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I have been with my wife for the past 16 years, and I can cheekily say it’s been the best marriage that I have had so far. My wife has been my best friend and confidant, and she continues to support me in my ventures. Since my daughter is studying abroad, my wife has been the key person going through my writing, for which I am very thankful for. 

There has been two writers who have helped to complete this book: Hamizan Yasin, Wan Dayyini and Baizurah Basri. I am grateful for their work. I expect to have more stories from them in the future.

I thank the story contributors for this sixth 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 possible. 
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The Real Ghost Stories of Borneo series was first published in 2018 and has received very good reception amongst local readers, students and paranormal fans. This is the sixth 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...  

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. 

Stay safe, stay sane.
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I have written about several Zul’s encounters such as Flash, The Chicken Farm and The Tattoo. As usual, I asked him if he had any other encounters to share and he sent me a chilling voice note. 

In 2019, I started work as an interior designer for my uncle’s company. Having a job meant two things - first, getting money that had no strings attached by my parents and second, a freedom only a single young male professional (yuppie) could appreciate. No real curfews, and I could hang out with my other friends, who also had jobs and no one in the family would bother to question why I came back home late at night. Of course, I was a responsible adult; I didn’t smoke and I didn’t partake in any illicit drugs or even drink alcohol. I was a true blue clean yuppie.

One evening after work, I went out for dinner with two of my childhood friends in the Capital. Both of my childhood friends Adi and Zainal were also new yuppies like me. After dinner, we got in my old car and cruised the Capital. Usually, we would listen to our usual playlist whilst we cruised around the highway aimlessly. The monotony of it was broken when Adi suggested we go to the old water tower in Masin village. It was not exactly a water tower but a round shaped concrete water reservoir building on top of a hill. I argued against going there at night, but the two argued it would be nostalgic and besides, this was the only time the three of us would be free.

I was quite reluctant to drive there but after much cajoling, I gave in to their persistent demands. Feeling nauseous, I wondered if it was because of the food or if it was a premonition. I shook off the thought and drove towards Masin village.

The route to Masin village was relatively well-lit, and the roads were relatively smooth and well-maintained. There had been a recent development in the region, which meant more houses and commercial buildings, and plenty of lighting. There were always cars on the main road.

Zainal who was sitting in the back, nodded his head to our cool heavy bass rhythmic playlist whilst he vaped nonstop. ‘Vaping’ was supposed to be better than smoking, which meant no persistent tobacco stains and stench. However, there was so much concern about long-term health issues. We didn’t mind too much, though from time to time, we would open the car window to reduce the amount of ‘vapor’ in the car.

When we got to Masin village, we reminisced and joked about where we used to live and hang out as well as recalled our childhood memories there. Eventually, we reached a junction where there was a much narrower road named ‘Masin Kecil’ road, which led us directly to the Masin village water reservoir tower. Of note, the word ‘Kecil’ in Malay means small. However, in this case, Kecil should probably mean narrow.

I stopped the car at this junction and said, “I think we should head back, let’s not go here.”

“Come on, we’re already here. It is a short drive up...” Adi was keen to see the water tower. He kept on talking about how we used to climb up the water reservoir tower and sit by the ledge.

“Don’t be a chicken, Zul,” Zainal egged me on. 

I told them I was not keen as the road was narrow and the grass had overgrown to the edges of the asphalt road, to a point that only one car could fit through. I reasoned my car could get scratched by the vegetation.

“A good excuse to buy a new car!” Zainal roared with laughter, and Adi laughed in agreement. They kept daring me to drive on, and eventually I caved into their persistent cajoling. I had a bad feeling about it though.

As I didn’t want to damage my car, I drove in slowly. I recalled the road being an undulating lane, which meant we would have to drive up and down several small hills. The vegetation had grown unchallenged, and I noticed the gap on the road had gotten smaller. There were no streetlights here. In the moonless night, the car’s headlights served as the only source of light, illuminating a short distance in front of the car. Adi and Zainal seemed relaxed and enjoyed the music as well as the sense of adventure and camaraderie as we drove slowly.

There used to be houses that lined this road. I could see the dark outlines of the houses in the distance, but the entrances of the houses were not visible and there were no lights from the houses. The houses must have been abandoned. I drove even more slowly, as the long grass was bristling against the car. I remembered that a few years ago, the vegetation on both sides of the road was frequently trimmed and the road was usually clear. I kept asking myself why the maintenance crew hadn’t sorted out the weeds that were invading the road.

The more I drove on, the more I felt this was a mistake. There was a regurgitated sourness in my mouth, I felt the need to retch but didn’t get there. I wanted to get out of there, but after having driven such a distance, I evaluated an exit strategy. I figured it would be too risky to reverse the car and turn back, as that would mean I would have to drive into the grass in order to turn the car round. There might be branches, broken glass, nails, or even a hidden fence in the overgrown grass. I didn’t want to have a flat tire or damage the car. I definitely did not want to get stuck here. There was something creepy about this place. I lamented about my indecision, and not being firm about not wanting to go here, but it was all too late. I would have to keep driving on until we reach the end of this lane which would connect us back to the main road.

