


$N#20 011300 -01, Status: Created. User: JHumphry (IP:
100.43.127. ) Timestamp: 5/07/20ff 03:31

I

T2 m seeing weird visual bugs on this personnel file, any chance you can
1

take a look at? No idea what could be causing this. JH

1

sn#20fJe113cofl]-02, status: Replied. User: SConnors (IP:
100.43.156. ) Timestamp: 5/07/20]] 04:45

!I’ll take a look at it but it doesn’t look like a visual bug, did someone
!fuck around with the files, are you pulling a prank? Sean

:SN#20-011300--93, Status: Reply from submitter. User: JHumphry (IP:
100.43.127. ) Timestamp: 5/07/20]] 05:07

why would I do that? just get it fixed. JH

sn#20fJe113cofl]-04, status: Replied. User: SConnors (IP:
100.43.156.JJ) Timestamp: 5/07/20] o5:28

!I’ll read through it and from the look of this I’m gonna escalate. Sean

g g

User SConnors has set severity to Medium.
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Mia Mheeb

Medical Consultant

Security Class: Class C

Clearance Level: Level 4

Duties: Medical Field Assessment, and Disciplinary Actions

+ Height: 5,10t (1.778m)
DOB: 21/12/1998 i Weight: 64.4KG
Gender: Male + Hair Colour: Brown
POB: Cork, Ireland  Eye Colour: Brown
Family: Irrelevant  Allergies: Certain sulfates
Education: UCSF, Cornell, OR  Ethnicity: White Irish

Former Employment: Field Medic  : Traits: None
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Born 21/12/1998, Mia Mheeb was born to a well off family letting them enjoy life
without worry, they got through school very well not because of some amazing
intellect but because of self described “pure luck” this apparently took them all
the way through their higher education. Mheeb's interest in medical work came
from their want to help others, and they found with medical work they could help
| people not only with the practice but through talk and with talk they found
people with internal needs. This got them numerous side jobs not for money but
for the opportunity to help. One day, through their usual talk they got a card
from a man not from around there, this card was about helping people,
specifically in other countries from Iran to Nigeria flew out in his own volition to
help where he believed it was deserved, he went out with notorious groups giving
aid in places where diseases were rampant, injuries were unavoidable due to
| meaningless violence or straight up warzones. With this new “job” they not only
got to treat people but also with their group protest to attempt to make change,
obviously this entire job wasn’t sunshine and rainbows, medical practise is
predetermined to see death but the specificity of their work made them witness
the horrors of mankind, they saw mutilation from speaking out, sickness and
diseases affecting children sometimes incurable, mass graves, and even their own
colleagues people who came here to help killed in explosions where their body
won’t be recovered, they most likely wouldn’t be remembered or honoured for
their efforts and the attack wouldn’t even be mentioned or thought about due to
the prevalent situation, with all their effort it’s all miniscule in the grand scheme
of things and they would grow unsurprised about it. But morale wouldn’t drop
and the fallen's efforts would be remembered and recognized internally. In a
grim way they became the face of their group as the others either died or gave up
but Mheeb stayed determined and continued even if it didn’t matter since it was
“=1 the right thing to do, their numbers slowly grew, their efforts were recognized
| and changes were made, someway or another they steadily became something
| that everyone involved would be proud of, hopefully the dead as well. With this
| recognition their presence also grew, other people rose into the spotlight and the
weight of upholding their allies' wishes slowly lifted. Somewhere around that
time there was an incident and afterwards they were approached by someone
or... something? People's memories of him vanished, social media posts gone but
the group stayed unaffected and strong. Mia Mheeb seemingly vanished from the

face of the earth. But you and I know exactly what happened.
{ I
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“I don’t think they appreciate me.” he exclaimed worried at the growth of the
} group. “I feel like they don’t take this seriously.” Sade rolled her eyes and
sneered, “that’s just because you care, remember the only reason you were in the
spotlight so much was because there was nobody else to be in it.” He gave a weak
smile, “I know I complained but I somewhat enjoyed that spotlight. It was nice to
be the face of good even if it meant seeing everything I've seen.” “I've seen that
stuff too, we all have, we’ve seen what can happen to each other if we're not
careful.” His smile faded into a dead expression and he started to bite his nails,
“yeah... I just want to make sure this heads in the correct direction.” “What is the
correct direction?” She retorted, “they know what they're doing, remember that
your idea of the plans going forward won’t be the same as theirs, but they know
what they’re doing.” “I know you don’t have to keep explaining it to me!” He blew
up, not meaning to blow up, he cooled down and wiped his glasses.“ I know.
Sometimes I want to leave but I feel like I'm needed here, like I need to do more.
I know it’s dumb-" “It’s not.” She cut him off, “you've done enough you don’t
have to be here.” She crossed her arms and gave him that expression, already fed
up with his whining as if this isn’t the first time they've had this conversation.

