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      Paul Calvert woke about an hour out of Auckland on a train journey back from dreamland. Tired, slightly nauseous. Will this travel never cease? He thought because he didn’t want it to. Will this railway soon finish? He wished it wouldn’t! It was early in the morning as the train passes through station after station. Knowing it isn’t long before arrival, melancholy floods him, brought on by a mixture of memory, the landscape, and the motion of the train: together these create a kind of perfection like lovemaking which he knows must end.

      Papakura Station, newly painted and dripping with dew, is a peaceful welcome to the Auckland boundary. Calvert had a warning that Papakura was up ahead twenty miles or so before when he had passed through a cutting and the earth was red with a topping of bright green grass against a dark blue sombre sky. He thought ‘papa kura: soon we’ll be in Papakura’. Papakura Station stands still as his train moves slowly out and he catches sight of a suburban train filling with early morning commuters on the far platform which will follow his train into Auckland in ten minutes or so. These are things that will happen but Calvert is dreaming...in dreamland, te wahi moemoeā, horrific transvestite fear over the strait, I am my mother dying...I fly in an ever-encircling stranglehold moving towards the ceiling...looking down I can see myself...tobacco-picking job doesn’t begin...I leave for the darkness of self-absorption...an overnight stay lasts two weeks and a girl with a name like Rhodesia talks me down...passing Middlemore Hospital Calvert is now almost awake as the train moves lazily towards Mangere.

      The dining car normally closes north of Papakura but he manages to persuade the people in it to give me a cup of coffee. This is his first trip to Auckland from dreamland for some time. Hoping he has left dreamland for good this time, Calvert is unsure what he will do from now on. There will be no one to meet him at the station. He has been away so long that all his northern friends have either dispersed or forgotten him, and his family who are in Auckland don't know him since he went into the exile of te wahi moemoeā.

      "He kura kanga e hokia, he kura tangata e kore e hokia," As his carriage passes over the points near Westfield which take the train onto the Waterfront-Orakei Deviation, Rangi's last words to him ring in his ears, each word punctuated by the boom-cha-boom, boom-cha-boom of the train. Only now as he enters excitedly the outskirts of his childhood haunts does he begin to understand the explanation of her ancestral proverb. Fighting off illusions and tiredness he attempts to reach a fuller comprehension of what she'd meant by saying, ‘You can return to a treasured place, but not to a treasured person’, From the train window he catches a glimpse of ghetto-like Glen Innes, spread out like a ragged carpet, spread out like an inaccurate map of his past. Paul Calvert knows he is almost home - not the home of people, but the home of places and ghosts and memories…in the dream I was sitting on a sofa in the house of an old friend with the improbable name of Shamus O'Shamus...we had met up in dreamland after not seeing each other for some time...she walked in on our literary language, it was Rangi, my never-to-be-wife, kahore tāku hoa wahine...our eyes met without fear and our hearts wanted to run away with each other...things are never simple in dreamland and she left me desolate ...still she haunts all my dreams and I love her like the moment I met her...when the darkness descends she is there telling me how you can never return to a treasured person ...Paul Calvert notices the carriage has gone dark. It is eerie when another train going the other way blows its whistle and rushes by inside the double-track tunnel, sounding like a resurrected dinosaur hearing itself roar for the first time in two million years.

      The train emerges from the tunnel out into Meadowbank and Calvert feels torn from every side by emotion. Memory-images of the past are before him as though they are here, palpable! The train goes faster but for him it has stopped! It moves but doesn't move! Up to the right he can see the church which was part of his old school. Two horses run down the hill as the train frightens them and he is a nine-year-old boy looking down through the bushes which surround his school. Calvert can see the early morning train from Wellington that he is now on, rumbling along the tracks and two of the horses that belong to the rich kids at his school are running down the hill, they must be scared. The time-train passes under the Orakei overbridge as it moves through Orakei Station, and he can see the mysterious gin factory to the left - he could never believe that that's what it was when he was young because he thought all things like that came from overseas.

      Well this train moves...in dreamland trains move...if they move at all it is through the efforts of our labour...before Rangi arrived, before the cold set in...before the fire of ice burned my heart to a frozen cinder...in this land I helped to keep the trains going...going through tunnels and climbing steep gradients...when no trains came we would dig and lift and heave ho!...hey-up!, hey-up!, hey-up!...another sleeper lies in a ballast bed...replace that rail up at 339 was the order of the day...and how can a man work wearing two coats, eh Flook!!!...pipi and paua sizzling on a shovel...but these dreams detract from immediate emotions for here he is on a train going through his home and all he can do is dream.

