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IT HAS BEEN SEVEN 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 eighth book in the series and there are already several translations for the first ghost book. In the spirit of doing something new, we have a special guest author: Her Excellency Nahida Rahman Shumona, the former Bangladesh Ambassador to Brunei Darussalam who has written a ghost story for our reading pleasure. Additionally, I have included a ghost story prose from a local poet.

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’. 

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. 
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I HAD MENTIONED HAMZAH a long time ago and wrote one of his ghost encounter stories in a chapter titled The Banyan Tree in Real Ghost Stories of Borneo (book) 4. As I previously mentioned, Hamzah worked as a salesman in a renowned computer retailer store, and he has since been promoted to management. I had badgered him for more ghost stories to which he was quite reluctant to share. There was one story that I had kept as I was concerned that there were too many ghost stories coming out from ‘Jalan Kebangsaan’ or Kebangsaan road area. Interestingly enough, I gave a talk at an international school at Kebangsaan road and remembered how I had so many ghost stories from that area. I also shared one of my ghost stories with the school children. I hope I did not make them paranoid about their area. In any case, it reminded me of Hamzah’s story, so here goes...

***
[image: ]


IN THE YEAR 2002, HAMZAH’S new job at the computer store was hectic, but his manager saw potential in him, commanded on his excellent sales skills and gave him a double promotion, i.e., he went up two paygrades. He told Hamzah he had a bright future in his company and that he was not like the other locals. His manager pointed out that unlike other locals he hired, Hamzah has many good qualities, such as being resourceful, courteous even when upset or facing flat-out rejections, working hard and rarely taking sick days or sick leave, didn’t despair or gave up easily and finally, Hamzah was independent.

With the new promotion, Hamzah was told he would work longer hours and suggested he get accommodation near the main office. He lived in Junjongan village which was a long, slow drive away. His manager was worried that working till late could lead to fatigue and could cause Hamzah to have a road traffic accident.

Hamzah went house hunting, or rather room hunting. He found out his expatriate colleagues had rented a house in the Kebangsaan road area, and that there was a vacant room for him on the first floor.

Kebangsaan road had undulating hills, and it was an excellent residential suburb as it was near to everything in the Capital. More importantly, it was an easy drive to his office.

The house was located in a quiet cul-de-sac with an elegant banyan tree in one corner. It was an old house, probably built in the early 80s. The paint on the house had been attacked by algae, but this did not bother Hamzah. It is what’s inside that counts, he said to himself. It was also his favourite line upon closing computer sales.

The first time Hamzah inspected the room, he noticed that the room was bright. The room had been recently painted and there was a subtle scent of dried paint lingering in the room. He felt chilly when he first entered the room. The air-conditioner must have been switched on earlier, he thought. He drew the curtains and saw the view of a forested hill. At noon, he thought it was a calming sight. It reminded him of his family house in Junjongan village, which was surrounded by jungle.

Hamzah learned this was the largest room, and he was surprised the other three housemates chose the smaller rooms. He thought what luck. Perhaps the other expat colleagues had chosen the smaller rooms as they wanted to pay less rent and that a bigger room would entice a new tenant to join and live with them. He later found out that they were all paying equal rent. Hamzah immediately agreed to take the room.

Hamzah moved in and found that he had little time in the house, other than to sleep in his bedroom. He had a tight schedule, helping in the main office and the other computer store branches. Essentially, it was a bedroom to sleep in after work and then to get back out to work the next day. Hamzah didn’t even have time to have breakfast in the house. He rarely met his colleagues at home. He met them in their respective branches, and they would greet each other and behave as though they did not live in the same house. It was strange, but that was just the way things were.

At first, Hamzah didn’t notice any oddities. Occasionally, when he came back late at night, he thought he saw long shadowy figures at night by the banyan tree as well as in the front yard. Hamzah had seen apparitions before and was generally unfazed by them. When he went into his bedroom, sometimes he would find his pillow was placed on the other end of the bed. He would shrug and say aloud, “Whatever, man.”

