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​Tales of Asian Horror: The Terror Deepens
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IN TALES OF ASIAN HORROR: The Terror Deepens, unforgettable tales fuse Asia’s ancient legends with modern nightmares. Each story dares you to confront curses, vengeful spirits, and relentless evil in a world where the supernatural is not only real- but deadly.

Begin with The Cursed Parade: Shadows of the Phi Ta Khon, where Thailand’s vibrant festival becomes a macabre stage for brutal murders. Eerie masks conceal a vengeful entity armed with a bloodied sledgehammer, stalking a cynical cop, a determined photojournalist, and a tormented drifter.

Next, in Cursed Trails: A Trilogy of Terror, a routine camping trip on Mount San Cristobal spirals into a desperate battle against ghostly apparitions and the monstrous Tikbalang lurking in the forest depths.

In The Curse of Mae Nak: A Grave Mistake, grave robbers unwittingly unleash a wrathful spirit that blurs the line between life and death in Pong Pha.

The Hunger of the Bal-Bal: Vengeance from the Grave drags two brothers into a decaying Manila cemetery where a shape-shifting, corpse-eating beast devours their humanity.

On Koh Kham Noi, Ghost Island: The Madness Within ensnares vloggers in a descent into dark madness, while Pocong Prank: The Last Laugh on Karak Highway turns a viral ghost stunt into a deadly encounter on Malaysia’s infamous road.

In Pontianak: Haunting in the Stream, a malevolent Indonesian specter hijacks a teen gamer’s live stream. Dark Encounters: Three True Tales of the Unknown shows that even everyday objects can awaken unspeakable horrors.

Valentine’s Curse: Love, Betrayal, and Blood transforms a romantic holiday into a saga of dark sorcery and vengeance, and Shadows in the Ceiling traps paranormal investigators in a decrepit house where betrayal unleashes true horror.

Dare to turn the page and face a world where every legend hides a nightmare—and every nightmare deepens the horror.
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Some tales are best left untold—but it's already too late.
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​The Cursed Parade: Shadows of the Phi Ta Khon
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When the vibrant, chaotic Phi Ta Khon festival in Thailand awakens more than just joyful spirits, a vengeful entity descends upon the living. As the line between the living and the dead blurs, a series of brutal murders occur, leaving behind mutilated victims and eerie masks. A cynical cop, a determined photojournalist, and a homeless man haunted by dark visions must confront a growing tide of madness—and the lurking figure with a bloodied sledgehammer—before they, too, become part of the festival’s macabre legacy.
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In the shadows of celebration, ancient spirits awaken—and they’ve come for blood.

​Introduction

THE SURROUNDINGS WERE pitch black. Like a mother clutching her newborn, the night embraced the moon and the stars. The woman stumbled a few times on the ground but picked herself up at a panicked pace every time. The woman's labored breathing and sprinting filled the dark alleys of Chiang Khan Street in Thailand. She stumbled one last time, and it was apparent that she was hurt this time because she failed to stand up. Chasing behind her was a dark figure holding a sledgehammer. The woman was crying while clawing at the ground in a last-ditch effort to get away. She turned around and pleaded with the dark figure not to hurt her. Getting no response, she screamed for help. The dark figure loosened his grip on the sledgehammer, dropping its head on the pavement. He slowly walked towards the woman, dragging the thing with his left hand. He was purposely making unnecessary noises to terrify his victim even more.

Then, just like that, the temperature around them dropped, and the very air seemed to withdraw from the atrocity that was. The air was full of a metallic reek — rot, rust, something primeval. Not far away, unnoticed by the deformed minds of the crowd, the distant sounds of the festival drums seemed to follow the dark figure that stepped slowly and ominously up the road, a pair of footsteps louder than the rest.

Her cries echoed in vain through the deserted street. The suspect raised the sledgehammer and hit her head with it. Her brain and blood splattered on the ground. Half her head was missing after the first strike. She was dead. It doesn’t matter, though, because the culprit hit her again and again and again. His eyes were filled with ecstasy as he marveled at the sight.

