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Dedicated to the gallant men and women,

who are waking up the rest of the world,

Uniting one front onto a single
realization:

together we will bring about

the ocean of change

and

to those who have failed us:

They will no longer get away.

The line has been drawn.
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3 Lines Mark the Spot

 


I never thought the third Real Ghost Stories
of Borneo book would be this hard to write. It had been the slowest
book I have ever written. I am so glad that you are reading this
book as I can tell you I had a myriad of distractions and
challenges that was stopping me from completing this book.

 


Time was a big factor as I worked most days
and evenings at the clinic. I began to pity myself as I reflected
upon how I had frequently talked about the importance of
time-wealth compared to money wealth, and here I was finding myself
in time-poverty. I would come back home late at night, finding
myself tired and uninspired. My insomniac daughter was the only one
who was awake to greet me whilst my wife and sons were fast asleep.
I missed my sons terribly and began to fantasize pathologically on
quitting and moving to a new country or alternate dimension.
Eventually, I concluded I had to renegotiate my work schedule,
which was to allow me to work 6 days a week instead of 7. In case,
you are wondering; I have every Friday off, as most private clinics
close on Sundays so it made sense to open when everyone else was
closed.

 


The pressure to get this book to publication
was incredible and constant. Friends, family members, and
bookstores constantly enquired about when Book 3 would be out. Many
had brought forward their own ghost stories which was either in
complete written form, in sporadic voice notes, WhatsApp messages
or shared with me in between clinic consultations. Others had sent
me a few lines of text, and I had to research the area, the
incident and then re-interview them. In the accounts, there were
several locations I was not familiar with. I would frequently ask
for ‘Google Earth’ snapshots to help explain their stories. I felt
obliged to visit these places during lunchtime as I was not brave
(or stupid) enough to venture late at night to these ghostly
sites.

 


Some stories had to be edited and certain
details changed to protect either the person(s) involved. In some
occasions, the actual locations were not disclosed as there were
concerns that the identities of the person(s) involved would be
revealed.

 


In my last book, I had mentioned about the
intention and plans for a new theme for the third book - which was
supposed to be ‘travel and places’. That idea went out the window
and somewhere along the line, a new theme formed on its own, which
coincided with the recent climate-change movement. Can you see the
theme or did I imagine all that?

 


Despite the challenges, producing the Real
Ghost Stories of Borneo book series has brought me much joy and
pride. Please consider reading the other two books.

 


The stories in all of the Real Ghost Stories
of Borneo books are focused on ghost and supernatural encounters in
the northern parts of Borneo i.e. Sabah, Brunei and Sarawak. No
matter what I tried, I still don’t have any (reliable) friends or
contacts in Kalimantan, but that is something I am looking forward
to. You will notice that the ghost sightings and experiences may
differ from those in East Malaysia and elsewhere in Southeast Asia.
I have some insights on why, I wonder, if you have the same
speculation.

 


This book has had a good response with the
pre-order campaign. Pre-orders made this book possible as it helped
bring publishing costs down. I humbly thank you for believing in my
efforts. I hope this book fulfills or beats your expectation.

 


As a disclaimer and precaution, I remind you
that this book is not meant to encourage ghost hunting. Remember,
it is important to ‘be aware’ and not bother them. Our worlds are
meant to be separated, though, it appears that ‘infractions’ occur
from time to time.

 


Once again, I thank all the contributors for
their stories, and I hope you will continue to support my efforts
to record more of our stories and encounters.

 


If you wish to share your ghost encounters
and stories for the next book, please free to contact me
@aammton (Instagram)
and yes, all my contact details are at the back of the book. Please
check ‘About The Author’ chapter.

 


This book was published with the help of
friends and family. With pride, we pour our hearts to produce the
best quality for this book. If you find any mistake(s), please
accept my sincerest apologies and please let me know.

 


I thank you for buying this book and
supporting my work, and the works of others. I hope you enjoy
reading this book and all the little frights it brings you!


Abidin & The Pacer


 


Abidin was a 40-year-old businessman. He
owned a small restaurant and had set up a managerial system, which
effectively gave him more free time as he did not have to
micromanage. However, his free time was quickly taken over by his
extended families’ needs to resolve their issues. Abidin had a very
large extended family. He had so many uncles and aunts and he was
thankful for that as it helped his business thrive. He realised it
was time for him to give back to them.

 


Other than the occasional financial help, he
would be asked to carry out tasks or help problem-solve his
nephews’ or nieces’ issues. Abidin had a way with the younger
generation. He never showed any judgement and he always seemed
receptive to everyone’s opinion.

 


Anyway, one day, his mother asked him to
check out his Uncle Alimin’s house. Uncle Alimin was a rich
businessman himself. Perhaps the word tycoon was a better
description. However, he had been unwell for some time. Abidin’s
other uncles and aunts knew very little about his happenings. He
had been keeping to himself, which was unlike his other siblings.
It turned out he was suffering from a poorly misunderstood
auto-immune illness and he could no longer take care of himself. He
had been in hospital for the past month and none of his siblings
were aware of this.