In the early hours of the morning, Hamzah would draw the curtains to let sunlight into his room throughout the day. From where he stood at the window, he would glimpse a figure in the distance, standing amongst the jungle trees. It appeared to be a feminine figure dressed in white. Hamzah was again unfazed by this. He simply ignored it, left his bedroom, and carried on with his day.

He wondered if stress from his work was causing him to see things, or rather, since he believed in their presence, whether they were more visible to him because of stress from work. 

Hamzah reckoned he was not ‘unhappily’ stressed. He quite enjoyed his work. There was simply nothing more pleasurable than connecting customers to amazing computer deals, as well as helping his colleagues close their sales. However, he thought the long hours were probably getting to him.

Hamzah reflected on what he should do. He reckoned he should work extra hard so that he could achieve the bonus target, and then he could have a wonderful holiday abroad. That way, he could ‘rest’ properly. His manager also encouraged everyone to ‘work hard and play hard’, dangling the bonus reward to push for better sales.

He thought about how else he could get rest, so he decided he should not return to his Junjungan village home every weekend. He should get back once a fortnight. Besides, his retired parents had their own pastimes and were rarely at home during weekends.

Hamzah was seeing the lady figure standing eerily in the corner of the front yard more frequently; during the early hours of the morning, and when he came home late at night. Her face was covered by her hair, and her white dress gown was tattered. Hamzah saw the skin on her hands was mottled and she had rather long, sharp fingernails. 
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Peek-A-Boo

This time, her presence was palpable to Hamzah. As the hair on his back and his forearms stood up, he felt cold and trembled as his heart pounded faster and faster. Hamzah recited a holy protection verse until the horrible sensation dissipated. The ghost's appearance eventually occurred every day and every night.

One late evening, Hamzah had a bad day at work. A difficult customer made complaints and accusations about their computers, and it took a while for him to placate the customer. It was a known customer who would make unreasonable complaints and demands to get a large discount. Nevertheless, he went back to his Kebangsaan house in a foul mood. This was unlike the usual Hamzah, as he was always cheerful no matter what had happened. The customer had made some personal remarks attacking his character and somehow, he could not deflect them.

When he arrived at the house, he saw the apparition in the corner of the front yard. Boiling with anger, Hamzah jumped out of the car and started yelling at the ghostly lady figure in the corner. The ghost quickly disappeared, and Hamzah felt victorious, and congratulated himself. He said aloud that if he had known that would work, he would have done it earlier.

Hamzah went into his bedroom, and after a quick hot shower, he threw himself onto the bed and quickly fell asleep. A few hours later, pain woke Hamzah, and he had difficulty breathing. There was something hurting his neck.

In the dark, he could not get out of bed as something was atop him. A dark shadowy figure was sitting on his chest, its hand clawing his neck, gripping it hard and choking him!

A stench filled the room as he struggled to pry away the intruder’s hands from his neck. His heart was beating fast as he struggled to breathe. Hamzah thought this was it. He could not give in; he would not give up. Hamzah was going to fight whatever it was with all his might. He gave it his all and with a burst of energy, he broke off the intruder’s grip on his neck and then jumped out of bed, switching on a lamp on the table beside his bed. Without a doubt, he saw it, the intruder - it was the lady ghost in the white tattered dress. She stood in his room briefly. Hamzah saw her smirk and then she disappeared into thin air.

Both shocked and relieved, Hamzah slumped onto the floor. He nursed his neck as he felt warm blood seeping from the side. He glanced at a mirror and saw only shallow scratch marks, the wound deep enough to cause a small bleed, but nothing so serious that he would need to go to the hospital.

He kept reciting prayer verses as he cleaned the neck wounds. There was no need to wake anyone up, no need to cause drama. He had work tomorrow and work always came first. He went back to sleep, but he kept the nightstand light on.

