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access and participate in the programs offered by 
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The Management Committee had hoped we could 

recommence U3A activities on Monday 4th October. 

However, given the continuing uncertainties of 

Covid restrictions, and the incidence of Covid cases 

in Colac the decision has been made to defer a little 

longer. 

 With the current Road Map, Melbourne is to come 

out of lockdown in about 3 weeks. This is dependent 

on Victoria reaching the vaccine target of 70% 

double doses. The sooner we get vaccinated, the 

sooner we will reach these targets. Hopefully we can 

have at least some U3A activities from November. 

If the weather is co-operative we will plan for a 

picnic in the gardens, an opportunity for seeing 

familiar faces, and some welcome chat among 

friends.   

Planning for the future of our U3A, and depending 

on restrictions we can: 

 consider more activities that can run 

outdoors, 

 use other venues e.g., local cafes, where you 

could have lunch and your class,  

 run zoom for classes and for communication 

 look at more online courses 

We welcome idea and suggestions from you all. 

 As soon as it safe to open we will let you 

know, so keep checking your emails for 

updates.  

Rosemary Richardson 

President U3A 

 

 

 

 

Some ideas for new activities in 2022 have been 

suggested by our members. If you are interested in 

participating in any of these, please contact the U3A   

Email:  u3acolaco@gmail.com   

- What’s in the news? (discussion group) 

- Social Bowls from a new member: 

- Book Club 

- Men’s book group 

- Caravan group 

- Fishing 

- Italian  

- Digital photography  

- Defibrillator use and CPR update 

- The Great Composers (Each session looks at 

the life and work of a classical composer) 

- Learn to play guitar 

- Mahjong 

- Wine appreciation 

- Birdwatching 

 

 

Memories of Childhood 
Think back to your childhood, recall your positive 

childhood memories, such as going fishing with your 

Mum or Dad, playing cards with your Grandmother, 

or playing hide and seek with your friends. 

Think about the feelings you associate with each 

memory and put Covid 19 away for a while. 

If you would like to share these happy memories, 

write them down and send them in, we can include 

them in The Informer. 

Email: u3acolaco@gmail.com or leave a copy at the 

office. If the office is closed, mark your envelope 

U3A and “Post” your story through the mail slot in 

the seldom used “front door” at Kanyana. Today I 

am including one of Garry’s memories:   

  

Swimming 
There was no place near the farm where we kids 

could go swimming. As a special treat, perhaps once 

a year on a very hot day, the oldies would take us to 

a magical place close to the highway where two 

small rivers join. There was a sandy beach and a 

wide shallow spot for swimming. That was one 

river, but the other came rushing and tumbling to the 

junction through a narrow slot in the rocks. We 

would run to the upstream end of of this, carefully 

get into the water, and let it take us down to the 

other river. Then out and run again. There was 

plenty of room for other people, but we seldom saw 

anyone on these wonderful days. 

Looking forward to reading about some of your 

memories. 
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While waiting to come to chat with us, Peter 

Kilby has kept busy exploring his neighbourhood. 
Having moved down to the south west of Victoria to 

live after many years of residing in Italy, I’ve busied 

myself in part simply by looking around me. Not too 

far from where I live in Alvie is the little township 

of Warrion. It once boasted a general store and 

bakery; a post-office and a primary school to service 

the many large farming families that lived in the 

district. But as is so often the case by the 60’s the 

next generation in a lot of these families didn’t want 

to be farmers and were attracted to the lure of the big 

cities. Many small farms were sold to bigger 

concerns wanting to increase land holdings and in 

time the township died a slow death. What survived, 

thank God, was the Tea-Tree pub which in the 50’s 

was functioning as a wine bar; long before any such 

thing opened up in Melbourne. And today serves a 

bloody ripper of a cold beer. Scattered about the 

countryside are long abandoned homes, mostly made 

of timber that the new landowners did not want or 

need, I guess. I see them today like tombstones; 

reminders of another time when this area was filled 

with farming families; 

families that often 

boasted more than ten 

children each. I 

wonder about the 

lives that lived in 

these homes. The 

babies born in them; 

the people that quietly 

passed away in them. 

