PRAISE FOR THE FARMED

Incredible! I missed train stops and was late to work
because of this book. I can't wait until the next one
comes out. This author knows what she's doing!
READ THIS!! Give this as gifts to everyone you
know.
KELSEY D., AMAZON REVIEW

This was a wonderful book! I especially loved the
journal entries in between the story about a
different timeline. It was well done and the story
was great! I can't wait to read the next one!
LAURA M., GOODREADS REVIEW

Highly recommend! A fun, captivating read with
interesting characters and an engrossing plot.
Winnie, the main character, is well-written and
easy to root for - she's spunky and tenacious! Casky
has a great voice. I zoomed through the book in a
few short sittings, I couldn't wait to see what
happened. Admittedly, sci-fi/fantasy isn't one of my
go-to genres, but I thoroughly enjoyed The Farmed
and can't wait to read the rest of the trilogy! I'm
hooked!
SOPHIE E., AMAZON REVIEW

Great read! If you love young adult sci-fi fiction this

Great read! If you love young adult sci-fi fiction this
book is for you. Creative, action packed and keeps
you guessing from start to finish. Congratulations to
author Lisa Caskey on her first novel - bravo!
ANNONYMOUS, AMAZON REVIEW

A fun read set in a post-apocalyptic San Francisco.
STEFAN V., AMAZON REVIEW

For a complete list of Lisa Caskey’s work, visit
http://bit.ly/lisacaskeybooks.
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For Ryan.
The one who inspired me to start writing again.
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RESTRAINED

WHEN WINIFRED KIMBALL opened her eyes, she was
blinded by an intense white light. Her city was kept dully lit
in an effort to conserve energy and resources, so she had
never before seen such bright lights. The sheer brilliance in
the room was overwhelming.
She blinked several times until her eyes adjusted to the
light and were able to focus on the ceiling above. She tried
to sit up but quickly discovered that her torso, as well as her
arms and legs, were strapped down to whatever she was
lying on. She was stuck.
Trying not to panic, she closed her eyes and tried to
think. Her thin lips pursed together in concentration, wrin‐
kling her young freckled brow.
How did I get sentenced to the Reformatory? What’s
going on?
She couldn’t remember a thing…well, that wasn’t
entirely true. She could remember who she was, and where
she came from: her name was Winifred Kimball and she
was born and raised in San Francisco. She even knew she
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was in the Reformatory, a detention center the Council
used to house disobedient San Francisco citizens.
What she couldn't remember was how she got to the
Reformatory. Winnie knew the Council was involved—how
could they not be if she was in the Reformatory?—but when
she squeezed her eyes shut and really tried to remember
details, she drew a blank. It was as if her brain had been
wiped clean. It wouldn't surprise her if the Council had
erased some of her memories. The ruling government of
San Francisco was known for its extreme tactics.
She exhaled a deep sigh of frustration. Winnie knew
enough about this world to hold still and remain calm. As
she had witnessed many times in her short life, when the
Council was involved, hysterics only made matters worse.
She slowly counted to ten, trying to clear her mind and
focus on any past detail she could.
One…two…three…four…five…six…seven…
eight…nine…ten…
Nothing. Nothing was coming back to her.

SHE REMAINED strapped down for a long time, dozing in
and out of consciousness. When she woke, Winnie realized
that her head wasn’t restrained. She turned her head to the
left and saw a drip bag, containing a yellow liquid. Without
having to squint, which was strange because the bag was
several feet away, she could make out the small print on the
drip bag: Parenteral Nutrition.
Suddenly a memory started to materialize. She had seen
another drip bag recently. Very recently. She focused on the
white ceiling tiles directly above her, trying to concentrate.
Where did I see that bag?
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Then it hit her. Her grandmother, Mema, was attached
to a drip bag the last time Winnie saw her.