      Orakei, Calvert struggles to understand the meaning of the word, but the train is moving again for him. He can see the old sewer pipe he and other kids used to walk across to Parnell and back. Parnell Baths, Judges Bay pass without comment and the train becomes entwined in the mesh of rails that is the Auckland rail yards, slowing to a crawl as an early goods train heads out of the yards, southbound, two engines pulling fifty or so wagons...my brother has just laughed himself to sleep in the bed next to me... we stay up till late talking and laughing...“Don't shoot, I've got six wives and a children” and we both roar our heads off...mum calls out “Shut-up you two, go to sleep!”...now he is asleep and mum and mad and the two girls asleep in the next room, and gran asleep in the front room...not me, I lie awake in the dark, I don't like to sleep because you don't know anything...but as I lie in the dark I can hear the steady rumble and drone of a goods train going through the night...through Orakei Station...I don't care where it goes but that sound haunts and terrifies me...if it wasn't for that sound I wouldn't know I was alone...I want mum to come in and put her arms around me and say it's all right...she used to but now I'm too big...
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      The train jerks to a halt at Platform 4 of Auckland Station. Calvert is quite awake now but prefers to watch the people pour out of the carriages rather than make any definite movement himself. Big greetings and meetings, hongi and handshakes are being exchanged, kisses and hugs. Bleary-eyed, up-all-night travelers meet their friends and loved-ones - this is what a railway station should be like, Calvert thinks to himself. So many more Māori and Polynesian faces here than in dreamland, to the south. A little girl wanders past the carriage window and for the time he thinks “a little Rangi Brown!” - this simple sentence recurs almost daily after he’s been in Auckland for some time. So, he might see a small Māori girl anytime and he will think “a little Rangi Brown” and will be both upset and reassured.

      Finally, everyone has left the train and the workers are rushing through each carriage retrieving hired pillows and emptying rubbish containers. Calvert tells them he is vacating the carriage, gathers his meagre belongings, steps down from the train, and heads for the cafeteria to get a kai and settle his thoughts about what to do now he has arrived.

      After a somewhat frugal breakfast of soup and toast and a cup of coffee, Paul Calvert gets on a bus that will take him to town. Auckland Railway Station is a metaphorical gauge for Auckland City as a place, that is, it stops short of the mark. So, as the station stands aloof and beautiful, fronted by large Phoenix palms lending it an air of exotic colonialism, this station doesn't quite go to the centre of the city. And the city itself doesn't quite have a heart, a focal point where people can say they are in the heart of the city. Queen Street is more like a man-made Grand Canyon than a valley where people settle for shelter and protection...on a Friday night after school Paul Calvert would gather the kids together and get the bus to town...they would all go to the movies and then meet mum about 7pm outside her work...she had a cleaning job because their dad was in prison down south...we would all have tea and then mum and the kids would go home...I would stay in town to meet school friends outside 246 or just look around the record shops and music shops...a couple of years later I bought an electric guitar which was really neat but I had to take it back when dad got sick because mum needed the money...“Hot town Summer in the City” was blaring on the radio and I used to pretend I was a bohemian (long before I learned the meaning of the word) grooving around the ‘Village’ in New York, and there I was walking up Queen Street on a Friday night before all the big buildings went up, but it seemed so much bigger then and “times were very hard when I was young”...as the bus moved off from the Station Calvert realised that it was not a trolley-bus as it would have been before he left for te wahi moemoeā. This puzzled him and made him sad, but he soon enjoyed the sharp precision and smooth modernity of the Mercedes as it swung into Queen St. from Customs St., without the age-old fear of the trolley poles flying off the overhead wires. Queen St. looked much the same, if anything the addition of several larger buildings made it appear sparser and smaller than it did in the old days.

      Getting off the bus at Vulcan Lane, which had been paved over and turned into something of a mall or at least a walkway, since the dream-time, Calvert went into one of the pubs in the Lane, ordered a drink and sat down...“hōmai te inu-ahi!” cried Golliwog as he snatched a bottle of whiskey from my hand in one of the city of dreams...I gave him a wry “Kia ora,” as he swallowed a quarter of the bottle in one gulp...“Wha, wha, what are you doin' here, e hoa” Golliwog said to me...“Ha, ha, how did you get to dreams” he asked...when I told him I had flown there he believed me and burst out laughing...“Si, si, so did I” he said, handing me back my whiskey...that was in dreams but here he was sitting opposite Paul Calvert in a pub in Vulcan Lane, in Auckland in reality.

      “Tena koe! Kei te pēhea koe, e hoa?”

      It was Golliwog sitting sober and sane opposite Calvert reading a newspaper.