 


It was not his only misfortune. He had recent
troubles with his current wife. This was his third marriage after
two very messy and public divorces. His wife had left him. Though
still legally married, she was seeking a mutual separation. None of
his children was staying with him and he was truly alone in the
hospital.

 


It took a while for Uncle Alimin to swallow
his pride and sought help from his siblings. In the past, when he
was arrogant and full of himself, he had said some nasty things to
them. He did not think he would be forgiven. Luckily for him, his
siblings came to his help, without reservation and without
judgement. Abidin’s mother had instructed Abidin to take his
cousins and nephews to go to Uncle Alimin’s house.

 


The idea was to pack his belongings, clean
the house and arrange for it to be rented out. The once affluent
and powerful Uncle Alimin confided that he was broke, and his once
massive savings had now been depleted. He had been so emotionally
traumatised that he could not even arrange a simple rental
arrangement.

 


Abidin was close to his cousins and nephews,
though he wished he had bonded with Uncle Alimin’s children. Some
of Uncle Alimin’s children had left the country, living with their
mothers in their native countries whilst others had excommunicated
with the entire family clan, a telltale sign of a very bitter
relationship with their father.

 


Like a tasked squad, the 12 of them headed to
the house compound early in the morning. The gated house, which was
really a mansion by standards, was situated smack in the middle of
a thriving suburb. He had built high concrete walls to surround the
front part of the area, whilst the rear was facing the jungle and a
small hill. By right, the mansion was fit for a celebrity or
royalty, but it was in such a neglected and dilapidated state that
it looked more like a haunted house or even an abandoned house in a
war-torn zone. The garden and grass grew wild and gravity defying
vines crept up the walls of the house.

 


There were at least 20 luxury cars in open
garages whilst a few were left in the open, algae growing and
destroying the paintwork and their tyres deflated. There was even
mould thriving on the leather seats of several of the cars!

 


It was even worse inside the house. There was
water damage in the house, from rainwater that had flooded from the
balconies in the upper floor and into the carpeted upstairs lounge,
destroying the designer brand carpeting. Entering the house
reminded Abidin of a scene from the first Jumanji movie and he was
not thrilled.

 


He realised it was a gargantuan task and he
needed to hire professionals for the job. He didn’t mind that he
would have to spend quite a bit as Uncle Alimin was at one time
generous to Abidin. Besides, he was not going to put his cousins
and nephews through the ordeal of this massive house clean-up.

 


Nevertheless, everyone did their best to
clean up whilst they explored the mansion. They opened doors and
windows to let the sun in and more importantly, fresh air. The
place stank, it had an old damp rancid smell. They also took out
broken furniture and glassware that littered the floor. Clearly,
there must have been wild (fit for soap tv) drama between Uncle
Alimin and his estranged wife. They also tried to remove some of
the foul-smelling wet mold-infested carpets.

 


On the upper floor, there was a set of giant
wooden doors with intricate carvings which was leading to the back
of the house. Abidin was trying to remember where the doors led to,
but he could not recall. They tried to open the door, but it was
jammed shut. The doors were heavily rusted at the bolts. Initially,
they decided to leave it alone, but Abidin could not stave off his
burning curiosity. He had to see what was on the other side of the
door. With a spray can of WD-40 lubricating oil, they managed to
loosen the rust from the bolts and pry open the doors. The doors
creaked loudly as it opened slowly, resisting against the
visitors.

 


Overgrown entangled green and brown vines
clung and did their best to keep the doors shut as small birds flew
into the house, startling everyone. With a good push, the doors
flung open. The sunlight blinded everyone as they exited the dark
house and onto a very spacious balcony with a large overhanging
roof. The balcony was so huge and the shade providing roof was so
high up enough, you could play badminton there, without any
restrictions.

 


It was then, Abidin recalled childhood
memories of having the large family gatherings and the family
barbecues up there. It seemed like a lifetime ago. He recalled the
view from the balcony, and so Abidin rushed across the wet and leaf
strewn balcony to the balustrade edge. The view was still
breathtaking and majestic; uninterrupted views of the tropical
jungle and the never—ending trees standing proud and tall on the
small hill.

 


There were several broken chairs and tables
at the balcony. His nephews took them out of the house into a
makeshift dumpster and searched the house for any comfortable
chairs and acceptable tables. It seemed everyone was thinking the
same thing. They were going to hangout and chill out here at this
balcony.

 


An old barbecue grill was improvised and
somehow, without much planning and instructions, the whole group
had mobilised to set up an impromptu barbecue. One of the cousins
had even gone home to bring his guitar there. Whatever apprehension
everyone had was gone, and now it was the time to have fun. Of
course, what was work turned out to be fun in cleaning up the
balcony, sweeping up old soggy rotting brown leaves and at places,
scrubbing thick layers of black algae from the mosaic tiled
floor.

