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Dedicated to the men and women of Borneo,

who work through the long nights

whether they are a nurse,

a policeman, a fireman or a security
guard

or a soldier patrolling the rainforest.

Whilst every night,

we all sleep in our comfortable beds

without a single thought for them,

they carry out their duty-bound tasks,

providing whatever they can

for their families and their loved ones.

And yet they receive no form of gratitude
from us.

Please spare a thought for them,

our night guardians.
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I never thought I would be writing and
compiling a number of short ghost stories. One would think that all
ghost stories are the same, but our Borneo ghost stories are far
different than what has been seen in the written world and the
media.

 


The media has whitewashed our supernatural
stories into the same old one, which is essentially the image of a
girl dressed in white with long black hair covering her face. The
Pontianak vampire is ‘famous’ across Borneo and Southeast Asia.

 


However, on Borneo island, there are so many
different kinds of supernatural beings. The encounters are usually
only mentioned by word of mouth, passing from generation to
generation. For example, the Orang Tinggi demon is almost unheard
of by locals in West Malaysia, and yet many East Malaysians and
Bruneians and also Kalimantan Indonesians are very familiar with
this demon. The sightings of the Orang Tinggi demon (which can vary
in height from 20 feet to 40 feet or even taller) are numerous in
Sarawak, Brunei, Sabah and Kalimantan.

 


Initially, I had planned to write this book
within two weeks, but I realised I had difficulty writing the
stories. I knew it wasn’t writers’ block. I could not admit to
myself the reason why, so I ended up procrastinating for more than
a month.

 


Eventually, I confessed to myself that I was
too scared to write the stories especially those of my personal
experience. You see, I usually write very late in the evening (from
midnight to 2am). This was the best time to write since everyone
would be sound asleep and the house becomes really quiet. However,
I began to notice all the strange and unexplained noises in the
house. Consequently, I’d decide to sleep immediately instead of
writing.

 


One day, after a long chat with Deen, I put
my foot down and started writing during my lunch breaks. You can
say it was part of my new diet plan! And hence the book has been
written!

 


The aim of this book is to share and document
the supernatural encounters that people in Borneo have had. I hope
this book will help expand our understanding and encourage more
sharing of such encounters.

 


This book is not meant to encourage
ghost-hunting, which I believe can cause unwanted happenings.
Remember, be aware but don’t bother ‘them’ and hopefully, they
won’t bother us. That’s more or less the big lesson in life, with
everything else too.

 


*** I must WARN you that these are not
stories with ‘happily ever after’ endings. Most were accounts and
recalls from family, friends and my former patients. A number of
stories may have been left open ended with no explanation. The
stories were shared in that manner. ***

 


If you would like to share your ghost
encounters and stories, please feel free to contact me.

 


This book has had a good response during the
pre-order campaign as well as from my group of ‘Alpha readers’ and
my ‘Beta readers.’ As a result, I have already started writing the
second book: Real Ghost Stories of Borneo 2. Yes, the second book
in the series.

 


I heartily welcome contributors. Contributors
will be compensated for their efforts. Please contact me.

 


You can find my details at the end of the
book -please check the chapter ‘About The Author’.

 


This book was published with the help of
friends and family. If you do find any mistakes, please do let me
know.

 


Once again, thank you so much for buying this
book and supporting my work, and the work of others. I have truly
enjoyed writing and producing this book for you.

 


I hope you enjoy reading it.


Chased




 


As a young child growing up in the 1980s, I
spent my time living in Tutong as my father was posted there. He
was the Land Officer for the Ministry of Development. My father had
a few Army relatives who were based in the nearby army base camp.
It was common for my family to attend dinner functions in the
Tutong Army base, also known as Tutong Camp. His relative’ who was
actually my uncle, would host dinner functions till late in his
official residence there. Our other army relatives would also be
there.

 


I would usually play with my cousins, but
since they had to sleep early, and my parents always stayed till
late, I would usually be left all alone. The only thing left to do
would be to hide in a corner and read a book until my parents
decided it was time to go home.

 


One late night, I decided to hide behind the
sofa in the living room. My dad, my uncle, my grand-uncle and their
other relatives would talk about their lives. The truth is that I
had always been a nosey-parker. I would take pride in eavesdropping
on their conversations. Somehow, I think this is a hereditary trait
as my children have done the same. They love to eavesdrop on my
conversations with my wife, or our conversations with friends.

 


Anyway, that night, one of their stories
turned out to be unforgettable.