Eventually we saw the dark silhouette of the water tower building, which was on a hilltop. It looked ominous, and whatever sense of adventure we had evaporated, as we saw how it was way too dark to venture out.

Since there was no direct road there, we would have to get out of the car and climb up the hill. Adi reasoned we should not go since we did not bring any torch and our mobile phone lights were too weak to help us in the dark. Anything could happen, and it was not a good idea to have an accident at this time and in this place. I was grateful that Adi had gotten some sense in him, whilst Zainal decided not to push for us to head out to the water tower. I think he was simply too comfortable where he was, sitting in the back with his arms across the back seat and his legs spread out like a chauffeured boss.

We agreed we should drive back to the main road and find a late-night ‘warung’ or cafe. I drove on, but I felt something was wrong. Again, a sour taste in my mouth was telling me something bad was going to happen.

There were several more hills to drive over and then I had expected we would soon be back onto the main road. The strange thing was that the road was much longer than I recalled. To make things worse, I had an eerie feeling that we were being watched.

Eventually, we were at the last hill before the exit. This hill differed from the other hills because it was steep on one side. It was when we reached the top of the steep hill that the worst thing happened. The car engine stalled and died. We were stuck at the top of the hill, and there was nothing but the thick jungle surrounding us. Everything was dark and silent. I would have expected the sounds of crickets and the little night critters but it was dead silent. I was frightened and did not want to go out but I had no choice but to check the engine.

Adi reassured us that everything would be alright, but he did not volunteer to accompany me. I double-checked the handbrake and got out of the car. The chilly night air hit me as I shivered and rubbed my arms to keep warm. How could it be so cold out here?

I opened the car boot and checked the engine and battery. Everything seemed alright. I was no mechanic, but I had some basic car troubleshooting know-how. When I got back into the car, I noticed Adi was silent and seemed rigid in place - as though he was a soldier at a parade. Zainal was busy vaping and talking all kinds of nonsense. I was not happy about this. We were in a secluded dark jungle, and he seemed to have not noticed the oddities of the situation. He continued vaping and yapping away. I warned him not to say anything stupid, don’t ‘cabul’ or jinx things.

I turned the car key to start the engine a few times. Believing it would help, I recited a prayer and kept trying to start the car. Pausing a while, I looked at Adi’s face. He seemed anxious and his face seemed pale. Paranoid, I wondered if the person next to me was Adi’s doppelgänger. Basically, we have this belief that if a person with you behaves strangely, then it might be because a spirit may have replaced or possessed him or her. The way to confirm this would be to greet them with a ‘Salam’. If the person does not reply, then it would mean a spirit has replaced or possessed that person. Apparently, spirits do not reply to the Salam greeting.

“Assalamualaikum warahmatullahi wabarakatuh!” I gave the full Salam greeting. I wondered what I would do if he did not reply to me. What do I do if a spirit has replaced my childhood friend? Being in the middle of nowhere, there would be no one to ask for help. I had no plan. I concluded that whatever happens and no matter how hopeless things are, I must not panic. Adi remained silent. I must not panic. Perhaps I didn’t say it loud enough. After all, I was trembling when I uttered my Salam. I repeated my full Salam greeting.

This time, Adi replied to the Salam greeting. I was very grateful for this, but his voice was hoarse and he seemed very shaken by whatever he could not talk about at this moment. I assured him we would leave this place soon.

I turned the car key, and this time the car engine roared back to life. 

“About F-ing time!” Zainal laughed out loud on his own, oblivious to the peril Adi and I sensed.

I drove slowly down the hill, expecting to see the main road soon enough. However, the more I drove on, the more I sensed that the end of the road was nowhere to be seen. I had been through this road in the past and I remembered the road not being long. The strange thing was that we had been driving for at least thirty minutes now. I figured that because we had been listening to at least seven songs on my playlist - each song was about 4 minutes long. I said nothing about it as I did not want to panic anyone.

I kept on driving. I could tell from Adi’s facial expression that he had noticed it too. It felt like we had been on this road for an hour - which would be impossible since we both remembered this was a short lane. We drove through many low-lying hills; the road seemed endless. 

Eventually, we reached a similar hill with a steep slope, and when we got to the top of the hill, the car stalled again. Now, I was sure we were on exactly the same hill we had been on earlier. I looked around the car, noticing the dark jungle and how it was very quiet. We stayed in the car, not moving. Zainal was telling me to start the car, while he kept vaping on. He was telling me I should buy a new car because it was a crap car that had stalled twice. He made some more smart-ass comments, which I did not reply to because something had passed by in front of the car. A dark humanoid blur had zipped past the headlights. What was it? I was not sure of what I had seen.