Upon delivering his final blow, a chill far from natural emitted into the air, carrying the dead echo of drums drumming from afar, beating sinisterly against the silence. The ground seemed to shudder beneath him—even the soil recoiled in horror at what it had witnessed.

The homeless man clutched his head as he slowly opened his eyes. He was familiar with the place, yet he couldn’t remember how he got there. He almost cried when he accidentally touched the bloody body of a woman beside him. He screamed in fear when he realized that half her head was missing. He crawled away from the body and gasped as he noticed that he was swimming with her blood that was spilling on the ground. He scrambled to stand, falling a few times in the process. His head was still spinning, which caused him to vomit.

As he got up, he heard a whisper about to disappear in the wind. Initially, he thought it was a trick of the mind, but the voice tugged: "You did this... you did this..." which left his entire body in fear.

A wave of dread washed over him as the metallic scent of blood mixed with something putrid hung in the air. The homeless man could swear he felt a cold breath on his neck, as if something unseen was behind him.

Not long after that, he heard the siren of the police cars. It’s getting nearer and nearer. He held his head one more time as he leaned on the wall. He heard one of the cars stop, and someone opened the door.

“Police, don’t move!” The policeman grabbed his gun, but it remained stuck in the holster.

He took this opportunity to flee as other policemen went after him. He hid in a corner. He cowered down and covered his ears in dread. He was panting and shaking uncontrollably. He couldn't remove from his mind what he had seen. He heard that someone had killed a few other people with a sledgehammer in the neighboring towns. In fact, despite the busy night market, another woman was attacked by the suspect with a sledgehammer not far from his location.

Whispers of shadows seemed to call to him from the dark corners of the alley, teasing him with hints of his fate. He was relieved when the police ran to the opposite side of where he was. He was about to run off again when he noticed that he was holding a bloody sledgehammer in his left hand. His entire body began shaking once more. Scared, he grasped it before heaving it away and running to hide. Across the Loei River, he fell right into the red-dyed water on account of the blood on his clothes, tripping.

​

​Act 1: Summoning Phra Upakhut

SUJIRA AND HER FRIENDS Nong Yao and Ying were getting ready for the Phi Ta Khon Ghost Festival this year with a sense of unease, unlike before. The lively spirit surrounding the festival seemed to have a tinge to it. As they went to the riverbank for the ritual to summon Phra Upakhut, a shiver crept down their spines. None voiced their unease, instead opting for laughter and chatter as they walked together.

While the friends were walking through the busy festival crowd, they noticed a homeless man with ragged clothes and a filthy, dirty body by the riverbank. It was Tawin. He was uncomfortably motionless, staring at the water. Ying noticed that his lips were moving, seemingly muttering something. She strained to catch it, but only bits and pieces became clear: “They're coming; they always come. The dead don't forget.”

“Who's coming?” she asked, but the man didn't answer. The empty gaze looked up at her, and for a moment, something primordial peered back, a thing much older than this festival. Ying felt a shiver and hurried to walk away, but the words echoed in her head.

The Phi Ta Khon Ghost Festival is a celebration full of fun, mischief, and, of course, a little bit of the paranormal. The agriculturally based Dan Sai district in the Loei Province of northeastern Thailand exclusively observes the festival. Since it varies yearly, there is no specific date for the celebration, but it is similar to the Halloween celebration in the West.

Sujira and Nong Yao are known to be the opposite of most Thai women. They were loud and naughty and tended to violate the community's norms. On the other hand, Ying was the shy type, resembling an ordinary Thai woman. Sujira was fixing her hair while smiling at a passerby looking at her. She elbowed Nong Yao and pointed at the good-looking foreigner who took a glance at her earlier. Nong Yao immediately threw the foreigner a flying kiss and whispered. “Me love you long time,” she said in broken English, which is what the hookers in Thailand typically say to foreigners. After this, she looked at Sujira, and they both laughed together. Ying, on the other hand, was timid in her reaction and was busy fixing the accessories of her dress.

