
Terror showed it’s ugly face once again, claiming the lives of 
more than forty jawans in Kashmir. Mangalore Club grieves 
for the families of those martyred  in the attack. It’s February 
and we are getting back into the grind post the new year 
euphoria. The dates for the General elections or the “Dance of 
democracy” as some call it is  expected to be announced soon, 
putting the entire country on poll mode.
At the club the highlight of January was the Club Day 
Celebration. 26th January being a Saturday, the programme  
was held in the evening and a record crowd of 300 members 
was present.
An updated version of the Manual of Procedure was released 
on the occasion. 

In the formal part of the evening,  all the past Secretaries of the 
club who were present  were honoured.
A bumper housie, a well stocked bar with select brands on 
discount and a delicious  buffet dinner were well appreciated and 
enjoyed by all. 
The band then took over and got everybody rocking on the dance 
floor. 
On the infrastructure front, our AC hall  has been refurbished. 
New curtains have been put up and elegant chairs have been 
purchased. A new platform, a podium and a lamp will make 
it convenient to host a formal event at MC. By the end of this 
month we will have our own audio system too, which will make it 
a complete package. 
Several brands of liquor will be on offer which will keep the spirits 
high.
The gourmets have a Punjabi Food Festival to look forward to 
soon! 
Have a lovely month ahead, members!
Ganesh Kamath
Honorary Secretary

IN RIGHT EARNEST

February is one of those months that one can’t really associate 
anything special with. Sure, there’s Valentine’s day, but that’s 
a one day blip in an otherwise ho-hum month. Nowadays It’s 
a month in which parents and kids brace themselves for the 
impending annual examinations. 
That brings us to the topic of examinations at schools. Even 
kids in the basic primary sections are forced to prepare as if 
they were attempting the civil service examinations. We were 
lucky in that we had a proper childhood free of the maddening 
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competition that abounds today. Parents must shoulder the 
responsibility of character building and personality development 
to cope in this environment. 
In this issue one of our most senior members is interviewed. We 
have snaps from the club day.  Past secretary Isaac Vas’s love affair 
with a bike rounds off the issue.
Dr. Siddarth Shetty
Editor, MC Live
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BALLOT
The Names of Applicants for Permanent Membership of the Club who has been found eligible by the Managing Committee shall 
be admitted as a Member Pending Ballot as per Rule 3.1(iv) for a minimum period of 30 days from 25.01.2019  to 23.02.2019 
subsequent to which balloting will commence.    

CATEGORY Name, qualification, 
Date of birth & address Occupation Proposer Seconded by

Application 
recieved by the 

Club on

 GENERAL Mr.Aditya Padmanabha Pai, B.E
27.09.1986
Shiv Mandir

New Balmatta Road 
Mangalore-575001

Business Shashidhar D Pandit Dr. R.L.Kamath
A.Divakar Rao

Dr. Krishna Nayak
Gregory Mathias

Archibald Menezes

13.12.2017

MEMBER’S
CHILDREN

Mr. Kevin Xavier Vas,  B.Arch
02.07.1990

4-32/7, MCF Housing Society
Bejai New Road End,
Mangalore 575 004.

Architect Dr.R.L.Kamath Diwakar Pai Kochikar
Archibald Menezes
Devraj Fernandes
M.Sunder Shetty

Colin Colaco

19.03.2017

MEMBERS PENDING BALLOT

EVENT - CLUB DAY   
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MEET – CHANDRAKANTH PURUSHOTHAM MAKECHA

1) When did you first come to Mangalore?
We are originally from Gujarat, we were settled in Kannur, Kerala 

for more than a century, where we had multiple businesses like 

plywood manufacturing. I migrated to Mangalore and started a 

business of manufacturing insulated copper cables in 1968.

2) How did you end up joining Mangalore club?
I enquired at the club if memberships were available. Mr. 

Karumbiah at the club called me up one day and told me that I 

could apply. Incidentally I’m a member of Bangalore club.

Mr. Chandrakanth Purushotham is one of our senior most 
members. Quiet and affable, you will spot him at house 
evenings, Club day or the Diwali Mela observing everything very 
keenly. A committed Rotarian, he is a regular at the Rotary club 
of Mangalore meetings on Thursday. In this interview, you get 
an insight into his even-tempered personality- his smile always 
speaks louder than his words!

3) How did you find the club in the initial days?
I joined in the late 70’s, those days it was quite slow with not 

many activities. In fact, I was the one who suggested that 

they keep magazines at the club. Later Dr. A.V. Shetty and 

others took a lot of interest. It is much better nowadays. 

4) What is special about Mangalore that made you settle 
down here?
The people are friendly and non-interfering. 

5) Being vegetarian, do you have any suggestions for the 
menu at the club?
Since we are pure vegetarians we usually have some snacks 

like Onion Pakoda. But we are not fussy since it’s a club and 

not a hotel hence there are some limitations.

