The screams of the insane echoed through the halls of the sanitarium. Cries of pain, howls of fear, screeches of sorrow, shrieks of derranged, forced joy. They echoed through the marble walls like the lost 

souls of the burning hells. But the man who entered didn't care. He walked gracefully down the corridors, his dark gray robes swirling like shadowy clouds. Doors opened before him as he progressed, a set destination in mind. 

A man sat on the floor of his cell, one of the few that kept quiet and docile. He fingered at the grime on the floor, seeming content just to lay in the slime and bathe in the sunlight that the cell's one window permitted. Several times he almost smiled, but then seemed to remember something and frown again. 

The robed figure opened the door to the cell and stepped in. The lunatic sat up, a string of saliva trailing away from the right corner of his mouth. He glanced up at this dark figure and cowered away from it, babbling incoherently and slapping his water dish over in his attempts to scramble away. He shrunk 

towards the edge of his bed, trembling. The stranger moved directly into the room and sat down gently in the room's one chair, folding his hands in his lap as the tassels of his belt swung lazily about him with 

the movement. 

"It's been a long time, Marius," the figure said softly in a voice the pierced the mad man's soul. The 

glaze in his eyes lifted, and he looked up this robed figure and realize that he was no mere mortal, but a 

powerful archangel, gifted with the powers of the heavens, and whom he had encountered once before, many moons ago. 

Marius swallowed, his throat parched and regretted knocking over his water dish, but the presence of this 

powerful being gave him the strength to speak, "Tyrael," he said, addressing the archangel by name, "yes...yes, now I recognize you...you," he stopped, working out his thoughts with some difficulty before 

forming his next words, "I should've known you'd travel in disguise," he looked around conspiratorially, his fingers brushing against his chest nervously, "they're always watching..." 

Marius was unable to see Tyrael's face, but the archangel's next words led him to believe a look of anger was there upon his features, "I've been searching for you for a long time, Marius," he paused, letting his meaning sink in, then adding, "I was beginning to think you didn't want to be found." 

Marius shrunk further against the side of his cot, beginning to whimper, placing a hand against his brow in despair, "oh, forgive me Tyrael...please," he begin to stutter nervously, rocking from side to side, the half-forgotten memories of a long and horrible journey bubbling in his brain, teasing his long forgotten sanity with possible facts and possible illusions, "i-it wasn't my fault," he insisted pathetically. 

"'Not your fault'?" Tyrael echoed. He gestured sympathetically to Marius with his hand, coaxing the 

words from the poor old soul, "tell me, Marius, how was it 'not your fault'?" 

Marius almost admitted to making it up, but then he remembered how it all started, that fateful night in a 

tavern and a visit from...from...something evil...something terrible...something...wandering... "The Wanderer!" Marius exclaimed, "yes! it was..." He remembered everything. "It was the Wanderer..." 
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