ANDREW EWING 

Andrew Ewing joined Charlotte Chapel on 22 September 1905, by transfer from the Baptist church in Kirkcaldy. He was interviewed by Joseph Kemp and Mr Aitken. 

 He began business with a small grocer’s shop. From there, he progressed to a chain of shops, throughout mid and southern Scotland, with the distinctive logo of the ‘Buttercup Dairy Company’.  To supply his shops, he owned egg farms. As part of his Christian commitment, he gave away to charity all eggs that the hens laid on a Sunday. The deaconess in the Chapel found this welcome as she visited the poor.

He was shy of publicity, but he was a good friend to many needy people.   During the depression years of 1929–33, and again during the years of rationing and shortage of the Second World War, many a person, including visiting preachers, found a small packet slipped into their pocket, containing half a pound of butter or some rashers of bacon.  Typical of the man was his gesture toward the Chapel Scouts, when they had their summer camp at Canty Bay. From 1921, they travelled from the Chapel to North Berwick on a lorry provided by Mr Ewing. When they unloaded the camp gear, they discovered an extra item – a large case of butter, tea, margarine, eggs and condensed milk, which he had slipped onto the lorry.

Since his business was keeping hens in huts, for the production of eggs for his shops, he was able to give some surplus huts to the outreach in Granton, and these huts enabled the new outreach to have a home when it started on 9 July 1940; it soon became the Granton Baptist Church. 
The writer, in company of his parents, visited Mr Ewing socially several times in the late 1940s and early 1950s. He lived in a large stone house, Clermiston Mains, Clermiston Road, on the western slope of Corstorphine Hill – now the site of Queen Margaret College. In those days there was no building round about, and the house enjoyed an uninterrupted view to the west. He died on 9 August 1956, apparently wealthy, but his estate totalled less than £2,000 – everything else had been given away, already, to charitable and good causes.  In the days of rationing, a parting gift of half a dozen eggs or half a pound of real butter was appreciated more than words can tell.