Suddenly, Zainal became silent, and then whispered, “Start the car, please.” Did he see what I had seen? Or perhaps it was something else.

For once, he didn’t sound like the usual Zainal, so Adi looked back and saw that Zainal’s face was pale. I turned round and saw Zainal was indeed pale. His posture had changed. His legs were close together and awkwardly bent at the knees, whilst his clammy hands were uncomfortably on his thighs. Zainal’s shoulders were hunched, and he kept his eyes down on the floor mat. Had something or someone taken over him?

“Assalamualaikum” I greeted out cautiously. In a very soft, almost feminine voice, he replied the salam greeting.  There was something wrong with Zainal. Usually, he would sit with his legs wide apart and his arms would be spread out as if to grab as much territory as possible - you can say that Zainal was a real space invader - but this time, he appeared intimidated, and not his usual self. I asked him if he was in trouble but he didn’t reply. Instead, he kept asking me to start the car.

I tried to start the car a few times and recited a prayer verse each time but it didn’t work. No matter how many times I tried there was nothing but a stutter from the engine. I tried not to panic. However, what happened next was the scariest thing that had ever happened to me.

I looked at the road in front of me and saw many humanoid giant silhouettes with glowing angry eyes staring back at me. I didn’t know what to do. In shock, my heart pounded hard and rattled in my chest as my breathing became shallow and fast. 

Trembling and out of options, I kept turning the car key but the car would not start. Adi must have seen what I had seen because he was crying and had kept his head down. Zainal, who was in the back seat, was muttering the same words repeatedly, almost like a mantra, “Start the car and let’s go.”
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There were so many of them

I kept saying to myself that whatever happens, I must not panic. If I panic, then I do not know what will happen to us. At the same time, a voice in my head was telling me that all hope was lost, and I MUST PANIC!

I uttered as many prayer verses as I could and tried to start the car. Turning my head away from what was in front, I could see them in the tall grass on the side of the road and in the jungle. They had made themselves visible to me, and there were so many of them, with angry eyes, staring with evil intent. Most of them were standing on two legs, whilst a few were on four limbs! They looked like an army of spirits ready to tear my car apart with their unnatural limbs.

In the darkest of moments, I said a prayer and then begged. I confessed I was afraid and whispered softly, begging them for forgiveness for trespassing into their property. I promised them if they let us go we would not disturb them again. We would bother none of them. I said that we realised we were not supposed to be there and pleaded for mercy if we had been too noisy or caused too much disturbance. I begged them to let us go and assured them that we would be on our way.

Then, I uttered a few more prayer verses. I promised we would never go to abandoned places with tall, long grass ever again. I felt terrified as I knew that if the spirit people or the ‘Buni-ans’ decided to keep us then we could never leave. I felt I was going to shit in my pants. Sweating profusely and holding back my tears, I turned the key again. This time, the engine responded, and we drove down that cursed hill. After a few more low-lying hills, we were so relieved to see the main road.

The moment we were safely on the main road, Zainal asked for us to go to a mosque. This was a shock to Adi and me because Zainal had often shared that he was probably going to end up becoming an atheist. It turned out that this was a life-changing event for him.

After praying at the Manis village mosque, we shared about what we had seen. Adi shared that when I got out of the car to check the engine, he saw there were a few people standing next to me. However, their clothes looked aged and their facial expressions appeared almost doll-like, with eyes unnaturally wide open. When I got into the car, they were still standing there, looking at him. They only disappeared when I unwittingly drove ‘through’ them.

Zainal, on the other hand, had a more up close encounter with them. Whilst he was vaping and talking nonsensically to me, he caught a glimpse of an elderly person, sitting beside him. When he looked on his right and his left, there were actually two elderly people, each sitting on his left and his right. He felt them push against him. He was so scared that he kept quiet, other than to beg me to start the car. The unwanted passengers had only disappeared once we got onto the main road.

It was strange that we all saw different things, but the message was clear. We were trespassers, and we were nearly unforgiven.

In case you are wondering, Zainal has become more ‘religious’ and he has since joined a ‘tabligh’ or missionary group. 

As for Adi and myself, we have promised each other to never go to any abandoned places with long tall grass, as we are now sure that these places will have their own inhabitants. 
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I was 12 years old when my family moved from Kuching city to Miri city. My father had gotten himself a permanent job in the oil and gas sector in Miri. 

Moving from Kuching to Miri was not easy. Sarawak is a massive state. It would take a two to three days drive from Kuching to Miri. In our old car, we drove as far as we could but when it became late, we had to do a stopover. The plan had been to reach Bintulu town, which is a coastal town in the central region of Sarawak state. It was probably around two-thirds of the way. It was much safer to stay overnight in Bintulu town, and then carry on driving the next day. 