For the next few days, he did not encounter the lady ghost, but after a week, he caught glimpses of her in the far corner of the front yard, or in the distance, standing amongst the tall trees on the hill behind the house.

He promised himself that he would not ‘tagur’ the ghost and no matter how horrible he felt, he would completely ignore her. He did not have any more terrifying incidences such as that one time.

I had asked Hamzah if it could have been sleep paralysis. He told me he saw the ghost clearly when he switched on the light, even if it was only briefly. He thought she wanted to make sure that he knew it was her doing. Hamzah wondered if, like his customers, all they wanted was a bit of respect, no matter what their appearances or demands.

To this day, no matter where he sleeps, Hamzah always sleeps with the lights on.
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The Girl Behind The Glass 
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IN THE EARLY 2000S, shortly after the Y2K scare, a newly built Islamic religious school in the Belait District stood isolated, surrounded by dense forest. At that time, no housing development had yet been built nearby.

The school comprised two separate three-story buildings—Block A and Block B—connected by covered walkways. Block A contained the library, staffrooms and an administration office on the ground floor; a prayer hall and classrooms on the first floor; and more classrooms on the second floor. Block B was made up entirely of classrooms across all three levels.

Since the school was new, it had a small student population. Many classrooms remained unused. The entire top floor of both blocks stood empty. Inside those unused rooms, someone had arranged about twenty tables in rows with chairs neatly placed upside down on them. They expected the school to enroll new students soon, but expectations remained unfulfilled.

One afternoon, a few months after the school had opened, two Year 5 students, Hilmi and Azlan, burning with boredom, had decided to explore the second floor of Block A during the 4.00 p.m. break, just after the Asar prayer. Rumours circulated that the upper floor classrooms were haunted.

“Are you sure you want to go up, Lan?” Hilmi whispered, his voice tight. “It’s creepy up there. People say if a room stays empty for 40 days, ghosts start to haunt it.”

Azlan, trying to sound braver than he felt, puffed out his chest slightly.

“Come on, don’t be a coward. Those are just stories. There are no ghosts in broad daylight.”

“But Ustaz told us not to go upstairs...” Hilmi said, glancing towards the staircase.

“Come on, it’s just for a short stroll,” Azlan urged. “After that, we’ll play football. Oh, by the way, did you watch the new Inuyasha episode last night? He fought Naraku again.”

Hilmi nodded, momentarily distracted. “Saw it! Naraku is crazy strong.”

They made their way up the stairs and approached the first classroom. Pressing their faces against the tinted glass, they cupped their hands around their eyes to reduce the glare and peeked into the unlit room. Everything looked normal: neatly arranged tables, chairs on top.

They moved on to the next classroom. Azlan nudged Hilmi. “Alright, this class. Ready?”

Hilmi took a shaky breath. “Ready.”

Again, they peered in.

“See anything?” Azlan asked, his voice barely a whisper.

Hilmi squinted. “Wait... there’s a chair... huh?” His voice trailed off. “Lan... do you see that?”

Azlan pressed his face closer. “What is it? Hold on... Is there someone sitting at the back?”

This time, something was different. At the very back of the classroom, one chair stood upright. Seated on it was a figure wearing a white ‘tudung’ — a headscarf, which was part of the standard schoolgirl uniform. As they squinted to see more clearly, they both froze. The figure had no facial features; just a smooth, black void where her face should have been.

A beat of frozen silence, then—

“Allahu-Akbar!” Hilmi shrieked, stumbling back.
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She was there in the classroom
“RUN!!” Azlan screamed, already turning.

The boys sprinted downstairs toward the staffroom, but just as they reached the door, Ustaz Razim - ‘ustaz’ being the title given to a religious teacher or guru - was stepping out, carrying some books in his hand. They stopped abruptly, chests heaving, tears welling in Hilmi’s eyes. Ustaz Razim looked over, curious at their hurried approach.