The monk gathered stones in the river and asked, “Isn’t it Phra Upakhut?”  Sujira and Nong Yao giggled while Ying seemed distracted by something nearby. A shadowy figure lurking among the trees, wearing a horned mask to conceal its face, caught her attention briefly before vanishing when she blinked. The monk's voice jolted her back to the moment she brushed it off as an illusion caused by the shifting light around her; however, her heart raced uneasily in her chest. 

“The first day of the celebration is the most boring,” Sujira frowned.

“Why no cute boys?” Nong Yao replied naughtily.

Nong Yao giggled and continued, “There will be a lot of tourists, so we should not miss the fun!”

“I am just hoping for protection and merits for this year.” Ying sheepishly smiled. “My parents taught me to take our traditions seriously,” she continued, looking down the paved road and up again. “You guys know I’m not here for that,” she said, looking at Sujira.

Sujira frowned at her response and reminded her, “Last year, you kept holding on to a cannon-shaped phallus until the mask wearer almost kicked you away.”

Nong Yao followed up with, “Don't be a hypocrite! I will take home a mask with a big phallus tomorrow.”

“But today, let us bring home some handsome and rich tourists.” Sujira interrupted

Ying threw her hand in resignation and just laughed a little bit.

The sexual undertones of the Phi Ta Khon event are intriguing. The festival was supposed to be religious. The first day celebrated the summoning of a Buddhist monk named Phra Upakhut. After the monk attained enlightenment, the king summoned him to oversee the creation of many temples for seven years. However, the focus has changed in recent years.

“I will look for a wealthy tourist and get out of Dan Sai,” Sujira declared.

“What if he has a small dick?” Nong Yao whispered.

“It's okay if he has a deep pocket and a big wallet,” Sujira interrupted.

Both women laughed in unison.

Sujira pulled Nong Yao out of the house to come to the river for the summoning of the Phra Upakhut Ceremony. They were wearing traditional Thai dresses that revealed their beauty. The people greeted them with smiles.

Ying scratched her head when she noticed her friends were gone and looked for them. She went to the Upakhut Hall at the Dan Sai District Office but couldn't find them. Then she realized the summoning ritual had started. A monk was standing on the river bank, chanting a prayer. Another monk in the water picked up a rock from the river and asked the other monk, “Isn’t it Phra Upakhut?” The monk standing on the bank answered, “No.”

When they heard this, Sujira and Nong Yao laughed, and the people frowned at them. The monk in the river picked up another rock and asked again: “Isn’t it Phra Upakhut?” The monk standing on the river bank answered again, “No.”

Sujira and Nong Yao burst into laughter again. As people looked at them, Ying found them and told them to stop laughing. Sujira and Nong Yao just shrugged their shoulders. They didn’t care what other people thought of them. Ying shook her head in disapproval of the two and looked at the ceremony.

As the rite wore on, a growing sense of unease diffused over Ying. The air congealed, thick with whispers that seemed to emanate from the earth. Once so playful, the ornate masks of the festival now leered at her—the painted eyes glowing with malignant light through the failing dusk.

The Phi Ta Khon Festival lasts three days, also known as the Boon Luang merit-making festival. Thais believe that Phi Ta Khon, or the ghost of the dead, will join the crowd on the first and second days to celebrate, just as they did in the past when they rejoiced at Buddha's return from a long journey.

For the third time, a monk in the river picked another rock and asked again: “Isn’t it Phra Upakhut?” The monk on the river bank answered again, “Yes, that’s the real Phra Upakhut.” At that time, people lit fireworks and firecrackers, delighting the crowd.

A homeless, greasy man appeared in the river and yelled, “They are here! The spirits are here!”

