The grind that became a part of life.
To be honest, when I graduated from DA-IICT in 2009, I gave Entelechy and the Press Club about two years before the cards folded and our palace of dreams came crumbling down. It was with a heavy heart that I had passed on the baton to Hari (also known as Cancer). Imagine my surprise, nothing but pleasant, when I was asked to contribute to its 50th edition! Entelechy has come a long way from those initial years when articles were hard to come by and volunteer writers even harder still. When I used to write articles under different names so that the Club did not come across as some form of a hegemony. And when, during ad-hoc meetings conducted on the steps of the CEP building, members took on responsibilities more out of a sense of duty towards the Club than their eagerness to discharge them.
When I received word from Shweta regarding the upcoming edition, I also got to know that the Press Club had managed to issue a print edition during its (almost) decade long journey. Jyotiraditya and Sriram, founding members of the club and the true stalwarts in its history, had once hatched an ambitious scheme to bring out print editions on all three days of Synapse. However, the plan fell through not because we lacked the will or the talent to make it happen, but because we didn’t have any money or sponsors. Call me a romantic, but even in this age of electronic publishing and 60 second fame, I hope that Entelechy becomes successful enough to regularly bring out a printed supplement, and complete the cycle. 
During the three years that I served as a member of the editorial board and the one year I took up the mantle of the Editor, Entelechy was a grind that became a part of my life. In the student body, I came to be identified with the magazine and, in some fortunate moments, the magazine came to be identified with me. I would blush a little, if that were possible, every time a batchmate or a junior casually referred to me as a “patrakaar”. I can still recall the sleepless nights editing, formatting, and proofreading articles before an edition came out, the relief when the edition finally went “Live”, and the subsequent spamming on DC++ in order to get people to read and comment. My roommate would shake his head disapprovingly every time someone would barge into the room in order to discuss “Entelechy matters”. And though the grind became a little overwhelming over the years, a new issue was all the motivation I needed in order to keep going. In hindsight, those fateful nights have proven to be formative in more ways than one and have given me enough confidence to be able to express myself through other avenues.
I am grateful for the insightful discussions with Prof. Sanjay Srivastava, our faculty mentor, regarding the direction of the Press Club (helping Entelechy go online being one of them) and the integral role that a campus magazine plays in inculcating a healthy culture in any academic setting and in initiating a dialogue between the various stakeholders. His words of advice were instrumental in convincing me that we were not fighting for a lost cause and that once the Club gained critical mass, it would become self-sustaining. The fact that I am writing these words is proof enough that he was spot on.
What was the Press Club if not a platform for people with a flair for giving expression to their thoughts to showcase their talent? Were we championing the cause of freedom of expression? Or were we just raving against the umpteen justices that the administration supposedly subjected us to? In its most naked form, the objective of a free press is to act as an unbiased countermeasure against the excesses of all the other components that constitute a ‘system’. So if I had to hazard a guess, I would say we were doing all of the above. Was every opinion of mine absolutely impartial and fair? Come on. I was young and reckless, as people my age were meant to be. This was my way of learning how to be responsible and having some fun along the way. Let not the man standing at the pulpit with a loudspeaker in his hand tell you otherwise.
However, too much of anything, even if it is nostalgia and reminiscence, can be a bad thing. So no more of that. What did my time with the Press Club teach me? Nothing that can be awarded a letter grade or assigned a number. Several intangible variables bide their time in that territory. I had been an introvert in school, but due to my role in the Club I found the courage to speak to complete strangers. I learnt to grant proper form and structure to my thoughts and that helped me in making sure that anything I wrote was coherent and lucid, and not just a rambling rant about what was wrong in my life. Whether you find yourself in an academic setting or a corporate one, you can never underestimate the importance of good communication skills. I hate to say this, but they go a long way in helping you compensate for a lot of other, less forgivable, shortcomings.
But all this is hogwash. I should not be enumerating reasons for you to join a club. Let alone something as boring as a Press Club. You don’t do it because of the brownie points or because it helps you beef up your resume. You also don’t do it because it’s cool. Writing is not the same thing as playing a guitar, after all. And you never do it because someone like me told you to. You do it because you love it. You do it because even if it’s not your passion, writing and being read come close to it. You do it because that is your way of creating something beautiful. And while the journey may be difficult, if there’s anything I have learnt over the course of the last few tumultuous years, it’s that no vocation worth pursuing is ever easy.
Any last words? Sure.

Welcome to the grind. It’s all up to you now.