“Hilmi? Azlan? What’s with you two?” he asked, a hint of gentle humour in his voice that quickly faded as he saw their faces. “You both look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

“Ustaz!” Hilmi gasped, clutching his chest. “We saw... we saw...”

Azlan, trembling, blurted out, “A ghost, Ustaz! Upstairs! In the empty classroom!”

Ustaz Razim’s brow furrowed. He gestured for them to sit on the bench by the staffroom entrance. “Calm down, calm down. Take a breath and tell me one by one—what did you see?”

Hilmi, voice cracking, described the figure, “It was wearing a girl’s school uniform, Ustaz! White tudung! But... but its face...” He shuddered.

Azlan finished for him, his eyes wide with terror. “Its face was just black, Ustaz! Empty! No eyes, no nose, no mouth!”

Ustaz Razim listened intently, his expression growing serious. He stroked his chin. “Are you sure of what you saw? Not a shadow, or a trick of the light?”

“It’s true, Ustaz! I swear!” Hilmi insisted. “We saw it clearly!”

Azlan nodded vigorously. “It was sitting on the chair, Ustaz. Didn’t move at all.”

Ustaz Razim sighed. “Alright. Listen here, you two.” His voice was calm but firm. “Matters like this are sensitive. Don’t tell your other friends, understand? It will cause panic in the entire school; everyone will be scared. You two recite the holy verses of ‘Ayatul Kursi’ often, ask for Allah’s protection. ‘Insha Allah’, nothing bad will happen.”

He paused, then added, “And don’t go upstairs again without permission. Go back to your class.”

Both Azlan and Hilmi ran back to their classroom.

For a moment, Ustaz Razim stared off, the boys’ description echoing in his mind. A figure? In a locked room?

Of course, boys will be boys.

The next day, after Asar prayers, Hilmi and Azlan returned to the same classroom—this time with a group of eight classmates, including Faisal and Zul. Quietly, they crept along the second-floor corridor of Block A.

Faisal, one of the new additions, swaggered slightly. “Did you really see it, Hilmi? Maybe you were just dreaming.”

Hilmi scowled. “You be quiet, Faisal. If you’re brave, you look first.”

Azlan, more nervous this time, whispered, “Shhh. You want the teachers to catch us?”

They reached the classroom. One by one, they craned their necks and peered through the tinted glass of the now-infamous classroom.

“Where is it? It’s not even there,” Faisal said, a note of triumph in his voice.

The room was exactly as it should be. The upright chair — and the entity — was gone. Hilmi and Azlan exchanged a puzzled look. “Yesterday... it was really there,” Hilmi insisted, quieter now, silently questioning their memories.

Suddenly, Zul, a smaller boy at the back of the huddle, let out a piercing shriek. “AAAAH! THERE IT IS!”

Panic erupted.

Faisal yelled, “WHERE?! WHERE?!”

“RUN! THERE’S SOMETHING!” Zul shrieked.

The group scattered, running back downstairs in terror.

Once they’d regrouped on the grounds outside of the staffroom, breathless, Hilmi demanded, shaking Zul’s shoulder, “Zul! What did you see?!”

Zul was pale, eyes darting around. “I-I saw... like a shadow... small like a child... at the corner of the classroom...”

Faisal scoffed, though his voice trembled slightly, “What shadow? I was next to you—I saw nothing!”

“It’s true! I saw it!” Zul insisted, close to tears.

No one else had seen it.

The group reported the incident to another teacher. Ustazah Salmah was a female religious teacher, known for her stern demeanor. She was the only one not occupied with supervising students during the afternoon break.

“What’s with all of you?” she said, her tone sharp. “Aren’t you all going to the canteen?”

Hilmi, pushed forward by the others, began, “Ustazah... we were on the top floor just now...”

Ustazah Salmah’s eyes narrowed. “Upstairs? What were you doing there? Didn’t Ustaz Razim already tell you not to go up?”

