“The Sunny Seven”
(Short Poem — Origin of the Serum-Born)

They woke to humming lights and chlorinated air,
White coats moving like ghosts, masks hiding despair.
Seven souls in glass rooms, numbered not named—
Test subjects born perfect, but destined for blame.

Dr. Gallagher watched them with shaking hands,
Bones thin as paper, skin pale as sand.
Cancer chewing through him like rust through steel—
But his eyes still burned with a fire too real.

He whispered: *“You’re not weapons. You’re hope.”*
As alarms wailed down the medical slope.
Serum still warm in their veins like stars,
Bodies humming louder than the lockdown bars.

They stepped outside and sunlight hit—
A first breath of freedom that burned like a split.
Eyes wide, green with wonder and fear,
Hearing the death-moan of Greapers drawing near.

Before chaos crowned them killers and kings,
Before blood painted their hands like rings,
They were children with hearts still soft—
Learning sky, learning grass, learning how to walk.

Sunny led first—steady, proud, unbroken.
Fiona at his side, strength unspoken.
The others close behind like a storm set free,
Breathing the world for the first time, learning how to be.

But destiny hunts the blessed too fast—
And innocence dies quick when the world collapses.
When Dr. Gallagher fell beneath teeth and roar,
The Sunny Seven changed forevermore.

They carried the serum—lightning and rage,
Walking weapons born to rewrite the age.
Naive no longer. Afraid no more.

The Sunny Seven walked out of silence
**and into war.
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