete with vintage ammunition (the belt has a silver engraved bear on it and can hold twelve .45-caliber pistol rounds and thirty-three .45-.60 rounds). Cote’s purchase also included a miniature ivory carved skull with a gold loop attached; a pocket watch with “Cosmopolite” inscribed on the inside cover; a chain intricately woven from hair, and a gold charm bridle with a small hand for a clasp. The gold charm and hair-woven chain were described as items worn by Vic in a newspaper clipping, as noted in the original edition of The Champion Buffalo Hunter. These two items and the miniature skull were allegedly given to Smith by outlaw Cole Younger when Vic visited him in the Stillwater Penitentiary after the Northfield Bank holdup. Mr. Cote reports that the hair appears to be human and looks as though it could be the work of a prisoner. Finally, there was an unidentified metal contraption that may be a crudely fashioned ear trumpet or a strainer of some sort. This unidentified item measures 17½ inches long; the screen is 5 inches in diameter; the height is 4½ inches; and the stick end is 12⅛" long. Ed says it is made of tin and he kept it outside in the elements before deciding to bring it into the house. (Cote has generously provided photographs of these items; a few are reproduced in the photo section between Parts V and VI.)




  Another individual who reported owning an item once belonging to Vic Smith is Heath Hirtenberger, who purchased a modified Colt model P single-action Army .45 revolver, serial #95703, from another gun collector. The revolver came with an original Colt factory letter, dated January 1958, indicating that the pistol was shipped from the factory May 21, 1886, to a Vic Smith, as a standard frame revolver with some special-order features. After 1883, the Colt factory bought back some of these Army revolvers and resold them to the public with modifications. The one special ordered for Vic Smith included the following features:




  

    	.22-caliber barrel




    	front and rear target sights




    	each chamber in the cylinder sleeved to .22 rimfire




    	rimfire hammer




    	frame modified to align hammer with cartridge rim




    	smaller ejector rod and housing




    	trigger guard modified to hold a wedge for fanning


  




  In his search to learn more about the Vic Smith who ordered this pistol, Hirtenberger discovered The Champion Buffalo Hunter and contacted me in 2005. Hirtenberger’s description of the pistol suggests that it would have been useful for trick shooting. I note in the book that Smith did travel with various Wild West shows as a trick shooter for a while after the demise of the buffalo. Such a pistol could have been used in his performances.




  In a letter written shortly before he died, Vic mentioned another two items, thanking author Hermann Hagedorn for sending him his book Roosevelt in the Bad Lands and telling him he had a gun stock with a silver scroll inscribed to Vic Smith from the Marquis de Morès. It is unknown what happened to these two items.




  Another contributor of new information for this second edition is Susan Sellew, a descendent of William R. Sellew. Susan contacted me from Vermont with interesting information about Vic from letters William wrote to his relatives. These letters are preserved at the Montana Historical Society in Helena, Montana. Sellew scouted, delivered mail, and hunted buffalo with Vic. On numerous occasions, Sellew wrote to his mother and his sister Eunice relating adventures with Vic, including the time Vic saved his life when they were ambushed by Indians. While Vic devoted just a few sentences to this near-death experience, Sellew recounts the incident numerous times and in greater detail. Sellew also wrote that he saved Vic’s life once when they were buffalo hunting and a buffalo had Smith pinned to the ground.




  These contributors are acknowledged, with gratitude, as are the people who share this author’s admiration for Smith and publicize his life. Arch Ellwein, for example, tells Smith’s story with theatrical performances. In 2007, he did thirty-five renditions of the famous frontiersman. Ellwein is an advertising consultant, actor, and children’s theater director from Sidney, Montana. He mainly performs in North Dakota and eastern Montana, but has toured in sixteen states since 1996 and has done over one thousand performances of various frontier characters. Another Vic Smith fan, Scott Nelson of North Dakota, has been trying to get Vic inducted into the North Dakota Cowboy Hall of Fame. And one cowboy shooter in the Single Action Shooting Society (SASS), a group whose individual members must adopt a famous Old West or western movie star moniker, uses the alias Yellowstone Vic. He is also a member of the Dakota Rough Riders.