Sujira and Nong Yao burst into laughter again upon seeing him. But Ying noticed some dark figures joining the celebration. Black smoke was coming out of them. Heavy rainfall followed, causing the people to celebrate and dance in the rain. The downpour ended on the first day of the celebration.

​

​Act 2: The Phi Ta Khon Parade

SUJIRA AND NONG YAO burst into laughter when Ying told them about the dark figures she had seen on the riverbank.

“You are imagining it because you are not relaxed,” Sujira squeezed Ying one side of her tummy. But as soon as she said it, her smile faltered slightly. For a brief moment, she felt a flicker of doubt—a shiver that seemed, right on the verge, to be imperceptible. Without skipping a beat, she shed it, compelling a smile. 

“You need a boyfriend,” she added with a tease.

“Don’t we all?” Nong Yao interrupted.

They went home after the rain and were upset that they had not met any tourists.

Later that night, after they had taken masks from the parade, the masks themselves seemed different. When Nong Yao hung hers on the wall, she swore it had a different expression than when she first took it. At times, when she glanced at it out of the corner of her eye, she could hear faint whispering. But when she turned to face it directly, the sound stopped. The mask stared back at her with its wide, unblinking eyes and sharp, toothy grin. Unease gripped her, but she shrugged it off, thinking she was exhausted from the day's events.

Meanwhile, Sujira was living alone after her parents died a few years ago. She closed the door and locked her windows. The temperature seemed to drop inside the house, and she felt cold. She turned on the TV and tuned in to a news documentary. The reporter, Ruangrit, interviewed a cop named Kasaem about the security measures for the Ghost Festival. 

She turned and settled on the couch, where suddenly, lights flickered, casting eerie shadows dancing across the wall faces. Every creak sounded amplified, or so it seemed; the house groaned with every movement of its wooden members as if something were lurking out of sight.

The TV became pixelated, and the channel suddenly changed until it turned off by itself. She was holding the remote, so she was surprised since the other appliances in the house were working. She checked the TV's power cord. She noticed someone in the living room corner near the power outlet. She screamed when she saw the dark figure clutching a sledgehammer.

Her shouts coincided with fireworks that night, so no one heard her. The sledgehammer hit her beautiful face many times until she could not be recognized anymore. The sound got louder, and the fireworks became brighter and reflected the bloody face of the dead girl as the light passed through the transparent window.

In those few seconds before the final blow, Sujira felt a cold breath on her neck, a taunting whisper that seemed to ring within her brain and reminded her of the transience of her beauty. The last thing she saw was the gleam of the sledgehammer—a glint that mirrored the wicked grin of the figure looming over her.

The lighting of the fireworks was supposed to attract rain to water the farms. Each year, they hold a competition to determine the best fireworks. The villagers spend a lot of time painting their masks and making fireworks, which is the focus of most celebration participants.

Ying went to Nong Yao the next morning and brought her some clothes for the parade. They decided to meet at Nong Yao's house because the parade would pass first. The two did not yet know that someone had brutally murdered Sujira.

“That girl should have been here! Nong Yao smirked at Ying. The parade started without us. But her voice strained, and anxiety flickered in her gaze as she glanced toward the corner of the room where Sujira’s mask lay. For a brief moment, she could have sworn she saw its red-pink lips curl into a sneer. 

“Let’s just wait for her,” Ying tried to calm her. “Go ahead and try this dress.”

A few minutes later, they heard the roar of fireballs and rockets and the noise of people. They left the house and saw that the parade was passing by. The participants, wearing masked ghost costumes, proudly flaunted their gigantic phalluses. They danced and paraded through the town, especially in front of the women. There were phalluses in the shapes of swords and cannons, and some women—especially tourists—would even touch them. The carrying of the masks with a big phallus reenacted the demons carrying large phallic weapons and other devices to cause chaos. The masks will be thrown into the river on the third day to expel all the demons.

“Let’s go near the mask with the big phallus,” Nong Yao invited Ying.

“What about Sujira?” Ying asked.

