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Bloody sidux Meeting

"Now, where were we? Ah, right. Welcome to sidux' first annual Murder Mystery Weekend! 
This took a bit of organizing but I'm hoping we will all have a lot of fun. There are many 
surprises and twists we have planned, but I will not say any more about this.   Some of 
this weekend is scripted, some ...  well let's just wait and see what happens.  The mystery 
shall begin when our designated victim for the weekend, damentz shows up dead.  It will 
be up to you all to try to figure out who the killer is."

Rudefyet stood in front of the fireplace, welcoming his friends who had traveled quite a 
distance for a weekend planned to get to know each other, and have a good, scary time.

Those who had attended were bfree, slam, piper, devil, Jub-Jub (fredforfaen), 
RazberrieTart, VampireirePenguin, h2, cobra, damentz, cleary, cathbard, and dutchy. 
Rudefyet, piper, Tartie and h2 were the ones who had all gotten together to organize it, 
and worked on who and what would be planned, leaving a lot up to the guests ideas and 
imaginations.

Most guests arrived Thursday evening,  Tartie, piper, h2, and dutchy had arrived earlier 
that morning to help rudefyet with some of the final preparations.

Rudefyet took his guests around the house, starting at the front door, off just to the right 
were the stairs leading upstairs.  He figured he'd take his guests there so they could drop 
their luggage easier in the large loft like bedrooms everyone would be sharing.   He 
provided sleeping bags and air mattresses, as well as a few brought by piper, h2 and 
Tartie.  There was a centrally located bathroom upstairs, between two of the smaller 
bedrooms, to the right of the stairs, with the larger two bedrooms to the left of the stairs.

Bfree, piper, devil and Jub-Jub in one room, h2, cobra, cleary, and slam in the one next to 
it.  RazberrieTart, cathbard and dutchy had one bedroom next to the bathroom with 
VampireirePenguin and damentz on the other side.  Coming downstairs after setting 
luggage down, the tour continued through the living room area, a hallway leading to the 
kitchen on the left hand side, with rudefyet's bedroom leading off the kitchen's left, a 
bathroom straight from the living room through the hallway, and stairs heading 
downstairs to the right of the hallway, underneath the stairs going up.  From the kitchen, 
one could go outside to the large wraparound porch/patio where there was a woodpile for 
the fireplace, which was right along the wall behind the kitchen.

Thursday evening they spent the night getting over jet lag; unpacking and setting up for 
what was going to be a weekend they'd never forget.  Some of them had brought 
hardware with them, and it took a while to get everything set up.  Piper got the network 
up and running, with help from bfree and rudefyet.  For those not able to attend, h2 
hooked up a web cam so the people who couldn't make it could at least see some of what 
was going on.  The internet connection wasn't the best, so he had to set up a 30 second 
delay between frames.

Thursday evening, the friends, both old and new kicked back, had a few beers and 
relaxed, some very excited for the weekend to come, one looking forward to it...  a bit too 
much.



Friday morning, after a simple breakfast of eggs, toast, bacon, coffee and juice prepared 
by Tartie and Vampire everyone gathered in the large living room, settling on couches, 
chairs, and a large wooden bench to listen to rudefyet's welcoming speech.   

"Glad you could make it, damentz, hope you don't mind being basically out of action all 
weekend," dutchy said with a grin.

"Ah, no it's fine, this will be great fun." damentz replied.

A little later, while gathered in the living room, damentz and piper were debating the 
right or wrong of running a dist upgrade in X, with damentz making vague gestures about 
code.   Devil remarked under his breath that's he'd quit sidux the day that damentz had 
useful code for that.

Meanwhile, Cathbard was idly wondering how he got convinced to come to this in the first 
place.  Sure it was nice finally to meet his irc buddies in person, but to travel halfway 
around the world for this? Tartie, sitting next to him patted his knee and giggled.  “What, 
drawing would really be more fun than this weekend? You'll survive.  I'm glad you came 
anyway.” Cathbard chuckled.  Someone behind her let out a muffled snort.   

Vampire decided that grilled cheese was necessary at the time, so he shuffled off with 
slam to go find some bread and cheese.  A light lunch of fruit, cheese, sausage, crackers, 
and some fresh orange juice was served.   A few of the Europeans were taken back by the 
sausage.

