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 Prologue
 
    
 
   Gambling is a big business in Asia. Macao, the only Chinese city with a legalized casino gambling industry, has, in recent years, surpassed Las Vegas as the world’s biggest gambling market. While Malaysia has one legalized casino, Singapore now has two integrated resorts with significant casino gambling component. Today, different forms of lottery games, sports and race track betting are readily available to residents living in numerous cities across Asia.
 
   However, increasing exposure to gambling activities may inevitably create more problem gamblers. In light of the rapid development of Asia’s gambling market, this book takes a supernatural approach to understanding this issue. 
 
   Gambling should be done in moderation. For centuries, it is a leisure activity enjoyed by many – the rich and the poor. We should just keep it that way.
 
   There are twelve ghost stories in this book - Chapter 1: Pontianak in Tekong; Chapter 2: The White Ghosts of Sentosa; Chapter 3: Don’t ‘Pray Pray’; Chapter 4: Trapped in a Lift Full of Ghosts; Chapter 5: Mahjong Ghosts in Telok Blangah; Chapter 6: Want to Improve Your Luck with a Baby Ghost?; Chapter 7: Ghosts for VIPs Only; Chapter 8: This is My Room. Get Out!; Chapter 9: A Frightening Experience in a Hotel Room; Chapter 10: A Family of Ghosts in Macao; Chapter 11: Fishing for a Ghost?; Chapter 12: An Encounter with a Ghost Prostitute. Simple facts about gambling in Singapore, Malaysia and Macao are included towards the end of book, along with a problem gambling screening questionnaire and some useful references.
 
   Enjoy reading!
 
   D.G. Lum
 
   

 
   

 Chapter 1: Pontianak in Tekong
 
    
 
   Many Singaporeans have heard stories about the Pontianak (or Kuntilanak): according to Malay folklore, the Pontianak are women who died during childbirth and subsequently became a sort of vampire. Often, the babies died along with their mothers while still inside the womb. Malays believe the Pontianak spirits reside in banana trees. No one dares to mess around with the Pontianak as they are known to be frightening, vengeful, and vicious.
 
    
 
   The following is a Pontianak story I heard from a fellow army instructor at a training camp located in the western part of Singapore. Every three to four months or so, the school took in young recruits who had just completed their basic military training. In 1989, I joined the Bravo Company as an instructor. Our job was to train the recruits to become section leaders. It was easier said than done and, very often, it was a lot of hard work, even for the instructors.
 
   Staff Pandan, my friend and assistant platoon commander, was a helpful but stern instructor. He was the one who told me this story.
 
   The incident happened during a five-day field training exercise conducted in 1990 on Pulau Tekong, Singapore’s largest outlying island and a training base for several Singapore army units. Even during those days, Pulau Tekong was considered an awfully haunted place. It was the setting of many Singapore Army ghost stories.
 
   Everyone in Bravo Company Platoon One went along for this exercise, including Staff Pandan, our fellow instructors, and me. For the instructors, it seemed like the trip would be another fun getaway. Staff Pandan had prepared a stove for cooking, and brought along an ample amount of food for all the platoon instructors. For leisure, he brought along a mini compo, portable television, and some poker cards. 
 
   For the trainees, however, it would end up being five days of mental and physical hell. 
 
   The first day was easy and basically administrative; it included maneuvering the whole platoon to the designated location on the island, setting up the gentries and the platoon headquarters (HQ), and preparing the platoon for section exercises on day two and beyond.
 
   By nightfall, all the trainees belonging to Bravo Company Platoon One had found a spot in the jungle where they would be staying for the night. Staff Pandan had instructed some trainees to clear an area about 50 meters away from where Platoon One was. This was to be the resting and sleeping area for the platoon instructors.
 
   The first night went smoothly. We had a night drill at 11:30 p.m. and Staff Pandan harassed the trainees at around 3:15 a.m. They performed pretty well under pressure and our platoon commander (PC) was pleased.
 
   On the second night, which was cold and damp, many exercises were cancelled because of thunderstorms. We had a few drills in the morning and that was it. The trainees, however, were not that pleased since they basically had to eat in the heavy rain. By 10:00 p.m., the trainees were given the instruction of ‘lights off,’ which meant they could go to sleep. 
 
   At 10:25 p.m., our company HQ sent a radio message to ask for help with some paperwork and I volunteered to go over; our platoon worked well together and we tried to help each other out with or without any direct order. That night turned out to be my lucky night!
 
   Later, Staff Pandan told me that, almost immediately after I left, the other instructors gathered to play poker. PC, Raja, Lee, and Kumur prepared a table beside the tent and started to play cards. Staff Pandan was just a few meters away. He was preparing his favorite roti prata in his makeshift kitchen. The radio was on, playing Madonna’s song, ‘Like a Prayer.’ 
 
   Three lamps lit up the resting area: one in the tent, another in the kitchen, and one more on the table. Everywhere else was basically pitch-black. The rain had stopped but clouds blocked the moonlight. There was the occasional sound of crickets.
 
   The guys had a good time initially. Then Raja placed two dollars on the table. “Let’s do the real thing,” he said, as he shuffled two decks of cards together.
 
   “Money!” shouted Staff Pandan from the kitchen. He added, “Gambling is not allowed, remember?” 
 
   The other guys were very keen. PC nodded silently, then looked at Staff Pandan and said, “Just a few rounds. No one will know. It’s just for the fun of it.” PC was the highest-ranking officer in the platoon, and Lee and Kumur were also game for it, so Staff Pandan’s concerns were ignored.
 
   The guys had a few rounds of betting and continued. It was addictive. The bet rose from S$2 to S$4 and then to S$8. Raja, who had started it all, made a few bad calls and became agitated. He had lost more than a hundred bucks.
 
   “Full house!” PC called out excitedly. At that point, the game was just between him and Raja. Raja did not expect the play and was caught by surprise. He was angry with himself for failing to see through PC’s cards. He had fallen into a trap that PC set up for him.
 
   Raja stood up. “I need to take a leak,” he said with frustration. 
 
   “A leak may be good for you,” Staff Pandan smiled and continued. “Remember, it’s just a game!”
 
   Raja obviously did not think so. After all, he was supposed to be good at this. He made his way into the dark, just far away enough to make sure the other guys could not see him. Under the faint light that shone from the tent, he found a tree and unbuckled his belt. 
 
   “Don’t forget to say, ‘excuse me’,” shouted Lee from the tent. 
 
   Raja could hear the others giggle and was mad. He tried to ignore them and went on with his business.
 
   “No gambling,” whispered a female voice softly somewhere behind him. 
 
   Raja replied spontaneously, “Stop playing, Pandan! Don’t be a pussy or else I’ll be mad!” 
 
   There was silence for a short moment and then he heard it again: “No gambling.” This time, the voice came from the dark forest right in front of him. 
 
   Raja was stunned and took two quick steps backward. He looked around carefully. “Who’s that?” he asked fearfully.
 
   “What did you say?” Staff Pandan called out to Raja, unaware of what was happening in the dark bushes.
 
   “No gambling!” the dark whispered back again. It was a soft and fragile female voice. It seemed to be nearer this time but Raja could not see anything. His feet were rooted to the ground and he was too afraid to run. 
 
   “Raja?” Staff Pandan called out once more as he looked towards Raja’s direction. 
 
   The others stopped talking and looked into the woods along the same direction. They could hear some whispering. 
 
   “Raja?” PC called out. 
 
