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I COULD NOT HAVE WRITTEN this book without the two most important women in my life: my wife and my 18-year-old daughter. They have both supported me heartily in my writing. They would check my stories and would be the first to give valuable feedback. They encouraged me when I was down and made me copious amounts of coffee on demand! 

I am most grateful and continue to be indebted to the first or 'alpha' readers which includes my ten-year-old son, who helped provide honest and crucial feedback in order to make this book happen. 

I thank the story contributors for this second book, in particular 'Bob', Adrina Hj Mohd Agus Din, Iswardy Morni, Wilhelm Bayona, as well as Rabiatul Mohamad and her students. I also thank the many contributors who chose to remain anonymous.  

Bob continues to show me the path and provides me support in realising my full writing potential. 

Finally, I thank the support of my compatriots in the Reading & Literacy Association (RELA). Together we will instill the reading and writing culture amongst our people.
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IT GIVES ME GREAT PLEASURE to make this book 'Real Ghost Stories of Borneo 2' available to you. The first Real Ghost Stories of Borneo turned out to be quite popular and I was compelled to write the second book as there were a few stories that I could not include in the first book. In addition to that, I had several people who were keen to share their ghostly encounters. Most were personally interviewed by myself whilst others sent in their submissions through social media and mobile messaging (WhatsApp & Telegram). There were times when I thought I could not make this book become a reality.  I kept reminding my team and I, that ‘we had to complete the mission.’ So here we are again. If there was a theme for this particular book then it would be 'travel and places'! 

If you haven't read the first book, please do get a copy - beg, borrow or steal - okay maybe not the last option. The stories in both books are focused on supernatural encounters in the northern part of Borneo i.e. Sabah, Brunei and Sarawak. Unfortunately, I do not have any friends or associates from Kalimantan, but that is something I am looking forward to. You will notice that the ghost sightings and experiences may differ from those in West Malaysia and elsewhere in Southeast Asia. I have some insights on why. (I wonder if you have the same speculations too.) 

I must warn you that several of the stories do not have happy endings whilst others seem to have an open ending with no firm explanation. That is simply the way it was experienced and told. Perhaps the person(s) involved in the encounter may discover the true reasons and meaning in the future. 

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

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 is clear 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 feel 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 do find any mistake(s), please accept my sincerest apologies and please do let me know.

I thank you for buying this book and supporting my work and the works of others. Producing the first book was a joy and this second book has been an even greater joy.

I hope you enjoy reading this book and all the little frights it brings you!
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MY UNCLE, NAS, WORKED all his life in the oil and gas industry. He was one of those uncles I had considered as 'macho'. He had a long, thick mustache that somehow seemed to groom itself and he always projected himself as an immovable and undaunted character. I remember when I was 12, I had somehow asked him if he was afraid of anything. I didn't expect him to say yes...  

One evening in the 1980s, Nas had finished his grueling work schedule for the week and decided to go back to his parents' home. He was keen to get home as he was quite eager to meet up with his girlfriend. However, he got distracted by his friends and ended up playing rounds of darts with them. It was already late night by the time they had finished. Nas was not a superstitious man. He wore his black leather jacket and jumped on his beautiful silver red sports motorbike, a Suzuki Katana. He loved the way the engine hummed, purred and then roared to life as it brought him to wherever he desired.

It was the start of a beautiful night ride. The stars twinkled in the black background whilst the full moon glowed brightly, luminescing on to the asphalt road. There were no streetlights back then, so Nas was very grateful for the lights. He imagined the sweet smile of his girlfriend as he sped through the white silica sand area of Tutong, famously known as 'Pasir Puteh'. His eyes should have stayed on the road in front of him, but they would occasionally wander at the white sandy area. Nas appreciated how the moonlight gave a surreal effect on the landscape, which was dotted with shrubs, bushes and a few short trees. 

Suddenly, the moon luminescence disappeared and darkness overwhelmed the surrounding land. The motorcycle’s yellow-orange light flickered for a moment. Nas revved the engine faster and the bike's light shone brighter. Nas wasn't alarmed. He thought the darkness was probably a large cloud overshadowing the area. He scoffed off any paranoid thoughts. 

It was at this exact moment Nas felt a force hit him. He lost control and both the bike and himself slid on the road and then crashed.

Nas did not know how long he was unconscious for. He thought he was out for only a few seconds. Lying flat on his back on the white silica sand, he did his best to get back on his feet. His body was sore all over, and he could feel a sharp knife-like pain in his left knee. He patted his body to check if he had broken any bones. Luckily, he seemed intact. Nas's helmet had also protected his head from any serious injuries. Nas slowly took off his helmet and looked around. He could see his motorcycle's dimming headlight, showing the bike was nearby and entangled hopelessly in a shrub. Limping his way towards it, he did his best to shift his weight on to his right knee. It seemed like ages before he finally reached his bike. 