      “Kei te pai,” Paul answered, and they sat talking quietly. Calvert had never seen him in te wahi moemoeā except when he was really out of it. It was good to see him now, especially since Calvert was feeling lonely and a bit subdued, a stranger in a familiar land.

      However, several drinks and several pubs later Golly, as Calvert had always called his friend, had fixed him up with a job and a place to stay for a few days. Paul could work with him, he said, laying kerbstones and doing a bit of drainage work, and he went away to ring his boss to confirm that Calvert would start tomorrow. Calvert became a bit anxious when he heard Golly, whose real name was Hone, arguing and shouting over the phone. He was afraid that not only had he not got him a job, but had caused himself to get the sack. But Hone returned smiling.

      “You gotta job, start Monday”...in dreamland one day Golly had gone to get paua off the rocks - dream rocks - near where we lived...he returned with a sack of paua but seemed somewhat perturbed...“I was nearly killed” he said, “nearly fell a hundred feet to the rocks”...“I'll get you a whiskey, haere ki te moe”...after a couple of hours sleep his kaha returned and he spent the rest of the evening making paua fritters...“Hey Hone, do you remember the time you went on that paua hunt?” Paul said rather drunkenly.

      “No” Hone replied, “let's go!”

      Paul Calvert wakes but doesn't know where he is. It is almost light, there is someone moving about in the room and he knows it isn't him. He can't move! He can't do anything except feel pain. What a hangover! “Oooh Aaah!” he groans.

      "Teach you to get so haurangi, eh!" said the voice from the person who was doing the moving around. It is Golly's sister, Hine, it must be her room he’s in. He realises he is lying on the floor next to her bed, no wonder he was so cold.

      “Boy, you fellas was drunk last night. You kept trying to get into bed with me, and I kept throwing you out, it was funny, eh!”

      “I must have been drunk,” Paul said, "to want to sleep with you." She threw a hairbrush at him and walked out.

      “You can get into my bed now,” she called from the kitchen. “You want a cup of tea, you haurangi rat”...I slipped off to dreamland and there was Rangi...I used to tease her: “Poor Rangi, she's a porangi”...she'd get angry and I'd say “Brown, funny name for a Māori”...she'd throw something at me then laugh...“Here's your tea. I got to go

      to work now,” said Hine. “See you later, good to see you, eh.”

      She gave him a kiss on the forehead.

      “Good to see you too,” Calvert called after her. Then he could feel the bruises from falling on the floor after being kicked out of bed. He grimaced and fell asleep in Hine's bed...in dreamland we walk down the main street of the stone city...your young daughter is up on my shoulders...“Look Mum look!” she cries, at anything that moves...her fingers fold over my eyes like night flowers covering my view of already dark dreaming skies...“Hey! I can t see!” I cry out and she laughs and takes her fingers away...looking down the old main street...looking northward I can see the hill which dominates the cityscape...it is said that the rise of the hill is the puku of a Māori chief lying on his back...the day is cold and calm and there is mist on the hill...tomorrow it will probably snow...the colours in the sky are stark and austere...in dreams you are beautiful and dreamland mirrors your beauty...we are a family yet not a family and being apart sometimes crushes me...we are going to the grand old hotel for lunch where the man plays piano in the corner...across the table, good food, good wine...your little girl talks on to herself while we talk...“Wake up! wh, wh, wake up!” yells Golly in my ear.

      “Come on, man, let's go downtown, here's a coffee. You seen Tania and her daughter lately by the way?”

      Paul mumbles no and drinks the coffee, feeling physically and emotionally drained. Hone and Paul walk from his place in Ponsonby to the bus stop. Calvert is still a bit out of it, slightly confused. Ponsonby looks as though it's changed since he has been dreaming and it is now several years since he’s lived there, although, as usual, things seemed only like yesterday.

      Places around Ponsonby looked familiar, yet a lot newer, as though there had been an earthquake or a war and the people had wanted to completely restore the suburb the way they remembered. Only in doing so the whole character of the place had changed. As they walked past the recently painted houses and shops which now stocked patê, salami and brie, Calvert had a kind of a reactive twinge, a repulsion that one gets when one knows something has changed irrevocably.

      “Bit different now, eh” says Hone as they stood waiting for the bus. When the big yellow banana bus arrives Calvert is again reminded that the trolley buses are gone from Auckland streets. Ponsonby Road just doesn't seem the same without the overhead wires which used to dominate the skyscape. His instinct is to immediately retreat to the never-changing beauty of dreamland, he finds his mind is slip-sliding into the mire of melancholy memory but he fights it.