   The guys sensed something was not right. Lee and Kumur stood up and walked towards the direction Raja had gone. Lee found him lying on the ground, just a few feet away. Raja was beside a tall banana tree; he lay there motionless, with his eyes and mouth wide open. 
 
   “He’s here!” shouted Lee as he picked up Raja’s left arm. Kumur came over and they carried Raja into the tent.
 
   “Raja!” shouted PC, thinking he might have had a seizure. 
 
   “Wake up!” said Staff Pandan, as he rubbed his hands on Raja’s face. 
 
   The guys all gathered around Raja’s motionless body, each trying to help in their own way.
 
   Suddenly, Raja yelled “Ahh….!” 
 
   Lee took one of Raja’s hands and tried to comfort him immediately. 
 
   “What’s wrong?” asked Kumur nervously. He was worried Raja might have had a heart attack. 
 
   Just then, Staff Pandan looked up, back along the direction where Raja was found. To his horror, in the dark he caught a glimpse of a ghostly figure. Standing there was a petite woman with long hair and some blood in her eyes. He swore he could see someone standing there. He kept his cool and looked away immediately, knowing from experience that one should not glare into the eyes of a spirit. When Staff Pandan looked up again, the spirit was gone. He was the only one who had seen it.
 
   Raja blinked for a second and then lost consciousness. PC quickly radioed for the platoon medic, who was at HQ at that time. 
 
   Over at HQ, I was working alongside the company staff sergeant, Wong, when we received a SOS radio call from PC. Without hesitation, several of us headed back towards Platoon One with the medic: Raja was in trouble and he was well liked by all. 
 
   Wong took his dog along. As we drew near to Platoon One campsite, Wong’s dog stopped and started to howl. The howls became whines as we approached the campsite. Wong sensed something unnatural and asked us to stick close to each other in the dark. As we walked through the jungle, he murmured, “Please excuse us, excuse us!” He chanted the line multiple times as we walked. With more than ten years in service, Wong had seen and heard it all. It was creepy but I kept mum.
 
   After a quick diagnosis by the medic, we carried Raja out of the tent and drove him to the nearest medical facility. He woke up the next day and was unable to recall what happened to him. The last event he remembered was that he was urinating. The doctors said he might have fainted because of heat exhaustion and would recover soon.
 
   Back in Platoon One, Staff Pandan did not say a single word about what he saw to anyone. He asked some trainees to shift the tent to another location, stating that the ground was too muddy and uncomfortable for all of us. 
 
   The rest of the training exercises went smoothly and according to plan. The guys did not gamble any more for the rest of the days in Tekong. Raja came back to join us on the last day. We joked that he must have lost so much money that night and got so terribly mad that he freaked out. No one took the event seriously. 
 
   However, during the weekly platoon meeting back in our camp, Staff Pandan told everyone about what he saw. He told everyone that he checked the area near our initial campsite in Tekong and found many banana trees. Below one of the trees, he had found an old urn. 
 
   Raja could not recall seeing any ghosts before he blacked out, and no one else saw anything that night. However, I contributed to the story by telling the guys about the behavior of Wong’s dog as we approached the initial campsite.
 
   Kumur thought the Pontianak was attracted to them because they were too noisy during gambling. “Maybe they don’t like people to gamble,” he supposed. 
 
   Lee thought Raja should have said ‘Excuse me’ before he urinated and could have picked a better spot. 
 
   Raja himself wondered if he was just unlucky that night.
 
   Staff Pandan told us that after he moved the tent, he and Wong returned to the spot where Raja was found. Wong burned some joss sticks and offered some fruits as well as chicken blood, while he, Pandan, recited some prayers in Indian and Malay. He told us not to tell the trainees about it. It was to be our platoon’s little secret. 
 
   PC gave the order that there would be no more gambling during future field training exercises, and Raja was all too happy to hear that. He said he would take it easy when he gambled in the future.
 
   This story was written in memory of Staff Pandan. 
 
   

 
   

 Chapter 2: The White Ghosts of Sentosa
 
    
 
   Once known as Pulau Blakang Mati, Sentosa is now a popular tourist attraction south of Singapore. In 2006, Sentosa welcomed more than five million visitors. More recently, Singapore’s first casino, at The Resort World Sentosa, opened its doors to tens of thousands of eager local and foreign gamblers.
 
    
 
   Few of these visitors know who gave Sentosa its old name, though. In Malay, ‘Pulau Blakang Mati’ means ‘The Island (Pulau) of Death (Mati) from Behind (Blakang).’ Some said the name could be traced back to the sixteenth century. Others said ‘Blakang Mati’ actually referred to a hill on the island. There are many stories of the outbreak of disease, piracy, and murders on the island. Many, supposedly, died on Pulau Blakang Mati.
 
   After the Japanese invaded Singapore in February 1942, many civilians were executed. People say the Japanese transported hundreds of civilians by boats out to the open sea from a site at Tanjong Pagar. Their hands and feet tied together, they were hurled into the waters, and fired upon. Strong currents swept many of the dead bodies away. A few hundred bodies were eventually washed ashore Pulau Blakang Mati, now known as Sentosa. 
 
   Soon after, some people claimed they could see the spirits of these dead people on the tiny island. People still see these spirits today. For example, at a construction site, a young foreign worker with whom I spoke claimed he sometimes heard strange noises at night. He was convinced that the noises were made by ghosts from the past, who have come back to haunt the island and its visitors. He said the ghosts were territorial and that people were disturbing their peace in Sentosa with the new casino and other property developments.
 
   I did not pay much attention to him initially. After all, I thought he could be suffering from homesickness, loneliness, or perhaps some hallucinations as well.
 
   However, one day I met one of my sister’s good friends and, after our conversation, began to rethink my opinion of the man who heard ghosts. Mary used to work in the reservations department of a resort hotel in Sentosa. She told me there were some things that could not be said or done on the island. At the hotel, she and many of her staff had encountered things that led them to believe that Sentosa was indeed haunted. As she told me:
 
   I was a reservations manager at the hotel for a couple of years. I can assure you that what I told you is true, and many of my ex-colleagues can be my witnesses. 
 
   During my time there, the female staff changing room was in a separate building a short distance (less than fifteen minutes’ walk) away from the main hotel. This building also housed the staff canteen and rooms for other departments, like security and purchasing. We would usually change into our uniforms in the room and then make our way to the hotel’s front office, either by taking the free employee shuttle bus or walking. We had all heard that this building with the changing rooms used to be a British medical center or something similar during the war. But we never expected it to be haunted! 
 
   One night, one of my front office girls went to the changing room after work. She was washing her hands when the lights in the room suddenly went off. There was total darkness and she had to feel her way out of the building. At the door entrance, the lights unexpectedly came on again. She was frightened, ran off, and told everyone about the incident.
 
   After much pleading from her, a male staff member decided to investigate the incident. Initially, he suspected foul play. On the way to the changing room, he saw the lights turning off and then on again several times. However, the lights stopped when he reached the room. He went into the changing room to investigate but found nothing unusual.
 
   Over the next few months, I received several reports of faulty lights in the female staff changing room. Initially, after each report I called electricians to come and check the room, but each time they found nothing wrong. Gradually, we got used to it.
 
   Then, one day, two of my girls were chatting in the room when the locker doors started slamming violently. Confused and frightened, they ran out of the room and reported the incident to me.
 
