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    Dedicated
to
The Oppressed,
Who resist and endure
Against overwhelming tyranny and evil,
From the river to the sea,
Soon you shall be free
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FIRST AND FOREMOST, I thank my beloved wife and daughter for their tireless and relentless work and support in making this book. 

There have been several new and old writers who have researched and compiled stories for which I am eternally grateful for their dedicated work. As usual, I expect to have more stories from them in the future. Of note, our ‘regular’ writers will have an ‘About the Author’ at the end.

I also thank the story contributors for this seventh book, including those who have chosen to remain anonymous.  

This book was made thanks to a successful PRE-ORDER campaign from loyal readers. Most of my loyal readers have also supported my previous pre-order campaigns for the other books in the series and beyond. I will strive to give you the most value when supporting my pre-order campaigns. 

Once again, thank you everyone for making this book and future books possible. 
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IT HAS BEEN SIX YEARS since The Real Ghost Stories of Borneo series was first published, and it has received a very good reception amongst local readers, students, and paranormal fans. This is the seventh book in the series and there are already several translations for the first ghost book. Yet, I am still hopeful that we can complete the Malay translation soon... I said this last time and the times before then... anyway, never give up, never surrender!  

Most agree that the short ghost stories are easy to read, though 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 and family, and now, an ever-more increasing group of people who are not connected to me in any way (strangers).  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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Original story contributed by Malai Seri

Written by Wan Dayyini

––––––––
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ABOUT 21 YEARS AGO, I was still married to my ex-husband, Razni, who landed a job as a security company trainer. The perk of this job was being given residence at one of the luxury apartments in the Jerudong area. Our second-floor apartment had one bedroom, two bathrooms, a spacious living room, and an adjoining kitchen. The bedroom had a master bathroom and a door to the balcony. The walls, the ceilings, and the doors were all painted white. Even the tiles were white. They had placed the washing machine on the balcony, and hence it became our designated laundry area.

We were a family of six, which included our two daughters Wanda and Wanza, our newborn son Wandi, and Bibi who was our ‘Amah’ or domestic helper.

I worked at a bank in Bunut, which meant I was usually the first one to arrive home since Razni worked late shifts. My eldest child, Wanda, was around five years old and had enrolled in elementary school, whilst Wanza had not started school. Bibi, our housemaid, was always at home taking care of the children and house chores. Otherwise, it would have been impossible for me to continue being a working mother.

Three months after we had moved in, every time I was alone in the bedroom, I would notice figure-like shadows in the corner of my eyes. I always chalked it up to fatigue and my imaginative mind. I did not care what it was because I tended to ‘see’ those things over the years. Usually, I would ignore it, but the sightings were becoming too common.

Sometimes when my husband worked the late night shifts, we brought our pillows and blankets to the living room and spent the night watching the television until we fell asleep. On one such night, we were all in the living room for a movie marathon. By the end of watching the movies, Razni arrived home and fell asleep immediately after his very late dinner. My children were fast asleep on their mattresses. Since it was Bibi’s day off, it left me with a day’s worth of chores.

I had finished the laundry and then went to sleep in the living room. There was this feeling of dread as I closed my eyes but I couldn’t pinpoint what it was. Since I was too tired to figure out what it was, I fell asleep.

A noise had woken me up. I moved my head to find out where the noise was coming from. I looked to my right and chuckled softly. Wanza was standing with her back towards me. She was playing with the clothes I had hung up near the balcony’s door. Giggling as she playfully pulled the clothes on the clothesline and let it bounce back.

“Wanza, don’t play outside. You’ll catch a cold. Come back to sleep,” I called to her. I was worried as she was too close to the edge of the balcony.

She chuckled. I couldn’t help but smile at hearing her sweet laughter. Nevertheless, I called her again. “Wanza, come on. Sleep with mummy here.”

She stopped but didn’t turn round immediately. She took a few steps back and slowly turned towards me. I froze. Standing only a few feet away from me, I realised she was not my daughter, Wanza. She had glowing bright red oval-shaped cat-like eyes with orange irises. She grinned widely, revealing her shark-like large razor-sharp teeth.

Petrified, something had fixed my gaze on this girl-creature who had initially looked like my daughter. Frozen in fear, I could not move or say anything. This was a sensation I had known before. Our elders called this ‘Masab’ which meant frozen. I tried to move my hands to wake up Razni but I could not.