“She might still be in bed. Let’s go,” yelled Nong Yao, pulling her out of the house.

Having to push her way through the crowd, Ying felt uncomfortable—as if the masks were unabashedly watching her with malicious intent. The laughter of the festival attendees surrounded her, but beneath it, she could hear the faint whispers that chilled her to the bone.

They pushed through the crowd until they reached big masks with sword-like phalluses. The women teased each other by touching the masks and phalluses of the huge Phi Ta Khon, roughly double the size of an average human. The large Phi Ta Khon, painted with male and female genitalia, alludes to the age-old idea that human genitalia stands for abundance. 

The homeless, greasy man appeared again in the street and preached, “You have made a mockery of our traditions!”

His voice wasn't loud, as it shouldn't be over the revelry of the parade, but the tone was urgent enough that Ying felt a shiver run down her spine. He stabbed his finger at the river; she turned her head and thought she saw shadows darting just out of her vision, figures that melted into darkness the second she turned her head.

The people ignored him, but he continued, “Your celebration tore the skies and awakened the dead. The ghosts emerged from the forest, ready to participate in the celebrations and haunt you!” Then, the homeless man ran away when a few onlookers started harassing him.

As the participants marched through the city toward the Wat Phon Chai temple, Nong Yao and Ying joined them in dancing to traditional folk music. When some participants removed their masks and went inside the temple to pray, Nong Yao took the masks and gave one to Ying. They stole the masks and brought one each home.

When they arrived home, Nong Yao felt weird and that someone was always watching her. Later, she noticed that their chickens and cow had gone missing.

“That’s strange,” she whispered to herself.

She made her way to their backyard to look for their missing livestock. To her absolute horror, she discovered something had ripped their chickens apart and strewn them all over the surrounding area. She put her left hand to cover her mouth. She couldn’t believe what was happening. Then she realized that whoever or whatever did this could still be around. She needs something to defend herself with if it's a predator because she still needs to look for her cow. She quickly went inside her house and took their kitchen knife. After that, she carefully made her way to the Mun River.

With every step closer to the river, the oppressive silence enveloped her like a maddening shroud. The darkness appeared to thicken, wrapping around her like a strangling shroud. Every rustling of leaves made her jump; she felt eyes on her, though no one was there.

Upon reaching the riverbank, she noticed movement in the thick foliage behind her. She carefully looked over and was greeted by her injured cow, who was as scared as she was. The cow suddenly jumped onto the foliage and ran towards the river, where it stumbled into the water and drowned. Her cow almost ran Nong Yao over, its head wound visible and bloody, coloring the water in the river when it fell. She loves that cow because she was the one who raised it. All she could do was cry.

She knelt by the river, where the water rippled red with her cow's blood, and felt her heart clutched in an icy hand as dread gnawed at her chest. It would have seemed that even the spirits of the river itself were joining in her mourning, whispering discontent with the celebration above.

That same day, Sujira was then discovered at her home by her relatives; a Phi Ta Khon mask was covering her bare body. The neighborhood was terrified of her gruesome death.

Unbeknownst to them, Nong Yao suffered the same fate that night. Nong Yao lives alone as her parents were separated and have had their own families. Nong Yao was taking a bath when she heard someone open the door. She took the towel covering her body and checked who it was. She was sure that she had locked the door. She was shocked when someone grabbed her from behind and covered her mouth. Her face was covered by a towel, revealing her naked body. She attempted to flee, but the suspect twisted her neck. The serial killer hit her head with a sledgehammer repeatedly. The culprit sated his bloodlust and then vanished.

The homeless man was seen outside the house weeping.

“The mask is indeed a reservoir of bad luck!” he cried.

​

​Act 3: The Phi Ta Khon Mask

KASAEM, A COP, WAS tasked with ensuring the safety of people attending the festival. He called his photojournalist friend, Ruangrit, to come with him when he learned about Sujira’s death. He investigated the murder. When Ruangrit took pictures, he saw some silhouettes or dark figures surrounding Sujira’s body. Kasaem, being an agnostic, dismissed it as a photo glitch. The people began spreading rumors that the ghost of the dead had killed her, while the cop determined to find the culprit. Ruangrit was also determined to prove to Kasaem that he was able to capture some ghosts in his shots.