   The next day, I secretly engaged a Taoist spiritual medium to help us. I did not tell my superior about it. My staffers were afraid to go into the changing room and I needed to do something to calm them down. Later, on a quiet Sunday, the medium and two of his disciples performed some rituals in the room. After two hours, they came out. The medium said everything would be all right and the ghosts would never come back again. I paid him handsomely from my own pocket.
 
   Two months later, a new rumor began to spread. This time, it was about strange happenings at one of our signature restaurants. The restaurant, which was located in the west side of the hotel, overlooked the sea; it had a nice atmosphere and served great seafood. Apparently, two of its waitresses were cleaning up in the middle of the night when they saw a Japanese soldier walking around, carrying his own head. The next day, both waitresses resigned. 
 
   Nine months later, when your sister joined my front office team, the same strange events began in one of the villas. At Villa 1, the lights would turn on and off by themselves every night, even though it was vacant. 
 
   Each time the lights turned off, I would investigate the villa with a security guard. At the villa, I would turn on the lights again. But moments later, the lights would turn off by themselves. Once again, an electrician checked the building and found nothing wrong with the wiring and switches. I gradually learned to live with this oddity, as there were no major complaints from the cleaners or hotel guests.
 
   However, one late night, a male security guard and I took a golf cart to investigate another lighting incident. He was driving the cart and I was sitting right beside him. I was chatting with the guard when I saw something up in a tree in the distance. It was white and appeared to be still.
 
   As the cart drove nearer, I was terrified to see a lady dressed in white sitting on one of the branches. She was staring at me!
 
   I looked away immediately, adhering to a piece of advice given to me by the medium. “Never look into their [spirits’] eyes. Ignore them if you can,” he had told me the last time we met. And so I did.
 
   At the villa, the security guard stopped the cart, turned, and saw my pale, horrified face. He asked me what went wrong and I told him that I had seen a white ghost on the tree. He said he had not noticed anything unusual on the way there.
 
   As I turned my head back to the direction we had come from, I could see a number of white figures from a distance. I looked away immediately and asked the guard if he could see them. He said there was nothing.
 
   On our return, we drove as fast as we could. We tried to focus on the road. I held on to him tightly.
 
   One week later, I handed in my resignation. I thought it was too much to bear. I did not sign up for this.
 
   Some people can see things that others cannot. Some are happy with this ability; others are not. It seems that some ghosts only want to be seen by these gifted humans. The gifted are the link between the dead and the living. They are the one who will pass on the stories and legacies of the dead.
 
   So, are you a gifted person?
 
   

 
   

 Chapter 3: Don’t ‘Pray Pray’
 
    
 
   Do you know that Singaporeans are among the most avid buyers of lottery games in the world? Toto and 4D are the most popular forms of lotteries in Singapore. Some say Singaporeans are buying a dream when they purchase a Toto ticket: they’re buying a fantasy and hope that they will become rich one day. 
 
    
 
   A Toto ticket may be cheap, but its potential reward is enormous. It is easy to play; you pick six numbers and hope they match the winning numbers, which are periodically drawn. If you do not know which six numbers to pick, you can just do a QuickPick. It is as easy as that. However, the odds of winning six numbers are roughly one out of eight million. 
 
   While the odds are against every Toto player, some Singaporeans believe there are other means to beat the system. Some use supernatural forces to help them win. Some use their supreme luck, while others rely on their god(s) to help them overcome the odds.
 
   I heard about one woman used her relationship with her god for her own financial benefits. Her name is Mrs Yin and she is now a devoted Buddhist. She is married with young children, and her husband is employed by a German company as a maintenance worker. The family lives in a flat at Pasir Ris, an eastern suburb of Singapore.
 
   I do not know Mrs Yin personally. But her close friend told me that Mrs Yin had a strange and horrifying encounter with the divine forces. This is Mrs Yin’s story. 
 
   Two years ago, Mrs Yin was a full-time mother of three kids. She had been married for eleven years. Mrs Yin and her husband had bought their first HDB flat a few years earlier. Before that, they were sharing a place with her elder sister-in-law. 
 
   Saving enough for their first flat was not easy. After all, her husband was only a maintenance worker, and she had not worked full time since their first child was born in 2001. She had done some casual work in the past, such as distributing flyers for an advertising company in Raffles Place and helping out in a chicken and rice stall at the Bedok Interchange, but that amount of money did not compare to a full-time salary.
 
   While her three lovely kids kept her busy every day, Mrs Yin often found time to wait in line and buy her favorite Toto tickets. Her close friends all called her the Toto Ratu (ratu means ‘queen’ in Malay). Mrs Yin believed Toto was the means to an end, and her devotion to Toto could sometimes be extreme. Despite her financial situation, Mrs Yin could sometimes spend several hundred dollars buying Toto in one month.
 
   In spite of her devotion, Mrs Yin had never won Toto, even though she had started playing the game on a regular basis about five years earlier. She thought she got her bad luck from her husband, who never seemed to make it in his career. In contrast, all her friends’ husbands had decent jobs that they could be proud of. One even became a general manager, overseeing a factory in Tuas. Mrs Yin’s husband had once interviewed to join his company’s sales department, but performed badly at the interview. They wanted someone who was more outspoken and business-savvy. He was not up to it.
 
   One day, Mrs Yin was talking to a group of friends in a wet market. One told her about a powerful four-faced Buddha statue in an old Buddhist temple at Balestier. “You should go there and pray,” her friend said excitedly. “He always answers to prayers of devoted Buddhist disciples. It’s true!” She chattered on, “My friend once prayed for her son to be admitted into Hwa Chong Junior College. Even though the school’s principal said it was nearly impossible because of his poor grades, her son made it, for unknown reasons.” Her friend continued, “I have another friend who got the second prize in Singapore Sweep just two weeks ago. Before that, he had prayed in the temple for ten consecutive weekends and made many offerings.”
 
   Mrs Yin’s eyebrows rose as she heard the second story. She was really keen but wondered, “I’m not a devoted Buddhist. How can I make it work?” So, Mrs Yin asked her friend for the address of the temple and decided to pay it a visit the following weekend. She decided to bring her kids with her. It would be a nice outing for all of them too.
 
   That weekend, Mrs Yin found the small and quiet Buddhist temple. Inside, there was no one to be seen. In the main hall stood an immense (three meters tall) statue of Guan Yin (the Goddess of Mercy). Mrs Yin looked around but did not see any four-faced Buddha statue in the hall. 
 
   “Is this the right place?” asked her eldest daughter, Min, who knew her mum wanted to pray for wealth.
 
   Just then, an old lady walked in from a back door. She saw Mrs Yin and her kids searching the hall, and asked them what were they looking for. Mrs Yin said her friends had mentioned a four-faced Buddha statue in this temple. 
 
   The old lady nodded and led Mrs Yin and her kids to the backyard. At the back of the temple, right beside the management office, stood a small (roughly half a meter), golden, four-faced Buddha. There were some fruits and nuts on the table, along with two golden oil lamps.
 
   The old lady asked if it was their first time praying to the four-faced Buddha. 
 
   “Yes!” said Mrs Yin as she took out some fruits from the plastic bag that she brought along.
 
   The old lady smiled and introduced herself. “I have lived here for eleven years with two other people.” She continued, with a more serious facial expression, “The four-faced Buddha is kind and powerful. If he grants you your wish, make sure you repay his kindness promptly.” 
 