She moved closer to me. My heart was pounding so hard that my chest hurt, as my gaze stayed transfixed to hers. She was grinning menacingly. Her movement was shaky and awkward as if taking her first baby steps. 
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She was not my daughter, Wanza.
FRANTICALLY, I WAS mustering whatever strength to speak or move but it was to no avail. It seemed like forever, when she finally reached me. She reached out to my head with her right hand; I burst into tears. I did not know what she intended to do to me. All I could do was keep praying in my heart, pleading for strength to keep the demon from harming me. No matter how hard I prayed, all I could do was watch her slowly about to grab my head. At the last moment, my prayers were answered, my fingers moved and I pinched Razni awake.

I opened my mouth and tried to shout but I could only let out a soft croak. I strained as hard as I could and was able to croak louder and louder until I was yelling a prayer mantra to her face. She pulled her hand back immediately, as though she had burnt it. Her grin was gone, and she faded away.

My shouting woke up Razni. Startled, he asked me the reason I was yelling in the middle of the night. Finally free from the paralysis spell, I sat up and looked around the room and the balcony area. The door to the balcony was ajar. I remembered closing it earlier. To my relief, there was no sign of the demonic child.

I told Razni what had happened. Frowning bitterly, he told me it must have been a nightmare. He pointed to his right to where all our children including Wanza, were sound asleep. I was horrified. I said nothing else after that and endured his scolding before going back to sleep.

There were other incidences after that.

Sometimes, our neighbours told us they saw Wanza by the living room windowsill happily dangling her feet. These sightings would usually happen during ‘Maghrib’ or dusk time. There were a few who saw Wanza doing this around three to five in the morning! The strange thing was that when they glanced for a second time, ‘Wanza’ had disappeared.

This could not have been the real Wanza, because I had always locked the balcony door and the windows, especially after the ‘doppelgänger’ incident. I would often check and then re-check a few times each day as though I had an Obsessive-Compulsive Disorder or OCD. Besides that, there was no way a toddler could have unlocked the door or windows.

One evening around 6 p.m., Razni and I were driving back to our apartment. As we approached the corner of our reserved parking spot, without warning, Razni yelled out, “Look! Up there on the window! Wanza is sitting there!”

I looked up, and my heart sank. My toddler was sitting on the windowsill, precariously perched whilst dangling her feet and laughing.

Before the car could stop, driven by maternal instincts, I jumped out, threw my shoes off, and ran barefooted the flight of stairs to my apartment. As I reached the apartment door, I jammed the keys and rushed in.

To my relief, there was no one on the windowsill, and the window was shut. Everyone including our helper was inside the bedroom. Overwhelmed by both relief and confusion, I dropped to the floor sobbing uncontrollably.

Razni arrived soon afterwards, and was baffled. Who was that on the windowsill? Both Razni and I had seen the same thing. We looked at each other and decided not to talk about it.

The last straw came when I was doing the laundry on the balcony. It was a chilly night after a heavy downpour and it was eerily quiet. Wanda and Wanza were watching the television in the living room. Wanda was holding Wandi who was happily sucking on his bottle of milk. Even at such a young age, my daughters knew how to take care of their brother.

I was not working that day, but because Bibi was unwell with the flu, I had to do all the house chores. Around midnight, I was taking out the laundry from the washing machine, intending to hang them inside the apartment, when I heard someone calling me. Thinking it was one of my children, I replied, “Wait, mummy is busy!”

Instead of receiving compassionate agreement, I was being shouted at by one of my children. I was annoyed. How was I supposed to finish the chores if my children kept calling me?

Sighing with frustration, I walked in and stopped in my tracks as my knees trembled terribly.

A pair of human legs was swaying in front of me. I clutched my chest and slowly looked up. Screaming at the top of my head, I saw a man dangling in the air, a thick noose wrapped around his neck, with his disengaged head tilted a little to the side.

I took a few steps back until my back was against a wall. I repeatedly muttered to myself, “This isn’t real.”

Without warning, the hanging man opened his eyes and stared directly at me. His eyes were exactly the same as the child’s that had haunted me previously. Initially, I had lost hope. Then, I remembered what my late grandfather had taught me: Never show fear because that was a meal for the spirits.

Finding courage, I locked my gaze to his, and I spoke in a clear and loud voice, “I never harmed you so you shall not harm me, you shall not harm my family. Be gone and take your evil with you!”

He disappeared instantly. With that, I fell to my knees, partly in disbelief that I had once again defeated this supernatural enemy.

When Razni arrived home, I told him about what had happened, and I also told him about all the supernatural incidences that had happened since we moved in. To my surprise, he confessed he had milder encounters, though he had never seen it. I wondered if I could see it because of my ‘gift’ or sixth sense.