After a few hours of playing Open Arena, damentz clearly the best at the game, it was 
time for the “show” to start.   Everyone was sent outside to the patio where a barbecue 
was set up.  Rudefyet proclaimed himself Lord of the Grill, his tongs and skewers raised in 
primeval triumph when the flames took off

Piper chopped chilies for the Sunday night dinner, his famous slow cooked and extremely 
spicy chili, and devil squeezed lemon over fish to grill with the brats and burgers, Tartie 
was also in the kitchen chopping potatoes for potato salad, damentz carrying out 
condiments when he was beckoned into the living room, his 'murderer' carrying a cat5 
cable.

"Ha ha awesome, I get strangled!"  He was enjoying his role as victim, a role he would 
play to the hilt.
 
“Hold still, i will tie this around your neck and you can lay here in the living room for 
everyone to find you” the killer said, holding up the cable.  Damentz willingly turned 
around, being aware of making things seem more real for everyone else.  With a step, a 
throw of the cable, and a pair of strong hands, the cable began to dig into his neck ... a 
bit uncomfortably.

“Dude ..   too tight...” he gasped.  Damentz realized far too late that his murder was 
going to be much more real than even he would like.  Struggling, his breath coming in 
shorter and shorter gasps, hands trying to pull this horrible feeling from around his neck, 
his final though, oddly, was 'oh shit, i forgot to clear my browser history', the last thing he 
felt was the snap, a sick crunch as his neck broke with the force of falling forward, as the 
killer used his body weight forcing him to the floor.   

The killer was sweating, this really was harder than anticipated, but still, strangely 



satisfying.  Damentz could just stay here in the hallway, the interest was lost now that he 
was dead. The new question in the killer's head, did anyone hear? Looking around, 
apparently not. the kitchen table Tartie and piper were at was around the corner, and the 
music coming from the living room stereo blocked out any thumps that might have 
echoed.  Remembering the web cam, pointing inside the living room, not out.   

Satisfied that at least for now, no one detected a thing, the killer headed outside to have 
some potato salad and a beer, hard work made one hungry.

Jub-Jub came downstairs, but headed out the front door to sit on the patio and have a 
smoke before going around the house to see what his friends were up to.  Those burgers 
smelled good.
 
Dutchy, coming inside to find out why Tartie and the potato salad had not made it 
outside, and then realizing he needed to hit the bathroom, nearly fell over damentz lying 
slumped on the floor.  Catching himself, he let out a yell.

Everyone came running in to see what the commotion was about.  Dutchy pointed to 
damentz's body lying in a heap on the floor, but instead of shock or horror, laughter 
prevailed.  H2 started clapping, and the rest of the group followed suit, all enjoying the 
weekend so far.   

Piper said, “Hey, that's not fair.  I wanted to be the victim.” The killer took special note of 
this.  That could be arranged.

“Oh, come on, this is way to obvious,” says devil.  “Of course we all knew it was going to 
be damentz.  Didn't you hear dutchy tell him that he'd miss out on most of the 
weekend?” “But that's the fun, we know he's 'dead' but who did it?” rudefyet pointed out.

The group ignored the body on the floor and went back outside to enjoy the food.  Jub-Jub 
decided to move the web cam so the rest of the interested world could see damentz lying 
on the floor.

“It was really convincing,” says bfree, munching on a brat, “I mean, sure we all knew 
someone was supposed to be 'killed' but damentz is doing a real good job of acting. 
These are some great brats.” “Yeah but it would ruin the illusion of him being a victim if 
ten minutes after he came outside looking for some food,” Tartie noted, glancing at the 
door anyway. 

The talking, drinking, and some pot smoking went on late into the night, Damentz not 
moving the entire time.  People seemed too preoccupied to notice, some were too stoned. 
The web cam was moved around the area a few times, changing the perspective and 
faces that the interested #sidux'ers could watch, if not hear.  Tartie was the first to head 
off to bed, cathbard followed her, and the others went shorty thereafter.   

In the morning, bfree being one of the first awake, came downstairs to check on the 
connection, say hello to everyone online watching the show.  He came in, saw the back of 
cleary sitting up, his head leaning back.  Thinking cleary had simply dozed off looking out 
the window, he continued onto the living room, more interested in caffeine right then.

