
Flag Day Contest Essay – Michael – age 75 

Sav’s Flag 

Brown. Rocky. Dusty. Cold. Hot. Uphill. Every so often a patch of dirty snow. 

You couldn’t get any further away from home.  You couldn’t find a more unfriendly, or 

God-awful place. 

It’s 2010 and my platoon and I are located in a mountain outpost named MACE in 

Afghanistan.  Forty guys.  I’m Sergeant Lee and my two best friends, Sergeants 

Savoldy (Sav) and Divley are with me.  We were like three legs on a stool trying to keep 

everything together and especially ourselves, safe.  Our constant sarcasm and 

relentless kidding keep us sane.  We watch out for our platoon most importantly to keep 

them safe and then as best we can, protect the nearby village. 

We send out two patrols a day. Although we mix up the routine, essentially the job is the 

same. You walk past buildings and a market. People look at you with indifference, 

maybe some scorn. There are exceptions, but a smiling or a friendly face usually means 

somebody wants something. You’re always tense expecting that something crazy will 

happen. Sometimes it does.  

Daytime it’s bad – the enemy can see. Nighttime is a bit safer, but darkness always 

make you anxious. 

We know the score--everybody knows the score. 

We’re defiant. 

While the outpost is heavily armed, the most prominent feature of our post is our flags. 

We fly two flags. Highest is the American flag, and under that is a yellow flag that shows 

a coiled-up snake (you know the one I mean) that states “Don’t Tread On Me.” They’re 

up there displaying pride, defiance, but also on a more useful need as a marker, to 

show us how to get home. 

The enemy is defiant. 

Every night, sometimes early, sometime late, there are a few bursts of machine gun fire 

directed at the outpost. Sure, they hope they’ll hit someone, but their main targets are 

the flags, especially the ole red, white and blue. And crazy enough, they usually do! You 

gotta love ‘em and in spite of myself, I find myself shaking my head and giving them a 

smile. 



Sav’s special defiance. 

After daily patrol,  we’re back in the dug-out. Infantry always walks and it always seems 

uphill – both ways. We’re tired, hungry, feet ache and maybe a bit pissed off, but there’s 

one more thing to do. Divley, Sav, and I have a chore. You know, Sav – he insists on it 

every day. While taking turns watching out for each other, Dively and I go out and 

retrieve the flag. Each time it has bullet holes in it. Sav, exhausted as he is, goes to 

work. He sits back in his corner in the dug-out, takes out his needle and thread and 

carefully sews the new bullet holes closed. He’s careful to the point of being meticulous. 

Dively and I pick on him. He grins, shakes his head, and utters an obscenity. We grin. 

When done to his satisfaction, we go back and raise the colors again. No fanfare. We’ll 

do this all over again tomorrow. 

We all got home safe. Two of us left the Army, one is still in. 

To me Flag Day doesn’t mean a parade, a square on a calendar, a chance for a 

politician to talk, or for a sunshine patriot to fly an oversized flag in his front yard. It 

means Sav’s flag. I think of the post, the guys, the sacrifice, the uncertainty, but mostly 

of that image of Sav repairing that old shot-up piece of material saying we’re still here 

and we’re OK. 

I still have those flags. 

 


