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Introduction: Sembilan

 

 

It has been eight years since The Real Ghost Stories of Borneo series was first published, and it has received very good reception amongst local readers, students and paranormal fans. This is the ninth book in the series and there are already several translations for the first ghost book. 

 

Most agree that the short ghost stories are easy to read, though it can be scary. One of my intentions is to provide an insight on the people of Borneo, their beliefs, culture and psychosocial issues through the sharing of real encounter stories from my patients, friends, family and now, an ever more increasing group of people who are not connected to me in any way (strangers).  A key phrase I would usually quote is KNK, i.e. ‘Kenali Negara Kitani’ - which translates to ‘Know Our Own Country’. This is one of the main purposes of this book. You can imagine travelling all over the island from the comfort of your chair, sofa and bedroom - though it might be a frightful ‘ride’. The awesome thing about this particular book is that we finally have a ghost story from Kalimantan!

 

Another intention is to promote reading and writing especially in the English medium. 

 

This book is not meant to promote ghost-hunting. In my personal opinion, this would be akin to looking for trouble. In any case, if you have any unexplained or clearly supernatural encounters, please do contact me on the various social media platforms. Please check: About the Author section. 

 

I hope you enjoy reading this book and have a good scare. 

 

One more thing, upon deep reflection, I hope you continue the habit of reading. Have no doubt as reading is the path to strength and freedom. 

 


The Abandoned Project

Written by H.L.

 

 

We don’t know how long a house or place needs to be empty before it becomes occupied by ‘something else’. There was a house renovation in Manggis Village (a suburb) that had been delayed for many years. Odd things happened that prevented the house from being completed. The project is still ongoing.

 

There were six houses on this street. The house that they were planning to renovate was the house at the left end of the street. It was a two-story house with five bedrooms and four toilets, including a master bedroom with an ensuite toilet. The previous tenant moved away a few years ago, so it had already been vacant for quite some time. The owner wanted to renovate the house because the design was already outdated and he believed he could increase the value of the house. He also owned another house next to the first on the same street, so he planned to renovate both, eventually.

 

During the inspection, the first house was still in good condition. The house was very dusty, and the interior was filled with cobwebs. Some of the earlier tenants’ belongings were still there. The earlier tenant was most likely Chinese, as there was a Chinese calendar on the wall and other Feng Shui-related items. They also left behind their beds and furniture. 

 

The renovation work started around mid-2018. The renovation crew started demolishing the first house bit by bit. Everything was normal at first, but then a few months after they started their work, quite a number of their workers fell ill.

 

One of the crew members, Agus, was supposed to supervise the renovation of the two houses, but he had to return to Indonesia for personal reasons. He said that he could work after he had resolved his personal issues in Indonesia. Hence, the project was delayed because without Agus’ supervision, the other workers were unsure what needed to be done.

 

Not long after that, the COVID-19 pandemic happened, and the entire country went into lockdown isolation. The quarantine measures meant that no one was allowed outdoors; the project had to be postponed. By this time, workers had already demolished the walls and floors, exposing the house's interior. The ground floor of the first house was most exposed because they had not erected new walls.

 

During the pandemic, the owner used the second house as an isolation area for his workers, since they had not yet begun renovations on it. The second house had also been vacant for a while. It became vacant around the same time as the first house was being renovated.

 

There were four Indonesian workers isolated in the second, unrenovated house. During their isolation period, they complained of not feeling ‘comfortable’ there. To be precise, they felt unwelcome by something. From time to time, especially in the middle of the night, they could hear cabinet doors opening and closing on their own! They stayed on the first floor since all the bedrooms were upstairs. They would also hear noises from downstairs as if someone was moving the furniture. Sometimes, when they were fast asleep, they would be awakened by an ominous feeling that someone was standing at the foot of their beds, watching them. 

 

One night, one worker named Aldy had a cigarette on the front porch. He was about 24 years old. The workers could not leave the house because they were in isolation or quarantine. However, Aldy, being young and rebellious, figured that the porch would be an exception since it was still part of the house. Aldy could see the first house clearly as the streetlight illuminated it, and he stood in front of it.