  To these and the following individuals and institutions who helped me complete this project I offer my sincere thanks: Billings County Historical Society, Medora, North Dakota; Butte-Silver Bow Archives, Butte, Montana; Diane, John, and Mike at Butte-Silver Bow Public Library, who ordered numerous items through interlibrary loan; Carnegie Library, Deadwood, South Dakota; Cass County Historical Society, Walker, Minnesota; the staff at the Chateau de Morès, Medora, for an interesting and informative tour; Chicago Public Library; Wallace Finley Dailey at Houghton Library at Harvard, who made my day by informing me of the Smith manuscript and other materials, and who granted permission to use the original manuscript for both editions; Dickinson Public Library, Dickinson, North Dakota; Duluth Public Library, Duluth, Minnesota; Sam Eagle, who offered information on the Henry’s Lake area; the helpful staff at Glendive Public Library, Glendive, Montana; Aubrey Haines; the staff at Hearst Free Library, Anaconda, Montana; my mother Bonnie Hortick, who traveled all the way to Bismarck and assisted with research on that trip; Itasca County Historical Society, Grand Rapids, Minnesota; Kansas State Historical Society, Topeka; Jerry Kuntz; the Library of Congress staff, who provided copies of magazine articles when I couldn’t get them elsewhere; the staff at the Mansfield Library at the University of Montana, Missoula; Jim Metcalfe, who provided photographs and miscellaneous documents; Miles City Public Library, Miles City, Montana; Minneapolis Public Library; Minnesota Historical Society, St. Paul; the staff at the Mon-Dak Heritage Center, Sidney, Montana, who were especially helpful when I visited; the Montana Historical Society staff in Helena, who are always helpful in all my research endeavors; the Montana Standard, Butte; the Museum of the Badlands staff in Medora, who allowed me to tour before it officially opened for the tourist season in May 1992; Dorman Nelson, who provided background information on Liver-Eating Johnson; Scott Nelson, who alerted me to the interest in Vic Smith in the Dakota badlands and strongly encouraged reprinting the book; North Dakota State Historical Society, Bismarck; Northeast Minnesota Historical Center, Duluth; the Oneota Cemetery staff, Duluth; Minnie Paugh; Richard Prodgers, my best critic and support; Renne Library at Montana State University, Bozeman; Jack Stewart for interesting information from North Dakota; the Theodore Roosevelt National Park and Museum staff, including Bruce Kaye, now retired, Medora, who showed me the Smith and Roosevelt oil painting and provided the photograph; Topeka Genealogical Society; Tri-County Historical Society, Anaconda; the Universal Genealogical Center, Salt Lake City, for invaluable help filling gaps in Smith’s life; Washburn University, Topeka, Kansas; Doris and Edwin Watkins, who generously did research for me in Minneapolis; Pascal Wick, who provided French translation; Wisconsin Historical Society, Madison; Wyoming Historical Society, Cheyenne; and numerous unnamed librarians in Idaho, Minnesota, Montana, North Dakota, Oregon, South Dakota, Wisconsin, and Wyoming, who assisted in tracking down documents.
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  Best known as Yellowstone Vic, Victor Grant Smith had many hair-raising adventures as an Indian fighter and scout for Colonel Nelson A. Miles and General Alfred Terry and as a professional hide hunter and guide. While many of his peers died young, Vic led a charmed life. Despite many close brushes with death, Vic outlived his only child and possibly all of his brothers.




  In his day, Vic Smith was widely known and respected from coast to coast and in Europe as an expert marksman and a prolific hunter. According to his contemporaries, Smith was one of the West’s most famous frontiersmen, but his renowned reticence stifled enduring notoriety. Other notable frontiersmen such as Yellowstone Kelly, Liver-Eating Johnson, and Buffalo Bill Cody are all remembered today, in part because their biographies were published. Their legends lived on through the written word and later in movies. Writing in the third person, Smith also recorded his experiences; however, most of his escapades remained unknown except to his closest companions. Unknown, that is, until sixty-five years after his death when his manuscript was discovered cached at the Houghton Library at Harvard.




  Reporters often commented that Smith was loath to talk about himself, and, for the most part, his manuscript reflects this trait, although it is action-packed. Much of his narrative recounts the stories of others. When he does talk about himself, sometimes he seems a trifle boastful. Smith’s nostalgic autobiography generally focuses on a twenty-year period (1870–1890) when his life was full of adventure, and it generally ignores experiences after 1890 and up to his death in 1925. Smith does briefly include his wife of twenty-five years, Eugenia, in his manuscript, but he omits their divorce and never mentions their only child, Rae, who died a boy.




  Victor Grant Smith was born January 15, 1850, near Buffalo, New York. As discerned from documents, he was the second son and child of Thomas and Elizabeth (Margaret) Robinson Smith. His father, a blacksmith by trade, was born in England, while his Scottish mother hailed from Canada. Vic had at least three brothers: Ottram, Rae, and DeMorny.1




  Ottram (Oakland or Mark), two years older than Vic, also was born in New York. Around 1851, the Smith family moved to Omro, Wisconsin. While there, at least two more sons were born: Rae (Ray, Raleigh), aka Bill,2 two and a half years younger than Vic, and DeMorny (Morny), five years younger. It is unlikely that any other Smith children were born after DeMorny, because the 1870 census records for Thomas and Elizabeth Smith do not list any more children, and because Elizabeth was almost fifty years old at that time.3




  When he was about thirteen years old, Vic ran away from his home in Alexandria, Minnesota, and spent a few years with a family in Missouri. He eventually returned to Alexandria and lived with his family for several more years. Then he emigrated west at about age twenty-one. One of his first frontier jobs was delivering mail by dog team in what today is North Dakota, between Fort Totten on Devils Lake and Fort Abercrombie on the Red River of the North. This route traversed land occupied by the Sioux, who were becoming increasingly hostile to the continual horde of white invaders pushing westward. Smith quit this position in 1872 after Indians murdered the only white inhabitant between these two forts.4




  Seeking other forms of adventure, Smith took up hunting and trapping for the next few years. He became adept with a rifle when he lived with Jeff Gumm in Missouri. In 1875, as he and two other men headed for the Black Hills, Indians ambushed them at the Cannonball River. The Indians killed one man and stole their horses. Smith managed to escape and landed in Bismarck.5 A year later he became a government scout and dispatch rider for Colonel Miles and General Terry.




  As a scout, Smith gained the respect and friendship of many men, including Luther S. Kelly, better known as Yellowstone Kelly; Jack Johnson, aka Liver-Eating Johnson; Billy and Bob Jackson; and John “X” Beidler. When Miles asked Yellowstone Kelly, his chief of scouts, to locate a camp of hostile Sioux, Kelly chose Smith to accompany him, because he knew him to be a valuable and experienced scout.6