 


My granduncle who was a general, was telling
everyone to be careful when driving late at night. They must recite
a prayer verse before driving. He had an incident recently.

 


A week before, he was driving from a very
late-night army dinner function in Belait. He had to drive through
the ‘white sands’ of Tutong. During that time, there were not many
orange-sodium streetlights lighting the road.

 


This area of white silica sand – which looks
like snow – was always rife with ghost sightings. That fateful
night, he had forgotten to say a prayer verse before driving
through there. The moment, he had crossed the particular bridge on
that dark road, he noticed there was an oddity in the rear-view
mirror.

 


To his horror, from his rear-view mirror, he
could see a giant black figure that was running after his car. He
looked back and saw that the demon was as tall as one of the
electricity pylon towers on the side of the road. It was catching
up to him and his car.

 


Without hesitation, he pushed the pedal to
the floor. His continental sports car revved its V12 engine
boomingly and accelerated, reaching breakneck speed. The demon did
its best to catch up.

 


The moment he reached near the Tutong Camp
entrance, the armed guards immediately recognised his car. They
could see what was chasing my granduncle and reacted by shooting
several rounds at the giant dark demon..

 


The moment his car entered the compounds of
Tutong Camp, my granduncle braked his car to a screeching stop. He
ran towards the entrance guards, to see again what was chasing him.
He had hoped it was a mere illusion, a trick of the tired mind.

 


As he stood next to the guards who were
trembling with their rifles still aimed at the demon, he could see
the giant demon in the near distance. It did not move a single step
forward. It was clear that it had given up. The giant demon
lingered in the distance for a while and then let out an
ear-piercing scream before disappearing into the night.

 


I remembered one of my younger aunties asking
my granduncle what was chasing him.

 


He told them it was an ‘Orang Tinggi’ demon.
He could not forget what it looked like: it had no face – there was
no nose, no eyes and no mouth – and yet it looked very evil.

 


I stayed quiet and by the time my parents
wanted to go home, I pretended to be asleep. I was so scared, I
broke into a cold sweat. It was one story I should not have
listened to.

 


That was the first time in my life I had ever
heard about the Orang Tinggi demon. Little did I realise that they
are everywhere on this island.




The Lady in White


 


Recently, I had read a Facebook article about
some ghost-hunters who were looking for this particular ghost at
the (Jalan) Kebangsaan road. Basically, they had gone to a large
government water storage facility to look for this particular ghost
in the middle of the night and had a ‘mishap’. At first, I didn’t
believe it. After all there are too many fake news on Facebook.
Besides, why should a ghost back in the 1970s suddenly reappear
now? I didn’t think much about it until I had visited my cousin
Paddy in the middle of the night.

 


One late afternoon in the 70s, a European
expatriate was walking his dog near the water storage facility or
tank on Kebangsaan road.

 


His dog kept on barking at this one spot and
refused to move. The owner decided to investigate and found to his
horror, the decaying corpse of a woman. She was later identified as
a local lady named Suraya.

 


Before the body was found, there had been
many sightings of a mysterious woman in the middle of the
night.

 


An uncle had mentioned that he was driving
through that road at night when he saw an elegantly dressed lady,
carrying her baby in her arms as she walked up the hill. He asked
if she wanted a ride in his car and she nodded yes.

 


He thought it was strange that she didn’t
respond much to his conversation starters. When they were driving
out of Kebangsaan road, the lady and her baby disappeared into thin
air.

 


Others had mentioned of incidences where the
residents at Kebangsaan road heard someone knocking on their door
in the middle of the night.

 


However, when they opened the door, there
would be nobody there, but they could hear the sound of a baby
crying. A few had seen the ghost lady standing there before them,
her face covered in a black cloth, asking for help to get her
home.

 


However, after Suraya’s corpse was found, the
sightings became more intense. My aunt told me that Suraya was a
young lady who had an affair with a married man. When she found out
she was pregnant, her family told her to confront the man and take
responsibility. In a fit of rage, the man’s wife had allegedly
killed her and dumped her body there. My aunt told me that this was
the true version of events but since the story had occurred a long
time ago, the details are now fuzzy. There are also several
versions of the Suraya ghost story.

 


I was asking my cousin Paddy about his first
ghost encounter, which is when he told me about Suraya. His story
gave me goose-bumps immediately as I realised the ghost hunter’s
Facebook post was real and not made up.

 


My cousin Paddy confessed that his first and
probably most scariest ghost encounter was seeing Suraya’s ghost
when he was 9 years old.

 


***

 


One fateful night in the late 70s
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