
THE WHEAT-FIELD OF THE WORLD. I2t 
  

says Mr. Trollope, “I had been grieved 
by the loose manner in which wheat was 

treated. I have seen bags of it upset and 
left upon the ground ; the labour of collect- 
ing it was more than it was worth. There 
wheat is the chief crop, and as the lands 

become cleared and cultivation spreads 
itself, the amount coming down the Mis- 
sissippi will be increased almost to infinity. 
Wheat and corn are sown by the thousand 
acres in a piece. I heard of one farmer 
who had 10,000 acres of corn.” 

In the San Joaquin Valley, California, 
there are three wheat farms, with areas 

respectively of 36,000, 23,000, and 17,000 

acres. On the largest of these farms 

the wheat crop last year averaged 40 

bushels to the acre, the yield running up 
on some parts of the farm to 60 bushels. 

The product of this farm tor the year was 
1,440,000 bushels. The boundary on one 

side of the farm is about seventeen miles 
long. At the season of ploughing ten four- 

horse teams were attached to ten gang- 

ploughs, each gang having four ploughs— 

or forty horses with as many ploughs were 

started at the same time, the teams following 

in close succession. Lunch or dinner was 

served at a midway station, and supper at 
the terminus of the field, seventeen miles 

distant from the starting-point. The teams 
returned on the following day. The wheat 
in this immense field was cut with twenty 
of the largest reapers. It would require 

over forty ships of medium size to transport 
the wheat raised here to a foreign market. 

Thirty years ago grain and flour were 
sent westward out of the State of New 
York to supply the wants of those who had 
emigrated into the prairies, and now we 
find that it will be the destiny of these 
prairies to feed the universe. “ Chicago 
is the main point of exportation north- 
westward from Illinois, and sends out from 

its granaries more cereal produce than any 
other town in the world. I went down to 
the granaries, and climbed up‘into the 

- elevators. I saw the wheat running in 
rivers from one vessel into another, and 

fom the railroad vans up into the huge   

bins on the top stores of the warehouses— 
for these rivers of food run up-hill as easily 
as they do down. I saw the corn measured 
by the forty-bushel measure with as much 
ease as we measure an ounce of cheese, 
and with greater rapidity. I ascertained 
that the work went on day and night 
incessantly, rivers of wheat and rivers of 
maize ever running. I saw the men bathed 
in corn as they distributed it in its flow. I 
saw bins by the score laden with wheat, in 
each of which bins there was space for a 
comfortable residence. I breathed the 
flour, and drank the flour, and felt myself 
to be enveloped in a world of breadstuff. 
And then I believed, understood, and 
brought it home to myself as a fact, that 
here in the corn islands of Michigan, and 
amidst the bluffs of Wisconsin, and on the 
high table plains of Minnesota, and the 
prairies of Illinois, had God prepared the | 
food for the increasing millions of the 
eastern world, as also for the coming 
millions of the western.” 

We must now give a description of the 
grain elevator; that is, the machinery by 
which the grain is transferred from the 
canal barge to the ocean-going vessel. To 
make it clear, it should be explained that 
the grain is carried loose in bulk: sacks or 
bags are never used. 

The floating elevator resembles in appear- 
ance the body of a huge windmill. Its 
apparatus consists, in the centre, of the 
steam-engine by which the elevator is 
revolved, and a weighing machine which 
contains about forty bushels. On the left 
side is an endless band, carrying a series of 
iron scoops, similar to those used in the 
river-dredging machines. On the right of 
the elevator is a covered shoot, leading 
down to the hold of the ship. 

We will suppose the elevator to have 
been fairly fixed in its position. between 
the two vessels—the hold of the canal barge 
to be opened, and the feeding-shaft of the 
elevator placed in working order. The 
endless band, with its fifty iron scoops (each 
holding a bushel or a bushel and a half), is 
set in motion, and the grain is carried up