“Good morning cleary,” he said amiably, carrying a warm mug of coffee back into the 
living room.   



Still believing  cleary had dozed off, he walked around him, ready to sit down, check his 
mail, and say hello to everyone watching in #sidux.  Stopping in his tracks and dropping 
the coffee mug on the floor, he quickly realised that cleary wasn't dozing off, his neck had 
been sliced open, and to his astonishment, he noticed that a sidux live CD jammed into 
the hole, the blood still warm and beginning to puddle on the floor beneath him.   

In his shock, bfree did not notice that the web cam had been turned off.  This couldn't be 
real, he thought.  He remembered that rudefyet had mentioned there would be surprises 
in store, but this was too much.  He was flabbergasted at the amount of special effects 
that had gone into this weekend.

When Jub-Jub came downstairs bleary eyed and also seeking that miracle drug, caffeine, 
he noticed the new 'dead' person.  “Well, that's one less suspect,” he remarked.   

Bfree laughed at that, and they trekked toward the kitchen for some pancakes that 
cathbard and rudefyet were whipping together.  As devil was polishing off another one, 
asked if they saw the handiwork by their hosts.  “Pretty realistic, isn't it?” In complete 
contrast to his thoughts about damentz's demise.

In the meantime damentz's body had disappeared.  He had been moved, or he had 
gotten up and gone somewhere.  Most people assuming the latter when the former was 
actually the case.

H2 came in from outside then, preferring some fresh air “Man, this sucks.  You know 
there's like no reception out here?” He was annoyed at the poor quality of the signal on 
his cell phone. 

Piper was still grousing about not being chosen to be dead, 'damentz sure was enjoying 
it,' he thought.  While he didn't disbelieve h2, he checked his own cell to see how strong 
the signal was.  Indeed, the signal strength was low.  He started walking around the 
house, coffee in hand, staring at his phone.  Finally, he got a decent signal, and started to 
make a call.  However, just as he was about to hit the send button, he noticed someone 
behind him.  He started to turn around to see who it was, and met the blunt end of a 
hammer.  It got him just behind the ear and he fell to the ground with a thud, the coffee 
mug rolling into the grass somewhere.

“You asked for it,” his killer muttered, “and I always try to help my friends”.  Unsure when 
to work this one over, the killer hauled piper off behind the woodpile, next to where a 
hastily dragged damentz lay, when earlier that morning on the way to surprise cleary. 
How inconsiderate, the killer thought, to lay there and make a mess of things.  While it 
was one thing to do his job and be a good victim, he didn't have to make a mess of 
things.  Hurrying back into the house, didn't want to miss any of those delicious pancakes 
and coffee.

Vampire was eating a bagel and asking h2 if he'd seen Tartie this morning.  She had 
mentioned before going to bed that she'd brought her brand new Official Fangirl costume 
for the celebration.  She said that after the murderer is discovered she would wear it for 
the group and those on the web cam.  “And yes, I brought pompoms” she had typed 
Saturday evening to everyone in the #sidux channel.

H2 replied that he hadn't seen her since last night after she had gone to bed, but thought 
that perhaps Cathbard had, since she had been talking to him before heading off to sleep, 
and he'd followed shortly after her.  Cathbard remarked, “Shouldn't everyone be trying to 



figure out who damentz killer was? She's probably sleeping.” as he flipped another 
perfectly browned pancake on the skillet.

“No I'm not ...  and morning guys.” said Tartie coming into the warm kitchen.  “And 
where's our body?” She poured a glass of orange juice, sitting next to slam at the table. 
“No idea, but devil was up pretty late last night” slam replied, giving devil a glance.  “Oh, 
we're starting the accusations early, are we?” devil laughed from the other side of the 
table.

After sitting down to eat, they realized that a few people were missing.  There was no way 
that piper would miss breakfast, so bfree left the table to go look for him, asking Vampire 
to go with him.  The rest of the group enjoyed the pancakes.  Eventually the stragglers 
came downstairs, cobra yawning, rudefyet shortly after, hair wet from a quick shower.

After they were done eating, dutchy went with devil to go find the two, as they had not 
returned.  Tartie was left to clean the table.  She was kind enough to save the extra 
pancakes for the missing comrades.  Cobra, dropping his plate in the sink laughed and 
told her that it was good she came, they needed a woman in the kitchen.  Soapsuds 
flicked in his direction was her reply.