…WINNIE ASCENDED the stoop of her grandmother’s
building quickly, anxious to get to Mema before it was too
late. She sprinted up the remaining steps and hastily
removed a set of keys from her backpack. A mismatched
grouping of upholstery fabrics, leather, and canvas, the bag
was crafted for function, not aesthetics. Fumbling slightly
with the lock, Winnie burst through the front door of the
building.
The desperation to reach her grandmother catapulted
Winnie up the four flights of stairs to the front door of the
apartment. Gasping for breath as she used a second key to
unlock the front door, Winnie could make out the faint
beeping of the machines through the door’s smooth metal
exterior. She quickly turned the lock, grabbed the handle,
and stepped into the apartment.
In the middle of the small room, Mema was lying flat on
her back on a hospital bed the Council had provided. Small
plastic tubes flowed from the veins in her arms to a drip bag
next to the bed. More tubes were positioned in her nostrils
to assist her shallow breathing. Her eyes were closed,
making her look peaceful in the dim apartment light.
But Winnie knew better. Mema had been in severe
pain for almost three weeks. Primarily hydrating fluids, the
liquid in the drip also contained a government-manufac‐
tured drug called Zero, doled out by the Council to citizens
on their deathbeds. Supposedly, the drug not only eased the
pain but also acted as a hallucinogen that transported the
dying into a fantasy world designed by their subconscious.
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It was meant to help aid in the transition and minimize the
fear most people experienced when faced with their
mortality.
Winnie’s mom, Sofia, sat in a stiff, uncomfortable chair
next to the bed. She was knitting a scarf. Her straight dark
hair hugged her slightly wrinkled face, framing her deep-set
almond shaped eyes and high cheekbones. She looked up
when Winnie entered the apartment, her eyes swollen and
tired. Putting the scarf down, she delicately crossed the
room and scooped Winnie into her arms.
Pushing Winnie’s hair away from her eyes, she said, “I
thought something terrible had happened. It took you so
long.” Not waiting for a response, she continued, “I gave her
the last dose of Zero after I called you, to give her one last
hour of comfort before we let her go. She was adamant
about seeing you before we turn off the machines.”
Winnie started to cry. “But why does it have to be right
now? If she’s that aware and conscious, can’t she stay
around a little longer?”
Sighing and wiping away her daughter’s fresh tears,
Sofia said, “The Council gave the command. Said it’s time.
They stopped sending Zero a few days ago. It’s been tough
to make it last this long.”
At that Winnie began to shake, the gravity of the situa‐
tion too much for her to bear. She didn’t think she could
handle losing someone she cared for so deeply. It was hard
enough when Winnie’s father left, but she was just a child—
she wasn’t nearly as close to him then as she was to Mema
now. She grabbed her mother and squeezed her tightly,
crying into her neck.
“I would try to keep her around a little while longer,
sweetheart, but the Council already knows I’m prolonging
her death. They could send me to the Reformatory for this.

