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The wind blew hard over Lake Michigan

into the frontier city of Chicago on the

shore. The big sailing ship Buffalo was

making its way toward a new pier there.

On the ship, the sailors worked fast to furl

the sails.

A shout went up from the people who

watched as the ship came near. There was

something big and black strapped on the

Buffalo's deck.

“Theironhorse!l Here comes Mr. Ogden’s

iron horsel”




Many of the people gathered at the

pier had never seen a locomotive. Even

those who had traveled the East Coast

didn't know how important this locomotive

was to them and the other 20,000 people

of the city, for the iron horse was to make

Chicago great.

The shouts of the people on the pier

reached the ears of Mr. William B. Ogden

as he rode his big horse along the Chicago

streets on that October day in 1848.

“The Buffalo has come in,” he thought.



Then he said to his horse, “Watch that

mudhole, Paddy!” and Paddy stepped around

the hole. A little farther along, a wagon

was sunk too far into the mud for its owner

to have it pulled out.



People were hurrying from the buildings

along the streets as the man on the great

horse passed them. Mr. Ogden smiled and

waved at them. The people on foot had

to watch each step, for the board sidewalk

had a way of sinking into the mud that had

followed the fall rains.

Mr. Ogden, hurrying to meet the ship,

thought of the troubles that he and his

partner, Mr. J. Young Scammon, had been

havingingettingarailroadstarted. They had

gone from town to town, from farmhouse to



farmhouse, west of Chicago. At each place,

they had asked for money to help build the

railroad. The people in the country were

willing to help, for they needed a way to

get their goods to market. But in the city,

people were not much interested.

“But Mr. Ogden,” some said, “you know

that this year, with the canal open, goods

can go from Chicago to New Orleans. Or

from New Orleans, goods can come to us.

With the lakes to keep us in touch with the

East, we don’'t need a railroad.”