   Mrs Yin knelt on the floor and started to pray. “Dear Buddha, I am living in poverty and misery. My husband is useless and I have three young children to care for. All I ask for is to win a Toto top prize this month. If you grant me my wish, I will come back here and offer you more fruit, nuts, cakes, and a chicken. I will also become a devoted Buddhist and will come visit you every few weeks. Please, please grant me my wish.”
 
   Many days passed. Mrs Yin waited patiently for her turn to win Toto. It was a Thursday, the day when a new set of Toto numbers were to be drawn. Mrs Yin spent her day as usual, taking the kids to their schools, cooking, and tidying her flat. 
 
   During dinner, she turned her head to look at the clock. It was 6:40 p.m. Eagerly, she asked her daughter Min, who was in the study, to hook their computer up to the Internet and check the Toto draw results. Her heart was pounding quickly. She had a feeling something would happen this time.
 
   As Min loaded the pages, something caught Mrs Yin’s eyes. She swiftly referred to her ticket and then back to the screen again. She froze. Her breathing stopped and her heart seemed silent. There, on the screen, she saw it:
 
    [image: ] 
 
   Min exclaimed, “You have all the numbers, Mum!” 
 
   “Look! Look!” Mrs Yin shouted repeatedly, as others rushed into the study. It was amazing. She had struck Toto for the first time in her life. Moreover, she had won a group one prize, more than S$1.5 million! Her mind ran wild for a moment. “I’ll upgrade our flat, and get a Louis Vuitton bag and shoes for myself, a Toyota car for him, a princess dress for Kim, an iPod for Chong, a laptop for Min, and we’ll take a family holiday to Europe…” 
 
   The next day, the whole family went to Singapore Pools to claim the prize money. Mr Yin took a day off from work and the kids took a leave of absence from school. It was their happiest day ever.
 
   Over the next six months, the Yin family sold their flat and upgraded to a condominium in Bedok. They bought their first car, a Toyota Accent, and many other gifts to make themselves happy. Mrs Yin was soaked with joy. She was a millionaire.
 
   However, Mrs Yin had made a huge mistake. She had forgotten to repay the kindness of the four-faced Buddha. It was he who had helped her earned her million and blessed her with her good fortune.
 
   Occasionally, Min would remember and ask her mum if she should go back to the temple to make some offerings. Mrs Yin would ignore the matter and brush her daughter’s questions aside, saying, “We have so much to do. No time for that now. We will see about it next month.”
 
   Then, the seventh month after she won Toto, Mrs Yin happened to drive past the temple that housed the four-faced Buddha. She was on her way to pick up Min. There was a heavy traffic jam and her car temporarily stopped right in front of the temple’s entrance. She was busy talking on her new Nokia phone when she saw the old lady from the temple. The old lady stared at Mrs Yin and appeared to be shouting angrily at her. 
 
   Mrs Yin could not really hear what the old lady said, although she thought she heard the word, “Die.” Her car was simply too far away and the window was wound up. She could, however, sense hostility from the old lady. She suddenly recalled what the old lady had said in the temple: “…Make sure you repay his kindness promptly.”
 
   Just then, the traffic cleared and Mrs Yin sped away. She picked Min up from school and headed home. She had decided to take the ECP highway because she loved to see its luxury condominiums along the way. She hoped she would be able to upgrade to one of them soon. 
 
   As she daydreamed while driving her car, a burst of golden light shone on her face. Suddenly, the car in front of her braked abruptly. Speeding at 110 kilometers an hour, Mrs Yin simply could not stop her car in time. Her car smashed into the one in front of her with such force that the airbag was activated. 
 
   Mrs Yin lost consciousness.
 
   When she woke up, she was lying on a hospital. Her husband and two youngest children were beside her. “Where’s Min?” she asked, looking around for her eldest daughter. Mr Yin broke down spontaneously. Min had died in the car accident.
 
   Over the next few days, the Yin family grieved over the loss of one of their dearest members. Then, on the last day of the wake, Mr Yin received news that he had been retrenched at work. The company said restructuring had made Mr Yin’s job redundant.
 
   That same night, Mrs Yin, still grieving her daughter, had a nightmare. She saw the old lady again. This time she was standing beside the four-faced Buddha. Through the voice of the old lady, the four-faced Buddha reprimanded Mrs Yin for not showing gratitude for his kindness. He warned that more retribution would come if she did not change: she, the other kids, and her husband would all suffer a similar fate.
 
   Mrs Yin woke up from her nightmare in a cold sweat. She put her hands together and started praying. She murmured that she had learned her lessons, and she hoped nothing else would happen to her family. 
 
   The next day, after the funeral ended, Mrs Yin went to the Buddha’s temple. Her husband and kids accompanied her. They brought fruit, nuts, cakes, and a chicken, just as she had originally promised. They made their offerings to the golden four-faced Buddha and prayed for good health. 
 
   Our mutual friend told me Mrs Yin now passionately pursues her Buddhist studies at a Buddhist college in Singapore. Her spiritual encounter has made her stronger and more devoted to Buddhism. She now realizes the importance of family and knows her rightful place in the universe. She has to be a good mother to her kids and a lovely wife to her husband. She has learned to be humble and grateful for what she has. She has stopped playing Toto or any other lottery. 
 
   

 
   

 Chapter 4: Trapped in a Lift Full of Ghosts
 
    
 
   In 2010, many Singaporeans eagerly awaited the opening of casinos in two new resorts: the Resort World Sentosa and Marina Bay Sands. In this story, the living find that they are not the only ones hoping for a chance to gamble in Singapore’s first casinos. The dead are just as keen!
 
    
 
   Mr Ang and his family were busy packing their bags. They had booked rooms in one of Singapore’s newest hotels on Sentosa. Mr Ang had managed to secure a room on the opening day through a family member, who happened to work for the new hotel. Finally, after months of waiting, the hotel was ready to accept its first group of guests. 
 
   The family of four was excited about the stay and looked forward to a great weekend in Sentosa. Mr Ang and his family checked into their hotel room, which had a real Chinese contemporary feeling, as early as they could. The two boys were the first to sprint into the room. Within seconds, they were jumping up and down on the fresh new beds. It was a fun day for the Angs and they had a good time.
 
   That night, the Angs had a sumptuous dinner in one of the hotel restaurants and then decided to return to their beautiful hotel room.
 
   In the nice new hotel lobby, Mr Ang pressed the button for the lift. It was only 9:00 p.m. and, surprisingly, no one was in the lift lobby except for the four of them. It took a while before the lift came and the door opened. A few guests stepped out and the Angs gave way. The Angs chatted away as they entered the lift.
 
   “Even the lift is so pretty,” said one of the boys. Mr Ang smiled and examined the lift carefully. 
 
   Mrs Ang was pleased. “It was money well spent!” she said.  
 
   Suddenly, the lights in the lift blinked and the lift stopped.
 
   “Oh, no!” said Mr Ang after a pause. Moments later, he pushed a button on the intercom to ask for help. The family waited for a minute or two but no one answered the intercom. Mrs Ang tried the button again. Still, there was no reply. 
 
   Seconds later, the lights in the lift went off completely. They were left in total darkness. Mrs Ang held on to her boys tightly in the dark. She could not see their faces but she could feel them shiver and hear them breathe heavily. 
 
   “Mummy, I’m scared,” screamed one of the boys. This was the first time they had ever been stuck in a lift. 
 
   Mr Ang tried to comfort everyone. “Don’t worry, someone will come and help us.” 
 
   “It’s no big deal, boys,” said Mrs Ang. She joked, “I was always stuck in the lifts when I was little, like you. Very unlucky all the time, you know!” 
 
