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Dedication




Deen or Burhan was well known as
he was our frontman for marketing and product info.

 


We were together as buddies and
business partners for almost 25 years.

 


Together we created niche
concerts, expo, fashion show and souvenir gifts
supplier.

 


He will be remembered deeply in
our hearts Blessed our Brother.

 


- Mike and the Alhamdulillah
group
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I was supposed to write two books
during the coronavirus disease or covid-19 ‘movement restriction
order’ in my country. Personally, I would classify it as a partial
lockdown. I was still working in the private clinic but saw very
few patients. I realised that I needed to see and talk to people to
hear their stories in order to write. Having ample time was not
enough.

 


During this post-covid pandemic
world, we wake up to a new perspective and take into account what
we had taken for granted. The world has changed far more than
before, and we must heed the signs.

 


As I wrote this book, I tried to
figure out what the damn theme is this time. The truth is I failed
so hard, laughing at myself was the only relief. Initially, when
close friends asked, I surmised the phrase: ‘rojak’, which
generally means a mix-up.

 


However, as I am about to go to
print, I realised that this book is about time and memory. It goes
back to a personal core value, which is of making
connection and
time. As we move through
life and become wiser, we should realise it is never about the
networks we create, but about the deep relationships with the very
few that we nurture and cherish through the limitations of
time.

 


I hope you take this with you as
you read through my book. It is not simply about the horrors of
ghost and supernatural encounters. There is much more if you choose
to delve deeper in between the lines.

 


In any case, I hope you have a
good fright and stay safe, maintaining social distancing, for
whatever reasons it may be.


 


The Study Companion




 


A university student friend had
heard a few versions of this ‘recent’ spiritual
encounter.

 


 


Ahmad was a Mathematics fresher
undergrad at the University. When he noticed that his mid-semester
grades were appalling, he decided to spend more time concentrating
on his studies instead of hanging out with his friends who loved to
surf at Tungku beach. He could not afford to fail and be kicked out
of university, especially in the first year.

 


It was not a matter of honor,
pride or ego. He had a need. His father had recently been unwell.
Being unable to work in the piping industry, he was quickly made
redundant with no form of compensation. His mother worked as a
janitor at a nearby school, whilst his eldest sister, who could not
get a job, was earning a meagre amount from selling ‘nasi katok’ or
chicken and chilli rice dish at a roadside makeshift stall. Ahmad
was the hope for the family to uplift them from their
destitution.

 


Being with his well-off friends,
he would usually forget his home issues and would stay at the beach
from late afternoon till evening. After riding out the not-so-tall
waves on their surfboards, they would watch the sunset whilst
discussing life and everything but Ahmad’s family. Ahmad was good
at changing the topic every time someone broached his family. When
the sun had set and it became dark, they would head home. With each
passing day, Ahmad dreaded heading home. He hated being poor. He
wished his parents had done better for themselves, instead of
depending on their eldest son to lift them up from
hopelessness.

 


Ahmad did not want to be at home.
He decided he should hit the books at the University Library. The
University Library was a multi-storey library. Usually, it closed
at 9pm, though sometimes it closed much later. Ahmad went up to the
third floor, as he did not want to be bothered. He knew most
students would be at the ground and first floors. No one would
usually go to the third floor, which meant it would be silent and
he could concentrate.

 


When he got to the third floor,
there was not a soul present other than his. It was so quiet that
he could hear a soft ringing sound in his ears. Library bookshelves
lined and surrounded the rows of wooden tables. Ahmad chose to sit
at the table at the end which would give him the perfect view of
the floor. If there were any students, he figured they were
unlikely to walk all the way to his table.

 


As he did his coursework, he could
smell the scent of the sea. He was sure the scent was coming from
his hands. Extra fine sea salt must have crystallised on his hands
and resisted washing away. He sniffed his hands and took a deep
breath in. As he began to miss the sea, he experienced a body
memory; a visceral floating in the open sea. Ahmad snapped himself
out of those thoughts and convinced himself that he had to bite the
bullet and do well in his exams.

 


He took out his mobile phone,
doing his best to avoid looking at his Instagram and TikTok
accounts, selected an internet music playlist which he listened
through his earphones. The streaming online upbeat music would
drown the deafening silence and help him concentrate on his Maths
studies.

 


Ahmad quickly gained momentum in
his studies, furiously highlighting notes and rechecking
mathematical formulae relevant to his coursework. He had forgotten
the call of the sea, his woes and his hopes and dreams, choosing to
be lost in mathematics’ enigma.

 


Even when the air in the vast room
had gotten colder, Ahmad was able to shake it off and continue in
complete concentration. However, he was interrupted when his phone
stopped streaming music to his ears. He could not connect to the
library Wi-Fi as it kept disconnecting him.

 


He glanced at his phone and saw
his mobile phone no longer had a signal reception, whether it was
4G or 3G. He cursed the telcos for charging exorbitantly and yet
providing poor mobile phone service, which was a common complaint
amongst his countrymen.

 


“Yeah, I know sometimes there’s no
mobile phone reception here,” A male voice spoke to him.

 


It jolted Ahmad. He had not
noticed anyone climb up to the floor, let alone walk all the way to
his table. He looked up and saw a youthful man of around his age,
with clothes similar to his standing next to his table.

 


He continued, “But it does make
this floor the perfect quiet spot, no?”

 


Ahmad nodded, and before Ahmad
could say anything else, the visitor introduced himself, “I am
Saifuddin. May I sit next to you? Because I don’t want to be all
alone on this floor.”