  Vic had numerous close calls as a dispatch rider. Although he does not relate this story in his manuscript, Smith and William Harrison Cheney narrowly escaped from Indians while traveling through the Lower Yellowstone Valley in the fall of 1877. They were seeking dispatch carriers to relay a message. Near Savage, Montana, they found two freshly scalped and emasculated bodies, stripped of guns and belongings. As they examined the dead, Cheney’s horse “Nig” spooked, and the men realized they were not alone. Some Indians hidden in nearby cottonwoods whooped and began a chase that continued until they were almost at Sidney, Montana. Cheney promised Nig if he got him out of this trouble, he would care for him the rest of his life. When they reached the river, the horses plunged in. Nig struggled up a small bluff, but Smith’s horse staggered and fell dead. Smith climbed onto Nig’s back, and Cheney’s black horse carried the men fifteen miles to Fort Buford. When Smith and Cheney arrived at the fort, they reported the deaths of the two dispatch riders, and from that day Cheney faithfully tended Nig, who lived forty-two years.7




  Smith remained a scout and game provider for the U.S. Army during the peak of the Indian wars in Montana. Then he devoted his attention to slaughtering buffalo for their hides, a job he did most effectively. Often described as “the famous hunter,” Smith gained notoriety on the range in western North Dakota and eastern Montana during the height of the northern buffalo era in the late 1870s and early 1880s. In the winter of 1881–1882, Smith tied the record of another buffalo hunter, Charles Rath, by killing 107 buffalo at one stand within an hour in the Redwater area, about 100 miles northeast of Miles City, Montana. A stand refers to a single time and location. That same winter, Smith reportedly killed five thousand buffalo in the Little Missouri and Yellowstone River areas.8




  To kill so many buffalo at once, or in a stand, Smith would locate a herd, get downwind of them and then find a good resting spot to set up his shooting outfit—a couple of Sharps rifles and loads of ammunition. After finding the lead buffalo, usually an old cow, he set his sights and killed her first, knowing this would confuse the rest of the herd. As soon as another buffalo moved to take the lead, he would kill it. One by one, he picked off the rest of the herd, which became too paralyzed to stampede. He alternated between two guns as their barrels became too hot to handle. The shooting continued until either the herd was decimated or he ran out of ammunition. It was a methodical, deadly process.




  Between 1880 and 1882, Smith settled at a little community on the Yellowstone River, twenty-five miles above Fort Buford, called Hardscrabble, Montana. While there, he occasionally wrote for nearby newspapers, and others wrote about him. In 1882, Hardscrabble had a population of more than fifty, consisting mostly of emigrants and a few old frontiersmen. Two years earlier, Seymour’s Ranch had been the only habitation there. At age thirty-two, Smith was said to be the oldest frontiersman in the settlement.9




  During his time in Hardscrabble, Smith lived with a woman, but their two-year liaison is absent from his manuscript. However, several contemporary sources refer to a “Mrs. Smith,”10 and the 1880 census for Dawson County, Montana, lists twenty-eight-year-old Fannie Smith as Vic’s wife.11




  Referring to Smith as “Sunda,” Joseph Taylor, Smith’s former trapping partner, poignantly recounts Vic and Fannie’s tragic love story in his book Kaleidoscopic Lives. According to Taylor, Smith hired a lad and picked up a woman “from across the track” in Bismarck for a camp keeper as he prepared to slaughter buffalo on the northern range. Taylor said the woman came upriver on a Kansas City steamer. As a girl, she had seen desperados kill her father and brother, and later she was betrayed by a man and had fallen by the wayside. From Bismarck, the trio took the train to Glendive. The boy, most likely Jim Aglew, whom Smith does mention in his manuscript as a runaway and would-be Jesse James, died after accidentally shooting himself on a buffalo hunt. Fannie stayed with Vic for two years, but when most of the buffalo were gone, Smith became restless and irritable and ended the relationship. He gave her one thousand dollars for her troubles, but she said she would be gone when the money was gone and left in tears.12




  With the Indian wars over and most of the buffalo slaughtered, Smith left eastern Montana and drifted back to North Dakota, spending time between Dickinson and Medora, hunting, guiding, roping buffalo calves, and collecting specimens for the local museum and the New Orleans Exposition. Contradictory accounts in local newspapers reported that Smith was either capturing buffalo calves to preserve the species or killing any stray buffalo that he encountered. In the summer of 1882, the Glendive Times noted that Vic Smith was outdoing himself as a rustler. Another article reported that Smith was in town waiting for his fast horses to come from Newlon, because he had a big order for buffalo calves to fill.13 In June 1883, one press account reported that Vic Smith, “the champion shot of Dakota,” brought in eight buffalo calves from the range, stating that he believed he was the only person interested in saving buffalo from extinction.14 Later that summer another news account noted that Vic Smith, “the champion buffalo hunter of the northern ranges,” came in with his partner J. W. Anderson. They had several thousand buffalo to their credit since the previous fall. Early in August “the famous hunter” was again in town but left for the range within a few days after obtaining supplies.15 Still one year later an article noted that Smith had killed sixty-five buffalo on his way to the range to hunt.16




  Months after leaving his girlfriend and Montana, Smith received a letter from a friend in Deadwood, telling of a richly dressed woman who killed herself with a pistol in a dance hall. From a newspaper article describing some mementos found with her, Smith knew this was his former sweetheart. When he related the incident to Joseph Taylor, tears streamed down Smith’s cheek.17




  At the beginning of the hunting season in 1883, about ten thousand remaining buffalo roamed between the Moreau and Grand Rivers in the Dakota Territory. Smith and numerous other hide hunters quickly reduced this herd to about twelve hundred. When Sitting Bull learned of the herd’s location, he and one thousand Sioux Indians came up from Standing Rock Agency to kill the remainder. Within two days, the last of the northern herd was slaughtered by both whites and Indians.18




  In those days, when the western prairies teemed with wildlife, many thousands of other game animals fell to Smith’s rifle. Perhaps it was through his association with Teddy Roosevelt that he later lived to regret his role in the extermination of the buffalo. In 1900, he told an Anaconda Standard reporter that he wished his aim hadn’t been so good;19 but, as he later said, few men considered the consequences of their actions until it was too late. Wildlife was so abundant that many hunters did not believe extermination possible.




