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Foreword

”The continent of Atlantis was an island
Which lay before the great flood

In the area we now call the Atlantic Ocean
So great an area of land

That from her Western shores
Those beautiful sailors journeyed

To the South and the North Americas with ease
In their ships with painted sails

To the East Africa was her neighbor
Across a short strait of sea miles

The great Egyptian age is but a remnant of the Atlantean
culture

The antediluvian kings colonised the world
All the Gods who play in the mythological dramas
In all legends from all lands were from fair Atlantis

Knowing her fate
Atlantis sent out ships to all corners of the Earth

On board were the Twelve
The poet, the physician, the farmer, the scientist, the magician

And the other so-called Gods of our legends
Though Gods they were

And as the elders of our time choose to remain blind
Let us recjoice and let us sing
And dance and ring in The New

Hail Atlantis!”

—Donovan, Atlantis (Barabajagal, 1969)
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Act 1
Old Glass
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Chapter 1
Release Date, Pt. 1

(Petri Soisalo, Niina Soisalo, Aki Wallin, Matti Lehto, Travis
”Maskmaker” Marston)

~

June 2014, 16 years before present
Petri Soisalo tapped a waiter on his elbow, as he was walking
by. Glasses of all sorts were clinging around him, and chatter
muffled down to a mere abrasive ambiance.
He could see the embarrassment rise on the face of this man
– whom he remembered to be the one named Tiitus. Tiitus was
one of the servers they’d hired for this book-release-party. I
still kinda grasp at the reality that I’m having a book-release-
party. Not where I anticipated to be after all the shit last year.
This waiter had a face Petri remembered for some odd reason.
Tiitus quickly turned to look back, at Petri, the man of the
evening, whom a caterer had no right to go on ignoring like
that. Wheelchair or no wheelchair.
— ”Never mind the fucking courtesies”, Petri addressed Tiitus
with a familiarity, but a dash of assertiveness which he tried to
keep graceful. ”Just give me whatever you got that’s strong on
that plate. They’re about to call me up on stage.”
Through emerging stage-fright, Petri made his next attempt at
a winding and cycling glance across the room. The sounds of
glasses clinking against one another, got a face to it as he