 

Enjoying his cigarette, his eyes scanned through the exposed contents of the ground floor of the first house, such as wood and stone debris from the demolished walls. Then something caught his attention. When he looked at the first floor, he could see someone walking inside one room. He called them out, but no one answered. Then he saw her. She was peeking through one window of the master bedroom. It was dark inside the room because there were no lights on, so all he could see was her silhouette. He felt intensely stared at, chilly, and uneasy. He knew he had seen something that he was not supposed to and hurried back inside. The following day, he was unwell with a high fever and had to extend his isolation. He shared his experience with his co-workers, hoping that they would not make the same mistake. 

 

A few weeks had passed; some of the isolated workers could leave, and a new batch of quarantined workers was moving in. Aldy was left behind because his quarantine was extended for several more days. When the new batch of workers arrived, he warned them not to be ‘cabul’ or jinx themselves, such as by being too curious or calling out anything they saw out of the ordinary. He reminded everyone that the house had been empty for quite some time and shared his belief that something else had moved in. 

 

One female worker, Sri, laughed and teased him. She was an older Indonesian woman in her 50s. She kept teasing him because she did not believe in these things. Then Aldy shared his supernatural encounter with the new batch, but Sri kept saying it was only his imagination. She pointed out that he didn’t even see the ghost clearly and had no proof. Throughout the night, she would jump scare and tease him. Aldy kept his cool, as he did not want to disrespect an older person, let alone cause a scene, no matter how annoying she was.

 

A few days later, Aldy’s quarantine was finally over. Before he left, he warned the group that the supernatural was not something to joke about and hoped everyone would take his warning seriously. 

 

The following night, Sri took a stroll outside the house. Her co-workers warned her not to do so, as she was still under quarantine. She refused to listen. Sri had felt suffocated and trapped in the ‘isolation’ house. Her colleagues then reminded her of Aldy’s warning: not to look at the renovated house because he fell ill after seeing something there. Sri smirked, then went outside. She went out into the street for a short walk. 

 

Feeling calmer, she decided she should have a cigarette there. As she was lighting her cigarette, a child bumped into her. As a result, she dropped her cigarette, which rolled on the ground and into the drain in front of the first house.
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Sri was cursing angrily because that was her last cigarette, and it was even harder to buy another pack because of the lockdown, not to mention all cigarettes were illegal and had to be smuggled into the country!

 

She stared at the young boy, who was probably around 6 to 7 years old. She had expected an apology, but the boy taunted Sri, which made her even angrier. Sri shouted and scolded the boy, who, instead of crying, ran giggling.

 

Sri chased after him but stopped when she saw him running into the renovated house. She suddenly remembered Aldy’s story. Sri shouted for him to come out, telling him it was dangerous in the renovated house. She kept peeking through the demolished walls, then she saw him standing at the staircase, giggling. Sri wanted to call out to him; she felt a sense of danger. She backed away slowly as her eyes widened and she broke into a cold sweat. She then realised she had been too angry to notice that something was not right about the boy. Sri should have noticed it the first time; the boy’s skin was too pale! 

 

The boy giggled while staring at Sri. He didn’t move, but his giggles became louder and echoed endlessly. A chill ran down her spine. Sri ran back into the house crying; it was her very first supernatural encounter.

 

Sri was so scared and confused. She told the other workers what happened, and they, too, were overwhelmed with fear. Although it was against the quarantine rules, for the next few nights everyone decided to sleep in one room. Sri fell ill the next day and had to extend her quarantine. 

 

After the pandemic was over, the renovation work was not continued, so the house was abandoned for a few more years. In 2025, the owner went on a site visit. The first house was covered in moss and vines; even grass grew on its floor. It looked like those abandoned houses you see in apocalyptic movies. The owner concluded that continuing this project would be too much work and require significant funds. 

 

Consequently, he decided to renovate the second house instead. He envisioned this as a smaller, simpler version of the earlier project. The houses were identical, so the second renovation should be easy. He figured that once the renovation was completed, he could rent it out and use the funds to renovate the first house.

 

When they started the renovation on the second house, somehow it had the same problems. One by one, the workers fell ill. A number of accidents occurred, resulting in a decrease in the number of workers on the renovation project. During the first few weeks, most of the workers would stay and sleep at the construction site, but after a while, some of them would prefer to go home because they felt uneasy sleeping there. They felt the presence of something ominous. But some of them had to stay because most of their equipment and building supplies were there. 