Rudefyet meanwhile had settled himself down at the other end of the row of computers 
lined up, the web cam pointing to the hallway where damentz had been lying, when some 
messages in the IRC channel caused him to look again.

<ypsidux> they should be awake now, how long has the cam been off?
<RoEn> About six hours now.   
<hathe|> devil: ping 
<rudefyet> Off? What do you mean 'off'?
<RoEn> the web cam has not been refreshing for a while now, rudefyet.

Sure enough, someone must have accidentally pulled the cable from it's USB port. 
Plugging it back in, he moved over to h2's computer to restart it.  The others came back 
in eventually, even though the belief was that cleary was either a fake cleary or a very 
well acting cleary, no one really wanted to sit at that end of the table, so a few chairs 
were pulled away, around the other laptops on the other side.  A bit of accusations 
started then, when damentz still not returned, but nowhere to be found.  

h2 moved the camera around to show the gang what had happened to cleary.

<hathe|> he he
<ypsidux> that's sick
<h2> well, that's one way to use a sidux CD ;)

Suddenly the power went out and cobra said, “Damn it, can't you get reliable power 
here?”  Luckily, it was only just on the afternoon, so candles were not necessary.  “Give it 
a few minutes,” rudefyet replied, “If there's a storm coming in, or passing around us, the 
power flicks.” About a minute later, the power indeed came back on.

“Wow, go look to the west, there's some impressive rain clouds coming in” Vampire 
mentioned as he, devil, bfree and dutchy came into the room.  They'd been outside 
watching the clouds roll by, not finding piper behind the house, the best view being 
around the front of the house.  “Yep, we might be in for a storm later,” rudefyet observed 
before bringing the conversation back around to the topic at hand.



“Since the purpose of this weekend was to find our culprit, I wonder who could have done 
it.” rudefyet said to get the discussion going.  “So, is cleary a part of it, or not?” slam 
asked the group.  “Maybe he just wanted the attention?” Vampire asked.  H2 smiled. 
“Surprises, surprises in store, remember?” 

“Wasn't me,” devil piped up, “I was making lunch, remember? Jub-Jub did come inside 
before and was alone in the house from what I recall.” he continued, watching Jub-Jub's 
reaction.  Jub-Jub leaned back on the couch “No, but i think it was you, devil...  damentz 
was talking about making code, and you didn't like the idea one bit.”

Devil laughed.  “Ah, I'm too easy a suspect though.” 

“Or, perhaps the perfect one,” bfree said.

“Perhaps,” devil replied, “but I didn't have much opportunity, h2, you were in and out of 
the house all day, did you see anything?“ 

H2, busily typing on his laptop, looked up.  “Nothing out of the ordinary,” he replied, 
“then again, a dead body is hardly ordinary.”   

“Ah, but motive and opportunity, who had that?” cobra interjected.  He believed he knew 
who the killer was, as did most everyone else, and over supper they'd get to find out how 
right, or wrong their guessing and theories were.  

With the afternoon waning, Tartie went upstairs to change into her fan girl costume.  The 
spicy chili that piper had been working on Saturday afternoon, had been set to slow cook 
and  was nearly done.  Cathbard's fresh bread out of the oven, devil's large salad and 
rudefyet was carrying in the wine and cider, the others were busily moving things around, 
no one noticed who was gone, who was there, everyone just working together for a final 
night and to find out who was correct in their guess as to the killer.  The kitchen table was 
moved into the living room, chairs around it.

A knock on the door startled Tartie.  “Just a minute” she called out as she finished pulling 
on the skirt and smoothing the shirt down.  She opened the door.  “Oh, hey, I'll be down in 
a minute.”

“Nice outfit.  Isn't that a bit more cheerleader than fan girl though?”

“Mm, not really, and I am not about to do the splits,” she laughed.  Her guest was holding 
a ball of what looked like a light twine,  “What's the twine for?” she asked, gathering up 
her red and black pompoms from the bed.  

“I wanted to make ... a lasting impression on our friends.” he replied, stepping near her.  
“Oh?” 