  In 1884, seemingly at a loss for what to do now that his livelihood had disappeared with the buffalo, Smith contemplated going north. As the Bad Lands Cow Boy reported, “Vick Smith, one of the best of the hunters, trappers, and scouts of the west,” said settlers were getting too thick for him, and he planned to go to Alaska after visiting Coeur d’Alene.20 However, Smith remained around Medora for a few more years after the Marquis de Morès hired him that fall as a hunting guide and as a pathfinder for a suitable railroad route through the badlands. De Morès wanted to ship beef in refrigerated cars to customers in the East. He built a packinghouse and needed a railroad route to complete his plans.21 Smith discovered a route along a natural gravel roadbed from the first stage station on Davis Creek all the way to the second station on Rocky Ridge.22




  While living in Medora, Vic and a man named Frank Smith, frequently referred to as his brother,23 collected interesting artifacts for a local museum. The Bad Lands Cow Boy noted that Frank Smith, not to be outdone by his brother, brought in a curious piece of petrified cottonwood.24 Another article said Frank Smith brought in the best gypsum specimens for the badlands collection. “The Smith Brothers alone, if they keep on, will give us a splendid collection by fall,” the editor wrote.25 A third article lauding Frank Smith’s contributions to the badlands exhibit noted: “If we don’t have a collection to be proud of it won’t be the fault of the Smith brothers.”26 After Frank Smith brought in a specimen with the plain print of water flags found on top of a high butte, the editor said: “Again has Frank Smith placed our Bad Lands museum under obligation to him.”27 Another week the Cow Boy reported that Vic Smith brought in a petrified knee joint from a mastodon.28




  Smith had other duties besides gathering items for the local museum. Bob Roberts, deputy commissioner of Dakota for the New Orleans Exposition, hired him to kill various animal species to be stuffed and sent to the exhibit.29 Smith’s reputation for bringing down game was well known, as these Bad Lands Cow Boy excerpts indicate. The paper wrote, “Vic Smith brought in another lot of antelope, coyotes, and mountain deer. Vic never comes home empty-handed.”30 Another article reported Vic Smith and J. L. White had recently returned from a two-week hunting expedition, in which they killed sixteen deer.31 A third article noted Vic Smith killed eighty-nine deer and antelope, taking sixty-nine of them in five days. “Vic is not given to drawing the long bow on his hunting exploits, and as he has the saddles to show for it, we acknowledge that our record has been beaten,” the editor remarked.32 Other accounts told of Smith guiding Count Rembielinski of Russia just 15 miles out of Medora, where they killed 225 deer and antelope.33




  In November 1884, Smith was hired to take some Russian noble-men for an extended hunting trip,34 but the outing was not as successful as Smith was accustomed to, according to North Dakota pioneer A. C. Huidekoper. Vic located a band of antelope, but the hunters could not hit any. Smith found another herd. The Russian dukes shot again with no better results. Spotting a third group lying down against a sunny bank, Smith thought the men had an easy opportunity. Yet they shot again and missed. Frustrated by their lack of skill, Smith killed two antelope as they ran away, which infuriated the Russians. They told him if he had dared to shoot game in their presence in Russia, they would have sent him to Siberia. By this time Smith was disgusted and said, “Well, this is not your country. You are no good, and you can go to hell. I’m going home.”35




  The dukes must have rubbed Smith the wrong way, as he was not usually that impatient with the dudes he guided. Noted North Dakota historian Lewis Crawford related a different incident where Smith guided another unsuccessful antelope hunter. When Smith located an antelope over a hill, he motioned for the fellow to come up with another box of cartridges. After the dude had shot these he said, “For God’s sake, keep still. The joke is on me.” He couldn’t knock the antelope down either.36




  When Smith wasn’t guiding, wolfing, or hunting big game, he was shooting or trapping beaver and otter. One of his trapping partners, Joseph Taylor, said Vic Smith was one of the best shots in the Upper Missouri country. Taylor recalled one year during the spring breakup when Smith went down the Knife River and brought down around sixty beaver, securing about one in every ten that he killed. Taylor remarked that if the best shot could do no better than that, imagine how much useless destruction there was from the multitude of poor shots lining the banks of every beaver stream during the ice breakups in early spring.37




  Before embarking on one of his beaver outings, Smith stopped at the Bad Lands Cow Boy office. Editor A. T. Packard reported that Smith had again gone off on one of his “neck or nothing” expeditions, heading several hundred miles above Fort Buford. After buying a skiff, Smith planned to float down the Big Missouri to shoot beaver when the spring breakup commenced. If successful, Smith would probably net a large amount, Packard said, but then gave the odds of ten to one that his skiff would be ground to pieces by the ice before he fairly started. With this prediction, Packard concluded by wishing Smith the best.38




  When he had been gone about a week, the Bad Lands Cow Boy reported receiving money for a subscription and a letter from Smith saying that Medora was booming compared to other places he visited.39 Surviving this perilous adventure, Vic Smith and his brother Frank returned to Medora, where they planned to settle.40 Back in Medora, Smith gave the Bad Lands Cow Boy his diary. He left Medora March 4, 1885, and reached Glendive in time to see a “Democratic twenty-years’ drunk.” Traveling from Glendive to Poplar Creek in a buckboard stage, Smith had a series of drunken drivers. At Wolf Point, he found Indians eating two hundred government cattle that had frozen to death. At Fort Galpin, Smith got a team to take him to Milk River, where he camped until the spring breakup in the deserted shack of Tom Campbell, who reputedly kept forty-seven different Indian women.