By the time we reached Bintulu town, it was already 11pm. My father was tired as he had been driving the whole day. It was my first time in Bintulu town, and despite having a seaport, oil and gas refineries and other related industries, it was a quiet town. 

My father booked two connecting rooms on the fifth floor of one of the major hotels in town. We were excited, as the rooms were large and by our standards, appeared lavish. After showering, I did what I usually do in hotel rooms, which was to check the hotel room’s fridge. I had expected to raid it for soft drinks and chocolate - for which my father would scold me later on and quickly forgive me - but the fridge was empty. I was so disappointed as I was thirsty. 

Being smart, I asked my father for money to buy water (instead of soft drinks). There was a cafe downstairs and I could buy water (soft drinks actually) there. 

Being on the fifth floor, I would have to take the elevator on my own. As a 12-year-old boy, I was tall and some people thought I was 16 or 17 years old, so my parents had no issues with me going to the hotel cafe downstairs. 

There was only one elevator in the hotel. I rushed eagerly to it and pressed the lift button to go down. The strange thing was that it seemed like forever before the lift would go up to the fifth floor. There were only eight floors to the hotel, and it was already midnight. I was mumbling to myself about why it would take so long. 

I was relieved when the elevator chimed upon arrival and the lift doors opened. I pressed the ground floor button twice, as I was eager. Initially, I had not noticed how cold it was inside the lift. I rubbed my hands and arms to fight off the coldness and wondered if I had been in the shower for too long or if this was because the shower was too hot and now my skin was sensitive. 

The lift was going down slowly, and it passed to the fourth floor. I had an eerie feeling there was someone else in the lift, but I was completely alone. Then it began: I heard someone crying, with frequent sniffling, which suggested this was a child who was crying. I could not explain it but as an icy chill went down my spine and the hairs on my arms and back stood up, I could feel that someone was standing right next to me. Looking around, I could see I was alone, but I had no doubt there was someone or rather something beside me. I trembled in fear and pressed the ground floor button a few times more, praying the lift would speed its descent to the ground floor. I had to get out of the lift. 

My heart raced as the crying and sniffling went on inside the lift. I feared that what it was would grab me from above or from below and drag me into Hell itself. I uttered a Buddhist prayer but could barely recite it properly, as I was too scared. I stared at the elevator floor indicator, begging it to reach the ground floor sooner. 

The lift chimed when I reached the ground floor, and the moment the elevator doors opened, I ran as fast as I could out of there. I ran straight into the hotel cafe, startling the cafe staff. After I calmed down, instead of buying soft drinks, I opted for mineral water. Perhaps I was being punished for lying to my parents, and then reasoned that could not have been the reason for whatever was in the lift. 

After finishing my drink, I realized I had to go upstairs, back to my family in the hotel room on the fifth floor. I was not going into the elevator again. That would be crazy, I thought. I was terrified of seeing the Presence in the lift because not seeing itself was scary.

I did not have a mobile phone, which meant I could not call my parents for help. It did not occur to me that I could have gone to the hotel reception and asked them to call my parents from there. I wish I had known that before. 

I figured I should use the stairway to get to the fifth floor. It would be a good exercise too. However, when I opened the door leading to the stairway, it was very dim. The stairway was lit by a few solitary candescent bulbs, their yellow lights were dim and would occasionally fade and blink. I noted it was also chilly, which meant that I had no guarantee this place was ghost-free. There was no way I was going to use the stairway. 

With no options available, I had to go into the lift again. I prayed that the entity was gone already. However, as soon as the elevator doors closed, I felt a deep chill enter my bones, and the hairs on my back and forearm stood up. I was not alone. Something ice cold and wet had touched my legs. I slowly looked down and was thankful that I could see nothing and yet it was still holding onto my legs. It felt like small hands holding on to my ankles. There was a sniffling and occasional sobbing sound echoing in the lift. I trembled in fear as I prayed for the lift to go up to the fifth floor. 

Everything seemed so slow; inside my heart, I was screaming why it seemed like forever before I reached the fifth floor. I pushed the fifth-floor button a few times, and then prayed, and then pushed it a few times again. The invisible icy hands gripped my legs even more tightly. I tried to move to a different spot but my legs were too heavy. My eyes swelled with tears and I prayed even harder while pleading for it not to take me to the realms of Hell.

The moment the lift chimed on the fifth floor, I jumped on the spot several times as though I was in a school sports meet and about to sprint. The lift doors cranked slowly open, and the moment it was halfway, I dashed out all the way to our hotel room door and banged the door as hard as I could. I was crying, and I was worried that it might chase me and drag me back into the elevator. 

My father opened the door and grabbed me into his embrace. He asked me if someone had hurt me. He thought someone
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