“Yes ... I'm going to sew your little cheerleader outfit to your body.” he stated matter of 
factly.  She looked at him ...  this wasn't planned, not that she could remember.

“You're scaring me.  What are you talking about?” she stepped back, only to bump into 
the bed.  Sitting down hard, she barely had time to react when he was on her, the twine 
dropped down as his hands grabbed her neck.  She was much easier to subdue than 
damentz had been, but she still fought.  No one heard her strangled cries as he calmly 



choked the life out of her.  With a long darning needle he had stuck into the light twine, 
he methodically began piercing and sewing the clothes to her body.  She wanted to be 
the official fan girl, he thought, now she'd always be their official fan girl.  The blood 
oozed on the bed where he was working, the shirt sewn down her sides and around her 
neck, the skirt sewn around her waist.  His fingers dripped in the blood, smearing it in a 
crooked Debian swirl on the front of the shirt.

Hefting her limp body off the bed, he looked around the room.  Spying the closet door, he 
thought it would make a nice showcase for her.  Leaning her against the door frame, 
using the back of the shirt to hook her to the inside of the door, he gently closed it. Going 
into the bathroom quickly washing his hands, he went to his room, changing out of his 
shirt and putting on a fresh one.  He hoped it wouldn't stain.  It was a nice shirt.

He quickly went downstairs and pitched in with everyone else, moving the last of the 
chairs in, and carrying in the napkins and silverware to help set the table.  That chili did 
smell good.  Too bad he wouldn't be able to thank piper personally...  but perhaps he 
could show his appreciation another way.

Some lightning struck, a distant roll of thunder was heard a few seconds later.  A few 
went out the front door to watch the storm come in when the lights went out again. 
Assuming they'd be back on soon, no one really worried at first, until some more lightning 
flashed and thunder sounded closer.   A perfect time, with nature working in his favor, the 
killer dragged piper's body, which was beginning to stiffen, quietly through the kitchen to 
the living room.  The others had gone outside where it was still light, he thought he saw 
slam coming downstairs with a flashlight.  

The killer waited, if slam came this way, well, spontaneity was fun too.  He remained 
motionless and calmly watched to see what direction slam would come. “Too bad,” he 
mumbled as slam walked right to the front door, seeking rudefyet whom he knew was 
outside.  Everyone was casually walking around the house to watch the storm passing 
away to the west.

With a bit of effort, he propped the stiffening body on the table in the center of the living 
room.  Tearing piper's shirt down the middle with the kitchen knife he picked up from the 
counter, and arranging some champagne glasses around, he walked around to the side of 
the body.  He didn't want to have to change into another shirt, so he was careful.  After 
making sure everyone was still outside, he inserted the knife into piper's bellybutton, 
cutting a small jagged circle around, and watching the blood start to ooze into the 
champagne glasses.  He didn't want it to pour out too much, the center of attention, 
being a surprise.  With a final touch to the body, a bit of decoration for his own 
amusement. he strolled back towards the kitchen.  Oh yes, he mused, what a 
centerpiece, before wiping his face and hands in the kitchen sink and heading outside to 
stand idly with the others watching the storm go by.  Rather than going out of the front 
door however, he went out the back of the house to restore the power he had so 
conveniently cut before the storm.  He left the phone lines down, no need to alert anyone 
outside just yet.  The lousy cell service was a nice bonus.

Vampire is the first to notice the lights had come back on, and everyone soon followed 
inside...  stopping to stare at their new centerpiece.  piper was sprawled out on the table, 
with what was clearly the Debian swirl carved into his midsection, the inside point ending 
in the hole in his bellybutton, blood dripping out to land in the champagne glasses set 
around,



Most still think it's fake until  Vampire, marveling at the realism, picks up one of the 
champagne glasses to take a drink.

“A toast!” he said as he raised a glass, the others coming forward, each lifting a glass ... 
unsure.  “To our hosts, we never would have expected such a grand finale.  Our killer is 
certainly inventive, and our hosts good sports.” He raised the glass to his lips ... and 
suddenly spit it out, realizing that it was real blood.  Looking in horror once again at the 
body.  A stunned silence comes down over the room.

People start to panic, rudefyet runs to call the police and finds the phone fails to give him 
a dial tone.  The internet connection was also down.  A headcount is taken, without Tartie 
... everyone is running frantically around, one person taking the time to stop by the 
power box and cutting the power yet again.

