
Extract from Chapter XXI of Andrew Carnegie’s autobiography. 
THE PEACE PALACE AND PITTENCRIEFF 

Pittencrieff. 

No gift I have made or can ever make can possibly approach that of Pittencrieff 
Glen, Dunfermline. It is saturated with childish sentiment—all of the purest and 
sweetest. I must tell that story:  

Among my earliest recollections are the struggles of Dunfermline to obtain the 
rights of the town to part of the Abbey grounds and the Palace ruins. My 
Grandfather Morrison began the campaign, or, at least, was one of those who did. 
The struggle was continued by my Uncles Lauder and Morrison, the latter honored 
by being charged with having incited and led a band of men to tear down a 
certain wall. The citizens won a victory in the highest court and the then Laird 
ordered that thereafter "no Morrison be admitted to the Glen." I, being a Morrison 
like my brother-cousin, Dod, was debarred. The Lairds of Pittencrieff for 
generations had been at variance with the inhabitants.  

The Glen is unique, as far as I know. It adjoins the Abbey and Palace grounds, 
and on the west and north it lies along two of the main streets of the town. Its 
area (between sixty and seventy acres) is finely sheltered, its high hills grandly 
wooded. It always meant paradise to the child of Dunfermline. It certainly did to 
me. When I heard of paradise, I translated the word into Pittencrieff Glen, 
believing it to be as near to paradise as anything I could think of. Happy were we 
if through an open lodge gate, or over the wall or under the iron grill over the 
burn, now and then we caught a glimpse inside.  

Almost every Sunday Uncle Lauder took "Dod" and "Naig" for a walk around the 
Abbey to a part that overlooked the Glen—the busy crows fluttering around in the 
big trees below. Its Laird was to us children the embodiment of rank and wealth. 
The Queen, we knew, lived in Windsor Castle, but she didn't own Pittencrieff, not 
she! Hunt of Pittencrieff wouldn't exchange with her or with anyone. Of this we 
were sure, because certainly neither of us would. In all my childhood's—yes in my 
early manhood's-air-castle building (which was not small), nothing comparable in 
grandeur approached Pittencrieff. My Uncle Lauder predicted many things for me 
when I became a man, but had he foretold that some day I should be rich 
enough, and so supremely fortunate as to become Laird of Pittencrieff, he might 
have turned my head. And then to be able to hand it over to Dunfermline as a 
public park—my paradise of childhood! Not for a crown would I barter that 
privilege.  

When Dr. Ross whispered to me that Colonel Hunt might be induced to sell, my 
ears cocked themselves instantly. He wished an extortionate price, the doctor 
thought, and I heard nothing further for some time. When indisposed in London 
in the autumn of 1902, my mind ran upon the subject, and I intended to wire Dr. 
Ross to come up and see me. One morning, Mrs. Carnegie came into my room 
and asked me to guess who had arrived and I guessed Dr. Ross. Sure enough, 
there he was. We talked over Pittencrieff. I suggested that if our mutual friend 
and fellow-townsman, Mr. Shaw in Edinburgh (Lord Shaw of Dunfermline) ever 
met Colonel Hunt's agents he could intimate that their client might some day 
regret not closing with me as another purchaser equally anxious to buy might not 
be met with, and I might change my mind or pass away. Mr. Shaw told the doctor 
when he mentioned this that he had an appointment to meet with Hunt's lawyer 
on other business the next morning and would certainly say so.  



I sailed shortly after for New York and received there one day a cable from Mr. 
Shaw stating that the Laird would accept forty-five thousand pounds. Should he 
close? I wired: "Yes, provided it is under Ross's conditions"; and on Christmas 
Eve, I received Shaw's reply: "Hail, Laird of Pittencrieff I" So I was the happy 
possessor of the grandest title on earth in my estimation. The King—well, he was 
only the King. He didn't own King Malcolm's tower nor St. Margeret's shrine, nor 
Pittencrieff Glen. Not he, poor man. I did, and I shall be glad to condescendingly 
show the King those treasures should he ever visit Dunfermline.  

As the possessor of the Park and the Glen I had a chance to find out what, if 
anything, money could do for the good of the masses of a community, if placed in 
the hands of a body of public-spirited citizens. Dr. Ross was taken into my 
confidence so far as Pittencrieff Park was concerned, and with his advice certain 
men intended for a body of trustees were agreed upon and invited to Skibo to 
organize. They imagined it was in regard to transferring the Park to the town; not 
even to Dr. Ross was any other subject mentioned. When they heard that half a 
million sterling in bonds, bearing five per cent interest, was also to go to them for 
the benefit of Dunfermline, they were surprised.6  

It is twelve years since the Glen was handed over to the trustees and certainly no 
public park was ever dearer to a people. The children's yearly gala day, the flower 
shows and the daily use of the Park by the people are surprising. The Glen now 
attracts people from neighboring towns. In numerous ways the trustees have 
succeeded finely in the direction indicated in the trust deed, namely:  

To bring into the monotonous lives of the toiling masses of Dunfermline, more "of 
sweetness and light," to give to them—especially the young—some charm, some 
happiness, some elevating conditions of life which residence elsewhere would 
have denied, that the child of my native town, looking back in after years, 
however far from home it may have roamed, will feel that simply by virtue of 
being such, life has been made happier and better. If this be the fruit of your 
labors, you will have succeeded; if not, you will have failed.  

To this paragraph I owe the friendship of Earl Grey, formerly Governor-General of 
Canada. He wrote Dr. Ross:  

"I must know the man who wrote that document in the 'Times' this morning."  

We met in London and became instantly sympathetic. He is a great soul who 
passes instantly into the heart and stays there. Lord Grey is also to-day a 
member (trustee) of the ten-million-dollar fund for the United Kingdom.7  

Thus, Pittencrieff Glen is the most soul-satisfying public gift I ever made, or ever 
can make. It is poetic justice that the grandson of Thomas Morrison, radical 
leader in his day, nephew of Bailie Morrison, his son and successor, and above all 
son of my sainted father and my most heroic mother, should arise and dispossess 
the lairds, should become the agent for conveying the Glen and Park to the 
people of Dunfermline forever. It is a true romance, which no air-castle can quite 
equal or fiction conceive. The hand of destiny seems to hover over it, and I hear 
something whispering: "Not altogether in vain have you lived—not altogether in 
vain." This is the crowning mercy of my career! I set it apart from all my other 
public gifts. Truly the whirligig of time brings in some strange revenges.  

 


