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T h i s  w e e k :

Every week this summer, The Reckoner will be releasing a short
Summertime Edition. These mini-editions will feature new content from
the members of the Tenth Guard, contributions from the executive team
of the Eleventh Guard, and information on how you can be a part of The
Reckoner. Can't you hear the waves crashing against the seashore?

A new Summertime Edition will be published on our website every
Monday. Read them all here: thereckoner.ca/category/summer-content/.

of Marc Garneau C.I.

Life Board presents...

Life's Purpose by Alvin Young

Illustrations Board presents...

2 a.m. by Elizabeth Wei

And a surprise cameo from...

Ask The Reckoner 
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Life's Purpose
Alvin Young

< Messages
 
 

hey marco, how’s the comic coming along?
 

:(
I’m thinking about giving up. 

I’ve got no talent for art.
 

sigh... 
what’s it this time? a deformed octopus?

 
all my cartoon people look like they 

were drawn by Picasso with a blindfold on.
 

isn’t that a good thing?
 

No. They look awful.
Nothing like the manga characters or cartoons

that you and I used to read.
 
 

hey, that’s ok! you’ll pull through like u
always do. ur storytelling skills are already
A+
could wow the goatee off even the toughest grandpa.

 
Haha.

We’ll see.

oh a customer’s ringing me up right now.
hang in there!
i’ll text u in an hour.
u better show me ur new draft soon >:)

 
 

I’ll try :’)
ttyl Alice.

 

Alice
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I close my phone and put it face down onto my desk. None of my other friends have responded
to my previous messages, and I don’t like sending another message when they haven’t replied
yet. It makes me look desperate for a response, for some socialization. Though I am just a bit
desperate right now. 

I boot up my computer and watch as the bright screen flashes in my face. I lean back in my
chair and tilt it until I can’t anymore. 

What’s the purpose of my life? What’s my dream?

I put my hands behind my head and stare vacantly at the ceiling. It’s been three years since I’ve
graduated from university. My parents have been supportive; they’ve always told me to follow
my dreams, and do what I want to do. I’m quite lucky compared to some of my other
classmates. Their parents have been more like judges than free personal consultants for their
children. Since I was a little kid, I’ve tried out all sorts of hobbies. I wasn’t bad at sports (except
basketball. Way too many jammed fingers and lousy layups), did well in academics (still proud
of my 100% in math), and I could usually learn other activities relatively quickly. A lot of other
parents would say, “Wow if only so-and-so could be like YOUR child, we would be in heaven,”
and my parents would humbly nod and wink at me. I remember secretly feeling proud, my self-
esteem soaring every time I heard that. Now it just really makes me want to grab that kid by
the shoulders and shake him real good.

I met my first roadblock when applying for university, though. Where did I want to go? What
did I want to major in? I’d never thought about this. I had always been above average in
everything that I did, but I didn’t have anything special. Nothing that I was aware of. So, still
feeling proud of that 100% in math, I chose to take software engineering. It absolutely killed
me. But I met some good friends, and we stuck together till we graduated. All of them found
their own passions. Most loved computers and stuck with them. Some, like Alice, found their
passions through various side jobs and projects. And then there’s me. 

I decided to ditch software engineering and start work as a cook. Well, my real ambition was to
be a chef, but you have to work your way up the ladder. Unfortunately I kind of just slid down
after a year. Then I worked in a bookstore. There weren’t a lot of customers (since most people
were at home reading online), so I got a lot of free time to read the books there. After a couple
of months, I suddenly thought, Why can’t I try writing my own book? I wasn’t great with flowery
language, but I’ve always loved to doodle and whatnot. So I decided to start creating my own
comic series. Except that hasn’t been going too well.

The computer gives its signature Welcome back tune, and I lean forward. I guess I’ll play a few
games to calm my nerves. And “gather some character ideas,” as I like to say to myself. Which
game have I not played yet…
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30 minutes later…

GAME OVER

I rest my head on my arms and lean down on my table. Seems like I’m no good at playing video
games either. I close my eyes. What am I good for? What am I interested in? What am I…

Ding.

I blink. Is it a text from Alice? I look up at my computer screen. A game window is open. Not
the “game over” screen from before, but a completely new game. I sit up straight and reach for
my mouse. I guess I’ll try this new game out. 

LIFE’S PURPOSE

PLAY 

Ok… 
I click on instructions, hoping that it isn’t secretly a hidden button to view my credit card info. 

ANSWER THE QUESTIONS AND THE GAME SHALL REVEAL THY LIFE’S PURPOSE

Ok…
I suppose I’ll give it a try. Who knows, maybe I’ll actually discover my life’s purpose. Though I’m
99% sure this is a scam game anyway. I click play.

Q1: What is your name?

Bob.

Q2: What is your age?

111.

Q3: What is your favorite hobby?

I actually think about putting a legit answer for this one. Then I decide against it.

Eating beans.

30 questions later…

INSTRUCTIONS
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I wipe a drop of sweat off my brow. It’s finally done. I’m really curious to find out what kind of
weird result it’ll give me—

YOU GOT:
1. Software Engineer
2. Garbage Man

Please rate us! Thanks for playing!

I blink hard. I must be imagining things. Software engineer? There’s no way!
I retry the game at least another three times (with the right info this time), but it’s still the
same god dang results. The stupid game must be bugged. Just as I close out the game, though,
my phone rings.