   “Wait! I can hear some voices,” Ang said with relief. He thought help had arrived and tried to move the family away from the door.
 
   The Angs paused and waited. They could hear laughter coming from door. 
 
   “Why are they laughing?” asked one boy. 
 
   Mrs Ang was annoyed and puzzled but called out, “Hey, someone please help us. We are trapped in the lift!” 
 
   The voices grew louder. Mr Ang could sense that help was approaching, so the Angs waited and waited.
 
   “Not a bad hotel! But too many people today.” said one voice. 
 
   “Only the first day, lah!” answered another. 
 
   A few others laughed.
 
   The Angs could hear the voices clearly. “Here!” Mr Ang shouted. “We are here. Trapped!”
 
   More voices began to surround the lift. They were all voices of middle-aged men. The Angs could hear the voices coming from the walls and ceiling. Some even came from the floor, where they were standing.
 
   “What’s happening?” whispered Mrs Ang to her husband. She began to feel that something was not right there. She grabbed her sons and quickly pulled them close to her. 
 
   Mr Ang held his wife’s hand and stood very still. He was frightened by the voices that were surrounding him. He could barely hear his wife talking to him. 
 
   One voice shouted, “When can we start?” 
 
   Another replied, “Not so soon, lah! I think they only opened the hotels. The casino will be some time later.” 
 
   “What! My fingers are itching,” another voice said. “No fun here! Let’s go!”
 
   Just then, the lights in the lift came back instantly and it began to move again.
 
   When the lights came on, Mr Ang turned to look at his family. His sons were silent, their eyes were tightly shut, and their lips were pale. They were hugging their mother tightly. He could see his wife chanting. She was staring at the ceiling and appeared to be in shock.
 
   Mr Ang gathered them up as quickly as he could when the lift door opened, and they made a dash for it. It was an extremely frightening experience for them, so they packed their bags and checked out immediately. On their way back to the reception, they avoided the lift and took the stairs. Their trip would be the first and the last time they ever set foot in the hotel. 
 
   

 
   

 Chapter 5: Mahjong Ghosts in Telok Blangah
 
    
 
   Mahjong is a popular game of choice for many Chinese around the world. While the origin of this Chinese game can be traced back to the Song dynasty, its modern version is only developed during late Qing dynasty. Today, if you live in apartments in Hong Kong, Macao, Taiwan, or Singapore, it is common to hear the sound of mahjong tiles knocking as Chinese play their all-time favorite game.
 
    
 
   When I was little, my family lived in a five-room flat in a block at Telok Blangah. Telok Blangah is a suburb south of Singapore. We were on the twenty-third floor and had a good view of the city skyline. My best friend and primary school classmate, Ben, also lived in the same block, on the twenty-fifth floor.
 
   I loved to play with Ben. Occasionally, after dinner, I would run up the stairs to look for him. We would often play hide-and-seek or police-catch-thief. Ben’s mother was a good friend of my mum’s and her mahjong kaki (which means ‘friend’ in Malay). We had a good time together in Telok Blangah until Ben’s family decided to move out one day. As far as I remember, it was a hasty decision. His mother came to my house one day in August to inform my mum that they would be leaving very soon for Marine Parade and then they moved out the following day. Mum and I were equally puzzled by their actions. Ben’s family loved living in their flat and liked the neighborhood very much, or so we thought.
 
   It was only thirteen years later that we found out why they moved out so suddenly. My mum was shopping in Takashimaya (a large Japanese department store) one day when she bumped into Ben’s mother. They had lunch together and Mrs Lee told my mum her story. 
 
   “You know, Mrs Lam…” said Mrs Lee. She paused for a while, took a quick sip of her black coffee, and continued, “I loved my flat in Telok Blangah and would have never left,” she anxiously looked behind her shoulders, “…if not for #24-124.” Mrs Lee was referring to the family on Floor 24, Unit 124, of our block.
 
   “What was wrong with them?” my mum asked curiously. She had no idea who had lived in that unit. Mrs Lee went on, “I too had no idea a week before we moved out, but I can tell you now that it is haunted.” 
 
   Mum was surprised to hear that. “A haunted apartment in our block?” she exclaimed with suspicion. She thought Mrs Lee was just joking.
 
   “I’m serious!” Mrs Lee raised her voice. “I heard and saw it. Ben’s dad was the one to first discover it. This was what happened... 
 
   It began on a Friday night. My son Ben, who was twelve years old at that time, was still awake and was watching late night television with his father. I was reading my gossip magazine in my bedroom and then went to bed before they did. As you may remember, our unit was right above #24-124. 
 
   At around 12:10 a.m., Ben and his dad could hear the sound of mahjong tiles hitting against each other. Because we were on the highest floor of the block, we could hear the sound fairly loudly. Ben could also hear some people laughing and talking.
 
   Ben’s dad was not pleased. “Who would play mahjong at this late hour?” he complained and looked down the window to see where it came from. He found out that the sound came from the flat just below our own. 
 
   At 1:00 a.m., the mahjong party was still going on. Ben’s dad grew increasingly angry with our inconsiderate neighbors. “They have never done that before. But this is not right.” He decided to go down to ask them to stop. He put on his slippers and walked down the stairs to the floor below. 
 
   To his surprise, there was complete silence on the twenty-fourth floor. He stood at the door of #24-124 and tried to eavesdrop. It seemed absolutely quiet inside. He waited for a while and then returned to our flat.
 
   Back home, he asked Ben if he had heard anything else. Ben said the mahjong noise had stopped just a little while ago. Thinking that the neighbors must have finished their mahjong game for the night, Ben’s dad decided to forget about the whole incident.
 
   The next morning, he told me what happened and said that the neighbor living below our flat had played mahjong until around 1:10 a.m. He asked me if I knew the family at #24-124 and if they were also my regular mahjong kaki. “No, of course not! I have not played mahjong for a while,” I replied defensively. As you probably remember, Ben’s dad did not like it when I played mahjong.
 
   That evening, we had dinner early, watched some television programs, and then went to bed. Then, at around 12:20, the sound of mahjong tiles could be heard again from #24-124. We were all woken up by the noise, which included giggles and people talking loudly.
 
   Frustrated and angry, Ben’s dad got dressed to go downstairs to ask the neighbor to stop. I decided to accompany him.
 
   To our surprise, it was dead quiet on the floor. There was not a single sound coming from #24-124. Ben’s dad decided to ring the bell anyhow. We waited for a moment but no one answered the bell. I told Ben’s dad not to create a scene at this time of the night and managed to drag him back to our flat. We figured our neighbors did not want to be disturbed at that time.
 
   The next day, I went down to Auntie Tao’s unit at #24-122. It was diagonally opposite to unit 124. I ask Auntie Tao if she had heard any noise, like mahjong games, in the last two nights. She told me that her family had gone to bed early both nights and had not heard anything. 
 
   On the third day, Ben came back from school late, had a quick lunch, and then rushed down to your place to play with your son. When he returned home, he told me he had seen an old lady standing at the door of #24-124. The door was wide open and Ben could see an old mahjong table at the centre of the living room. The lady stared at Ben as he made his way up the stairs. Ben said she did not look friendly at all.
 
   When I heard that, I decided to head down to the flat again to have a chat with the owners. I wanted to let them know we were not at all pleased with the noise they had made over the last two nights.
 
