I am the Restless Forest.
Like a ghost I haunt these city streets, moving from place to place.
The remains of my ancestors lie in the soil, locked in the concrete
beneath your feet. I am a fragment of memory, a reminder of what
was lost.
But I am also a window to what might be; a dream of a greener city.
And hidden in my heart there are treasures to be discovered.

Chapter one - Riparian Forest
I am going to take you on a journey. Back to
‘once upon a time’ when Canterbury was green
and full of promise.
Imagine a time when rivers ruled this land.
Instead of roads there were creeks and streams –
crossing back and forth across the plains in many
meandering pathways. I can still hear the sound
of water rushing and rippling past my feet. Cool,
shaded water, stirring the air musty with
vegetation. Cryptic fish darted in the shadows.
Fat eels/tuna grew centuries old.
Instead of high rise buildings there were tall
kahikatea, tōtara and mātai stretching up to the
sky. Harakeke/flax gathered in large families,
ribbonwood/manatu and lancewood/horoeka provided a green lushness. Sedges, tussocks and gossamer grass
hung their shaggy heads over the water to provide shade and insects to the fish below.
Instead of the sounds of cars and buses, there were birds; parakeets/kākāriki chit-chattering, tūī chiming,
kererū wooshing, and bittern/matuku stalking silently through the reeds. Imagine, because these sounds,
smells and sights are nearly all gone. Only fragments remain – listen carefully and you may catch the
occasional whoosh of a lonely kererū.
When people arrived they travelled up these rivers to find new places to live. They hunted the mighty moa and
cleared the mighty trees to make space for their gardens and houses. They stripped the river banks bare and
walled the water into channels. Many of the streams are now hidden in pipes under streets and shopping
malls. But they are still there. Waiting. They remember me. And like me, they grow restless.
I am Riparian Forest. I am the buffer between land and river. I provide food and cover for wildlife. I shade the
water to keep it cool in summer, and slow down the floods of winter. I hold the soil in place—without me, the
river banks collapse and wash into the sea. I keep the river water clear and clean. I protect both land and river,
and all that dwells here. I am the connection to keep both land and water safe.
Today I am little more than a ghost. Little is left of me but fragments and echoes. But you can still walk under
mighty kahikatea at Riccarton Bush / Pūtaringamotu and imagine what it may have been like. In this urban
forest, I can imagine a new future for Christchurch. One in which the forest and the people live together and
protect one another. This is my dream. Can you see it, too?"
I am the restless forest.
Manaaki whenua, Manaaki tangata,
Care for the land, care for the people.
Glossary
Riparian – A forested or wooded area of land beside a body of water such as a river, stream, pond. The
word "riparian" is derived from Latin ripa, meaning river bank
Cryptic - coloration or markings that camouflage an animal in its natural environment.

Chapter two – Remnant Forest
I am in pieces. My remaining fragments are
scattered, a jigsaw with half the pieces missing. I
am remnant forest.
Once the Port Hills above Christchurch and
beyond to Banks Peninsula were covered with
thick, lush forest. First the Māori, then European
settlers arrived – both used fire to clear the
forest from the land. Flames licked and chewed
at my feet, and left me retreating to small
remnants hiding in steep gullies. Some large
trees were harvested for timber, but many were
laid waste to fire. Tussock grasslands and
pasture moved in to replace the giant podocarp
trees that towered over understories of flowering
and fruitful shrubs and small-leaved trees. A
graveyard of uprooted totara logs and stumps litter ridgelines; a stark reminder of the grand forest that
once stood here.
The pieces of me that remain are forest islands in a sea of pastures, isolated and alone. I am a refuge
for endangered plants and animals, yet my ability to support such biodiversity is restricted by my size
and isolation. Many of these islands are undergoing ecosystem decay – not strong enough or big
enough to keep natural processes going. Each island’s borders are constantly doing battle with weeds
– many escaped from gardens – that constantly lap and creep and invade. Pests such as possum,
deer, goat and pig nibble back young seedlings before they have a chance to grow high enough to
reach the canopy.
But hope is not lost. I may be fragmented but am not yet forgotten. Fencing around remnants has
stopped grazing animals from entering the islands, allowing for natural regeneration to take its course.
Restoration projects by landowners, agencies and volunteers has seen many hands weeding and
planting – giving back to bring back what has been lost. Their efforts have seen the return of many
native trees and forest birds. I am refuge for including bellbird/korimako, wood pigeon/kererū,
silvereye, pūkeko, fantail/pīwakawaka, tomtit/miromiro, grey warbler/riroriro, riflemen/tītitipounamu,
and brown creeper/pīpipi. Their songs echo across the hills and sing of futures green.

Chapter 3 - Restorative forest
This city is in a state of constant change and
evolution. New buildings are rising up from the
rubble; repaired buildings reopen their doors. We
rush from one milestone to the next. We celebrate
and then we move on. We can’t stop. We’re on a
fast-track tram with people at each stop watching
out for every second that it falls behind.
I stand here on the corner and watch the rushing. I
watch the people that walk by, with their heads bent
down looking at their phones. The executives that
sup on takeaway coffee as they dash between
meetings. The tourists who stop to look in shop
windows of New Regent Street or ride those trams;
taking photos and selfies and live-streaming videos of their travels. I stand. And watch. And give.
You may not notice what I give but you feel it. My presence alone impacts your spirit. Take a moment
to sit with me and you will feel happier. Calmer; restored; momentarily refreshed. The oxygen I supply
cleanses your blood and clears your mind. The sound of the wind in my leaves for a moment takes
precedence over the constant hum of traffic. The cool shade I offer feels good on your hot skin.
You need me. You need the small green spaces close by to where you live and work and spend your
day. You need large green spaces such as playing fields for sports or running or other physical
activities as well as a place to interact with nature or to socialise with others in parks.
You need me for the numerous public health benefits, mental, physical and emotional. I help relax
and reduce stress. I provide spaces for social interactions – a place to stop and sit and talk. I am the
antidote for all those harmful side-effects of urban life – air pollution, noise and excessive heat. Small
groups of trees in the city become stepping stones for wildlife to hop between. I make city streets
more interesting, more beautiful, a place to linger and choose a slower pace. More desirable.
Notice me. I am more than a token green garnish on the sidewalk. I am important. I am a hint of what
once was here – once a complete ecosystem of large trees, smaller ones, shrubs and ferns making
up the many layers of a forest, making up a home or habitat for wildlife – birds and invertebrates.
Houhere/lacebark, manatu/lowland ribbonwood, kowhai, korimako – you plant me in your city gardens
and I flourish there as if I belong. It’s because I do belong; but I am restless; I’m waiting for you to
notice.
Nature isn’t something apart from city life. Nature is a part of it. Include me in your plans. Create and
restore green spaces amongst the buildings and on the streets. Give me a place in your city. I am
restorative forest. You need me. I am here. Here I belong.

