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Joe 1:10 -  
"The field is wasted, The land mourns; For the grain is ruined, The new wine is dried up, The 

oil fails. "  

growing scarcity: amber waves of grain . . . 
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Peggy McIlveene
Text Box



  
Joe 1:17 -  

"The seed shrivels under the clods, Storehouses are in shambles; Barns are broken down, For 
the grain has withered."  
  
Ho 2:9 -  

"Therefore I will return and take away My grain in its time And My new wine in its season, And 
will take back My wool and My linen, Given to cover her nakedness."  
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