Eventually, Razni quit his job at the company and we ended up moving back to his parents’ house in the Water village. 

It took us several days to pack our stuff and move them out of the apartment. It was peaceful, and we had no encounters of any kind. 

On the final evening, I stood at the main doorway and said, “We are leaving now. I don’t know what happened to you but I hope you will find peace.”

As I turned around to leave and lock the door, the air had suddenly gotten chilly. It was still early night and warm outside so I knew it was something else. I glanced back and I saw the man, the little girl, and a woman, whom I had not seen before, standing in the middle of the bedroom, looking back at me. The man still had a noose wrapped around his neck, whilst the little girl, though no longer looking like my daughter, had a sweet face but was marred by death. The woman was unkempt and yet she appeared the most normal amongst the three. However, their eyes held such deep sorrow that I had a hard lump in my throat.

I bowed slightly and then turned around, locked the door, and walked calmly down the stairs. I got into the car where my family was waiting. As Razni drove the car out of the apartment compound, I saw them standing on the balcony as if to bid us goodbye in their own way.

After a year, I bumped into my ex-neighbour who lived on the same floor as us. We chatted and the woman randomly told me that the apartment we lived in was truly haunted as the tenants always complained of supernatural encounters and seeing horrific things. The tenants would always move out after a few weeks.

I found out much later on, that there was a Filipino family that used to live there. The couple had a little girl that was about my youngest daughter’s age. The father had a gambling addiction and as the debts piled up, it became too much, and he hung himself in the bedroom. This was the exact spot where I had encountered him.

Broken-hearted, his wife and daughter went back to the Philippines, but they died in a car crash on the way to the airport. I figured this was why their eyes had so much anguish from one tragedy to another. Perhaps they continued to haunt that apartment as it was the place they called home.

Every time we drove past that apartment, it would always remind me of their sad, sad story.
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Hope to not see you again
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The Midnight Golfer 
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Written by Dr. Liza Ishak 

––––––––
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BEING BORN INTO A MILITARY family and growing up at a military base camp made my life to be full of strict rules and discipline. We used to go to school by military school buses. Coincidentally, my siblings and I, with most of other children born to military parents, all went to the same private school in Bandar. We hung out with them most of the time after school. We had to move houses every time Dad got promoted to a higher rank. I used to love the house next to the Sergeant’s mess as it was near the beach and best of all, it had a children’s playground.

But one particular house was the most strikingly peculiar. In fact, it was the last house we resided in before my late father retired and passed away. May Allah always bless him!

This house on top of the hill overlooked both the sea and the military golf course. I remember how excited my Dad was when he got the house as he was a keen golfer himself.

Dad had always been an active sportsman throughout his life, right from football to hockey to squash. He even represented the military on a few occasions, but I guess all those sporting activities as well as his general soldier activities had caused him some back troubles which forced him to give up all those sports and take up golf instead. He was so keen on golf that he even got into the military golfers committee. Bless him. Despite the long hours of the game, he had never forgotten his duties to Allah or to his family.

Now this particular house was one of only two houses right at the end of the street, a very quiet end where we could do our morning and evening walks without any problems. We could feel the cool sea breeze which made our walks peaceful and calming.

Every time we went out on a walk, we would see groups of golfers passing by. Those who knew my Dad and by that, I mean almost every one of them knew him, would always say hello.

There was another thing that he used to do. He loved to prank those golfers! When he happened to be in the kitchen and saw one of his buddies about to strike his golf ball with his club, at that very moment he would also make a loud clanking noise with the cooking pots! Then he would laugh at them with satisfaction after seeing that his pranks had worked!

Sometimes the golf balls would land on our roof and they would then roll down the slope of the roof onto the ground below. Sometimes, they would fall from the roof directly into our drain, which may or may not be filled with water, depending on when was the last rainfall as well as when was the last time somebody took the effort to clean it. We could usually hear the balls rolling too.

There were hazards living there too. At any time, a ball could hit anyone or anything (else besides the roof). Once, it landed on our neighbour’s amah. Luckily, she did not get seriously hurt. Once, it landed on our car and made a small dent. It was not too obvious though my dad was also not too obviously impressed with this ‘achievement’ by his fellow colleague.

My Dad used to love going outside the house to pick up those golf balls that had landed in our compound, clean them up and then pack them into colourful plastic bags. My youngest brother was four at that time and my Dad used to make him sit there near the front lawn with his big umbrella and sell those bags of golf balls to the passing by golfers. Pretty impressive! I used to make fun of my little brother by calling him, ‘child labour’.

