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lhome for a whole week to been hec|
examine his most unusual col- er turnei
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last of the great marshals ing them {
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‘recalls. “Then he told me grandfathq
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court documents, from which Enlarged,
names like Belle Starr and shows th
Gratton Dalton leap out at the across Q
unsuspecting reader. cheek. Col
Ismert read his books, photograph
sometimes staying up until lished.
dawn to finish one he found There ar
intriguing. He penned notes the Ismer
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seat®ered through the pages. the famous
Occasionally the notes were years ago,
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CROY’S BOOK. ‘‘Trigger
Marshal,” was born in a con-
versation on Martin Ismert’s
back porch.

“We were sitting there and
Martin told me, ‘Homer, you
know there is a great story
down in Oklahoma about the
last of the great marshals
that never has been handled in
any important way,'" Croy
recalls. “Then he told me
about Chris Madsen and the
next day I took a train down
to Guthrie to talk with the
marshal's son."

Croy used his host’s knowl-
edge and files on dozens of
occasions.

THE FINAL YEARS of Is-
mert’s life were devoted com-
pletely to his work. He was
a widower, and in the back
bedroom of the first floor of
the house where he kept his
writing desk, he surrounded

himself with items of his col-
lection that were most pre-
cious to him. He shunned pub-
licity, fearing that it might
attract thieves who would roh
him or crackpots who would
tr'y to prey upon him.

"This was his life and love,"
Mansfield said, indicating
with the sweep of his hand
the volumes of books . . .
yellowed posters . . . photo-
graphs of men like Bill Tilgh-
man and Arkansas Tom, the
last of the Doolin gang . . .
court documents, from which
names like Belle Starr and
Gratton Dalton leap out at the
unsuspecting reader.

Ismert read his books,
sometimes staying up until
dawn to finish one he found
intriguing. He penned notes
in the margins and left cor-
respondence with the authors
remt®ered through the pages.
Occasionally the notes were
critical, like this gem to a
careless writer: “Not so.”

Coming to Kansas City in
1905, Ismert’s first job was
with the Ismert-Hincke Mill-
ing company, which his
grandfather helped to found.
He was with this firm until
1923. Later he worked with
the Equitable Life Insurance
society. Although he did not
formally retire until 1961, most

of his last 15 years were de-
voted to his collections.

His first hobby was stamps
and covers, but eventually he
turned to what might generally
be classed as Western Amer-
icana. His interests and ef-
forts seem to have mus h-
Toomed like a chain reaction,
Jumping from one subject to
another, Entire shelves and
closets deal with outlaws and
Missouri history. A box con-
tains documents on Bat Mas-
terson; another on Gen. Jo
Shelby. Bookcases are packed
with volumes on mountain
men and Indians. One shelf
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A BOOKCASE DOUBLE STACKED with pamphlets
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volumes describing the deeds of heroes and outlaws of the
West, is examined by Theodore J. Ismert, the oldest of
Ismert’s four sons. The collection, estimated in size at more
than 10.000 volumes, overflows into several rooms at the

Ismert home.
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THIS TINTYPE from the Ismert collecti‘(;lvl.,ménd previ-

ously unpublished, is said to be a photograph of William Clark
Quantrill. Ismert believed that the picture' was taken in Mis-

souri while the
on his face.

is devoted to ladies of easy
virtue who moved West with
the frontier, :

“I have been coming over
here for years, as many as
five times a week, and I
hever saw all of this collec-
tion until we catalogued it,”
Mansfield confided.

EVEN HIS FAMILY does
not know why Martin Ismert
began collecting with such
zeal. As a boy in Springfield
he had seen Frank James
start the horse races (as ap-
parently did every other male
In Missouri over 50 years of
age). Later, when he was in

the milling business here, he
became armiaintad witl ot

guerrilla leader was recovering from wounds

worked. Or, perhaps, it all
started when he was a boy
listening to stories told hy
his grandfather, Martin Ste-
wart, who had been a vegeta-
ble farmer along the Missouri
river bottoms in the 1850s,

One of these is recounted in
Ismert’s words by Homer
Croy in “The Last of the
Great Outlaws.” '

“One evening Grandpa was
trying to round up his cows
down by the Missouri river,
when suddenly he came upon a
camp of five wild-looking men
—enough to scare the wits out
of anybody. . . . Grandfather
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The Frontier Villains
Rode Through His Library.

By Robert Pearman.
{A Member of The Star’s Staff.)
N a cold winter night
about  six years ago
the doorbell rang at
a frame house at 51
West Fifty-third street terrace.
The melody of the musical
chimes filled the rooms of the
quiet household.

A white-haired, dis-
tinguished-looking man named
Martin E. Ismert arose from
his easy chair, picked his way
among the stacks and shelves
of books and papers and files
to answer the door.

The caller was an elderly
woman. Her face was hidden
by a heavy black veil and her
clothing was in the style of
another era. Her car, parked
in front of the house was a
hard-used Model T.

The woman identified her-
self as Aggie Groves. She
knew Mr. Ismert was a col-
lector, she said, and she had
some malerial she wanted to
sell.

One glance lold Ismerl that
the items she brought with
her were most unusual. A

MARTIN, ISMERT

hecame an authority on lore of the
Old West while assembling, over a period of three decades,
whal is believed fo he one of the largesl privale collections
of Western Americana. In this family snapshot he was phoip

close examination convinced graphed on a visil to the grave of James Butler (Wild Bill)
him of their authenticity. Hickok.
There were pictures of Belle
Starr and her illegitimate Missouri novelist, Croy is one tunately there are no funds
;iraughl.er I;;‘hp called Pearl of the few men ever allowed for an acqguistion of that size,
ounger. There were pictures ., ] browsing at | : 3
of Bill Doolin, the gentleman i FeS00M Of DIOWSING & isyERr bom i Spring.
outlaw, and of others. equally £ =oite T field, Mao., in 1882, was nof a
infamous, whose faces Ismert ©f Pioneers and outlaws. writer himself. His one pub-

recognized on sight.

THE WOMAN with the hid-
den face made two more trips
to Kansas Cily lo deal with
the collector. When she ar-
rived il always appeared that
she had driven a considerable
distance, farther than one
would expect her dilapidated
car to carry her. Then, one

Starting sometime in the
'30s, Ismert compiled a col-
lection that overflowed five
rooms, bulged oul of 83 cases,
closets, boxes and slorage
cabinets.

It is believed there are more
than 10,000 books, including
200 copies of a single title and
one volume of a book about
Sam Bass, thought to be the

lished work appearad in 1961 in
a quarterly published by the
Kansas Citv posse of The
Westerners, of which he was
a member. The article was an
indictment of the historical in-
accuracy of William Elsey Con-
nelley's book, “Quantrill and
the Border Wars,”

Ismert was one of the un-
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