THE FARMED

5

But I needed to spend this time with your grandmother to
learn the whole truth.”
“What? What does that mean?”
Sofia lowered her voice to a barely audible whisper. “A
few days into the Zero treatment, I discovered that it was
working as a memory serum. You know how Mema has
never been able to tell us her story about the Conflict and
her life right afterward? Well, the Zero brought some of
those memories back.”
Winnie stared at her mother and then Mema in disbe‐
lief. The story of Mema’s life after the Conflict had been a
mystery, like it had been erased from her memory.
Sofia said, “But I can tell you all about that later. Right
now, I think we should wake her up so you can say
goodbye.”
Sofia quietly moved toward the hospital bed and rested
her hand on Mema’s forehead, gently caressing her awake.
“Mom? Mom? Winnie’s here. It’s time to say goodbye.”
Mema’s hazel eyes fluttered open and slowly focused on
Winnie. She smiled and looked at her granddaughter,
extending a frail hand slowly across Winnie’s face.
Winnie grabbed Mema’s hand and squeezed it tight.
She started to feel the tears well up again, but fought against
them, not wanting to waste a single precious moment.
“Winnie. There are things you have to know. You are
our only hope.”
Winnie blinked a few times. “What does that mean,
Mema? I don’t understand.”
Mema winced in pain, and then suddenly her eyes
rolled back in her head. She gasped in a huge breath of air
and grabbed Winnie’s hand with the strength of a woman
50 years younger.
Winnie screamed, “Mom! Mom! What’s going on?!
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What’s happening to her?” She frantically tried to free her
hand from Mema’s inhuman grip, only to flail around
helplessly.
Sofia was over to the bed in an instant, gripping Mema’s
shoulders in an effort to subdue her.
Winnie was crying. “Is this it? Is she dying?”
“I don’t think so. The Zero is supposed to help ease her
into death. This must be something else.”
Mema suddenly released her grip on Winnie, and
Winnie fell to the floor and landed hard on her back. As
Mema continued to jerk uncontrollably, Sofia tried to
restrain her.
Without warning, the chaotic sound of the scene disap‐
peared from Winnie’s consciousness. In its place, Mema’s
voice, clear and without hesitation, resonated.
Winnie, listen carefully because we don’t have much
time.
Winnie stood up and looked at her grandmother, who
was still shaking aggressively. Confused, she said, “Mema?”
But Mema didn’t respond. She couldn’t. She was having
some sort of seizure. Was Winnie losing her mind?
She heard Mema’s voice in her head again, clear and
strong:
Winnie. I’m speaking to you telepathically. The voice
you’re hearing is in your head, and you aren’t going crazy.
This is real.
Then something very strange happened to Winnie.
Hearing voices in her head should have been horrifying, but
she felt calm. She stepped in closer to Mema, her breathing
even and steady, her shoulders relaxed, and her mind
focused. She closed her eyes and listened intently.
Winnie, there are things you must know. They will
impact the rest of your life. I am speaking to you telepathi‐
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cally so the Council can’t hear. They are always watching
and listening, so you cannot repeat anything I am about to
tell you. There is too much at stake.
My father wrote in a journal everything that happened
before and in the first few decades following the Conflict.
The journal is in a safety deposit box at the bank a few blocks
north of here. It’s under your name. You must keep the jour‐
nal, and everything inside it, a secret until the time is right. I
trust you’ll know what to do.
Then, as quickly as they had begun, the convulsions
stopped, and Mema eased back into the softness of her
pillow. She closed her eyes and then opened them again,
very slowly.
She smiled at Sofia and then turned to Winnie before
saying aloud, "I love you, Winifred. Do not be afraid." She
then looked up at the ceiling, rested her head on her pillow,
and drew her last breath.
Winnie looked from Mema to her mother and back to
Mema. She flung her body on top of her grandmother's and
wept into her shoulder, the thin mint green nightgown
absorbing her tears. When Winnie stopped crying, Sofia
gently pulled her up and covered Mema's face with the bed
sheet.
"I'm sorry you had to see her that way," Sofia said to
Winnie. "It must have been very disturbing for you—"
Sofia was interrupted by the whirring and beeping of
Mema’s life support machine, signaling to the Council that
Mema had passed.
And then the intercom in Mema’s apartment rang.
Sofia sighed, wiped the tears from her face, walked over
to the small box next to the front door, and pressed a small
silver button below the speaker.
“This is Sofia Kimball speaking.”
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“Please confirm the passing of Ingrid McCarthy.”
“Confirmed.”
“Time of death is approximately 2:53 AM, April 14,
2093. Please confirm a time to remove the body.”
Sofia paused, thinking. “Any time after 5 this evening is
fine. I’ll be here. Thank you.” She hung up.
Winnie said, “Did they really just call and ask when
they can remove the body? She’s still warm!”
Sofia, all the color drained from her face, said, “I know,
honey. It seems harsh, but that’s the way the Council
handles things. They were expecting your grandmother to
pass away a few days ago, remember? They have been
waiting for her to die so they can remove the equipment and
give it to the next person who needs it. All things consid‐
ered, they were pretty patient.”
Winnie’s throat suddenly tightened. In the excitement
of her grandmother’s last moments, she had forgotten that
her mother had disobeyed the Council by elongating the
Zero treatment. The fact that they had been patient with
her made her incredibly nervous. It would have been more
reassuring if they had disciplined Sofia over the phone. The
Council did not take well to disobedient citizens.
Winnie started to worry. Her shoulders tensed up and
she picked at her cuticles. What was going to happen to her
mom?...
Mema was dead, and remembering it, Winnie felt again
the same pain and sadness she’d experienced the day Mema
died. Winnie didn’t know exactly how long ago that was,
but it felt like it had just happened.
Winnie took some deep breaths, to try and calm down,
but it was no use. The tears continued to fall.
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No one thought human beings would be forced to farm their own
in order to survive nuclear war. But in 2030, the CIA set out to
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