   It was 6:25 p.m. I got to the floor and could see the door of #24-124 closing gradually. I doubled my footsteps and called out, “Wait. I need to talk.” It was too late. The door slammed right in front of my face. I was furious, as I was sure whoever closed the door must have heard me call out. “Excuse me. I’m a neighbor from upstairs!” I called out, pressing the bell and knocking the door at the same time. I waited for a minute or so but no one answered.
 
   Feeling disgusted and disappointed, I turned around and was about to take the stairs back up when one of the lifts opened. A woman dressed in a black suit and carrying a folder stepped out. She looked at me and smiled. I smiled back reluctantly. The woman walked past me and stood at the door of #24-124. “No one’s answering,” I told her.
 
   She looked at me curiously and said, “Of course. There’s no one in it.” 
 
   I was puzzled and asked her how she knew. 
 
   She replied confidently, “This unit has just been up for sale. The owners have left it empty for about two to three years now. They are now in Hong Kong.”
 
   I was stunned and told her the door had slammed just five minutes ago. I also told her my son saw an old lady just a while before that. 
 
   She was perplexed but insisted. “I told you,” she said, continuing, “This home has been empty for many months. I am the only one with the keys.” She took out a set of keys from her pocket and opened the door. “You see, I’m the agent in charge of selling this property. You can come in if you want. I will be advertising soon.”
 
   For some reason, I was too afraid to step into #24-124. I peeked into the living room. The curtains were all drawn and there was no furniture in sight. The agent went in. I could hear the sound of her high heels. I just stood at the door. Moments later, she returned. 
 
   “No. Everything looks the same as I left it last week. There’s no sign of anybody in here, as before,” she claimed unhurriedly and walked back into the flat. “You must have made a mistake.”
 
   I felt a cold shiver and my hands started sweating, but I tried to control my fear. I knew I had seen the door slam and I knew Ben would not lie to me. “How could we explain the noise of people playing mahjong in the middle of the night?” I questioned in my mind.
 
   I was too frightened to tell my husband about it that night when he returned from work. I kept mum about the whole incident and told Ben not to talk about it anymore. And we did not hear any noise that night.
 
   But on the fifth night, it happened again. There was laughter and giggling. At some point, I could hear an old lady shouting, “Pong.” Ben’s dad was again furious. It was 12:35 a.m. He got up from our bed and before I could stop him, he was already out of the flat. 
 
   I contemplated whether to follow him. “Perhaps he will only find silence, like we did before,” I rationalized. But, somehow, I feared for his safety. 
 
   I put on my robe and was at the door when he returned. He was fuming. He said heatedly that an old lady had opened the door at #24-124 and swore at him before he could even say anything. “She said if I didn’t leave them alone, we would all die. She said we should move out of our flat instead,” Ben’s dad said furiously as he picked up the phone. “I’m going to call the police,” he added.
 
   I put my hand out and stopped him. “Are you crazy?” I cried out, weeping as I tried to control my fear. He asked what was wrong with me. I trembled and started shaking my head violently. He got hold of my arms and tried to calm me down. 
 
   Ben was woken up by the commotion and stood outside his bedroom. “What’s wrong, Mum and Dad?” he asked, sleepily.
 
   Ben’s dad gave me some water and I sat down. I then told them about the whole incident and what the agent had said. As I talked, we could still hear the noise of people playing mahjong. Then, just as I finished my story, the noise stopped suddenly—as though someone just turned off the volume.
 
   There was an eerie silence and we just looked at each other. The next day, we decided to move out of our flat. A few months after we moved out to Marine Parade, I saw an HDB sale advertisement for #24-124 in the newspaper. I was curious and called the agent, telling her that I was the lady she chatted with at the unit some time back. She remembered me. I asked her about the history of the unit and whether an old lady ever lived there. 
 
   She thought about it and then told me that the grandmother of her client had lived alone there for many years. She was fond of playing mahjong with her friends. However, she died about two years ago. They found her dead on her mahjong table at the living room. She had a heart-attack.
 
   My mum stared at Mrs Lee in disbelief as she finished her story. Mrs Lee took the last sip of her coffee and parted with my mum. “You’d better leave that place, too,” said Mrs Lee, before leaving. “The spirit might still be there after all these years!” 
 
   Six months later, we moved out of Telok Blangah. 
 
   

 
   

 Chapter 6: Want to Improve Your Luck with a Baby Ghost?
 
    
 
   Some say many invisible forces in casinos work against their gamblers. Feng shui masters are often called upon to advise casinos on how to improve their businesses. Supposedly, casinos have feng shui traps everywhere. Positive chi flows from all areas of a casino to its ‘belly,’ while negative chi channels around its gamblers in a subtle way to affect their gambling behavior. Rumor has it that some casinos also have engaged spiritual (mostly Taoist) mediums to provide extra protection for their business operations. The mediums rear a baby ghost under each gambling table. The ghost’s job is to make sure the casino wins by manipulating the gamblers’ cards against.
 
   To protect themselves, superstitious gamblers often bring a small pack of sugar with them to casinos. Before gambling, they will secretly sprinkle a pinch of sugar on the floor or tabletop. The purpose is to please the ghost so it will manipulate the cards: sugar is food to the baby ghost. Some say this method works well. Even slot machine players are resorting to such tactics (like sprinkling some sugar on a machine before playing) to beat the casino. 
 
   One of my friends told me there are other better methods to beat the casino. One method is to beat a ghost with a ghost. In Singapore a forty-one-year-old businessman from Geylang, Tuck Heng, did just that. 
 
    
 
   Tuck Heng loved to gamble, especially by playing blackjack and baccarat, because he thought those games had the highest odds of winning. He went on a gambling cruise almost twice each month. The ships set sail from the Singapore Cruise Centre. After thirteen consecutive unlucky gambling trips onboard a luxury gambling cruise ship, Tuck Heng wanted to win badly. His losses had piled up by the thousands of dollars during each trip. 
 
   A close friend, a regular gambling associate of many gambling cruises, advised him to seek the help of a Taoist spiritual medium. “I heard this guy is good,” said his friend. So, Tuck Heng decided to meet this medium. His friend arranged the venue, day, and time for the meeting: a four-room HDB flat in Geylang, on a Thursday. The time was 11:00 p.m., and there was a full moon. 
 
   That night, Tuck Heng and his friend met the medium, a short, fat, but sturdy old man, who was probably in his mid-fifties. They spoke for a while and then the medium went into one of his rooms. He returned with a tiny, odd-looking, glass Chinese perfume bottle. It was bright yellow in color and had some Chinese inscription on it. 
 
   “This is what you need,” claimed the medium as he pointed at the bottle. “Feed him every day with a handful of sugar. Respect him and treat him well, just like your own son.” As Tuck Heng and his friend looked on, the medium added, “This baby ghost is more than thirty years old, but he is a tough cookie.” 
 
   The medium then passed over the bottle, and Tuck Heng accepted it with care. The medium gave other, more specific instructions. Tuck Heng needed to feed the baby ghost by sprinkling a handful of sugar on the bottle every night at midnight for forty-nine days. After that, the baby ghost would gladly obey any order he gave. It would be his pet forever. It would protect him and ensure that he won every time he gambled. Tuck Heng and his friend paid the medium handsomely and left happily.
 
   For forty-nine days, Tuck Heng diligently paid respect to his baby ghost. He fed the ghost every night at midnight and even sang his favorite Hokkien songs to the ghost when he had the time. He brought the perfume bottle everywhere he went. The bottle was with him even when he was bathing. 
 
