




“ I have never heard anything like  it . It mus t have been a wild anima l of the 

jungle,” Jiang said.

“An animal�  There are no animals that make such a noise, you idiot!” Lee 

exclaimed. “We would have heard that before, Jiang. Think!” 

Jiang looked back at his friend and trembled. “Don’t be frightened ,” he mumbled 

to himself. Two weeks ago, Jiang swore to Lee he saw ghosts outside their bunkhouse. 

There were three of them, he recounted, talking in a strange language, their eyes 

shining red. He told Lee they looked like demonic soldiers. Lee was uninterested, 

telling Jiang he had been dreaming and could not tell the difference between his 

own dreams and realit y. Jiang insisted, but to no avail. 

The men sat in silence now, alternately staring at one another then looking back 

out over the sprawling port complex. A limousine approached. It passed through the 

gate as the other luxury vehicles had. At �rst it seemed there was nothing different 

about the newest arrival. When the limousine  passed nearer to the watchtower 

though, the guards could see that all the windows were blown out. Shards of glass 

still hung from the driver ’s doorframe. 

The limo parked and four �gures exited. The last person barely �t through the 

door. His broad shoulders and long frame made him look nonhuman. “That one 

won’t be sleeping in the bunk beds ,” Jiang commented. “He ’s far too big.” 

Lee ignored him. Neither of the guards could discern the nationality of the four. 

They wore dark cloaks and did not speak a word. Carlos Hernandez, a powerful 

drug kingpin, approached the new arrivals and greeted them. Before the group 

disappeared through the main warehouse door, one of the�� �D�M�P�B�L�F�E turned to the 

large figure. The man leaned in as if to whisper something. He made a gesture 

toward the hangar on the opposite side of the port. Before whirling back 

around, an unmistakable flash of red light emitted from his left eye. 

Jiang immediatel y put hi s hand on Lee’s shoulder. He gripped it tight. “ I was 

not dreaming. You saw?”

Lee had, and something deep inside him understood life at the port was about 

to change for the worse. �
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SYMBOL OF THE REVOLUTION




