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Flagman 

  
The elementary school boys were on a mission.  At an elementary school near Lisburn there 

was a traffic circle in front of the school.  Perfect for a bicycle race!  The word went out and a 

whole group of eager young men made their way to the school.  But someone had to be the 

flagman for the race.  “Larry, would you be willing to be the flagman?”  “Would I ever!”  And so I 

cobbled together a set of racing flags.  With various sticks from the garage.  A red dish towel 

from the kitchen.  A white T-shirt.  A green scrap from an old shirt of Dad’s.  A piece of a 

discarded yellow dress from Mom.  And of course my child size checkered flag from the 

souvenir stand at Susquehanna Speedway.  I was the flagman! 
  

As long as there has been motorsports there seem to have been flagmen to control the race.  

The green flag starts the race and indicates that the race is underway.  The yellow flag indicates 

that the racers should slow down, Caution! Something has happened on the track, perhaps a 

car has spun out.  The red flag of course means, Stop!  An accident has occurred.  With one lap 

remaining in the race the white flag is displayed.  And the winner receives the checkered flag 

ending the race.  There is also a black flag that may be shown to a competitor to say that they 

have been disqualified.  Perhaps there is a problem with their car, or the officials believe they 

have been driving dangerously.  And there is a blue flag with a yellow diagonal stripe that is 

shown to slower cars that are about to be passed (or lapped) by the leaders of the race, 

cautioning them to move over and let the leaders pass.  Usually the flagman is stationed on a 

high platform above the track and guides the progress and safety of the race.  I always loved 

watching the flagman.  The best ones have a little flourish to the way they wave the green and 

the checkered flags. 
  

In the 1970s Doug & Brad Replogle raced go-carts at Hunterstown Speedway (just north of 

Gettysburg, off route 15).  I tagged along.  When their father Bill (who recently passed) was 

elected president of the association he had a heart’s desire to clean up the place and make it a 

bit more professionally run.  He asked, “Larry, would you be willing to be the flagman?”  “Would 

I ever!”   Bill bought me a black & white striped official’s shirt and a pair of white slacks.  I was 

the flagman!  I loved that experience.  It was a lot of work every week, a lot of responsibility, but 

I thoroughly enjoyed it. 
  

Recently I noticed a neighbor with a big enclosed trailer and two racing go-carts.  I stopped to 

talk and he told me his children raced at Hunterstown.  I told him my story of being a flagman 

there 40+ years ago.  Then last week he stopped me one day as I was walking and explained 

that their regular officiating crew was going to be in Virginia for a big cart race.  He 

asked, “Larry, would you be willing to be the flagman?”  “Would I ever!”    So last Saturday 

evening I climbed the steel ladder to the platform high above the track.  No striped shirt … but 

40 years later … I was the flagman, again!  And I had such a good time! 
  



Now things have changed quite a bit!  Technology!  For starters I wore a headset.  The woman 

at the computer-console in the control tower could talk in my ear.  She would tell me how many 

carts were in each race and how many laps in the race.  She would let me know when all the 

carts on the track were showing up on her computer (each had a transponder attached).  And 

the head official down on the track could talk in my other ear.  He would make sure the drivers 

were lined up in the correct starting order and give me the go ahead to start the race.  The 

drivers all wear ear buds inside their full face helmets and the officials can talk to the drivers.  

Along with my flags I now had a panel of light switches in front of me to control red, yellow & 

green lights strategically placed around the track, and strung over the track for the drivers. 
  

An old lesson came back.  When you are dealing with a whole group of officials you may get 

conflicting info!  During practice sessions the woman in the control tower told me to put out the 

red flag at the end of each division’s practice.  The next class was some very young drivers.  10 

minutes ago they had been running around playing in the dirt and eating popsicles.  Now in their 

fireproof drivers suits and full face helmets, strapped in their expensive racing machines … they 

were race car drivers … little boys and girls … race car drivers!  They buzzed around the track 

like true professionals.  When their practice session was over I dutifully (as I had been 

instructed) threw the red flag and put on the red lights.  I noticed it right away.  Three carts were 

stopped dead on the track.  One here.  One over there.  One back there.  Stopped dead.  The 

head official came through on my headset and said, “Larry, don’t throw the red at the end of a 

practice session.  We go over and over with these children.  If the red comes out you stop 

immediately wherever you are on the track.”  And that’s exactly what these little ones had done.  

Hands gripping the steering wheel.  Sitting motionless.  Waiting for someone to tell them it was 

OK to move again. 
  

In many ways God’s Word is our racing flags for the race of life.  There are green flag passages 

that tell us to Go!  Go and share the Gospel.  Go and help the hurting.  Go in the abundant joy 

of life with Christ.  There are yellow flag passages that caution us.  Don’t be influenced by the 

evil around you in the world.  Be cautious about those who would twist God’s truth.  There are 

red flag passages that tell us to Stop!  (And oh how I pray that we all will respond to the red flag 

passages with the same obedience as those little racers on Saturday night!  Stop means stop!  

No means no!)  Don’t respond to violence with violence.  Don’t hate.  Don’t murder.  Don’t steal 

from others.  Don’t gossip.  Don’t stray from God’s standards of marriage of one man & one 

woman for life.  There are white flag prophecy passages that tell us the signs that “the race” is 

almost over.  And there are checkered flag passages that tell us what the “winner” can expect! 
  

And as I reflect on all this I see it.  As a pastor  I am the flagman.  Sometimes I share messages 

from the red flag passages.  Stop!  Sometimes from the white flag prophecies.  Note the signs of 

the times.  Sometimes I preach from the yellow flag texts and caution us.  And sometimes I 

wave the green flag passages and encourage you to go for it!  And when I have the privilege to 

preach the funeral service for a dear saint, I wave the checkered flag on that dear one’s life.  

 

I am the flagman, and we all are in the race! 

 

 



“We have all these great people around us as examples. Their lives tell us what faith 

means. So we, too, should run the race that is before us and never quit. We should 

remove from our lives anything that would slow us down and the sin that so often makes 

us fall.  We must never stop looking to Jesus. He is the leader of our faith, and He is the 

one who makes our faith complete. He suffered death on a cross. But He accepted the 

shame of the cross as if it were nothing because of the joy He could see waiting for Him. 

And now He is sitting at the right side of God’s throne.” Hebrews 12:1-2 ERV 

  

Waving the green flag!  Go dear brothers & sisters!  Go share the love & Good News of Jesus 

with a waiting world!   Flagman Larry <>< 

 