Before the killer had a chance to cut the power however, cobra found a pool of blood in 
the room that Tartie, dutchy and cathbard were staying in. the rumpled bedsheets also 
stained a reddish-brown telling him more than he wanted to know, even before he 
opened the door to the closet.  

Although he had an idea of what he would find and reluctant to open the closet door, he 
strengthened his resolve and pulled on the handle.  Tartie's body nearly knocks cobra to 
the ground as it falls out of the closet. Her fan girl costume she had changed into, not 
even having a chance to reveal it to anyone until this moment, was sewn to her body with 
some ragged twine stitches... the stitches still bleeding, staining the red fabric of the shirt 
darker.  He recoiled in horror, letting out a groan as he turned in fright and sorrow, nearly 
falling down the stairs when the lights went out, the others inside, freezing in terror 
before slam's voice calls out to everyone to come into the kitchen.

Now that they realized that this was no longer a joke, no one wanted to be in the same 
room with piper and cleary.  Cobra had left Tartie upstairs, too horrified to do anything 
more than stumble downstairs where most had gathered in a nervous knot in the empty 
kitchen.  Some remaining light from the setting sun spilling in through the windows, but 
the light was dim and the shadows being cast did not brighten the mood of the guests. 
The room was eerily quiet when cobra stumbled in.

“She's dead, Tartie's dead, this isn't a joke, someone killed her, she's dead,” he gasped 
out to the stunned crowd, looking back in the direction of piper, the blood starting to dry 
on his jeans and the white tablecloth.  Everyone stood there, not sure what to do, until 
devil spoke up.

“There is something wrong here.  This is not right.  One of us killed piper, cleary and 
Tartie ... and where has damentz gone?”

“Maybe it was damentz, I mean, he has been gone after he was killed, right?”  Jub-Jub 
asked.  

“Has anyone seen him at all?” Vampire asked.  No one had, they'd looked inside, but no 
one had gone near the wood pile.

Rudefyet pushed through to the phone on the wall, picking it up, still no dial tone.  He was 
hoping that perhaps it had only been temporarily knocked out with the power, but alas 
that was not the case.  He knew his cell phone wouldn't be much good, but he still tried 
anyway ... static, and “no signal” errors. 



“What are we supposed to do?” cathbard asked, looking around.  It was hard to imagine 
someone in their group having killed his friends in such horrible ways, and worse yet, no 
one knew who it was, other than the killer.  

“We have to get help, somehow,” slam pointed out.  

“Yes, but how do we know whoever leaves isn't the killer and is just going to run off?” 
Vampire asked.  

“If they do, then I guess we'd know who it was and be able to turn them in, I suppose,” 
cathbard responded.

“What the hell are we supposed to do? We can't even trust each other now!” dutchy said. 

Rudefyet took his keys from the wall.  “Look, I'll drive into town with someone else, and 
we'll bring the police back.  If something happens when I'm gone, i don't know what to 
tell you guys, and if I pick wrong and I don't come back, you know who did it.” No one 
could really think of a better plan than that, so Vampire offered to go along with him.

They all walked outside, around the house to the front, some looking a bit more shaken 
than others,  It didn't matter who was going to go with rudefyet, they weren't going far. 
The tires on the car had been slashed to pieces, the knife lying on the ground next to the 
truck. “What ... do we do now?” slam asked.

Things had gone wrong.  Horribly wrong.  Someone they knew, someone left from the 
weekend thought to be fun, turning scarily real.  But who had done it? Who had killed so 
many of his friends in such disturbing ways? Why?

Therein lies the mystery.  Who was it? Will it ever be known? Do you know? 



Special Thanks

This was a work of fiction, please do not be too upset with the creative liberties taken. 
Thanks to everyone who agreed to being in the special edition ...   and those who got 
used for gore. Special thanks to this issues contributors, RazberrieTart, dutchy, and 
cathbard. The next issue will be the Eros edition, and look for news in the forum about 
Spicy News going to a subscription based form in 2008.   

Feedback is always appreciated !

Eros edition will feature a one year anniversary special for sidux, articles on the coming 
OOo 2.3 and KDE4, as well as user submitted articles and recipes.  