  Before the ice breakup, Smith survived on sage hens and prairie dogs. However, one day he shot a goose, which fell in a gorge. Just as Smith secured the bird with a long pole, the gorge broke,41 and he had great difficulty getting back on shore. When he returned to his camp, Smith discovered Indians had stolen all of his “grub.” Here in his diary he wrote that he observed the fourth commandment. (Since the day was Sunday, it was uncertain whether he meant the fourth or fifth commandment, the editor commented.) Smith killed several beaver, and when the river broke on March 26, he started downstream. After still more dangerous experiences, Smith landed in Bismarck with $300 worth of beaver pelts.42




  In January 1885, Bob Roberts and Vic Smith headed for Louisiana for the New Orleans Exposition, but Smith never got that far.43 Upon hearing bad reports about the exposition from friends and learning that his father and brother were very sick, Smith went to Chicago instead and planned to return to Medora at the end of February.44 Heading north to Milwaukee, he demonstrated his marksmanship at a shooting gallery and was offered forty dollars a week to stay. Smith declined, saying Medora was good enough for him. Wearing Bob Roberts’s buckskin suit, Smith won first prize at a masquerade. While in Milwaukee, Smith was fined five dollars and court costs after a policeman caught him showing some tenderfeet how to shoot in a backyard. “Vic can make lots more money shooting here than in Milwaukee. He is already pining for the Bad Lands, and will return soon,” reported the Bad Lands Cow Boy.45




  In 1886, Smith again toured eastern cities showing off his shooting skills and earning a great reputation as a trick shooter. A news article, alluding to Vic Smith and his brother Bill (possibly Rae), under the names of “Yellowstone Vic” and “Montana Bill,” reported that they were having a jolly time at a big salary. “The fancy rifle shooting of the two scouts, now at the Dime museum, is an exhibition of wonderful skill. Last evening ‘Yellowstone Vic’ snuffed a two-inch-long candle at seven or eight paces, held between the teeth of his companion, ‘Montana Bill.’”46 When Smith returned to Medora on his way to Billings, where he planned to reside, the Bad Lands Cow Boy reported that he carefully held his plug hat under his arm, because the cowboys in Medora disliked such apparel.47




  North Dakota author Zena Trinka wrote once after making a cleanup from Bismarck to Glendive, Smith boasted he was going to Chicago to “bust them tinhorns wide open!” A few weeks later when some badlands cowboys delivered a load of beef in Chicago, they saw a man in front of a Clark Street museum who was advertising the latest attraction: Vic Smith. Smith was on stage wearing buckskins, shooting plaster of Paris earrings, and snuffing lighted candle stubs held by an anxious-looking assistant, never missing by a hair. When Smith saw his friends, he motioned them to come backstage. He admitted that he had been cleaned out and was trying to make enough money to get back home. Within a week he was back in North Dakota on the range.




  Trinka also referred to his fondness for gambling in several of her books. She said that, like most of the old-time crack shots, Smith never drank but was an inveterate gambler.48 Trinka’s contention is plausible, at least in part, since luck is a consistent theme throughout Smith’s autobiography, and he is frequently broke despite an ability to earn sporadic small fortunes with his guns. In a letter to Hermann Hagedorn, Smith wrote that he had “never partaken of spirituous liquors—let alone the bootlegging stuff.”49




  Eda Benson, who interviewed some pioneers in the Gallatin Valley who knew Vic, noted that Smith was a good shot with both pistol and rifle and was called a snapshot, indicating that he could shoot very quickly. According to Benson, Smith traveled with the Cole Circus for a while but quit the show to come west.50 William Sellew, former scout and buffalo hunting partner, wrote to his mother that Vic was with the Wild West show for a while exhibiting as a scout and hunter and with Barnum for a time.51 Two other sources describe a “Yellowstone Vic” traveling with Harry Hill’s Wild West Oklahoma show in May 1889. This particular Yellowstone Vic rode a wild buffalo and performed cowboy riding feats instead of shooting, so I don’t know whether this is the same Yellowstone Vic. Victor Grant Smith was definitely an experienced horseman capable of fleeing from hostile Indians or chasing and roping buffalo, so I would not rule him out either.52 Although Smith’s standing as a marksman followed him throughout his life, he seemed to devote more attention to earning an income as a showman between 1884 and 1886, immediately following the demise of the buffalo. I was unable to verify with which Wild West shows he actually toured.




  In his book The Cowboy, friend Philip Ashton Rollins tells an amusing anecdote confirming Smith’s reputation. Once a drunken drifter came into Charley Scott’s saloon in Gardiner, Montana, and began to harass the patrons. He quickly changed his mind when Vic walked in and was greeted by friends. When the troublemaker heard Smith’s name, he said, “Vic Smith, my God! Vic Smith!” and jumped out through the window.53




  While employed by the Marquis de Morès, Smith occasionally guided the de Morès family and their friends on hunting trips. In the summer of 1885, the Marquis de Morès, his wife Medora, J. N. Simpson, and several friends planned a month-long pleasure trip into the Big Horn Mountains in Wyoming.54 Last-minute business prevented the Marquis from going, and on July 16 a party consisting of the Marquise, William Van Driesche, Vic and Frank Smith, Tom Skinner, a man named Sweet, and several others left for Huntley, Montana, where their horses had been shipped.55




  Van Driesche, the Marquis’s valet, was the first to return to the town of Medora. Madam De Morès delayed her return for several days to hunt mountain sheep. When Van Driesche arrived in town, he told the Bad Lands Cow Boy the trip was extremely pleasurable but theorized hunting would have been better if they had gone into the mountains. He reported that they had hunted on Meeteetse Creek on the west side of the Big Horns. Numerous bears were killed, with Madam de Morès getting an old bear and two cubs, and Van Driesche a silvertip. Contrary to the accounts of the Marquise and Smith, he said neither elk nor mountain sheep were abundant, but antelope and small game were plentiful. Trout averaging between one and three pounds abounded in every stream.56




