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Haws Hips & Elder 
 

The autumn equinox, the second harvest on the Celtic wheel of the year which powered through our lives 
recently along with a full moon, is a time for gathering, preparing for winter, celebrating our harvest and 
knowing what needs pruning back.  We can follow these actions on our allotments, and if we are wise we will 
also follow this thread and ask these questions of our lives; what is the harvest in my life at this time? How am I 
preparing for winter? What and how I am celebrating and appreciating, and what in my life needs pruning back, 
has become overwhelming? 
 
I had intended this article to be ready for the equinox and no matter 
my mind-made plans, life had other ideas about what was possible.  
This last month and the cycle of the season has been a keen teacher 
for me.  Showing me over and over that to every thing there is a 
season, that each creation has its own timing, its moment (or 
month), its flowering, fruiting, cresting, its blooming, ripening, its 
decay and death. And in the fruit or flower’s death are the seeds of 
new life, for rebirth at spring.  Humans are gathering apples for pies 
or crumbles, seeds or pips can be saved or composted for 
regeneration.  Perhaps the birds or ducks arrived first at the ripe 
apples, haws and blackberries; ingesting the fruit and later expelling 
the seeds to earth for germination when the sun moves into its 
waxing cycle once more, and new life starts to take form. I recently 
learnt that hawthorn seeds have an inbuilt mechanism to delay 
germination until the conditions for growth are favourable. 
 
I have a close and growing relationship with the great beauty that is 
the hawthorn tree, one of the native trees of this land that is part of 
the rose family.  The tree is also known as May bush or White thorn.  In folklore hawthorn is known as the tree 
of the heart for its medicinal qualities. Its medicine oxygenates the blood and strengthens the vein and artery 
walls. Hawthorn has been found to be effective in increasing the strength of heart contractions, increasing 
blood flow to the heart, modulating blood pressure and decreasing bad cholesterol. Zinging with vitamins C, A, 
B1 and B2 the haws – red berries with a 5 pointed star on their base – can be foraged in autumn and made into 
a healing tonic for colder months of the year.  
 
I make a tincture in the autumn from the haws. Collect a couple of 
handfuls of ripe haws from a tree, or a couple of different trees.  
Always make sure you leave plenty of haws on the tree for the birds 
and other foragers, and always thank the tree for what it has given 
you.  Rinse the haws and remove any leaves or stems. Slightly crush 
or mash the ripe haws on a chopping board so they are broken open.  
Place them in a clean Kilner jar and cover with a good quality vodka 
(usually not less than 40%), pouring enough vodka to cover the 
contents by a couple of centimetres.  Place the jar in a cool cupboard 
and agitate the jar every day for 2-3 weeks.  Strain the tincture 
mixture through a piece of muslin.  Put the mashed haws on the 
compost heap, pour the brown tincture into small glass bottles and 
label them with the date a content description. Seal the bottles.  
Dosage: 4-5 drops on the tongue when needed.  I turn to the 
support of hawthorn if I feel I’m coming down with a winter cold, or 
if my heart is grieving or anxious.  As I receive the tincture onto my 
tongue I like to remember in my heart the tree that gave me the 
medicine and send my thanks. 
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I enjoyed grazing on dog rose (wild rose) petals so 
much in the spring that I wanted to keep up my 
connection with this abundant wild rambler through 
the autumn.  The hips (red berries) of the dog rose are 
packed with vitamin C and many flavonoids, the potent 
antioxidant action helps protect the body from internal 
and external stresses.  I foraged the hips in the same 
way as the haws and slightly crushed or mashed them 
on a chopping board.  They can then be added to a 
batch of haws to make a tincture infused with the 
medicine of both hawthorn and wild rose.  This 
combination is particularly appropriate for caring for 
and soothing grief.  I instinctively feel the medicine and 
generosity of these two trees is supportive for helping 
us attend to the grief and fear we may be feeling about species extinction, the climate crisis and the loss of so 
many trees the world over. 
 
This autumn I’ve also experimented with drying haws.  
Gather the haws as described above and remove 
leaves and stalks. Avoid eating the seeds as like apples 
the seeds contain cyanide. The haws should be ripe 
enough to squish between your fingers with a light 
pressure.  Cut the haws in half on a chopping board to 
remove the seed(s). Different types of hawthorn tree 
have different amounts of seeds in them. The fleshy 
part of the fruit can be spread out on parchment paper 
to dry and placed on a dust free shelf for a few weeks.  
When completely dry store in a clean air-tight jar.  
Sprinkle the dried haws onto your morning porridge or 
muesli to add colour and an infusion of cold busting 
vitamin C. 
 
Elder, another of our native trees provides us with 
medicinal berries for winter drying.  The berries are 
much smaller than haws and purple in colour.  Forage 
the berries as described above and once rinsed lay the 
whole berry on paper making sure each berry has 
space all around it to properly dry out.  When dry 
(after a couple of weeks) store in a clear glass jar.  
Elderberries are rich in flavonoids, these antioxidants 
work to keep the immune system strong and resilient.  
Sprinkle dried elder berries (along with your haws) 
onto your morning porridge or place a tea-spoon of the 
dried berries into boiling water with a tea-spoon of 
honey for a wonderful winter warming drink.  There is 
much folk-lore to be said about elder and not space 
enough to say it here.  The tree is closely associated 
with the village Wise Woman or healer.  It is said by some that the spirit that inhabits the Elder tree is the Elder 
Mother who holds the power to work her magic, her Medicine in this world… 
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