
Rise of Andrew Carnegie - Laird of Skibo
By Clarence Alexander, in American Patriot.

Dunfermline, Scotland, January.—ln a wee garret
of an humble workingman’s home in this old city,
Andrew Carnegie, the great steel millionaire of Amer-
ica, was born.
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The trip from Dunfermline to Skibo, Scotland, is

not a desperate undertaking when made in the usual
way, but if the journey be made byway of Pittsburg,
Pennsylvania, the venture is a tedious one, beset with
difficulties. But one living man has ever thus made
the trip, and his name is Andrew Carnegie. It took
him half a century of steady toil and exertion to ac-
complish the feat.

If one goes from Inverness to John O’Groat’s house
in the northland, he passes Dornock Firth and Bonar
Bridge. The latter is the station of Skibo Castle, some
eight miles distant. There lives
the “Laird of Skibo,” Prince of
Pittsburgh, the “Star Spangled
Scotchman,” who got his G. B.
at Dunfermline and his K. C. B.
at Homestead, in the current
lingo of the Boer war.

As a matter of fact, the home
life of Mr. Carnegie in Skibo
Castle differs in but one particu-
lar from that of any otherpoten-
tate of the Grampian Hills; Mr.
Carnegie does not smoke. It is
a legend that but one man ever
lit a stogy within the walls of
Skibo. That man was the Duke
of Sutherland, and he had bad
luck all his life. Deep potations
of Scotch whisky take the place
of vulgar tobacco at Skibo. But
even these are limited to meal
times. It is a fundamental dog-
ma of Mr. Carnegie that alco-
holic indulgences should be lim-
ited to the meal hour. In his
volume published some years ago reciting the adven-
tures of his first coaching trip through the kingdom,
Mr. Carnegie railed right lustily at the Prohibitionists
for advocating total abstinence, pointing out that
moderate indulgence at meals was the only true tem-
perance.

Aside from Mr. Carnegie and his retainers, the
principal inhabitants of the neighborhood of Skibo are
ghosts, most of whom have a harmless disposition. At
Bonar Bridge was Macbeth’s Castle, and which was
about as far north as Shakespeare ever got in his im-
aginings. Os course, there is a spook hovering in that
vicinity. Moreover, the old Castle of Dornoch itself
has a well-authenticated ghost. All the laity of the
neighborhood will tell you about the Old Abbot who
was doomed to forever haunt this pile on account of
his sins. The poor old man’s time is not up yet.

Then that long strip of sand reaching out into
Dornoch Firth is really alive with ghosts—so the sea-

men told me. Once on a time a great storm upset
a shiplet on the bar and spilled out the sailors, most
of whom were drowned. The dead men were very
much chagrined at being left unburied and, to this
day, continue to haunt the neighborhood, burdening
the night air with their cries, wailings and complaints.

Skibo itself had a ghost until recently. It was
that of a fair maid in her teens who kept going from
room to room keeping honest folk awake with her
lamentations. When Mr. Carnegie’s workmen were
remodeling the Castle to fit it for human habitation,
they discovered the skeleton of the maiden and buried
it in a nearby grave, marking the spot with the in-
scription, “To the Unknown Dead.” Since then, the
ghost has gone off about her business and the inmates

of Skibo Castle have been able
to sleep nights.

The vicinity of John O’-
Groat’s House, farther north, is
full of ghosts of every shape, size
and nationality. Every school
boy knows the story of the
O’Groats, how they met at a
Christmas feast, had a knock-
down fight over which should sit
at the head of the table, and how
Brother John made peace by
agreeing that he would fix things
to suit all hands, the next year.
According to promise, John built
an eight-sided house, with eight
doors and an eight-sided table in
the center. When the eight
brothers assembled, each sat, at
the head of the table and all was
lovely. Only a pile of dirt re-
mains to mark the place of the
octagon house, but the ghosts of
the eight brothers still linger to
hold communion with their de-

scendants, and the story is told by every well-regulated
nurse in the English-speaking world to this very hour.

I have been told that the spirit of Lady Grey oc-
casionally returns to Skibo to see how things are go-
ing on, but as I can find no one who has seen Her
Ladyship of late I am prone to be skeptical of the
veracity of the claim. Lady Grey was that proud old
dame who ruled Skibo in 1649, the time that the King
sent the Marquis Jim Montrose with a force of men
to bring the stubborn Covenanters in line with the
Royalist cause. Montrose found a bigger job than he
had anticipated. His retainers were scattered in the
first onslaught, and a few days later one Holburn cap-
tured the fugitive Marquis, who was trying to get out
of the measly country disguised as a shepherd. Hol-
burn started with his prisoner to Edinburgh and
stopped for the night at Skibo, where Lady Grey pro-
vided the entertainment. As Holburn entered the
dining room, he presented his distinguished prisoner

ANDREW CARNEGIE
From Photo made in Dunfermline, Scotland, twelve

years ago.