During the day, it was customary for any golfer who was making a long-distance shot to shout ‘FORE!’ to alert an incoming ball. That was for everyone’s safety. We would hear those calls almost every day. Some keen golfers we saw would play right up to Maghrib time but seldom did we see people playing past 7 pm as it would be too dark, especially in front of our house as only the driveway would be lighted.

Night time was one of the most memorable times during my stay at this place. Sea breezes coupled with a fully visible starry night sky. I loved sitting by the porch just staring at the sky. Who cared what the neighbours said about the house? I did not understand why people avoided this house. We were told that those who had stayed there in the past did not stay long. To me, this house was a peaceful haven.

After a few months of staying there, strange things started to happen. The golf balls landing on our roof started occurring even late in the evening. There would be the same usual sound of the balls rolling the slope of the roof. There were even voices of the golfers shouting ‘FORE!’. I thought these golfers must be very keen or practicing for a competition or something. Occasionally there would be some tournaments going on.

I asked my father if there was any tournament coming soon and he said no. I just kept my curiosity to myself. Days went on and those sounds as well as voices became more and more frequent. Even more peculiar, it happened later even past midnight.

I thought that this was getting really ridiculous. Those golfers really should learn to quit their game and call it a day or at least practice at a more godly hour instead.

“Dad, don’t you think as a golfing committee you should put a rule to the golfers about the game times?” I said to him one evening at dinner. My parents looked at each other quietly. My mother then gave me the ‘Asian Mom’ glare! Which either means how dare you question your father’s judgement or never speak about strange things you see at night myth.

The next morning my father was sending us to school. No more school buses as we all go to different secondary schools now. Being military children, we had to leave home very early for school as Dad had to start very early for work. It was normal for me to reach school at 6 am. Before getting into the car, I would quickly look around outside the house to scan for the golf balls that I heard land on our roof at night. None! Clean as the day before. I knew my Dad had already cleared up the golf balls from the day before so there should be a few more new balls from last night, so where were they? I swore I heard those golfers.

“Dad? Those voices and sound of golf balls at night are not real, are they?” I asked him one day. I made sure I asked him during the day this time just to avoid the myth. He shook his head in agreement.
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Where are those pesky night golfers?

A COLD SHIVER TRAVELED down my spine. I would think twice about sitting out by the porch at night all by myself from then on.

Months went by and the sounds as well as voices kept going almost every night. We ignored them all. As long as that thing did not bother our lives, it was fine with us.

One particular night, my mom, elder sister, and I were sitting in the kitchen after dinner chatting away till late night. Eventually, we started to joke around and long bursts of laughter would follow. The worst thing about us was that when one joke started, another one would soon follow in its footsteps. The laughter would never end.

Suddenly there was a whistling sound. We all stopped laughing immediately as we all heard it loud and clear. It seemed to have come right from a distance outside the lawn. We looked at each other and then proceeded to listen again. There was no further whistling sound. We shrugged and said it was probably the wind.

We went on chatting again and out came the jokes. We started laughing but before we could laugh for further than ten seconds, suddenly there came the whistling sound again! This time it was louder than before and even worse, it came from just outside the kitchen window! It sounded like a human whistling for its dog to come back. We did not dare look at the kitchen window even though its blinds were down.

We all stood up. Each of our faces turned as pale as a white sheet. My mother silently signaled to us, implying that we should all move quietly straight to our bedrooms. We tried our best not to panic and run. I could not run anyways as my legs felt weak like jelly! In our respective bedrooms, we snuggled down under our blankets, shivering with fear.

I thought the Midnight Golfer must have been passing by. I wondered if our loud laughter disturbed his game or it was a warning for something worse. Would it have been bad news if we did not stop?
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Who is whistling outside?

A bit about the Writer

Dr. Liza Ishak is a kindhearted orthopaedic surgeon, a loving mother, a caring daughter and dedicated wife. She had graduated from the University of Galway in Ireland, and after her postgraduate training in Liverpool (UK), she returned to her home country to alleviate the pain and suffering of her patients. She is often cheerful and loves to bring sunshine to her workplace. 

She considers herself as a protective friend and aspires to be a sensible leader, just as her late father was. 

She has always had interests in writing short stories for herself. Recently, she found pleasure in writing ghost stories from personal experience as well as from her mother’s experiences. She also loves to hike with her family and friends and can often be found hiking through the local hilly trails. Unfortunately, she proudly labels herself as a crazy cat lady, with adulation by most in the country.
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