Nas struggled as he propped up his silver red motorbike whilst pulling the shrub strands and branches away from its body and engine. The bike seemed much heavier than before. He inspected it in the dim light and thought the motorcycle had not suffered any serious damage. 

He slowly pushed his motorcycle back onto the road. He tried to restart the engine but it was to no avail. He tried to start the engine with the headlights switched off and then on, but nothing worked.  Each futile attempt caused the headlight to dim even further until there was completely no life in the whole machine. 

Rage filled Nas as he pushed his bike back off the road. He looked at his watch, it was 2am. The chance of hitching a ride from a passerby would be zero, simply because no one would drive across this area at this twilight time, and anyone who would do so would probably be too scared to pick up a complete stranger at this time and place. He cursed himself for not leaving earlier. After he had calmed himself down, he changed his perspective and convinced himself to be grateful for surviving a motorcycle crash. Nas formulated a plan. There were no mobile phones, no text messages and no WhatsApp. There were no pay-phones nearby. He would have to sleep it rough right there on the white sand, away from the shrubs and the short trees. Once it was dawn, he would stop any passing cars and hitch a ride home. 

Nas took off his leather jacket and bundled it to form a makeshift pillow. He laid on the sand and closed his eyes. It was not long after that he was awoken by a loud crackling sound in the air. It was the distinct sound of fire.  Nas jumped on to his feet expecting to find himself surrounded by fire. Instead he found nothing but a small fire burning in the shrub where he had crashed his motorcycle. Nas thought it was strange as it sounded very loud for a small fire. He approached the burning shrub and as he got close, Nas became puzzled. The flames were bright dark red and each flame danced on its own. He put his hand towards it and felt no warmth from it. 

Nas thought what a strange fire, if it was a fire. It looked very much alive, as though its individual flames were waving to him. He wondered if he was dreaming. He looked back to the spot where he was sleeping. Then he looked back at the cold fire, and when he did that, something had caught the corner of his eye. 

He could see a large shadow moving across the darkness. He chose to ignore it and was about to head back to his sleeping spot, when the moonlight lit up the surrounding area. At that moment, Nas held his breath and his heart raced wildly in his chest. In the white-gray sandy landscape, he saw hundreds of tall giant humanoid creatures wandering around the area. They were at least twice his height and he noticed they had no facial features. 

He froze still, hoping that they would not notice him. He watched them without moving his head, his eyes frantically scanning. To his horror, one of the dark tall creatures took interest in him. It paused for a moment. Nas wondered if it was curious about him, and yet everything about his onlooker shook his core and warned him of great danger. It let out an ear-piercing scream and the other creatures began to head towards him. 

Nas ran away from his first onlooker, pushing through his pain threshold and doing his best not to stumble onto the soft crumbling sandy ground.  His steps felt heavier every time he tried to run faster. The giant faceless demons were everywhere, there were probably hundreds of them that he could see. He did not know where to run to, there was no shelter to run to. Sprinting scatteringly in ever-changing directions, he was about to give up hope when he heard a shrill familiar female voice in his head. 

"Run here, quick!" 

Without thinking much, he knew immediately the voice came from the 'burning shrub.' He ran as fast as his injured legs could take him and slid into the bright red flames. The fire did not burn him, but instead bathe him with a warm radiance. The giant tall creatures surrounded the burning shrub but did not dare approach it too closely. 

Although the dark creatures robed in darkness had no facial features and no apparent eyes, Nas could feel their evil intent burning through his heart. Nas did not budge from the shrub. Eventually, the demons lost interest in him and carried on with their seemingly aimless wandering. Nas did not move from that shrub, he was not taking any chances. He clung onto his life until he fell asleep. 

When Nas woke up, it was already a bright morning. He hailed a passing car, which brought him to his friend's place. His friend, who owned a pickup truck, and himself came back to the same place and hauled his motorbike. Upon inspection, he noticed the engine had been badly damaged. There was no way it could have restarted without some serious repairs at the workshop. His friend picked up his helmet, which was almost split in two. Laughing hard and reminding Nas how lucky he was, he couldn't figure out what Nas could have hit to cause such damage. 

When Nas finally came back home, his girlfriend Nana came around immediately. She was quite anxious and was very worried for Nas. She mentioned that the night before, she had a nightmare about Nas being surrounded by tall faceless demons. In her dream, she was fending off the demons from devouring his soul. Nas didn't immediately tell her what he had experienced, especially since he realised the female voice he heard coming from the shrub sounded very much like his girlfriend's. 

