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pretty as a picture. When he would throw up 
his head and squeal I think he could have been 
heard a long way. When we got here pa mort-
gaged him to Mrs. Cora Holland’s stepfather 
for one hundred dollars and that was what we 
lived on the first winter. The rest of the stuff 
was poor. The next spring Pa asked Mr. Miller 
if he wanted to buy him and he said no, just 
did it to help you. Pa then sold him to Mr. Sig-
gins on Dry Creek for one hundred and twen-
ty (five) dollars paid Mr. Miller the hundred 
dollars and we had twenty five. Seems like we 
always had good people to live by. 
      Sometimes water was little far between, a 
rain saved us once. Just before we reached 
the Rio Grande at El Paso Pa and those two 
little boys drove the cattle all night. When we 
got there cattle and horses were bogged 
down. Pa was sure red. The river was from 
hill to hill. That mule 
colt ran out and 
bogged down too. Pa 
was tired, sleepy, and 
hungry and said the 
thing ain’t worth 
pulling out, but that 
colt was a wise chicken. 
It just lay down on its 
side and wiggled out to 
dry ground on its side. 
Pa said too bad the 
other stock hasn’t the 
sense that mule has. 
      But back on the 
way, we came down 
such a steep hill that 
they cut trees and tied 
them behind the wag-
ons to serve as brakes. 
Pa and Ma’s money 
was all gone and not 
much to eat. There was 
a man by the name of 
Prather that was going to ship his cattle to 
Deming and as Pa wanted to come on so 
bad he borrowed money from that man and 
shipped his stuff to Deming, too. The crowd 
we came with went on to Peñasco in Lincoln 
County, New Mexico. [The trestle at El Paso 
and the rail on to Deming had been com-
pleted in 1882. That allowed crossing the Rio 
Grande in flood stage as well as eliminating 
over 85 miles of much harder travel on the 
Butterfield Trail to a point just north of 
Deming from where the family had 
unloaded.] 
      I was one scared child in El Paso. The 
trains made so much noise. The stock were 
put on stock cars. The wagons put on flat cars 

like they were. I stuck to Ma like a leach. We 
all rode in the caboose and that was my first 
ride on a train. 
       While we were in Deming a train ran over 
a pup and cut him half into head and front 
legs on one side tail and hind legs on the other. 
Pa sat down he was so tired and sleepy and 
went to sleep. Someone saw him just as the 
train started backing up. Pa was leaning 
against a wheel and the man jerked him away 
and said, don’t ever do that again or you will 
be killed like the pup. [The Deming stockyards 
were where the Union depot is now.] 
     We were stopped on the Mimbres River by 
the stockmen [already settled in the area] and 
one day when Pa was out to see the sheriff a 
bunch of armed men came to our camp. One 
man in our crowd, reported to be a killer, 
stood with his hand on his pistol. Ma watched 

this man all the time 
and her gun was in 
reach of her hand. Old 
Israel King was one of 
the bunch that stopped 
us. Ma said he jerked 
his pistol and said there 
would be bloodshed 
before these cattle 
would go though if he 
had the cattle he once 
had. 
      Ma told Ella to get 
us children together 
and go under the hill. 
Old Dick Hudson was 
in the bunch of stock-
men and he went 
under the hill with us. 
Maybe he was a coward 
but I sure remember 
him as a kind man and 
he must have liked chil-
dren for Tom wanted 

to go back to Ma and Mr. Hudson got down 
on his all fours and got Tom to ride his back. 
Us kids did as Ma told us instantly during 
those early troubulus times. 
      We were moved (in the workout overseen 
by the sheriff) to the Burro Mountains and 
quarantined for a month for they said our 
cattle were dying of Texas fever. We only had 
one die and it was a little calf too little to trav-
el. Pa put it under the wagon with the pup 
that was left and some way it fell out, and as it 
was tied we choked and drug it to death.  n 

Stephen L. Wilmeth is a rancher from southern 
New Mexico and a great-grandson of Lee and 
Mary Belle Rice. 

The modern family’s ranch remains 
vulnerable to those things that threaten all 
western ranches. Here, a fire has broken out on 
the family’s namesake, Shelley Peak.
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Ketchum & Pretty Miss Boss 
 Words & photo © Lindsey Dell’Orto.

 KINSHIP

K etchum Dell’Orto 
belongs to the sixth  
generation being raised 

in the California Gold Country of 
the High Sierra. An animal lover at 
heart, he’s been happiest outdoors 
with the livestock since the day he 
was born.  

     

“Boss”—the chicken pictured—
always allowed Ketchum to scoop 
her up for a gentle squeeze. Ani-
mals, no matter how big or small, 
seem to recognize a kind and gentle 
spirit—and that’s exactly what this 
ranch kid is made of. 
     Watching this next generation 
cherish the land, love the animals, 
and carry on the legacy of cattle 
ranching his ancestors began is a 
beautiful thing.  n   

Lindsey Dell’Orto is Ketchum’s mother. 
She has contributed a lot to RANGE. 

that help feed our nation and beyond our 
borders. Keep up the great work.  
      TERRI ARINGTON, COLUMBIA, CALIFORNIA 

CJ: Everything happens for a reason. I chose 
to believe that your struggles prior to publish-
ing this magazine in 1991 were divinely dri-
ven...giving you the grit, experience and 
determination to birth RANGE. I doubt 
there’s another magazine on the planet that is 
so appreciated and thoroughly digested by its 
subscribers. What a positive impact you have 
had on my life and the world!  
      BILL ENNIS, BEAUFORT, NORTH CAROLINA 
 
On Aug. 9, 2025, Stan Del Orto of 
Mokelumne Hill, Calif., lost his life when his 
horse fell on him while crossing a draw here 
in the Sierras while tending his cattle with his 
son. Stan’s visage graced your pages along 
with those of his grandchildren, taken by his 
widow, Robin. His death leaves not only his 
family mourning, but also both Calaveras and 
Amador counties’ old-time families. 
      Generally, city folks have no clear picture  
of the toil, tribulations and dangers involved 
in providing the many commodities they 
need and use daily. Whether it be a loaf of 
bread, a piece of meat or a two-by-four, they 
are dependent upon us in the field, woods, or 
on the range to produce without their thanks 
or thoughts.  
      Keep up the good work and God bless. 
      BRIAN SMITH, WEST POINT, CALIFORNIA 
  
GIT ALONG... 
Good for the 10th Circuit Court judges who 
ruled in favor of the Missouri hunters. [Check  
“The Plot Thickens” by Chance Gowan in the 
Fall 2025 issue via rangedex.com.] “Many 
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