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T
he wind had come early that year. Cold 
that cut through canvas coats and stiff-
ened water in the troughs before the sun 

had climbed. It was not yet deep winter, but 
the land moved in that direction. Hills bare of 
grass, sage brittle, sky pale and stretched thin. 
Jacob Mason pulled his scarf high and walked 
the fence line, boots sinking into the frost. His 
flock scattered below, dots of white on gray 
ground, steady in their chewing. 
      He stopped at a corner post, leaned on it, 
listened. The sound was the same as always, 
the soft tearing of grass, the occasional bleat, 
the click of Brandy’s paws against stone as the 
dog circled. But beneath the sound was the 
quiet, the wide quiet that had settled deeper 
each year as families left. A ranch down the 
valley sat empty now. Another across the 
ridge sold to a man who visited once each 
summer, a vacation more than a life. Jacob felt 
the difference. Where once smoke curled 
from chimneys and kids rode 
ponies down dirt roads, now the 
only sign was silence. 
      The sheep did not mind. They 
grazed whether there was laughter 
or not. They looked for grass, fol-
lowed the dog, turned their heads 
when he whistled. Their rhythm 
gave Jacob his own. Wake before 
the light, check the flock, mend, move, guard, 
watch the sky. Day after day. He had lived 
other lives in his youth, small jobs in towns, 
work with cattle when he was younger and 
stronger, but he had come to sheep because 
they asked only for patience. Patience he 
could give. 
      He touched the top of the post. The wood 
was cracked, splintering. Needed a new one, 
but he would stretch it through the season. 
Too many things needed money, and money 
had been thin. Wool buyers offered less each 
year. Feed more. Vet more. Taxes more. Still he 
held on. 
      The creek ran narrow, lined with ice at the 
edges. He knelt to check, broke the crust so 
the water ran free for a while. Brandy came to 
his side, nose low, waiting. The dog had been 
with him 10 years now, maybe more. Gray fur 
around the muzzle, but still keen. Loyal. Jacob 
rubbed the dog’s neck. “Not much left but us,” 
he said low, words lost in the wind. 
      Snow flurries came by midday. Light first, 
then heavier. The sheep drew tighter, wool 
white against white, hard to see where one 
ended and the other began. Jacob pulled his 
collar high, pushed them toward lower 
ground. His legs hurt, knees tight with cold, 
but he kept going because stopping wasn’t 

safe. A man might pause once, then twice, 
then never get moving again. Better to keep 
walking. 
      The barn stood waiting, boards worn, 
roof patched with tin. Inside it smelled of hay 
and old wood. He led the sheep in groups, 
Brandy cutting them neat, until the place was 

filled with sound and steam. The animals 
pressed together, warm in their way. He closed 
the big doors and leaned against the frame, 
feeling the deep cold finally leave his body. 
      Night fell fast, the sky turning black long 
before supper. He sat near the iron stove in 
the house, the same one his father had rigged 
30 years past, the kind that choked on smoke 
when wind pushed down the flue. Beans sim-
mered in a pot. He ate without hurry, staring 
at the small flame. 
      On the wall hung a photograph. His par-
ents on the porch, smiling stiff, his mother’s 
hand on a rail, his father’s hat low over his 
brow. Both gone now. Their graves lay on the 
rise near the cottonwoods. He had promised 
them nothing, not with words, but by staying. 
By tending. By walking the land when others 
would not. 
      Outside, coyotes called. Long, sharp. The 
dog growled, lifted his head. Jacob stirred the 
fire. He had lost lambs last spring, three in 
one night. Too fast, too clever, the coyotes had 
taken them before he reached the field. He 
carried that weight still, though he knew it 
was the way of things. Predators took. Ranch-
ers guarded. A game older than his own years. 
      Morning again. Frost thick, sky pale. The 
sheep restless in the barn, ready to move. He 

opened the doors, let them spill into the light. 
Their breath rose like smoke. Brandy ran the 
edge, pushing them outward. Jacob walked 
slow, shoulders bent, following. The land 
stretched, empty, endless. 
      Midway through the day he stopped by 
the ridge. From there he could see across the 
valley, miles of snow dust and sage. Once he 
had seen neighbors driving cattle here. Once 
wagons had cut lines in the earth. Now only 
his sheep, his dog, his breath. 
       He sat on a rock, let the staff rest across his 
knees. He thought of leaving. Thought of sell-
ing the flock, the house, the land, moving near 
his daughter in the city. He had thought of it 
before, never long, but lately more. His daugh-
ter wanted him closer, safer, less worn. She 
called when she could, words quick through 
the line. Never knew the land, couldn’t smell 
the dry grass, couldn’t hear wind rip through 
the ridge. She asked him to come. He always 

told her he would think on it. He 
never truly did. Until now. 
    Because the ground had grown 
harder, the work heavier. Because 
the market punished small men. 
Because time had leaned heavy on 
his back. Yet he could not imagine 
streets. He could not imagine 
nights without stars wide above. He 

could not imagine silence replaced by horns 
and lights. 
      Snow began again, sudden, thick. He rose, 
gathered the flock, turned them. Each storm 
was another test. Some seasons he had failed, 
lost too many, lost himself. But each time he 
found a way back. Survival was never clean. 
      By dusk he was at the barn again, sheep 
inside, his hands cracked from cold, his shoul-
ders aching. He fed them hay, rubbed frost 
from Brandy’s coat, closed the doors. Then he 
went to the porch, sat, listened. The valley was 
white, quiet. The sky heavy. He felt the 
promise in his bones. Not a promise spoken. 
A promise lived. To keep the land from 
silence. To walk where others no longer did. 
To endure as long as breath would allow. 
      The night deepened. He rose slow, went 
inside, stoked the fire. Tomorrow would come 
the same. Sheep, cold, wind. He would rise, he 
would walk, he would carry forward. Not for 
glory. Not for gain. For the ground itself. For 
the flock that gave him rhythm. For the mem-
ory of voices now gone. 
      He closed his eyes, not to rest long, just 
enough. Morning would come. And with it, 
another trail to walk.  n 

Fendy S. Tulodo lives in East Java, Indonesia.