 

One night, a worker named Ahmad was sitting on the balcony of the house. He was an Indian construction worker in his mid-40s who had been tasked to guard the equipment and supplies overnight. Ahmad was sitting there enjoying the night air when he saw something on the other side: the previous house renovation project, i.e., the first house. It was too dark to see, but he was sure he saw something moving on the house's exposed beams. The other house had not yet had its roof installed; hence, the supporting beams were exposed. From where he stood, he could only see a silhouette. He thought to himself, “Why would anyone climb up there?”

 

He took out his phone and zoomed in with his camera. That was when he saw it: a Pontianak vampire. She was sitting on one of the front supporting beams. Her long black hair was swaying, and her white dress stretched down, almost touching the floor below. The Pontianak was at least 2 meters tall. It did not notice him. He was hesitant and scared but had enough courage to take photos. 

 

Immediately after that, she slowly raised her head to look at him. Taking no chances, he rushed into his room, slamming the door and, as a result, woke up his roommate. His roommate demanded an explanation, but before Ahmad could elaborate, they both heard a loud wailing, a woman wailing. They looked around and, through the windows, saw the Pontianak passing by each one. The two men were terrified because they had not installed most of the new doors and windows, so it was very open! They both huddled together in desperation whilst eyeing the doors and windows, in preparation for the Pontianak to enter their room. Her cries grew louder and louder as if she kept circling the house.

 

Eventually, the Pontianak's crying faded and slowly disappeared. Both men felt relieved but were too scared to remain unguarded. They fell asleep much later, out of exhaustion.

 

The next morning, Ahmad shared the story with the rest of the crew and, more importantly, showed the photos he had taken. The house-owner heard about the incident and insisted on seeing the photos. What he saw made him worried. It explained why multiple incidents severely delayed and hampered the renovation work.

 

The house-owner went to his friend Aiman for help. Aiman was a spiritualist; he was used to dealing with possessions and cleansing houses or buildings. When Aiman visited the site, he knew it was not empty. He felt their presence. Aiman told the owner that there seemed to be a little boy living there, and another who was trying to hide his presence. Aiman walked around the house with the owner. When he reached the stairs, he stopped and began murmuring; the owner assumed he was reciting a prayer.

 

After a while, Aiman went up the stairs and into the master bedroom. He went straight to the beam where the Pontianak had sat that night and started murmuring something. This one took longer than the ones at the stairs; after reciting the prayer, he smiled and seemed pleased. 

 

After inspecting the house one last time, they went outside. Then Aiman explained that the two ghost spirits were just looking for a place to stay. The owner was surprised because the only thing he told Aiman was that the house was haunted. He did not tell him what type of ghost or how many there were. But the description that Aiman told the owner was spot on. Even the places where he recited the ‘doa’ were where the spirits were last seen. Aiman assured his friend that they had agreed to leave. The owner asked what prayer or ‘Doa’ he used to kick them out.

 

Aiman replied, “I did not use any Doa. I just asked them politely. The boy was easier to talk to, but the Pontianak was very stubborn and had a very short temper. Thankfully, she cooperated at the end.” The owner was stunned and simply thanked Aiman for his help.

 

Finally, after that incident, the house renovation project went smoothly. There were no more workers getting sick; even the workers who were too afraid to sleep on site stayed during the night because when they were working, they felt as if the air was much lighter than before.

 

Ps. Both the illustrator and the editor became unwell with fever and chills after seeing the actual photos. It could still be a coincidence… 

 

If you ask me very nicely and show that you can be trusted, then I can show you the photos…at your own risk.
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The Man on the Tomb 

Written by Wan Dayyini 

 

 

This is a true story from Nurin (not her real name). She wanted to stay anonymous, but she was more than willing to share this story as she still couldn’t believe it had happened to her.

It happened just last year. My husband, Ammar, and I had gotten married after five years of being together. We chose Miri for our three-day honeymoon because we wanted something simple, inexpensive, and close to home. Just the two of us: a soft hotel bed, the smell of the sea, and the comfort of being somewhere familiar yet different enough to feel like a getaway after the chaos of wedding preparations.

It was during the school term, so the border had little traffic. Those familiar with the Sungai Tujoh border would know how jammed it gets once school holidays start. Weekdays during school terms are the best time to cross the border if you’re not the patient type. Our drive was smooth from border to border, and passports were checked without fuss.