 


Abidin thought once the house was
refurbished, the balcony would probably be the star attraction,
making it easier to demand high rental. There was nothing more to
worry, Abidin thought.

 


By the time they started the barbecue, it was
already dusk, which was perfect timing to watch the sun sink down
and be swallowed up by the earth. Cousins chatted and joked loudly,
tomfoolery was rife amongst nephews and cousins, and the guitar was
played throughout the evening.

 


The charcoal embers from the barbecue pit
continued to glow as the night painted the skies black with the
occasional stars. Abidin could see the supposedly full moon, was
partially obstructed by a large grey cloud formation.

 


Even so, Abidin felt an uneasiness he could
not explain. He should be happy, and unburdened. This house will be
professionally cleaned and refurbished, and it would be easy to
rent it out at good rental returns, and yet he felt a lingering mix
of feelings; sadness and fear. Abidin did his best to distract
himself with his cousins’ and nephews’ jovialness, trying his best
to join the chorus of the occasional guitar serenades.

 


It was already late night, a few of his
nephews had to go back home. It was just the 7 of them left, but
the so-called chill-ax party had to go on.

 


Without warning, boisterous laughter was
interrupted by an ear-piercing cackling. Everyone had stayed quiet,
baffled by who could be laughing. The cackle stopped momentarily
and then continued again. It sounded un-natural, unworldly. Abidin
thought the sound could not have originated from a person’s throat.
That was the best description he could come up with. The hair on
the back of his neck stood up and he had goosebumps all over.
Slowly, a few of his braver cousins walked towards the edge of the
balcony. They were sure the cackling was coming from there.

 


They shone their flashlights at the overgrown
untended garden, which seemed interwoven with the jungle
vegetation.

 


“Anything?” Abidin asked, as he himself
cautiously crept towards the balcony edge.

 


Nothing.

 


The cackling continued; this time
non-stop.

 


An elder cousin, Ahmad, who was holding a
powerful Xenon flashlight, had spotted something in the corner of
the garden.

 


He pursed his lips in the direction, which
was essentially pointing at what he was seeing with his lips. He
feared if he pointed with his finger, he would provoke it. It was
also a rude habit that Ahmad had picked up since he was a kid.

 


To the everyone’s horror, they saw a
mysterious figure dressed in white with long black hair. Its face
could not be seen. No one had to say anything, but they knew what
it was i.e. a ‘Pontianak’ or a female vampire. They watched her
‘walk’ from one end corner of the garden, without trampling on or
being entangled by the dense vegetation, to the other corner.
Ahmad’s flashlight followed her path as she glided to and fro the
two corners of the garden. This went on several minutes without
interruption. Abidin thought they had seen enough. It was time to
leave and retreat to the safety of their own homes.

 


Without saying a single word, everyone nodded
in agreement. Before they could move a step away from the ledge,
Ahmad panicked.

 


“She’s not there anymore!” Ahmad whispered
loudly, he was really trying his best to keep his voice down, but
he was bewildered by what he had seen.

 


This brought them back to the ledge and
everyone shone their flashlights into the garden below.

 


“Why are we searching for it? I don’t think
this is a good idea, we should leave…” Abidin was interrupted by
what he saw. In front of him, thick mangled long strands of hair
hung down from the roof, and then the cackling restarted.

 


There was nothing to say, everyone was
screaming and shouting as they all ran towards the doors and back
into the house.

 


One of Abidin’s cousins stumbled and fell on
to the mosaic tile floor. Abidin pulled him up and they ran
together towards the large doors. Before any of them could get
through, the doors shut itself closed. The seven of them tried to
ram and push the large doors with their bodies, but it would not
budge. Abidin’s nephew; Jas, who was probably the most athletic of
them, did not stop to think about their next plan of action. All he
did was shout out, “Down now!” He ran towards the side of the
balcony ledge and jumped over it, landing onto the ground floor,
the garden. The garden where the Pontianak was first seen.

 


The rest of the men were shouting in panic on
why he would do that, but somehow in the next 30 seconds, they knew
they had to stick together and not leave Jas on his own. The
Pontianak might also be there on the ground floor. Logic prevailed
in the panicked atmosphere; they stood better chances when sticking
together. Everyone ran towards the balcony ledge and jumped down
into the garden. It was spontaneous and crazy, Abidin thought.
Ahmad and Abidin knew they had to be the last two to jump down and
they had to jump down together, in case of the ‘last man gets
captured’ scenario.

 


They did not land softly on the soft ground.
Ahmad twisted and sprained his left ankle and needed Abidin’s help
to hobble fast across the hostile garden. They made their way to
the front gate where the others were waiting. Accounting for
everyone, Abidin closed the gates and they hurriedly left the house
compound, heading to Abidin’s parents’ house. There was no point
risking any further ‘misadventures’ so the 7 of them slept there
that night.

 


The next day, after sharing the details of
the evening incident with Abidin’s parents, his mother called on
her other siblings for an emergency family meeting. It was decided
that the entire family clan would clean up the house that same day,
along with a
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