   On the fiftieth day, Tuck Heng booked a two-day cruise to nowhere and brought his baby ghost with him. He kept the bottle in his pocket. The medium was right. On the first day that Tuck Heng sat foot in the casino, he won a lot of money: S$82,800, to be exact. He was extremely pleased with himself and with his baby ghost.
 
   On the second day, Tuck Heng went to the casino early in the morning. He picked a blackjack table and began his game. By noon, he had already won more than the day before. He got so carried away, however, that he took out his perfume bottle and placed it on the gambling table. The dealer and other gamblers stared at him but Tuck Heng did not care. He thought this would make him win even more since the baby ghost could see the cards better. 
 
   Something unfortunate happened. During one of his gambling sessions, he accidentally tipped his hot teacup over and wet the perfume bottle thoroughly. Afterwards, he started to lose at every bet. Within an hour, he lost all the money that he had won that the morning. 
 
   Tuck Heng grew more frustrated by the minute. He was upset with the baby ghost. It was supposed to help him to win but did not. He grew gloomy and agitated as his losses piled up. Soon, he began to scold the bottle and the baby ghost in it. 
 
   Everyone on the gambling table looked at him with surprise. Some wondered if he had gone crazy. The dealer and his supervisor were happy not to interfere, though, since Tuck Heng was losing so much to the casino.
 
   It was a bad day for Tuck Heng. He left the casino at late night, went to the pub, and got really drunk. He fell asleep immediately after returning to his cabin. At around 2:00 a.m., Tuck Heng woke up feeling giddy and threw up in the toilet. All of a sudden, he heard the sound of a baby crying. He turned around and looked back into his room. The lights were on and it was clear that no one was in the room except himself. He cleaned up and went back to bed at once, thinking the noise must be coming from the occupants next door.
 
   However, the moment he lay back down, the bed began to shake violently. Tuck Heng was shocked and picked himself up instantly. He had no idea what was going on. He tried to get out of his room, but the door just would not open. He picked up the phone but there were no dial tone; the phone was dead. In desperation, Tuck Heng banged on his door and screamed for help. But no one answered his call.
 
   The next day, the cruise returned to Singapore and all the passengers left the ship. 
 
   A cleaner was making her rounds to each room, picking up used towels and tidying the beds, but when she came to one particular room and tried to open it, she found that the door was locked from the inside. She tried in vain to open it but could not. She knocked several times and asked if anyone was inside, but no one answered. Finally, she decided to call security. 
 
   A security guard and a front office staff came to investigate. After much effort, they managed to hack open the door. There, lying on the floor, facedown, was Tuck Heng. They turned him over and felt for his pulse but there were none. There was also a strong smell of alcohol in the room.
 
   The police came onboard the ship within minutes. Tuck Heng was officially proclaimed dead. Initial investigation by the police revealed he had died of excessive alcohol intoxication. Further investigation and an autopsy concluded that he had died from internal bleeding. His lungs were practically crushed. 
 
   After several months, the police were unable to find any information related to his death and finally closed the case as ‘a death from unnatural causes.’ No further charges were made and no foul play was suspected.
 
   In the meantime, the room was cleaned. An open and empty perfume bottle was found under the mattress. The cruise company engaged a Taoist spiritual medium to pacify the room and safeguard it against evil spirits. All the staff members who knew about this incident were told to keep mum.
 
   Despite rumors that baby ghosts can enhance one’s luck, there is no safe and easy way to gamble. In fact, when gambling with the supernatural, a shortcut can potentially lead to a short life.
 
   

 
   

 Chapter 7: Ghosts for VIPs Only
 
    
 
   Have you heard that some casino hosts put their VIP gamblers in hotel rooms that are supposedly haunted in order to erode their gambling luck?
 
    
 
   A VIP gambler—let’s call him ‘Mun’—that I met a few years back told me his story. 
 
   In 2006, an attractive lady named Kwan solicited him to gamble on board a gambling cruise ship. Kwan was a representative for a junket operator. Junket operators actively solicit keen gamblers to play in casinos. Generally, in return, they get a commission or fee from the casino for bringing in ‘guests.’ 
 
   Mun accepted and boarded the cruise ship, which set off to international waters. He checked into a room, which was neat and beautifully decorated, then immediately went into action and went to the casino. That morning, he had a winning streak and made thousands for himself. By noon, the casino host who was servicing him throughout his gambling session, asked him to take a break. The host treated Mun to a great lunch. 
 
   After lunch, the host left to make a call. He came back to tell Mun that they had decided to transfer him into a better, bigger room. Mun was immediately taken to his new accommodation, which was located on the top floor of the cruise ship. The room was spacious and even more luxurious then the one he had been in previously, so Mun was delighted with the new arrangement.
 
   Mun then decided to take a short nap, and he closed his eyes. After he slept, he felt something strange. He thought he could feel himself spinning in the air. He opened his eyes instantly and felt a bit dizzy. He did not know what happened or why he was feeling this way. “Perhaps I am getting seasick,” he thought and took some painkillers before napping again.
 
   He fell soundly asleep. When he woke up, he realized it was already past 8:00 p.m. He had slept for six hours. He wondered why he was so tired. In fact, he felt more tired than he had before his nap.
 
   Just then, he heard a knock at the door. He opened it and a young female cleaner was standing there. “I’m here to prepare your bed for the night, sir,” she said readily. Just after she spoke to Mun, her gaze shifted to the bed. Her eyes blinked several times, her facial expression changed, and she took two steps away from the door. Mun could see her bite her lips. She clenched her fists. Then, looking back at Mun, the cleaner said in a hurried tone, “I…I…I will come back later, sir!” She quickly disappeared from the corridor.
 
   “What a weird person!” thought Mun, as he got ready to go down to the casino.
 
   There, his luck changed. Mun made a couple of mistakes at the gambling tables. He began losing rapidly and found it hard to focus. Before he knew it, he had lost a round again. Hoping to win back his losses, Mun bet even more the next round. His losses piled up rapidly. Within an hour, he accumulated close to S$100,000 in losses.
 
   Soon, he retired from his game and returned to his cabin. After walking back to his cabin, Mun saw a piece of paper stuck to his door. It said, “Meet me at the pub any time before 3:00 a.m. I have important things to tell you. From, the lady you met at 8:10 p.m.” 
 
   Mun was surprised to see the note and wondered, “Maybe she is a prostitute?” Still, Mun was curious and decided to meet her.
 
   Mun bumped into the lady while she was doing her cleaning at the pub. The moment she saw Mun, she walked over to him and dragged him to the side. “I can see strange things,” whispered the lady. She was scared but anxious and was trying to calm herself down. “I have had the ability since I was young. So, you must believe me.” 
 
   Mun was confused, “Believe what?”
 
   “I saw two ghosts in your room just now!” exclaimed the lady. “It’s true! They had long hair and nails and were right beside your bed.”
 
   Mun was stunned. His first thought was that this lady must be nuts.
 
   The lady stared into Mun’s eyes, and repeated herself with conviction. “Believe me! They were holding on to your bed as though they were going to lift it up! They looked back at me!”
 
   It just seemed so unbelievable. Mun looked straight back at her. “I’m not interested in you, okay? Please don’t look for me again!” he replied as he hurriedly walked out of the pub. 
 
   But back in the cabin, Mun kept thinking of what the lady had been saying. He brushed his teeth and hopped onto his bed. He looked to his left and right, trying to spot anything out of the ordinary. There was nothing. “Nuts! It can’t be real,” he thought, before closing his eyes.
 