6) What kind of programs would you like to see introduced 
in Mangalore club?
Programs like old Hindi song events, classes on cooking and 

yoga can be introduced. 

7) What makes Mangalore club unique?
The view from the club is scenic, it is the only club I have seen 

located adjacent to a river. The staff is courteous, they offer 

very good service.

8) You are a Rotarian of long standing. What made you join 
RC Mangalore?
A friend invited me to join Rotary. I keep my Thursday evening 

free for the meetings. I am addicted to Rotary. 

9) Which is your favourite holiday destination?
Switzerland, the natural beauty is amazing. 

10) Do you have any favorite quotes?
I admire Tennyson’s beautiful words – “More things are 

wrought by prayer than this world dreams of”.

Interviewed by Dr. Ajay Kamath & Dr. Siddarth Shetty
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IDENTITY - JAWA RESURRECTED
The Jawa motorcycle which is in the news these days was an 

integral part of my childhood and youth.  I fondly remember the 

days when these machines roared on the streets of Mangalore, 

then a glorified village. The town was full of greenery, fresh 

air and plastics were hard to find. Being in college with hardly 

any money for books, I had no means to buy a Jawa, even 

though I fancied one.  I did not dare ask my father who had 

just purchased a Royal Enfield Ensign Motorcycle with his life’s 

savings for all of us to commute. Those days it was hard for an 

average family to make ends meet. The rise of the present day 

middle class was yet to happen. Providing a roof over our heads 

and food on the table was itself a challenge.

My dream to own a Jawa never materialized. When I realized 

I was able to afford one, the company had already brought a 

new model called the 

Yezdi. Though it was the 
same machine and 

had the same heart of 

the Jawa, it was more 

polished and the roar 

was muted to cater to 

the changing times.  I 

always appreciated the 

minimalistic design of the Jawa. The Czech Engineers who 

designed the motor bike had used the kickstarter to double up 

as a gear lever. Though minimalism is the in thing today, I have 

not seen any contemporary bike makers adopt this concept.  

Perhaps in order to enhance the performance and the mileage, 

they end up making bikes look more complicated than ever.

My first failed attempt to ride a Jawa was when my neighbor 

let me ride his newly purchased bike. Being on the skinnier 

side with no gall to handle the back kick I did not dare to take 

the challenge. The bike required the mandatory pumping of 

the kickstarter before you could deliver a power kick to make 

the engine burst into life. Starting a cold engine was another 

challenge. It required a ritual of fiddling the carburetor needle 

below the petrol tank which only a seasoned rider was in the 

know and then deliver the power kick after the mandatory 

pumping in. A well timed turn of the accelerator on the handle 

bar had to go with all this protocol.  A moment’s delay in turning 

the accelerator, kaput, the process had to be started all over 

again. Those were the happy days when emission standards 

and noise pollution was unheard of. In fact as kids we used to 

love the smell of the petrol fumes and enjoy the noise of roar 

of the Jawa which used to ring in our ears up to a kilometer 

and slowly fade away. Many proud young men used to pull out 

the core of the muffler and be the perfect pest to the residents 

who would take the thumping of the bikes in their stride. No 

one complained or sent posts that went viral, for ruining the 

environment. No Facebook, no WhatsApp, no Instagram. Life 

was a lot less complicated with plenty of spare time on hand.

The bike worked totally on mechanicals. You sensed it when it 

did not feel okay and a visit to the local mechanic was the only 

solution. Someone with a screwdriver and a spanner and who 

wore black, oiled, scarred overalls was a self certified Mechanic.  

Just like family doctors who sensed what 

was wrong with a touch on your stomach 

or the stethoscope on your chest, the 

mechanic would diagnose what was wrong 

with the machine by the 

mere sound of the engine 

and observation of the 

emission.

Those days Jawa, 

Lambretta and the Royal 

Enfield and Rajdoot were the rage. Jawa had a cult following and 

the owners loved them. In the 90s the Japanese invasion took 

place. The Hondas, The Suzukis and the Yamahas with superior 

design, electronics and fully loaded gizmos and mileage replaced 

these big bulky, shiny and iconic machines. No one prized them 

anymore.

After joining Rotary I came to know that  Mr. Farrok Irani, who 

was also a member of Rotary Club of Mysore, his uncle  Mr. 

Rostham Irani  and the then Maharaja of Mysore  had brought 

the Jawa to India. Now that the Jawa is reinvented and the Bullet 

already has a cult following, I hope these good old machines will 

find their niche back and my son would fancy one of these like I 

did decades ago. I wish Mr. Irani was alive to see that his baby or 

shall I say the old heart throb, has been resurrected.

By Isaac Vas

OBITUARY
Mr. Suresh Kumar Jain
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