The laughter and the tears; the generations that came 

and went. Their memories are still etched in these 

decaying walls and if you listen, you might hear 

their stories still.    Peter Kilby   

 

This will quack you up! 

A duck walks into a pub and 

asks, “Got any bread?” 

“Sorry, mate,” says the 

barman. “We’re a pub. We 

serve drinks. We don’t serve 

bread.” 

The duck repeats, “Got any bread?” 

 “No mate. Weren’t you listening? We’re a pub.” 

Undeterred, the duck asks again, “Got any bread?” 

The barman, agitated, says, “Look, we don’t serve 

bread and if you ask again, I’ll nail your bill to the 

bar!”  The duck asks, “Got any nails?” 

“NO!” yelled the barman.                                                      

Duck: “Got any bread?” 

Some COVID advice (in jest!) 

Just be careful because people are going crazy from 

being in isolation! 

Actually, I've just been talking about this with the 

microwave and toaster while drinking coffee and all 

of us agreed that things are getting bad. 

I didn't mention anything to the washing machine as 

she puts a different spin on everything. 

Certainly not to the fridge as he is acting cold and 

distant. 

In the end the iron calmed me down as she said 

everything will be fine, no situation is too pressing. 

The vacuum was very unsympathetic... told me to 

just suck it up, but the fan was more optimistic and 

hoped it would all soon blow over! 

The toilet looked a bit flushed when I asked its 

opinion and didn’t say anything, but the door knob 

told me to get a grip. 

The front door said I was unhinged and so the 

curtains told me to ........yes, you guessed it......pull 

myself together.   We’ll get through this together. 

 

Contributed by Beryl Simmons and found on the 

internet 

 

 

 

A French joke 

There were two cats, 1-2-3-

cat and un-deux-trois-cat 

who had a swimming race 

from England to France.  

Who won? 

Answer: 1-2-3-cat because un-deux-trois quatre 

cinq! (un-deux-trois-cat sank) 

  

 

 

Office - 55 Hesse Street, Colac VIC 3250   

Phone: 5231 4435 

Monday to Friday, 10 - 12 noon. 

Email: u3acolaco@gmail.com 

Website:  u3acolacotway.org.au 

  

U3A Colac Otway Inc is grateful for the ongoing 

support we receive from the Colac Otway Shire, the 

State Government of Victoria, Richard Riordan MP.  

U3A Committee:   Rosemary Richardson (Pres), 

Michael Allison (V.Pres), Clare Short (Sec), Robyn 

Perrin (Treas), Barb Gower (Activities C’tee),  

Judy Comley (Activity C’tee) Tony Brown 

(Membership). Jacqui Campbell, Jenny Todorovic, 

John Skewes, Tony Holland, Angela Thomas, Paul 

Durr (members). Informer Editor; Vivienne Wheeler 
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From -  Lorraine Black 

Colac Writers Guild 

 

 

Preface 

The Cat arrived at Wayne’s aunt’s farm.  He 

was large, white and fluffy, but they already had two 

cats and didn’t want another.  They asked around but 

no one knew where he came from, although at one 

farm, the woman at the door denied all knowledge of 

him while a child at her side started to say 

something but was quickly hushed.  It was soon after 

this that Wayne called in.  

‘Do you want a cat?’ his aunt asked. 

‘Oh, yes,’ Wayne said.  ‘He could catch mice 

in the dairy.’ 

So, the cat was brought home in a hessian 

sack and let go in the dairy.  The cat took one look at 

the dairy and decided the house was a better option.  

He moved in and lived with us, or we lived with 

him, for many a year.  We thought of calling him 

Snowflake, or something of the sort, but he finished 

just being known as Cat.  