  While Van Driesche told his story in Medora, the Marquise gave her version to the Billings Gazette, saying she had been bear hunting in northern Wyoming under the guidance of “the famous hunter and shot” Vic Smith, a former scout for Terry and Miles. They saw seventeen bears in four days. On Meeteetse Mountain, she shot four bears, while Smith shot two that came “unpleasantly near the intrepid huntress.” Although elk, antelope, deer, and other game were abundant, the Marquise wanted bear and would not allow other game to be shot except as necessary for food. The news article described Medora de Morès as an excellent shot who shined as “brilliantly in the field as in the cultivated society.” On the way home, the Marquise rode to Billings in the mess wagon, because her carriage broke down and temporarily was abandoned.57




  Meanwhile, Vic and Frank Smith stayed behind for another engagement, and several weeks later Vic Smith wrote to the Bad Lands Cow Boy, giving more details of the hunting trip. On the third day of the trip, he said he was down with mountain fever, but that same morning Mrs. de Morès killed three bears, and he killed one near the campfire. Smith reported he was sick for five days. On the sixth day, he and the Marquise went higher into the mountains, where they each killed a bear, making six in all, in addition to the silvertip Van Driesche killed. Trout was the staple food, but elk, antelope, and sheep were also numerous. The nights were so cold that large fires were kept constantly burning. Smith described the Marquise as “an excellent shot and as fearless as a cowboy,” while Miss Sophia, who accompanied the Marquise, was praised for being always pleasant under difficulties. He ended by noting that he and Frank would be gone about a month.58




  Later that fall, Vic Smith again wrote from his camp on the Meeteetse to the Bad Lands Cow Boy, saying the Smith family was flourishing. Wild berries abounded and elk ran in herds about their camp, keeping them awake nights by bugling. Mountain sheep were as plentiful as antelope were near Medora. The Smith brothers had two tons of smoked elk meat, which they sold on contract at fifteen cents a pound. They also planned to bring down about thirty-five elk heads and as many sheep heads. Bears were abundant, and Smith said he would send a bear head to Medora. They planned to leave for Medora in about a week.59




  In addition to the Marquis de Morès and his wife, Smith’s circle of acquaintances ranged from an outlaw to a U.S. president. Some of his more illustrious companions included Cole Younger, Liver-Eating Johnson, Yellowstone Kelly, and Theodore Roosevelt. The history of the friendship between Younger and Smith is unknown, but Smith reportedly visited him at the Stillwater penitentiary after Younger was captured during a botched bank robbery. Cole Younger was wounded and arrested when he and seven other members of the Jesse James gang tried to rob the Northfield, Minnesota, bank on September 7, 1876. Of the eight bandits, only Jesse and Frank James escaped. Two were captured with Younger, and three were killed. One news account said Younger gave Smith a gold charm bridle bit, which he wore suspended from the clasp of an elaborate hair-woven chain.60 These two items and a few other of Vic’s possessions were found with the belongings of his great-niece Mary Rita Koehler Callahan in Santa Ana, California, and later purchased by Ed Cote in the 1990s when he met Ms. Callahan who was selling Vic’s copy of Hermann Hagedorn’s Roosevelt in the Bad Lands for five dollars.




  Smith met Liver-Eating Johnson and Yellowstone Kelly when they scouted for the U.S. Army during the government campaign against the Sioux and Cheyenne in eastern Montana and western North Dakota in the mid-1870s. Theodore Roosevelt and Smith became friends in the fall of 1883 when Roosevelt moved to Medora. One day Roosevelt rode over to Smith’s buffalo camp on the Cannonball River, where they discovered their mutual love for hunting. While talking to Smith, Roosevelt spotted a herd of buffalo. The two men pursued them, and from that day they became fast friends. Roosevelt was impressed with Smith’s remarkable shooting skills, and Smith was probably taken by Roosevelt’s strong conservation beliefs, perhaps the first he had encountered.




  Although some historians question whether Smith and Roosevelt actually ever hunted buffalo together because the animals were nearly extinct when Roosevelt arrived in North Dakota, other evidence suggests that they did. Housed in the Theodore Roosevelt National Park museum in Medora is a 25½-inch-by-34-inch monochrome oil painting (ca. 1890) titled Theodore Roosevelt and His Hunting Guide, Vic G. Smith, depicting the two men hunting buffalo together in the Dakota badlands.




  In a letter to Roosevelt, Smith said he was sending him a moose antler that he found in Glacier National Park as a token of their friendship.61 Roosevelt replied that he looked forward to receiving the antler. On the bottom of this letter from Roosevelt, Smith wrote: “I sent Roosevelt a large moose horn with a painting on it of a huge bull moose battling with dogs. In return he sent me a fine oil painting of our first buffalo hunt.”62




  This painting was later given to Dr. F. C. Grover, the physician who attended Smith at his death in 1925 in Duluth, Minnesota, as payment for services. Dr. Grover’s son Eugene F. Grover donated the painting to the Theodore Roosevelt National Park museum in Medora in 1959. It had been rolled up and stored under a bed. The canvas edges had been trimmed, and the artist’s signature or colophon was not visible. According to Eugene Grover, his mother took the painting to framers who unsuccessfully tried to locate the name of the artist.63




  Smith related the buffalo-hunting story to Anaconda Standard reporters, and the account was later reprinted in other Montana newspapers and in newspapers along the coast.64 The press misinterpreted (or perhaps Smith intimated) this adventure as Roosevelt’s first buffalo hunt rather than his first trip with Smith. In 1905, Smith received a letter from Roosevelt’s secretary William Loeb remarking that Roosevelt would not object to Smith writing about this trip as long as he was “careful to state only the facts.”65