“I still remember the photo you edited to make your story viral,” Kasaem mocked Ruangrit.

“I did not edit that photo,” Ruangrit defended himself. He referred to a viral photo of a human skull with horns, which people dismissed as a hoax.

“I brought you here so you could look for a woman and enjoy your miserable life,” Kasaem jokingly said.

Ruangrit told Kasaem that he would be the best journalist in the world and turned away from him to take more pictures of the murder scene for his news story. Kasaem noticed a homeless man standing outside Sujira’s house. The homeless man was weeping as if he was mourning the death of Sujira. Kasaem tried to approach him, but he was gone when Kasaem stepped out of the house.

Kasaem received another call about another murder victim and arrived late at the scene. When they arrived, the walls and floor were dripping with blood. They saw the victim, Nong Yao, dead in her bed when they entered her room. Her head was also hit by a hard object many times. A big mask covered her naked body she brought home from the parade.

They make Phi Ta Khon’s mask from a bamboo steamer, folding it into a hat-like shape and punching holes for the eyes. They shape a long, pointed nose from a piece of wood resembling an elephant’s trunk and add a horn made from dried coconut husks. The mask is then artistically painted to appear frightening yet delightful and beautiful.

“She should not have taken that mask home,” Ruangrit murmured.

“It is more than a mask,” he whispered, studying the grotesque expression painted across the surface. It pulsed, in his mind, with dark energy, silently a witness to the terrors that had acquaintance.

“A sledgehammer also hit her,” Kasaem whispered as he looked up at the ceiling.

Kasaem confirmed that he was dealing with a serial killer. 

As with Sujira, they also noticed Tawin, the homeless man, watching the body close by. His expression was distant as if he had seen the view many times before. This time, Tawin stayed still as Kasaem approached him, his eyes clouding. He muttered, “This happened before... heh... too many times before... they walk with the masks and among us.”

Kasaem, now frustrated, asked him more, but Tawin was being mysterious. “You don't understand—” Tawin continued, more to himself than anyone else, “They were never gone. The festival had always been theirs.”

Ruangrit, who was eavesdropping, grew suspicious. “What do you mean they were here all along?” he pressed. Tawin only scoffed at this before melding into the crowd. Kasaem and Ruangrit exchanged glances as though unsure if the man knew more than he let on about the dark depths of the festival’s history.

“That man could be the culprit!” Ruangrit suggested that Kasaem arrest him, but some people told them that the homeless man, Tawin, is harmless. Due to a lack of evidence, Kasaem did not pursue Tawin but told himself he would keep an eye on him.

​

​Act 4: The Ancestor’s Day

KASAEM WAS WATCHING a recorded video of the parade. He recognized some women holding a Phi Ta Khon Yai with a phallus. One of them was Nong Yang, who was teasing another girl he later found out was Ying. He noticed dark figures that looked like humans but were emitting dark smoke. They were encircling the women. He looked at it closely; initially, he dismissed it as a costume for the participants. But a gnawing fear riveted him; he felt unseen eyes watching the women weightily. Dark figures, twisted and shifting in the video, raced his heart, feeling something was wrong.

Kasaem realized that Ying could be the next victim. He tracked down Ying’s residence near Chiang Khan Street, but she was not there when he arrived. He grabbed his phone and called Ruangrit to accompany him, but he could not reach him either. He explored the dark alleys to scout the serial killer's hiding places.

Not far from where he was scouting, he noticed a girl who looked like Ying running away from something. A few seconds later, he confirmed that she was indeed Ying. He saw where Ying was running from. The serial killer was already chasing her. Ying fell several times but quickly sprang to her feet again. Kasaem wasted no time and called for backup.