 


Ahmad reached out to shake hands
with Saifuddin, but Saifuddin did not wait for Ahmad’s approval, or
handshake; he quickly sat next to Ahmad.

 


Ahmad understood that Saifuddin
too needed to study or he must have a deadline.

 


He knew this was not the time to
make idle chatter. This was a library after all, and they both had
to concentrate on their work. Ahmad tried his best to pick up his
studying momentum, but he was not used to quiet studying. He really
needed the music in his ears. The soft ringing sensation only
seemed to grow louder and louder.

 


Ahmad tapped on the wooden table
with his pen. Saifuddin did a subtle cough, which Ahmad picked up
as a hint not to carry on with that habit. There was another thing
that was bothering Ahmad, and it was becoming far more annoying
than the ringing sound.

 


It was the foul smell that was
becoming more noticeable with every passing moment. It was as
though someone had left a garbage can open. He wondered if it was
Saifuddin. He leaned slightly towards him and took a gentle whiff,
but the smell did not seem to originate from him. It seemed to come
from all directions.

 


Unintentionally, Ahmad began to
tap again with his pen, and Saifuddin responded again with a subtle
cough. This time, it startled Ahmad, and he lost grip of his pen
and the pen rolled off the table and onto the floor.

 


“Sorry,” Ahmad muttered
softly.

 


He stooped down to pick up the
pen, and as he was about to get himself back up, Ahmad became
petrified at a shocking discovery: Saifuddin’s body ended at his
mid-torso, he had no legs or buttocks!

 


Ahmad hit his head to the table
and knew he was in big trouble. Doing his best not to look at
Saifuddin, he picked up his books and excused himself.

 


“I suddenly feel very tired, I
better go home now.”

 


He carefully walked away, his body
rigid in betrayal to his attempt to remain composed. Ahmad’s eyes
were focused on the exit.

 


“Wah, you have to go home so soon.
I thought we could be friends,” Saifuddin’s voice seemed deeper and
huskier than before.

 


Ahmad felt shiveringly cold and
the hairs on his arms were raised in alarm. He had to keep walking
and whatever might happen, Ahmad did not want to turn around to
look at Saifuddin.

 


Ahmad could hear Saifuddin’s heavy
breathing echoing in the library, “Are you really that
tired?”

 


Ahmad chose not to respond and
kept walking away. He was now half-way across to the exit. He
clutched his books ever more tightly.

 


“Or… coz’ you already know?”
Saifuddin’s voice came from next to Ahmad’s right ear, it was
growl-like and demonic!

 


Ahmad took no chances. He sprinted
to the end of the room, praying the exit doors, which were always
open, would not suddenly close on him. There was a deafening roar
from behind him. Ahmad had cleared the doorway, but he could hear
his pursuer was not stopping there.

 


The doorway led to a few flights
of stairs. With enough momentum, Ahmad did the one thing he knew
that he could do. He jumped and flew across an entire flight of
stairs, landing on his feet on to a lower landing.

 


With little thought, he picked
himself up and jumped across another flight of stairs. This time,
however, Ahmad fell short of the landing on the second floor, and
instead, he tripped on the stairs and twisted his ankle and foot to
an unnatural position. His body rolled in an unceremonious manner.
He landed hard on the second floor, tumbling before coming to an
abrupt stop.

 


His body was aching everywhere,
and his foot was in tremendous pain. Ahmad tried to clamber, but
the pain was too excruciating that he began screaming loudly, which
did nothing to subside his pain. A black figure approached him
slowly from the staircase. He knew without a doubt that this was
’Saifuddin’. He crawled away from him but he could barely move as
he was paralysed with both fear and pain.

 


“Are you okay? What happened?” A
woman’s voice shattered the chilling situation.

 


Saifuddin had disappeared, and
Ahmad became aware he was being attended to by one of the
librarians, who was quickly accompanied by two other librarians and
a crowd of student onlookers.

 


One librarian had muttered under
her breath, “I hate these students when they run in the library,
what a drama!”

 


They had to call the ambulance as
Ahmad was in significant pain, and he was looking very
bewildered.

 


It turned out that he had broken
his left ankle and had to be on crutches. His friends visited him
at home for the next few days. At first, Ahmad felt shameful of his
family, but his friends assured him they cared little about his
family or social background. A few of his other friends even
confided that they were proud of what he was doing for his
family.

 


Whilst he was still on crutches,
every time Ahmad went to study in the library, his friends would
tag along with him. They would all be on the ground
floor.


The Serdang Incident


 


During my college years, I had an
old friend named Salim, who used to share with me several of his
ghost encounters. Back then, I did not believe him. I simply
obliged in his tales and thought he was merely superstitious and
had jumped to my mis-led own conclusions. That was probably why he
never shared the full account of his encounters. Having read my
books, we met up, and he shared one of his supernatural
encounters.

 


In the year 1999, Salim was a
28-year-old postgraduate student studying abroad in the United
Kingdom. He would return home during the Summer holidays to spend
time with his family. He lived in Serdang Village, which is in in
Kota Batu, the so-called ‘Brunei Riviera’. Their house was on the
hilly side of Kota Batu, which faced the river, and they had a
splendid view from there. The national museum also known as Kota
Batu Museum is situated nearby.

 


During this time, Salim, along
with his father and his two brothers, would hike around the Subok
Hills. The ridges around this area faced the water village or
‘Kampong Ayer’. It was a time to bond between the four men of the
family. They would watch the sunset from the hilltops.

 


On one occasion, the four of them
would do a night walk along the same ridges. They knew the area
very well, like the back of their hands, and were confident of
their abilities during this night walk. Their idea was to gaze upon
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