  It is evident that Roosevelt and Smith did hunt together occasionally in the badlands of North Dakota and remained friends long after Roosevelt became President. In his book Hunting Trips of a Ranchman, Roosevelt wrote that “old Vic” was “concededly the best hunter on the Little Missouri” and that probably there were not a dozen men in the West who were better shots or hunters than Smith. Roosevelt continued to describe some of Smith’s shooting skills in greater detail, demonstrating firsthand knowledge of Vic’s abilities. He said Smith’s secret to success was constant practice, averaging from fifty to one hundred cartridges a day, and nearly twenty thousand in a year.66 Smith did go through ammunition; Lower Yellowstone Valley pioneer John O’Brien recalled once selling Smith a ton of lead.67




  In the fall of 1886, Smith guided the Marquis de Morès on a bear hunt near Big Timber, Montana. During that trip, Smith encountered one of his former buffalo skinners, Richard “Rocky Mountain Dick” Rock. Smith and Rock renewed their friendship and decided to start a big-game and dude ranch, called Smithrocksian. They located their ranch in eastern Idaho, near Yellowstone National Park, where wildlife to kill or capture was plentiful. Sometimes they captured and raised wild animals for eastern menageries; other times, they guided wealthy clients on hunting and fishing trips. Rock usually tended to the animals, while Smith did most of the guiding. The two remained partners for about five years.




  Although neither Smith nor Rock specifically mention him as a partner, Charles Marble, aka Buckskin Charley, claimed he was their partner. Marble lived near Henry’s Lake and may have been one of their hired men, but parts of Marble’s manuscript and an interview with Marble conducted by Elva Howard contain erroneous information about both Smith and Rock. It seems likely that Marble exaggerated.




  Marble remarked that Smith and Rock were buffalo hunters from eastern Montana. He said Smith had been a fancy trick and snapshooter who toured the East with the Cole Circus before returning to the Rockies, while Rock was a pistol expert, who hunted big game with two .45 Colt six-shooters. In his memoirs, Marble described how the men fulfilled their first contract to secure live elk for Walter [Austin] Corbin, a millionaire with a game preserve in the Adirondacks. After building a cabin along the west fork of the Madison River near Red Rock Lakes along the Continental Divide, they hauled a mowing machine and rake through the mountains nine miles from the nearest wagon road with a team and two-wheeled cart. There they cut and stacked hay, built a ten-foot-high fence around the hay and a ten-foot-high corral, and put up much wood.




  Later that fall they brought in food, snowshoes, and other necessary provisions. At the end of February, the snow was four feet deep, which drove elk from the timber onto the windbeaten ridges. A chinook came and crusted the snow; another foot of snow fell the first of March, followed by a three-day chinook and rain. Within thirty-six hours, it was forty degrees below zero, and a stiff crust had formed on the snow.




  After seeing several elk herds on the ridges, each man donned a pack with belt, axe, knife, and several twelve-foot ropes with loops on the ends. Mounted on skis, they went through the timber to keep hidden and to get above the elk to get a downhill run on them. The elk scattered when they saw them, but the men chased the fleeing animals until the elk became exhausted and were easily overtaken, roped, clogged, and brought back to the corral. According to Marble, they tried several different tactics before perfecting this technique. Tying one end of a fifty-foot rope to the rope on the elk, one man walked ahead holding the rope, while the other two pushed the animal along until they reached the corral. Depending on the distance or terrain, it could take all day or just a few hours to bring one in.




  Temperatures had warmed by the end of March, and the snow had softened and settled so the men could no longer outrun the animals. By then they had twenty-seven elk, including two old bulls, corralled. There was enough hay to last until the end of May, when they could transport the elk by wagons. They built crates onto several wagons, each wagon holding two elk. While waiting for the spring thaw, the men constructed a road to connect with the nearest wagon road. They drove the elk seventy-five miles over rough roads to the railroad station at Monida, Montana, where they got one hundred dollars a head.68




  Smith sold out to Rock between late 1890 or in 189169 and moved to the Big Hole area, where he earned a living mainly by killing predators, especially bears, for local ranchers. In 1892, at age forty-two, Smith tackled what he termed “the horrors of matrimony,” when he wed fifteen-year-old Eugenia Amelia Dengler (sometimes spelled Dingler or Dingley) in Silver Bow County, Montana. It is unknown where or how Vic and Eugenia met, but both lied about their ages on their marriage license. Smith said he was thirty-seven, while Eugenia said she was eighteen.70 They may have met while Vic was guiding in the Henry’s Lake area, where Eugenia’s brothers Will and Fred hunted.71




  As he had done on the prairies of eastern Montana and western North Dakota, Smith gained notoriety for his deadly aim with the rifle in southwestern Montana. Replacing earlier tales of buffalo slaughter, the press focused on Smith’s skill as a bear and big-game hunter. Reporters often nabbed him when he brought pelts to town and asked him to tell his adventures. (Some of these accounts are included in the Appendix.) One chronicle related how Smith hunted elk before game laws were enacted. Once, when there was heavy snow on the ground, Smith pursued an elk herd that was resting on a hillside below him. Wrapping up in a white sheet, he rolled down the hill, hugging his rifle until within shooting range. Then he fired and killed five elk before the herd fled in panic.72




  During their early married life, Eugenia often accompanied Vic on hunting and fishing trips. After eight years of marriage, they had a son on November 15, 1900.73 They named him Rae Victor after one of Vic’s brothers and himself. He was to be their only child. Two days after the boy’s birth, the Anaconda Standard reported that Vic Smith now had an assistant hunter.74




