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Introduction

Indonesia is a land of a thousand islands—and even more spirits.

Behind every tree, in the shadow of every mountain, beneath the floorboards of every quiet house, something lingers. Stories passed down through generations speak of weeping women by the roadside, creatures that walk without faces, and whispers that echo through the jungle long after midnight. These are not fairy tales. To many, they are real. They are warnings.

This collection brings together chilling tales inspired by Indonesia’s most infamous ghosts and supernatural legends—Kuntilanak, Pocong, Tuyul, Genderuwo, Leak, and many more. Some stories are based on local folklore. Others are entirely new, born from sleepless nights and the eerie feeling that you are never truly alone.

These stories are set in villages and cities, schools and graveyards, reminding us that horror isn’t limited by geography—it lives where belief does.

So turn the page. Just don’t forget to turn on the light.
STORY ONE: RATNA’S UNQUITE GRAVE

In the heart of Kampung Merbuk, nestled amidst the vibrant greens of swaying paddy fields and the chatter of daily life, stands a house that possesses the gravitational pull of a wound. People avert their eyes, cross the street, whisper hurried prayers as they pass—not from forgetfulness, but from the corrosive weight of perfect, terrible memory. The structure itself seems to sag under the burden of its history, leaning precariously to one side like a man defeated by cheap liquor, its zinc roof a tapestry of rust bleeding orange stains down weathered wooden walls. Ancient banana trees encircle it, their broad, tattered leaves hanging heavy and silent as grave markers in the perpetual twilight beneath their canopy. This decaying shell wasn't just a dwelling; it was the crucible where Ratna lived her final, desperate days, where she met her agonizing end, and where, the villagers murmur with a dread that chills the humid air, her tormented spirit remains, a restless stain upon the very earth.

Ratna emerged into the world as the youngest blossom on the seemingly impeccable Haji Ghani family tree—a lineage so steeped in respectability that men instinctively straightened their spines and women reflexively adjusted their tudungs when the patriarch passed by. Haji Ghani commanded the village not through volume, but through an aura of quiet, unassailable authority, a man whose pronouncements carried the weight of scripture. His family was untouchable, their piety a shield against scandal. Which rendered the news that shattered their facade not merely shocking, but a seismic betrayal that spread through the kampung like scalding oil, blistering reputations and searing tongues. At seventeen, Ratna’s slender form betrayed the impossible, undeniable curve of pregnancy. There was no wedding feast planned, no nervous fiancé presented, no name offered to anchor the life burgeoning within her womb. The whispers began as hesitant rustles in the marketplace, then grew into a cacophony of judgmental prayers—pleas offered not for her well-being or the child’s, but for a divine erasure, a miraculous miscarriage to cleanse the perceived filth.

The shame, however, proved tenacious, clinging like the swamp mud at the edge of the village. The miracle of disappearance never came, only the suffocating weight of disgrace. When Ratna, trembling with a courage born of necessity, confessed to her father, his reaction carved a deeper wound than any physical blow could inflict. He didn’t raise his hand, didn’t unleash a torrent of rage. He simply stood, an immovable monument of icy disapproval, his eyes pinning hers with the finality of a coffin nail, and uttered words that severed her from the very blood in her veins: “You’re not my daughter anymore.” The silence that followed was colder than the grave. Her mother, a statue of obedience, packed a meager bag with trembling hands. Her siblings, their faces masks of bewildered shame, refused to meet her gaze. Exile was swift and absolute; they banished her to the periphery of their world, to a dilapidated wooden shack that once stored rice, now repurposed as a container for their dishonor. Perched precariously at the lonely edge of the sawah, far enough to spare the family the visible evidence of her swelling belly and the audible sting of village gossip, it became her solitary kingdom of shame.

Isolation, however, couldn't render her invisible. Villagers still caught glimpses of her spectral figure moving with a heavy, deliberate slowness between the emerald rows of paddy, one hand perpetually cradling the burden beneath her thin baju kurung. She eked out a fragile existence selling wild herbs gathered at dawn, taking in laundry from those too poor or indifferent to care about her tainted status, offering faint, fleeting smiles to children who darted past, unaware of the stigma she carried. Yet, beneath the surface of quiet endurance, her eyes held a profound, soul-deep exhaustion—a weariness born not from physical labor, but from the crushing abandonment, the gnawing knowledge that she had been discarded like spoiled fruit. The identity of the boy who ignited this catastrophe remained a village mystery, a phantom who evaporated before responsibility could be enforced. Whispers painted him as a preacher’s son, or perhaps a stranger merely passing through, but Ratna guarded his name with a silence that bordered on reverence, a fragile, foolish ember of hope that he might yet return to claim her and their child. That hope, like so much else, proved as insubstantial as swamp mist.