We checked into the Oyo Hong Kong Hotel in the late afternoon. The hotel is a three-star establishment, but it has become increasingly popular among Bruneians. A friend who frequented Miri recommended it to us. The price was within our budget, and its convenient location benefited us. Located right in front of the infamous Permaisuri Imperial City Mall, we did some light shopping—just a few cute things that caught our eyes. Then we had an early dinner. By the time we returned to the hotel, it was almost 8 p.m. I thought the night would end there—but halfway through watching a drama on TV, I suddenly craved bread.

I told my husband, and he offered to get some from the mall. I shook my head. “Not just any bread,” I said, “I want the soft, alluring buns from Taka Patisserie.” Ammar laughed heartily. “With those specific cravings, I’d have thought you were already with child. Let’s go then, my princess,” he teased, tossing the car keys up and catching them dramatically. I pouted jokingly, but he was right.

A few minutes later, we were driving through Miri Times Square, the city lights reflecting on the car windows. Miri Times Square at night had a quiet energy—both lively and lonely, depending on where you stood. The mall glowed softly, neon signs flickering in blues, reds, and greens, reflecting off the polished tiles of the parking lot. Streetlights along the road hummed faintly, their yellow light blending with the cooler artificial glow from the storefronts.

Even at 9 p.m., there were still people around: couples holding hands, teenagers lingering by the fountain, a few tired shoppers hauling plastic bags. The sidewalks were wide enough that the crowd never felt oppressive. The occasional engine roar cut through the hum of distant chatter and soft music drifting from the mall.

The air was warm, sticky with tropical humidity, carrying the faint scent of food from nearby restaurants. From certain corners, the palm trees swaying in the breeze cast long, lacy shadows over empty patches of the car park. The patisserie was still open, warm and bright, filled with the smell of fresh buns. We bought more than we needed—because who knew when cravings would strike again—and headed back to the hotel.

We weren’t truly familiar with the roads, so my husband used the Waze app to guide us. That was when Waze chose a route that cut through the cemetery area: the stretch through Krokop/Sungai Baong.

At first, I thought little of it. The night was calm. It was almost 10 p.m., and there were fewer cars but as soon as we entered the long stretch of road bordered by graves on both sides, I felt the temperature in the car drop slightly.

My eyes wandered over the scenery. The road was narrow, lined on one side with Chinese graves—some small, some massive, like tiny stone houses—and on the other with Muslim graves, neat rows of white markers disappearing into the dark. Streetlights cast long, yellow pools on the asphalt. The only sound was our tyres crunching over small patches of gravel.

We were barely halfway through when a strange, dragging sound caught my attention.

“Do you hear that?” I asked, gripping the bag of bread tighter.

My husband frowned. The car hummed along slowly, headlights illuminating the long shadows of tombstones.

Then it hit again—a soft thump-thump, like the tyre was dragging over something. Ammar cursed under his breath. “Might be a flat,” he muttered. He slowly guided the car to the side of the road near the Chinese tombstones, a stretch wide enough to pull over.

The engine idled quietly. He grabbed a flashlight from the glove box, got out, and crouched by the tyres, shining the beam over them. I stayed inside, pulse hammering in the silent night, listening to the distant hum of the city fading behind us. The warm, sticky air pressed against the windows.

I looked around wildly, searching for something I couldn’t name. Then I saw him.

A man—sitting atop one of the largest Chinese tombs, facing sideways. The tomb was a broad, raised stone platform with ornate carvings along the edges, faded red paint in the recesses, and a gently sloping top just wide enough to sit. Moss claimed patches of the surface, and small incense holders sat empty at the front, giving it a weathered, abandoned look.

His legs dangled over the front, almost touching the empty incense holders. A cigarette glowed faintly in his right hand. He stared at the stars. At first, I thought my eyes were playing tricks—but the figure was real.

I blinked, and he turned his head slowly toward me. His face was pale, too pale, with deep hollows where eyes should have been. Yet his gaze was fixed directly on me. Not curious. Not angry. Just watching.

The cigarette smoke






































images/image-1.jpeg





images/image.jpeg





cover_image.jpg
Real Ghost Stories

of Borneo 9

Real Ghost Stories of
Borneo - 9

Aammton Alias