  Vic resided in southwestern Montana for almost twenty years between 1891 and 1909. The first ten years he lived variously between the Centennial and Big Hole valleys and Silver Bow County,75 but by 1902 he was considered an Anaconda resident. While he generally made money killing predators and guiding wealthy hunters, he occasionally worked for the Anaconda Company as a laborer or watchman.76




  One of the best physical descriptions of Smith appeared in the Anaconda Standard when he was fifty years old. At that time, the reporter noted that a few wrinkles were beginning to crease his tanned and weather-beaten face, and a touch of gray hair showed among the black. Despite a life of dangerous adventures and exposure to the elements, Smith maintained an arrow-straight form, a firm tread, a steady grip, and a keen eye. Slightly above medium in stature, he was described as well-knit but not bulky. His muscles were as hard as steel and as flexible as rubber.77 Vic took pride in his physical appearance and made several boastful references to himself in his manuscript. In one incidence, he described himself as “well-shaped and as supple as a panther” and “was looked upon by the eligible red maidens (many of whom were really handsome) with goo-goo eyes, any one of them more than willing to jump the broomstick [marriage], as it were, with him.” Another time he wrote, “Vic, with his handsome features, well-proportioned frame, and beaded suit of buckskin, was admired by all who saw him.”




  Smith’s motto was “Don’t worry about the river until you get there and then the chances are that you can wade it.” Generally described as genial, generous, and good-natured, his modesty was deep-rooted, and he rarely spoke about himself in public. When he did talk about his adventures, reporters noted that Smith tended to draw attention away from himself. He often wore black, donned a light-colored hat, and tied a handkerchief around his neck. According to a news account, Smith seldom drank, didn’t use tobacco, and had clear ideas of right and wrong. He became a Methodist about 1896 and was respected by his peers for his morality.78




  Time and fatherhood had changed Vic Smith. Although he began to forgo the rugged life, he enjoyed taking his son into the mountains. Once when Rae was about six years old, Smith tried to teach him to shoot a .22. As they practiced shooting stumps and other inanimate targets, a gopher appeared in the distance. Smith called Rae’s attention to the rodent before shooting it. When the animal fell in death throes, the lad ran to pick up the quivering form and began to cry, asking his father why he had killed it.




  When Vic replied, “To show you how to shoot,” Rae asked him many more questions: Was it going to hurt you? Was it doing any harm? Is it good to eat? Will it go to heaven? Touched by his son’s concerns, Smith swore from that day on he would never again take the life of a creature for sport, or to show off his skill. He would confine his deadly rifle to game that did somebody harm, was liable to do so, or that which was good to eat.79




  It is interesting to note that Smith does not mention his son in his own manuscript, although he has entries that occurred years after Rae’s birth. One article written after Smith’s death mentioned that he had two sons,80 while another noted that his only son died as a youngster.81 According to U.S. census records, Vic and Eugenia had only one child,82 and he died in 1913 when he was twelve years old.83




  While living in Anaconda, Smith maintained a house in town and a ranch outside of town. The location of his ranch has been given variously as French Gulch, Dry Gulch, Sheep Gulch, and Seymour Creek. His town address was listed as 620 Spruce from 1902 until 1908.84 Then in 1909, Smith was listed at two other local addresses.85 Eugenia’s thirteen-year-old sister, Olive (Ollie) Dengler, was with the Smiths during the June 1900 census,86 but it is likely that she was just visiting rather than living with them. At that time, the Smiths resided in the German Township of Silver Bow County, near Anaconda, while Eugenia’s parents Minerva J. and William J. Dengler and some of her siblings lived in Anaconda.87




  Vic and Eugenia stayed in Anaconda until 1909. In September 1909, a news brief in the Anaconda Standard noted they were headed for Seattle and Puget Sound, where they were scheduled to remain until mid-October.88 One news article said Smith loaded the family into a prairie schooner and headed for the coast, where he had a small farm at Heppner, Oregon, for several years.89 It is unknown whether the Smiths actually had a farm at Heppner, but they did share a residence in Grants Pass with Eugenia’s parents. Another reference noted that Smith resided in Oregon ca. 1912, where he lived “a consistent Christian life.”90




  In 1910 Vic, Eugenia, Rae, and Eugenia’s parents were all listed as living at 511 Rogue River Avenue in Grants Pass. Eugenia’s younger brother Fred, his wife Maud, and their four children also lived on the same street.91 In March 1910, John Bradley wrote to Smith at his Rogue River address thanking him for inviting him to hunt in Oregon.92 However, in a letter to Hermann Hagedorn, Smith said he was in Canada on a coal survey in 1910.93




  Smith was truly a man of wanderlust. As he wrote in his manuscript: “Vic still flits from bush to bush, a veritable bird of passage, as it were.” After leaving Anaconda in 1909 and until his death in 1925, Smith’s whereabouts are somewhat sketchy. For example, in July 1912, George Roosevelt, writing for Theodore Roosevelt, sent a letter to Smith in Portland,94 but that fall Philip Roosevelt wrote to Smith at Glacier National Park, Columbia Falls, Montana.95




  Smith remained in Oregon for a few years but left between 1912 and 1913 to lecture on his frontier life around the country. He eventually landed in Minnesota, where he spent at least the last fifteen years of his life. From U.S. census records, it appears that Eugenia remained in Oregon while Vic traveled. When he was twelve years old, Rae Victor Smith died from diabetes complications at the Dengler home in Grants Pass on March 23, 1913. Vic had visited the family in the fall but was in Chicago at the time.96 Rae was buried in Grants Pass, and Vic was charged with the burial expenses at his Grants Pass address.97 It is possible that Vic did not return to Oregon after Rae’s funeral, and if he did return, he did not remain long.
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