Kasaem could hear Ying’s heavy breathing from where he was. Her footsteps were also heavy, as if she was exhausted. After a few seconds, she appears to have stumbled and was injured. Kasaem immediately took his gun from the holster when he saw she had not returned to her feet.

A shadowy creature carrying a sledgehammer pursued Ying from behind. She was crying and clawing at the ground in a desperate attempt to escape. Kasaem pointed his 45-caliber pistol at the killer and pulled the trigger. It jammed.

“Shit,” He hurriedly inspected his gun and tried to dislodge the jammed bullet. He remembered Ying and hurriedly looked at her and the killer.

The horror filled the air with palpable and tangible dread, and Kasaem felt the night alive and hungry as his fingers grazed the edge of his weapon. He looked up just in time to see Ying drop to her knees, her cries going unnoticed into the night.

Kasaem saw her spin around and begged the shadowy figure to spare her. She screamed for assistance.

Kasaem holstered his pistol and ran as fast as he could, but he lost his footing and crashed on the ground.

The shadowy figure released its grip on the sledgehammer and let its head hit the ground. Gently approaching Ying, he dragged the weapon with his left hand. He intentionally made extra noise to frighten his victim even more.

The killer stepped in darkness, and with each step, it would stretch and crawl, consuming the light surrounding his presence. A sense of dread hung in the air as if the earth had shied away from the violence it had observed.

The suspect raised the sledgehammer and struck her head with it. Her brain and blood spattered on the ground. Half her head was missing after the first strike. She was dead. It didn't matter, though, because the culprit hit her repeatedly. His eyes were filled with ecstasy as he marveled at the sight. After satisfying his bloodlust, the suspect disappeared.

When the other policemen arrived, some tended to Kasaem’s injuries that he got when he crashed on the ground. Luckily, his injuries were superficial. Another policeman told him that they were hot on the trail of a homeless man seen next to Ying's body. After ensuring everything was okay at the crime scene, Kasaem proceeded to the river and saw Ruangrit there. He turned around, saw Tawin coming from the river, and arrested him. He forced him to admit that he was behind the killings.

“You psychopath!” Kasaem screamed as other people noticed him.

Tawin shivered, drenched in water. He denied that he was the killer. He was shaking his head and said that the spirits became mad because of the sexual undertones in the festival. Deep in his heart, Kasaem knows the homeless man cannot do this evil act. Yet because the people demanded that he do his job, he detained Tawin in the precinct.

When they returned to the temple, a Monk told them to relax and proceed with the ritual to cast all demons away. Everyone threw their masks at the river while Ruangrit remembered the mask they got from the killings.

Ruangrit looked worried and warned Kasaem, “Those masks might cost us our lives. They need to be destroyed and thrown in the river.”

“They consider those masks part of the evidence and must keep them,” Kasaem told him. The cop then looked at the pile of masks thrown into the river. “That tradition is polluting the river.”

“But that is the only way to get rid of the demons,” Ruangrit argued.

The people who looked at the two told them to be silent as the monks did the ritual. When Ruangrit turned to his left, he noticed several black smoke clouds surrounding the river.

He was excited. He closed his eyes and smiled.

​

​Act 5: The Pi Tam Khon

EVIL SPIRITS OVERTOOK most people when the black smoke disappeared and caused mayhem. The people acted like demons equipped with huge phallic weapons and other tools for wreaking havoc. They temporarily disregarded all norms of conduct. People danced naked in the streets. Insanity, mayhem, drinking, and vice characterized the next few hours. In addition to singing, dancing, and general revelry, people found demonic possessions throughout the town as ghosts arrived from all across the region.

It became crazed and chaotic, almost like the festival had transformed into a dark, evil thing. The possessed people’s laughter was always the laughter of the damned — a dreadful organ of lunacy, a choral exultation of the ungodly rising on the streets, blotting out all sense and sanity.