      “Mind over memory” Calvert says to himself. Unfortunately, he says this just as he is boarding the bus. The driver looks at him in a suspicious tone and he has to recover quickly and say,

      “Two to the city,” handing him the money...they hand him the money and he gives them a week's supply of smack...it will probably only last the night and they will survive another week by stealing and ripping each other off...if you look closely you can see the handle of the revolver the dealer carries in a shoulder holster...now that he has hit everyone up he leaves this run-down, rodent-infested house in a no-exit Ponsonby cul-de-sac...as the dealer drives off in his Jaguar it doesn't take much to think that in ten years when I return from dreamland he will own a similar house, fully restored and be a respectable restaurateur, while most of the junkies in Hippie Hotel will be dead or in the bin or jail...“Ten years have passed, ten years with the length of ten Indian summers!” Calvert thinks aloud. Hone interjects with a witty, smiling

      “Inflation has even hit poetry, I see!” and they both laugh. As the bus turns into K. Road Calvert gets a kind of thrill, like seeing an old friend.

      Karangahape Road, the deformed relative of Auckland's main street, Queen Street, which is middle-class and well-dressed. K Road, as it is known, would more aptly be called Queen Street because it harbours most of the seedier side of Auckland. This is where the trans-sisters, pimps and prostitutes ply their wares. K Road where all the bordellos and massage parlours entice the suspecting gentlemen off the streets to taste the delights of people who have expensive tastes.

      It is also a lively area by day, the main shopping area for the multicultural inner city dwellers. As the bus turned left into Queen Street, Hone, who had been prattling on incessantly up till now, suddenly went quiet.

      “Anything wrong?” Paul asked him.

      “Maybe, Professor!” It was strange hearing Hone call him by his old nickname he hadn't heard for years; it made him think how long they'd known each other.

      “I just saw a couple of cops talking to my brother, Skids!”

      “Boy! Is Skids old enough to be in trouble with the law?” Paul mused. Golly grinned at him, and then went serious.

      “They are probably just giving him a talk about sniffin' in public or something. Anyway, nothin' we can do. If we get off they'll be gone one way or another. You know, that young Skids, he's a bit of a hero around town. We all laugh at home, eh, because he's got the mana to be at the top because the streetkids think that his name Skids is short for streetkids. We all tease him if we're at home for a kai on the weekend or something. Mum hits him over the ear and says ‘You gotta do the dishes Skids, mana or no mana.’ And my young sister says he only got called that because he kept skidding over when he was still about eight, when everyone else could walk properly and everyone laughs”...Shamus O'Shamus and I had stalked the streets all night...earlier we were out of it and smoking on the last bus to Ponsonby...the big Māori lady driving the bus turned around and said in a gruff voice, ‘Hey you put that thing out! Or I’ll put you out!’...we sat somewhat subdued, slightly paranoid until the trolley bus went around a sharp corner and the poles went flying off the wires...this was too much for Shamus and he burst out laughing uncontrollably...I soon followed and we both were hysterical by the time the driver got back from fixing the poles...she threw us off the bus, the zoo bus, the last bus to Ponsonby, and we walked, stalked the streets ending up at Mothers, a cafe run by a burly transvestite...O'Shamus ordered a doughnut and a coffee and Raylene made a joke about the jam in the middle...“We're here,” said Golly. They got off the bus and walked to the downtown Queen Elizabeth Square.

      “I'll just go an’ ring Auckland Central Pig-sty to see if they picked up Skids.” While Calvert waited for Hone he just looked around the square. All the new buildings were so tall compared with those in dreamland. The old Dilworth Building, while over-towered by the new neighbours was strangely enhanced by them all. He looked up at the Central Post Office and then remembered the toy shop that used to be across the road...mum, can I have that articulated truck for Christmas, can I, please...You'll have to ask Santa that dear, she answered...I said yes but I couldn't understand why mum winked at the man behind the counter...we went outside where the tramlines were being ripped up...I liked the trams, the way they used to clink along the middle of the road...mum, why are those men taking the trams away...I don't know, dear, come on let's go...I didn't say any more about the trams because mum looked just as sad and puzzled about them as I was...I went back to wondering whether Santa would give me the white truck...“Remember the old fleapit!” said Hone.

      “What,” Paul said, realising that Golly was back.

      “The old Oxford theatre that was here before that Downtown thing.”

      “Yes, I do,” he said, “but I only went once. How's Skids?”

      “They never got him, just a warning, the pig gave me a lecture on being his older brother and all that and said I should do something before he gets into real trouble. I told him I got enough worries and besides I said Skids is the one who bosses me around these days. The cop said fuck off and hung up. Where you wanna go now, eh!”

      It was nearly lunchtime so
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