Then came the night that etched itself permanently onto Kampung Merbuk’s collective memory, a night when the very atmosphere thickened with impending doom. Just after the Maghrib call to prayer faded into the humid dusk, the sky convulsed. Thunder, a monstrous roar that shook the flimsy walls of every home, tore the heavens asunder, unleashing a deluge that turned the earth to slurry. It was within this elemental fury that the screams ripped through the storm’s cacophony—Ratna’s voice, sharp as shattered glass, raw with a primal terror that cut through the drumming rain and crashing thunder. Then, abruptly, a silence descended, heavier and more profound than the storm itself, a vacuum that sucked the breath from the listening village. Only Mak Som, the aged midwife whose hands had ushered countless lives into the world, possessed the grim courage to brave the tempest’s wrath. When she finally stumbled back into the meager light of a villager’s doorway, her face was the color of ashes, her hands trembling uncontrollably. The words she choked out were stark and final: “She’s gone. So is the baby.” The following morning, beneath a sky washed unnervingly clean, they buried Ratna behind the cursed hut, near the silent congregation of banana trees. There was no sanctified ground in the village cemetery for her, no solemn azan to guide her soul, no ritual washing or shrouding in white linen. Her family remained conspicuously absent. Their intent was absolute erasure, a desperate wish for the world to forget Ratna ever existed.

But the dead, particularly those wronged, possess long memories and a relentless hunger for remembrance. The initial disturbances were easily dismissed as the natural orchestra of the night—the wind sighing through the broad banana leaves, the creak of old wood settling. Yet the sounds deepened, mutated. The keening wind began to carry the unmistakable, heart-wrenching wail of an infant, sharp and desperate in the moonless dark. This chilling cry would often intertwine with the raw, jagged sound of a woman’s sobbing, a sound that seemed to well up from the very soil. And then, most unnerving of all, came the laughter—a thin, shattered sound, brittle and sharp like bone splintering from within, devoid of any joy, echoing with a madness born of profound loss and betrayal. The natural world recoiled. Chickens were discovered lifeless in their coops, necks unnaturally twisted, eyes glazed with terror. Cats vanished without a trace, leaving only uneasy silence where their cries once sounded. Rational explanations crumbled when Pak Hassan swore on the Quran he’d seen a spectral figure clad in tattered white glide past his rain-streaked window, a figure that dissolved into the banana grove. Yusuf awoke to the sharp crack of his bedroom mirror fracturing at the stroke of midnight, and in the splintered reflection, for one horrifying instant, Ratna’s pale, accusing face stared back, eyes dark pools of infinite sorrow and rage. The final confirmation, the moment the whispered fear coalesced into undeniable dread, arrived when the imam’s son, walking too near the hut at dusk, collapsed. He awoke days later from a comatose sleep screaming, clawing frantically at his own abdomen, his voice raw with terror: “She’s looking for her baby! She’s looking for her baby!”

The word they had avoided, the ancient terror buried deep in their cultural memory, was finally spoken aloud, carried on a collective breath of pure dread: Pontianak. The vengeful spirit of a woman who died in childbirth, betrayed and abandoned, her soul poisoned by injustice. A being of unrelenting fury, her nails grown long and sharp as knives, her eyes burning with the ember-light of hell in the darkness, eternally bound to the site of her deepest suffering and the child torn from her dying grasp. Desperation drove them to summon a dukun from distant Bukit Tinggi, an old man whose skin was like cured leather, his voice a gravelly rasp, his breath reeking of cloves and raw garlic. He performed his arcane rituals under the watchful leaves, circling the largest banana tree, chanting verses that vibrated with dark power, spitting pungent concoctions onto the disturbed earth, and finally driving a long, rusted nail deep into the pulpy heart of the trunk. “She is bound now,” he declared, his eyes devoid of comfort, “but not appeased. Not forgiven.” The unnatural sounds ceased, plunging the village into an uneasy, watchful quiet.

The peace, however, was a fragile illusion, a temporary dam against a rising tide of unresolved anguish. The haunting returned, not with the chaotic fury of before, but with a terrifying, personalized precision. Fatimah, the tailor’s sharp-tongued daughter who had once openly mocked Ratna’s swollen belly, was discovered suspended from a roof beam by her own colorful tudung, her lifeless eyes rolled back to reveal only blank, clouded white orbs. Pak Ramli, the garrulous warung owner who had loudly branded Ratna a whore to an appreciative audience, awoke screaming from a nightmare only his wife heard; by morning, he was found cold in his bed, the sheets soaked in blood that seeped from deep, parallel scratches raked down his back as if by monstrous claws. Even the seemingly untouchable Haji Ghani succumbed to a wasting fever that baffled doctors and resisted medicines; in his final, delirious days, he muttered a ceaseless, broken litany of “Ampun... ampun...” – “Forgive me... forgive me...” – until his last breath escaped him precisely as the first notes of the Subuh adzan began to echo across the silent village. Kampung Merbuk became a place of hushed voices and drawn shutters. Children were forbidden from playing near the fields at dusk. The path skirting the banana grove became a forbidden zone after sunset. Offerings appeared like guilty secrets at the base of the nailed tree—wilting flowers, tiny, unworn baby clothes, small mounds of white rice—left untouched by human or beast, decaying slowly under the indifferent sun.

The turning point arrived not with another act of terror, but with a profound, belated act of contrition. Mak Som, the midwife burdened by the memory of that storm-lashed hut and the silence she found, returned alone to the grove one evening. Standing before the tree that imprisoned and perhaps concentrated the rage, her voice cracked with age and sorrow as she whispered into the oppressive stillness, “I am , Ratna. I should have stayed with you that night. I should have held your hand.” She sank slowly to the damp earth, placing a small, hand-stitched white baby blanket gently on the soil where Ratna’s bones


STORY TWO: THE HOLE BEHIND HER
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