     At the edge of the Empire in a village so old it had no name; an ancient and dilapidated inn squatted forlornly in the shadow of a mountain.  Within that inn a man as weathered as the stones on the hills sat on a bench awaiting his visitor.  A rectangle of light exploded into the room as a door opened.  The light disappeared just as abruptly as the door was quickly shut.  Standing still and allowing his eyes to adjust to the darkness, the stranger moved quietly over to where the man sat and offered him a small box.  With a casual assurance, the old man accepted the gift and indicated the chair where the stranger should sit.  
     “Your master is about to possess something that has the ability to annihilate millions of lives.  What assurance do I have that once he has it, he will not kill me?”  The face may have been wrinkled and worn, but the mind inside was as sharp as a blade.
     The stranger had been well instructed and knew exactly what he needed to say.  “My master has no quarrel with you; he has reserved his vengeance for a much greater enemy.  It is they who will be exposed to this weapon that my master seeks.  If for some reason, this does not go as planned; my master may require your special expertise again.  To eliminate you would not be in his best interest.”
     The old man nodded his head almost imperceptibly, “His hatred is well known even as far removed as we are here.”  He rose shakily to his feet and gestured to a figure that had appeared in front of the door.  “Bakkram will show you to where the weapon is stored.  Heed my words, Seleucid,” the old man warned.  “What you have does not distinguish between friend and foe, it will kill indiscriminately.  All it will take is a second of carelessness and death will follow.”  
     The stranger responded somberly, “I understand and will relay that message exactly as you spoke it to my master.” 
     “It is good.”  Indicating the box which he held in his hand, the old man asked, “This is my payment, yes?”
   “My master has given you precisely what you desired.”  
     A small smile graced the craggy face as he removed the lid from the box and tilted his head to view the contents.  His eyes grew big as he saw what lay inside the box.  He looked over to the stranger and asked hopefully, “Was it his she-devil?  Did she do this?”
     “My master could think of no one better suited for this particular demand.”
     “Did Losha suffer?”
     “What do you think?”  The stranger knew that the old man could not imagine half of what had been done to the woman who had drawn his indignation by spurning his advances.   He hoped he could leave the room before the old man removed the trophies from the box; he had been present during their acquisition and he had no desire to relive that experience.  Luckily, the old man dismissed him with a halfhearted wave of his hand.  The stranger immediately followed Bakkram out the door and around the building to a large barn.  Once there, he held open the door and then followed the Seleucid inside.  Lighting a lantern, he led the way back to a small room near the stalls for the horses.  
     What the stranger saw in the room were four boxes of average size but containing five amphorae each.  The vessels, though, were twice as big as would be usual and all had strange rustling sounds emanating from them.  The amphorae in three of the boxes all looked normal as they were braced against the sides of the box with thick pads.  All had clay stoppers with the only unusual feature being all the small holes which could be found encircling the containers.  The fourth box was different however. Every amphora in that one was nestled in a web of reeds to keep them from touching one another.  Near the top was a curved tube with a hinged latch.  The openings at the tops of these amphorae were covered with a dense gauze which allowed air inside but kept whatever lay within from escaping.  Before he could get a better look at the contents, Bakkram gently held the stranger back.
     “The weapon your master requested is in this box; the other three are your stock.  Add ten creatures to each amphora every eight days using this device,” he said as he indicated the strange tube with the latch.  “Do not open the amphorae until you are ready to use what is inside.  You may think they are harmless, but what you cannot see will kill you.  With the food the old man will send with you, the creatures can be kept alive for several months.  Beyond that and it may be ineffective.”  Bakkram handed the stranger a set of instructions on how to maintain the weapon safely until such time as it was needed.  “I hope you have a means to load the boxes onto your wagon because our people will not touch them.”  With that, he left the stranger alone in the barn with his cargo of death.
     The stranger rolled the instructions up and placed them in his belt.  With that, he turned and exited the barn.  Once outside, he found two crates of what must have been the food the old man had prepared for his ‘weapon’.  It looked like a thick porridge and smelled like a musty rag.  The stranger wrinkled his nose and moved over to his horse.  Prepared for any eventuality, the stranger had brought both a means of transportation and extra hands to move the shipment and before the sun had set, the four boxes of amphorae and two crates of food had been loaded onto their wagon with the utmost care and they were soon on their way back to the dock and the ship which would return them to the civilized world which lay far to the west.
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