From Frogmore,
Victoria

UNDERSTANDING RAIMOND GAITA BY HELEN GARNER

Last winter on a plane to the Mildura Writers’ Festival | happened to sit next
to Raimond Gaita. Like many people who have read his memoir Romulus,
My Father, | felt | knew him better than | actually do. | asked him if it was
true that Eric Bana was going to play Romulus in the movie adaptation that
I'd heard Richard Roxburgh was directing. He opened his laptop and showed
me some stills: the replica of Frogmore, the crumbling weatherboard shack
of his childhood; Bana riding a motorbike with a plaster cast on his leg; a
rangy boy running and laughing in a dusty yard. The movie-Raimond
looked about nine. He had a face so open that it hurt to look at it

“His name,” said Gaita, “is Kodi Smit-McPhee.”

“Did you go to the shoot?”

“| kept away,” he said. “| thought my presence might throw him off
He might think, Is this what's ahead for me?” He gave a small laugh.
“But near the end | went. Richard introduced us. We stood and looked
at each other. We both cried. He said, 'I've lived your life for the last
three months.' And then for an hour he wouldn't leave my side.”
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