The people were busy trying to save themselves from those who experienced possessions. Ruangrit and Kasaem were among those whom the spirits did not possess. They sought shelter from the Pon Chai Temple.

“The homeless man is right; we have deviated from our traditions,” said Pichai, one of the head monks. The monk spoke as his fearful eyes widened, his voice shaky with the burden of time. He shook his head, "We have opened doors that should have remained shut," he looked nervously down to the chaos outside.

Ruangrit asked, “Are the masks that we kept causing this bad luck?”

“No, there is something higher than that. The Pi Tam Khon, or the ghosts of the forest, are mad,” the monk replied. “They were supposed to be here for the celebration but wanted something else.”

“What do they want?” Kasaem inquired. “What should we do to appease them?”

“The 13th sermon is about to be finished,” the monk smiled. “Don't worry, everything will go back to normal.

But Kasaem was instinctively wary. The monk smiled, and that smile did not stifle the storm growing in the pit of him, a small thrum like a moth over a burning lightbulb; shouldn't the same fate be ordained for them both?

The monk seemed pleased at the people’s attendance at the temple. Ruangrit noticed that the temple was full of people seeking shelter from demons. Usually, the villagers visit the temple on the third and final day to hear the monks of Wat Phon Chai read the 13 sermons, which recount one of Buddha's previous lifetimes. The previous year's attendance lowered on the third day as people focused on the activities on the second day: the parade and the fireworks display.

Kasaem didn't see the black smoke or the dark figures like Ruangrit, so he was still skeptical. In his mind, the demonic possession could be a mass hysteria to hype up the celebration.

“Since the sermon is over, let's have dinner,” Monk Pichai said, inviting them.

As he turned to leave, he saw a dark figure surrounded by black smoke staring at him. It was the first time Ruangrit had encountered such an entity. Goosebumps covered his skin, and he felt true fear for the first time in his life.

“Let’s go back to the temple,” Ruangrit said, pulling him by the elbow when he saw what his friend saw. They headed back to the temple.

When they arrived, they chanced upon Tawin; other police officers released him since they knew he was harmless. He was alone outside the temple, facing the river, still facing away from them. His body shook as if he were crying. As they walked towards him, he whispered, “I've seen this before... every year... the dead come, and no one listens. They feed, and they fly away again until next year.”

Kasaem, still a bit confused, reached for his arm, but then Tawin swung away, his eyes filled with desperation. “You can't stop them! The ghosts are furious—too many deaths, too many sins. The festival, it summons them.”

Ruangrit turned to Kasaem, suddenly realizing that Tawin wasn't only a passive observer. He had seen all of this happen before—year after year. “What do you mean, every year?” Ruangrit asked, but Tawin shook his head as he backed away. “I've been here... always here. But the festival calls them home. And they won't stop until they find what they're looking for,” Tawin said as he ran away.

​

​Act 6: Phi Tai Hong’s Exorcis

THE DEMONIC POSSESSIONS did not stop. Worse, a spirit also possessed one of the people in the temple. The monks got worried and were terrified. The rituals to cast out the demons have not been successful.

With each recitation of mantras, the air saturation inside the temple became so thick and suffocating that the walls seemed to close in upon them. The man continued screaming in an ancient language that no one had heard of as his eyes rolled back, and he writhed and twisted on the floor. Black smoke then started to curl out from his lips, slithering into the air like a snake. The smoke slithered towards the eaves, shimmering and rippling like a sentient form.

Kasaem and Ruangrit arrived at the temple and saw the head monk performing an exorcism to drive out the evil spirit. The exorcism took place on the temple's front lawn. The possessed man was seated inside a tiny enclosure the monks had constructed. Four stakes joined at the top by a white rope served as the enclosure's markers. There were chaleuw, or Thai hexagonal stars, created from split bamboo pieces on each corner of the top of the pillars. They used Chaleuw as a ceremonial defense against ghostly assaults on buildings.

Ice had formed in the air around them, and the
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​Act 7: The Sledgehammer
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