Zul, still shaken, burst out, “There’s something in the class, Ustazah! Standing in the corner!”

Ustazah Salmah sighed, exasperated. “All of you—if you’re not studying, you’re making things up. Go back to class now. Break is almost over.”

“But it’s true, Ustazah!” Azlan chimed in.

“Enough, enough!” Ustazah Salmah cut them off. “I don’t want to hear this anymore. Go now. If I hear you’ve gone upstairs again, I’ll report it to the headmaster. Understand?”

The students mumbled dejectedly, “Understood, Ustazah,” and shuffled out.

That evening, after the students had gone home, a few teachers quietly made their way to the second floor of Block A. Several classrooms lined the corridor, all dark and still. Their footsteps echoed as they checked each room in silence, making sure the doors were locked.

The following day, after the Zuhur prayers were done and the students entered the classrooms to start their learning at 1:30pm, verses from Surah Yasin played over the intercom, echoing through the walkways and classrooms. At first, most assumed the recitation was simply a precaution—a spiritual cleansing of the school. But by the end of the day, whispers had spread.

It turned out that Ustaz Razim, the same teacher who had listened to the boys’ story, had taken it upon himself to investigate. Arriving at the school early, around 12:15 p.m., while the grounds were still deserted, he went up to the second floor of Block A.

Following the same path as the students, he walked down the corridor and stopped in front of the classroom. Cupping his hands against the tinted glass, he leaned in to look. There, just on the other side of the classroom, stood the same faceless girl in the white tudung—a black void where her face should have been.

In that instant, Ustaz Razim began reciting Ayatul Kursi holy protection verses, seeking divine protection and invoking God’s name to banish the apparition. It vanished.

For a moment, he stood frozen, unsure of what he had just seen. He scanned the classroom again. This time, it was completely empty; everything as it should be. A sudden wave of relief washed over him.

But the events didn’t stop there.

A few days later, three teachers; Ustaz Razim, Ustazah Salmah, and an older teacher, Ustaz Ali, were sent to inspect the upper floor of Block A again. What they found was deeply unsettling. Every classroom on the second floor had been ransacked. Chairs lay overturned, scattered across the floor. Tables were thrown about as if some unseen force had violently torn through the rooms.

They gathered in the staffroom, shaken and silent. The Guru Besar had only just walked out, having seen the destruction upstairs.

Usually so composed, Ustazah Salmah wrung her hands. “Astaghfirullahalazim... I’ve never seen anything like this. Who did this? Even naughty students wouldn’t go this far.”

Ustaz Ali, a man with lines of wisdom etched on his face, shook his head slowly. “Not who, Ustazah Salmah. But what?”

Ustaz Razim nodded, his expression grave. “I think so too, Ustaz Ali. When I went up alone that day... I saw the schoolgirl myself. Same as what Hilmi and Azlan described. The children weren’t lying.”

Ustazah Salmah looked from Ustaz Razim to Ustaz Ali, her earlier skepticism replaced by a dawning horror. “So... the children’s story was true? And... this... this is its retaliation?”

With a deep sigh, Ustaz Ali began, “This land, Ustaz... Ustazah... it used to be dense forest. The old folks say every place has its guardian or spirit. Maybe we disturbed it when this school was built. It’s angry.”

Quietly, Ustaz Razim added, “And the classrooms on the second floor were locked. None of the students have keys. So how did this happen?”

Ustaz Razim said solemnly, “The Guru Besar has agreed to call in the Religious Affairs department. We need their help to cleanse the school.”

Ustazah Salmah shuddered. “Ya Allah... May all our students be safe.”

The school administration acted swiftly. Help was requested from the Religious Affairs department, and a spiritual expert was dispatched to carry out a cleansing ritual. The ceremony continued well into the evening, with the air thick with incense and the sound of prayers echoing through the corridors. When it was over, an eerie calm settled across the school.

In the days that followed, no further incidents were reported. The students returned to their lessons, and the normal rhythm
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