UNKNOWN NUMBER
(444)-4242-6669

I hesitate for a moment, then I pick up. 

“Hello?”
“Hi, is this Marco?”
“Uh, yeah. Is there anything that—”
“Great! I’ve got a software engineering position here, and I saw that your whole life purpose is
to be a software engineer so I thought that—”

I grind my left pointer finger into my temple. What the heck is going on?

“Uh, I think you got it wrong. I’m not looking for any positions—”
“Not interested in software engineering? Hmmm, sometimes that happens. Gotta get that
game fixed. The second choice is usually pretty reliable though. Let’s see, garbage man! Well,
son, you’re in luck—”

I hang up. My mouth is wide open and so are my eyes. It’s like that feeling when you’ve finally
found a comfy place to sit after days of lost hiking, only to realize that there’s a whoopie
cushion planted there. And then the person who planted the whoopie cushion gives you a ride
home. How would that not be suspicious?

I’ve been tryin’ to call—

I automatically hang up.

I’ve been tryin’—
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Why is he still calling? This stupid ringtone too-

I’ve been—

I open my eyes. My phone is ringing. How long have I been sleeping? I look up at my computer
screen. The screen has gone black. I’ve probably been sleeping for a while now-
The phone’s stopped ringing. I quickly unlock it and see who it is. 

It’s Alice.

I almost breathe a sigh of relief. It’s not some unknown number. That dream felt surprisingly
real. I quickly call her back. 

“Hey, Alice—”
“Marco! Why didn’t you answer my call?”
“Sorry I, uh, took a nap.”
“Oh, you must have been working really hard.”

These are the occasions where white lies are necessary. 

“Uh—of course! Well, mostly I’ve been thinking.”
A pause.
“You aren’t still thinking of quitting, are you?”

I ponder that question a bit more. 
“I’m just not sure if it’s my life’s purpose to-”
Alice cuts me off.
“Look, Marco. Do you enjoy drawing?”
“Yes.”
“Do you enjoy telling stories?”
“Definitely.”
“Do you enjoy programming?”
“No.”
“But you’re good at programming, aren’t you?”
“Yeah, but I don’t feel anything when I—”
“Exactly. It’s different when you make comics right? I’ve seen you before. How enthusiastic you
can be when you tell a story. How you can get lost in a good book. Remember that time when I
had to literally rip the book out of your hands?”
“It was a limited edition, too!”
We both laugh for a while as we recount that incident. 

“You see, Marco. You may be better at something else. And you might even have another
passion that you haven’t even discovered yet. Keep looking, keep exploring. But in the



meantime, draw. Tell stories. You may not be the best artist, and you may never be, but you’ll
have at least one person who’ll always read your comics. And that’s you.”
“Aw come on—”
“I’m kidding. I’ll read them too.”
A big, warm smile formed on my face. I could feel her smiling too.
“Thanks, Alice.”
“No problem, Marco. Do your best, and you might just write the next best-selling comic book.”
“Well, even if I don’t, it’d be better than being a software engineer. Or a garbage collector.”
“Wait, what-”
“Ha, I’ll tell you later. I’ll finish up my chapter now. Talk to you later.”
“Talk to you later!”

I hang up the phone. 

That’s right. I get to decide what I want to be. And even if my life purpose was to be a software
engineer, I can still pave my own path. 

I shake my head, chuckling to myself. Who cares about some dumb game anyway? 
I open up my computer and start drawing.

In an alternate universe…

I’m so glad that I gave up on that dumb comic book artist idea. So glad that I fell asleep that
day. I guess making this “Life’s Purpose” game a reality was really my life’s purpose.
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The Life Board consists of writers and illustrators who produce interesting pieces of
personal expression. The board is primarily concerned with written and visual work
(both creative and critical), as well as informative pieces about events in the city and
around the world to stimulate readers' cultural and artistic interests. Stories, articles,
poems, paintings, and more—this board is home to all manner of artistry. The Life
Board requires a minimum commitment of one published piece per month, in addition
to participation in monthly meetings. More information on how to apply to be part of
the Life Board will be available in late August.
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2 a.m.
Elizabeth Wei

“I had first sketched this piece for my summer art course, and since I didn't want it to go to
waste, I decided to make it the main subject for my newspaper illustration.”

Visual artists may find a home for themselves in The Reckoner's Life Board or Illustrations Board.
Those on the Illustrations Board will mostly be responsible for commissioned pieces to accompany and
enhance written works from other content boards. Artists on the Life Board will mostly produce
independent creative artwork, wherein the artist is wholly responsible for the concept and execution.
More information on how to apply to these boards will be available in late August.



 Thanks for reading!
We can't wait for you to read next week's release, which will come out
on Monday, July 26th. See you then!

Follow us on our Instagram, @mgci.reckoner, to stay updated.
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Ask The Reckoner

I can’t smell anymore after snorting one too many lines of cayenne pepper! What should I do?

From afflictedfellow:

You’re REALLY obsessed with him… 
Try pouring a gallon of milk down your nose to try to neutralize the pepper—miracles do happen!
I'm worried that you may be beyond saving, however... on both fronts. 
 
- Evelyn Jiang, Photography Board Manager

 (This question is a follow-up to the one featured in last week's edition. If you are confused, concerned,
or frightened, please give that one a read: https://thereckoner.ca/summer-content-week-1/.)