I wrote this some years later. 

 

The Cat 
 

Ah, she’s home.  Time to open one eye, have 

a stretch and jump down from the chair.  I don’t 

know where she’s been all day; probably out 

catching birds and eating raw fish.  I wonder if she 

brought me home any.  I’ll just saunter over to my 

feed bowl and ask. 

‘Miaow, miaow, miaow?’ 

She’s getting a bit deaf lately.  I had better 

make eye contact with her and ask a bit louder. 

‘Miaow, miaow, miaow?’ 

‘Shut up Cat.’ 

Now, is that anyway to talk to your cat?  

Fortunately, I’m thick skinned. 

‘Miaow, miaow, miaow!’ 

She’s walking to the cupboard!  This could 

be it! 

‘Miaow, miaow, miaow!’ 

Dry cat food!  Well, it’s alright I suppose.  

Doesn’t smell too bad.  I wonder what else there is? 

‘Miaow, miaow, miaow?’ 

She’s trying to ignore me.  I can tell. 

‘Miaow, miaow, miaow?’ 

The fridge door is open! 

‘Miaow, miaow, miaow!’ 

Milk!  You know I’m not very keen on milk. 

‘Cat, you’ve got dry cat food, milk and 

water.  What more can you want?’ 

Well, I wouldn’t mind a nice bit of rabbit or 

a little fish, salmon preferably. 

‘Miaow, miaow, miaow.’ 

‘Get out of the way Cat.’ 

Oh, well, that looks like that’s it.  I might as 

well nibble a bit of the dry cat food.  What’s that 

over there?  She didn’t shut the cupboard door 

properly.  I’ll just go and have a peek. 

‘Get out of that Cat!’ 

How come she completely ignores me when 

I want something but always sees me when I want to 

do a bit of investigation on my own?  Now she’s 

going to the bathroom.  Quick, follow her.  Shall I 

have a drink from the shower recess or the bath?  

The bath tub I think.  Up and in; knock the bath mat 

onto the floor. 

‘Miaow.’ 

She’s washing her hands and trying to ignore 

me. 

‘Miaow, miaow.’ 

‘Just a minute Cat!’ 

She’s coming now; plug in, tap on. 

‘I don’t know why you have to drink out of 

the bath tub.  You’ve got a bowl of water.’ 

But I like it out of the tap.  Oh, she’s on her 

way out now.  Up and out of the bath, wipe wet 

paws on the bath mat and after her.  Now where’s 

she going?  The laundry!  After her again, up onto 

the clothes dryer, onto the washing machine and 

balance on the edge of the trough.  I’ll get another 

drink here if I’m lucky. 

‘Miaow.’ 

No, she’s getting something out of the 

freezer.  I better be quick or she’ll shut me out here.  

Back onto the washing machine, the dryer, down to 

the floor and a mad dash past her legs!  Made it! 

Oh well, nothing much going on here so I 

might as well curl up on a chair and have a sleep. 

‘Get off my chair Cat!’ 

No need to tip me off that way!  It’s not as if 

there aren’t other chairs.  Looks like they’re having 

tea.  I might as well go into the lounge room and 

have a stretch and a scratch on the back of the sofa.  

That usually grabs their attention. 

‘Stop that cat!’ 

A quick run to the front door. 

‘Miaow !’ 

Yes, she’s opened the door.  Sniff the air.  

Evening’s coming on.  Now, do I want to go out or 

don’t I?’ 

Ow!  A roost in the rear end is hardly 

dignified!  Well, it looks like I’m out now whether I 

want to be or not.  I suppose I might as well do the 

rounds while I’m out here; give them a bit of time to 

settle down before I come back and ask for the door 

to be opened.  And if they won’t open it there’s 

always the boys’ bedroom windows.  One of them is 

bound to let me in. 

 

Off I go, but don’t worry; I’ll be back. 



 