The Last Trail    of Winter 
 

Honoring the past is a long lonely walk 
with just a flock of sheep, a loyal dog, 

and your own land for company. 

By Fendy S. Tulodo
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On July 4th, America will be 250 years 
old. Our friends abroad should join 
patriots at home in celebrating the 

miracle that is the United States of America. 
      In the course of history, a quarter of a mil-
lennium may seem like the blink of an eye. 
But think of what we’ve accomplished in that 
brief span of time. 
      We fought and defeated what was 
then the greatest empire on earth to 
win our independence. We adopted a 
constitution that is a model of self-
government. 
      We fought Mexico in 1846 and 
gained half-a-million square miles of 
land in the process. This followed the 
acquisition of the Northwest Territory 
and the Louisiana Purchase. By the 
middle of the 19th century, what 
started as 13 colonies clinging to the 
Eastern seaboard stretched from the 
Atlantic to the Pacific. 
      We fought a civil war to settle the 
issue of slavery and save the union. 
      In World War II, we saved 
humanity from the horrors of Nazism 
and Japanese imperialism. We 
stopped the advance of communism 
in Europe, Asia and the Americas, 
though we are still fighting a cold war 
against China and Russia. 
      Since Sept. 11, 2001, we’ve fought 
rogue regimes and terrorist states in 
the Middle East. 
      We just saved the world from a nuclear 
war. You’re welcome, world. 
      We survived the Great Depression, 
numerous recessions, fires, floods, hurricanes, 
blizzards and the Biden presidency. 
      We were the world’s first constitutional 
republic. We set an example for emerging 
nations in limited government and the pro-
tection of human rights. 
      We led the world into the industrial age. 
Inventions like the electric motor, light bulb, 
airplane, telephone, microchip and personal 
computer, not to mention life-saving drugs—
which shaped modernity—flowed from 
America’s laboratories and workshops. 

      We showed humanity that free markets 
are the key to prosperity. 
      With the presidency of Donald J. Trump, 
we have taken back control of our borders, 
rejected cultural Marxism, turned our backs 
on the anti-industrial green agenda and creat-
ed a military capable of miracles like Opera-
tion Midnight Hammer.  

      We are not the world’s policemen. 
Though, occasionally, we are called on to be 
its fire brigade. 
      Still, America’s enemies are legion. Inter-
nationally, they include totalitarians and 
authoritarians who hate the idea of popular 
government and civil liberties, ideologues 
who want to force their toxic isms on human-
ity, environmental luddites who seek to repeal 
the Industrial Revolution and globalists who 
think they can undermine our sovereignty. 
      On the home front a war against America 
has raged for more than half-a-century.  
      Marxism got a foothold in academia in 
the 1930s. Revolution hit the streets with the 

urban riots of the 1960s and anti-Vietnam 
protests later in the decade. The Democratic 
Party was transformed from the party of big 
government and welfarism to an anti-Ameri-
can coalition at war with everything that 
makes us unique. 
      At times it seems that everyone is whining 
about something—private gun ownership, 
free expression on the Internet, capitalism, 
racism, sexism, homophobia, transphobia, 
climate change, pandemics and not enough 
public spending for whatever. 
      Academia, public education, legacy media 
and liberal churches are inveterately anti-
American. They use their forums for tax-
funded indoctrination and agitation. 
      The flags of Mexico, “Palestine” and Iran 
fly in our streets, while the American flag is 

burned.  
  At every level, law enforcement is 

besieged. Judges think they can make 
the law. Congressmen and governors 
think they’re president. Jasmine 
Crockett thinks she’s God. 

  These are unique challenges. Still, 
the patient is robust and the progno-
sis is excellent. 

  The Democratic Party has never 
been more unpopular. Among the 
general public, the party’s favorability 
rating is 29 percent. Its once solid 
constituencies are melting away, 
including blue-collar workers and 
young black and Hispanic men. 

  The Democrats are so bereft of 
leadership that they recently elected a 
radical Muslim socialist mayor of 
New York. 

  There is a recent upsurge of patri-
otism among the young, reflected in 
increased military recruitment. 

  The forces of darkness may rule 
the streets of some cities, but the 
flame of patriotism burns bright in 

the hearts of most Americans, especially those 
who use their hands and minds to build, 
rather than carry protest signs and assault 
police and federal agents. 
      America has always been a project in the 
making, with challenges and obstacles on the 
road forward. 
      But, considering where we are and how 
far we’ve come in 250 years, our nation’s 
birthday should fill us with optimism and 
hope for the future.  n 

Don Feder is a columnist with The Washing-
ton Times. This article is reprinted with per-
mission. 

Independence! 
 

America has been a blessing to humanity for more than two centuries.  
The world should help celebrate our birthday.  

By Don Feder,  J.D.

In World War II, we saved humanity 
from the horrors of Nazism and 

Japanese imperialism. We stopped 
the advance of communism in 
Europe, Asia and the Americas, 

though we are still fighting a cold 
war against China and Russia. 

July 4, 2026, Independence Day, is America’s 250th birthday.  
Illustration by Alexander Hunter/The Washington Times.