Nas married her soon after that accident. Nas never rode a motorbike again.  

Nas would never travel alone across the white sands of Tutong in the middle of the night. 
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By Amal (not her real name)
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THE LOCAL FEMALE AUTHOR of this story had chosen to remain anonymous for understandable reasons. 
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THIS STORY IS ABOUT my late father who passed away in 2016. The pain of losing him still aches to this day. I was always close to my father. 

You see, my father was a white 'magic' healer. He spent his life helping people and friends who had problems dealing with the supernatural. Growing up in the family, I myself was a witness to the 'work' my father had done. 

Over the years, my father accumulated a few 'souvenirs'. He would tell me that some of these items would have their own 'inhabitants'. My mother and I would usually get nervous every time we walked past his 'storage' area. There was an uncomfortable presence that we could feel and yet could not explain.

One day, my father became very unwell.  He became weaker and weaker with each passing day. Doctors could not figure out why he was unwell. They could not give us a diagnosis, let alone a prognosis. Eventually, a family friend recommended a spiritual healer to us. This was strange, as my father himself was a magic healer, and now in his time of need, we would need the help of another healer. 

We have never met this healer before. His name was Awang and strangely enough, he had prosthetic legs. We told him what had happened and that my father was in the Intensive Care Unit (ICU) of the main hospital. Awang wanted to see my father immediately, but insisted that we stop over at our house first. The moment we arrived home and parked at the driveway, Awang acted strangely. He said he could sense something. 

Now, I would like to remind you that this man had prosthetic legs and was initially walking (barely) with a cane. Awang got out and ran towards the back of our house. That's right, he ran and he was fast. My mother and I stood there in shock. 

When he came back Awang explained, "I was trying to catch 'It' but it ran away."

After a breather, he went cautiously around the house. It was like he was inspecting something. We watched him whilst he began asking us several questions. One of the questions he asked was whether we have been hearing children laughing and  any unexplained howling. The hairs at the back of our necks stood up, as this was something that although we had both experienced, we would never talk about. 

We spent about three hours around the house before he began to inspect my father's favourite area, his orchids. There, this man sensed danger and he reached into one of my father's potted plants. With his bare hands, he grabbed a large black cobra and then killed it. It was definitely not a pretty sight, and that was when he began to explain that the snake was no ordinary snake.

Awang explained to us this creature was 'sent' to kill my father! 

At this point, my mother felt it was too much for her to handle. The presence of the 'cobra' had shaken her badly. She insisted on leaving the house and visiting my father. The house 'inspection' was not yet complete, so I had to remain with Awang.

Awang was able to find something that none of us knew about. He found a set of bison horns on a plaque. It was tucked away in one of the storage rooms. It was strange as the horns were hung neatly behind a shelf, in a room that no one would visit.

When we brought it out of the storeroom, Awang told me to set it out on a stool and he began to look at it closely.  I could see a pair of red eyes emerge from the bison's skull. Awang explained that there was something evil inside. The 'inhabitant' of this bison horns was a ‘Jinn’ that my father had unknowingly nurtured for over 30 years. The Jinn would get stronger by sucking up the life-force of my already weakened father. 

Awang began to recite verses from the Holy Quran and then he told me that we would need to throw away the horns into the nearest river. We drove to one that was about 6-7 miles away from our house.  I did not have the courage to carry out the task, so Awang - the healer with the prosthetic legs - was the one who had to do the deed. I watched as the bison horns fell down into the river - it was like time had slowed down. As soon as the bison horns sunk and disappeared from vision, we both heard a distant faint scream. 

Then my mother called me on my phone. She was frantic, as I heard in the background, my father was screaming that his legs were on fire. The doctors had to heavily sedate him. 

At that point, we knew we were still not done yet. Awang asked where else my father had kept his 'collections'. He told me there was one more item that had 'isi' or 'spiritual content' that was as strong as the bison horns. We had to get rid of that immediately. He searched and found certain items but it was the one item that he found that had given us a real scare - a genuine samurai sword or 'katana' owned by a World War 2 Japanese soldier during the Japanese occupation of Brunei. The katana was allegedly used to kill many people including the life of the owner, who would rather take his own life than die in the hands of 'Japanese traitors'. Dumbfounded, we both began to wonder how the heck was my father able to accumulate all these exotic items. 

Awang told me that I would have to cut the tip of the samurai sword in order to let the vengeful spirit inside to be released. Then I would have to bury the
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