“Sometimes I wish I could just go back to some shitty town and sit down in a
comfy office and talk about their diet or deal with some crack addicts that seems
funny.” “Yeah... sure... funny.” Sade, standing in the doorway of the tent finally
walked in and sat down on the rundown couch, Mia sitting across from them. “I
always thought I wouldn’t be able to go back, that after going through what we
have, going back would be impossible, always being on edge and deep down I feel
like T would miss this.” Head already in his hands, voice muffled, responded

nn

“yeah... I'm lucky to have gotten this far-""oh my god stop saying that,” she cut
him off again, “let me guess you were gonna mention the mine again, I'm sorry to
tell you but everyone is sick of that story.” “What!?” Half shocked he responded
“but it’s insane what I got away with!” “Yeah yeah, you might’'ve gotten lucky
there, but nobody gets lucky through medschool, you were just rich.” “Rich!? I
got a scholarship, I never paid for anything.” “Your house had 3 floors.” He
stared, “that’s a rich person thing?” She sighed and they both chuckled. “What
are they even planning anyway?” Mia asked wanting to get back to the point, “I
heard something about a village nearby, apparently people are saying some new
virus popped out of nowhere, maybe a plague? I'm not sure anyhow obviously we
gotta go help and-” she was cut off by a sudden rise of voices coming from a
crowd outside with a shout that stood out as someone yelled, “Help!”

¢
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“What’s that about?” Mia peered out the tent Sade following afterwards both seeing
a stampede of people running, he tried to gather his thoughts but the words stuck
out to him, “it’s here!” “what’s here?” His mind raced and he saw as his colleagues
ran past, his co-workers, his friends, and people he didn’t recognize, “patients?” He
thought until he saw it, it’s here. He saw as the people he didn’t recognize were
clearly sick, too sick. Black spots covered them and they were vomiting, looking at
them made him feel sick, all of them had been scratching at themselves, covered in
blood but they still seemed coherent begging for help, acting sane. The sight made

8 him giggle he felt like he was in a movie it all felt unreal he even felt like pinching
himself, as if it was a dream but suddenly like a jolt realized he should get moving
he looked to his right to find Sade, but she was gone probably jumping into action

f rather than standing shocked, he felt like an idiot. He looked around seeing so
many corpses all of them looked like they had decomposed already, mold
everywhere, bone somehow already visible, the smell got worse and worse but he
grabbed the biohazard equipment but only managed to put on the mask before
having to make a move again when moving through the raging crowd he saw bodies
@ of faces he recognized he felt even more sick in his stomach an amount he didn’t
believe was possible but he thought, he hoped, Sade was alright. The “infected”
were something he’d never seen; they'd beg and beg for help; their shrieks made his
spine tingle. It felt like a primal urge to help them but he knew it was a trick, “surely
Sade wouldn’t fall for that right?” He thought knowing exactly what the answer to
that question is, knowing just how much she wanted to help. As those thoughts
spiralled he noticed... he smelled... burning? He never thought the smell of burning
flesh would make him feel relieved but the situation didn’t have time to dig into the
implications of that. He scurried towards the smell in between all the tents, the
gaps, the alleys making sure to avoid anyone asking for help, anyone bleeding
having to stop feeling the inner remorse he wanted to express, his empathy. He
made his way towards a group of people, soldiers? They were burning anyone who
begged, anyone who cried for help and bled, and then he looked at me. Pointing it
at me he lowered it realizing I didn’t say anything. I didn't cry or whimper though I
was covered in blood, a lot of it. He said something on his radio, something I
couldn’t make out, the only thing I could make out was a sigil on his shoulder, a
mouth breathing fire. He gestured to walk alongside him as we walked towards a
group of people surrounded by them. Sade inside the group was bleeding, hurt,
begging for help and my heart stopped everyone looked towards me some begging
for help, mercy, crying and the soldiers did nothing but look towards me expecting
me to say something, I looked towards Sade and apologized “We should’ve just went
to that stupid town, we should’ve just... left.” Now crying, I stood and said,
commanded, “Do it.”.

{ .



https://scp-wiki.wikidot.com/task-forces#epsilon-9
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I can still smell the flesh and taste the rot, I can feel every vibration and shake of
j the truck, why am I even still here? Some part of me still is waking to wake up but
that thought is disturbed. “ETA 5” It feels like I've been in this truck for years, I'm
not gonna answer anything they’re asking me, why would I? I don’t have anything
to lose anymore.

After the “agents” questions fell on deaf ears, the created awkward silent ride was
over, I heard a series of gates open and pushed out the truck in a hurry by the
kind guards now behind me and met with a geek in a lab coat. “Welcome! I'm
sure this is all quite a shock to you, we’ve been keeping an eye on you and now
after what you’ve witnessed and... done, you are now under the veil, at least we’d
like you to be.” I had complex@hd philosophical answer to this that I to this day
wish I had said which was “Ful& you” but what I chose to do was stare at him, as I
was, as you would say a bit sh d after seeing hundreds of people die.

“Right, you wouldn’t even kn at that means. Well what I can say at the
moment is that yes this has t ith the uhhh... reanimated. “ God I always
hated-how hexalked, a ly hated that he called them that.

IJ | l ‘L“i “ Jh‘ .







[BEGIN LOG]

Dr. I \Welcome! I'm sure this is all quite a shock to you, we've been keeping an
eye on you and now after what you've witnessed and... done, you are now under the veil,

at least we'd like you to be.

B I Dic not respond and continued to stare.

Dr. I ‘Right, you wouldn't even know what that means. Well what | can say at

the moment is that yes this has to do with the uhhh... reanimated

At the time Dr. |l was not unaware of the true nature of SCPJJjili}
N

Dr.

N

Dr. [

B

Dr. [

Dr. [

I

[END LOG]
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