   The next morning, Mun woke up again feeling tired and giddy again. He never knew what hit him. He went to the casino again, played for a couple of hours, and lost even more. He thought had such bad luck.
 
   At some point, he wondered if the lady cleaner was right. He might have been spooked by the ghosts and lost his luck. He left the gambling cruise ship with heavy losses. 
 
   A few months later, Mun had lunch with a friend. His friend told him he had experienced the same situation and also lost a lot. It turned out that they had both checked into the same room onboard the ship. It was also Kwan, the junket representative, who had invited him over to the cruise. 
 
   After their discussion, both gamblers vowed never to return to that cruise ship again.
 
   

 
   

 Chapter 8: This is My Room. Get Out!
 
    
 
   Many Singaporeans like to spend their holidays in the Genting Highlands. It is an inexpensive area and good quality accommodation is plentiful up on the mountain: there are now six hotels in the Highlands. There are more than fifty fun rides for the kids and hundreds of outlets for shopping and dining on Genting. It is like Disneyland for the whole family. The weather is always fine and cool, and Genting makes a great weekend getaway from busy Singapore.
 
    
 
   Did you know that Genting has a long casino history, having obtained a license to operate the only casino in Malaysia back in 1969? The area’s first hotel, the Theme Park, opened in 1971. Seven years later, the Genting Hotel was built to accommodate more visitors.
 
   At Casino de Genting, adults can go crazy over roughly 3,000 slot machines and 500 gaming tables. Each year, thousands of gamblers crowd its casino. Some come alone to make a killing on the gambling tables. Others bring their families along for fun and leisure. Those who seek fun have a good time.
 
   However, many do not survive the casino’s financial slaughter and suffer losses. The more serious suffer from mental and physical torment. Some would take their lives because their losses were too great to bear. On the Genting Highlands, people say, some of the dead have never left.
 
   The following is a story told by my mother. She was a regular visitor to the Genting Highlands Resort and its casino. She was staying in one of the Genting hotels when a peculiar incident happened. This is her story:
 
   I love Genting. It is one of those places that I will never get sick of. My friend and sister-in-law, Gu Gu, shares the same passion for it. We often take an overnight bus ride to Genting and spend our time there over the weekend. It is fun.
 
   On the second day of November, in 2003, Gu Gu and I decided to visit Genting again. It was our seventh trip to Genting that year. We booked ourselves into one of the Genting hotels for two nights and organized an overnight bus ride to get there. 
 
   “It will be fun!” said Gu Gu on the bus. Right before she went to sleep, she added with enthusiasm, “I checked the almanac. This trip will bring a windfall. I am going to win some money!” 
 
   I believed her. Gu Gu had been a lucky star with blackjack, her favorite game in Genting, before. Somehow, I didn’t feel as lucky as she did. My favorite game is the slot machines but I had never hit a big jackpot.
 
   We arrived in Genting the next morning. As usual, Gu Gu helped me to check into the hotel. You see, she is more outspoken and the one who helps us get a better deal each time. At the wet market, she is the one who gets a 20% discount at the chicken stall while I pay the full price. That says something about her special ability.
 
   There was nothing unusual about our room. The window view was unspectacular, but the room was neat and tidy. The bathroom was clean and filled with a nice aroma. 
 
   “Let’s put down our things and go,” said Gu Gu eagerly as she put her bag in the closet. 
 
   “I would like a shower and a quick nap,” I replied, and eventually managed to convince her to take a break first.
 
   However, we spent the whole afternoon in the casino. Gu Gu had a great run with the blackjack game. She made me sit right next to her and listen to her usual gambling stories. “If the dealer gets a six, you should stand…” she rattled on as I looked around the gaming floor for a lucky slot machine.
 
   By 6:30 p.m., I was hungry. Gu Gu and I had our dinner in one of the restaurants and shopped around. At 9:00 p.m., we decided to go back to the casino one last time. This time, I managed to find a new slot machine and had a good time.
 
   At around 11:30 p.m., we decided to head back to the hotel room. It had been a long day for us. At sixty-plus years old, we were just two old ladies seeking some thrills in the casino. We just liked the feeling of being in it and seeing the crowd cheer. It was like watching a television program and experiencing the emotions of the actors in it. It kept us alive.
 
   Back in our room, Gu Gu had a quick shower while I watched a Chinese program on the television. Her hot bath had somewhat filled the bathroom with a thin layer of vapor. I could see the steam coming out from underneath the bathroom door. Gu Gu has the habit of taking very hot baths. It makes her feel refreshed.
 
   Just then, the lights in the room flickered for a second. I stood up and walked over to the switch to investigate. The lights flickered briefly again as I approached the switch, which was near the door. “Maybe it is the steam from the bath. Maybe it affected the circuit somehow,” I thought as I turned off and on the lights again.
 
   Just then, there was a light knock on the door. I opened it but no one was there. “Maybe it’s just my imagination. Or maybe the knock came from the bathroom door,” I wondered.
 
   Gu Gu opened the bath door and saw me standing next to it. “What’s wrong?” she said.
 
   I told her the lights had flickered a while and I had heard a knock at the door, but no one was there. So, she checked the switch and also the door. Everything seemed normal.
 
   “Nothing, lah,” she said. “I think the knock must have been a noise I made in the bathroom. The lights seemed okay now.” Gu Gu turned and hung her dress in the closet.
 
   We went back to watch the rest of my program. It was a Taiwanese talk show about feng shui in casinos.
 
   “Pang!”
 
   “What’s that?” I called out with a shock. 
 
   Gu Gu replied, “I think it’s just the hanger in the closet. It must have fallen off.”
 
   She walked to the closet and opened it. Her dress and the hanger were on the floor. She carefully put her dress back in place and hung it up again. “I think I did not hang it right the first time,” she said. She closed the closet and walked back to the sofa.
 
   “Pang!” The same sound came from the closet once more. 
 
   “Not again,” said Gu Gu as she walked towards to the closet again. 
 
   This time, the lights flickered again for a couple of seconds, which was long enough for us to experience a second or two of complete darkness in the room. At this time, Gu Gu and I felt that something seemed rather unusual about these events: the flickering lights, the knock on the door, and the hanger falling. 
 
   Gu Gu checked the closet. The hanger was on the floor again, along with the dress. She decided to just leave them as they were and quickly walked back to me.
 
   Then, we heard an even louder sound from the closet: “Pang!!”
 
   It could not have been the hanger this time. Gu Gu and I looked at each other. We felt eerie. The lights flickered again.
 
   Suddenly, someone knocked on the bathroom door, “Bang! Bang! Bang!”
 
   We jumped out of the sofa and headed straight for the door. I wanted to dash out of the room and let Gu Gu figure out what went wrong in there. My first thought was that perhaps a hotel executive was just outside, waiting to tell us that the room beside ours was currently under renovation. This could somewhat explain how these events were happening. 
 
   Gu Gu turned the knob and opened the door. There was no one outside. I stared out into the corridor. It was empty and quiet.
 
   At that instant, we felt a gust of wind blowing through us, as though something had just gone through the door. 
 
   Then, we heard, “Pang!!” The sound happened again, over by the closet.
 
   Our faces turned pale. I held my breath. Something was not right in the room—there was something unnatural and ghostly about it. 
 
   I had heard from friends that sometimes gamblers kill themselves in their rooms after losing their fortunes in the casinos. As a result, some hotel rooms were filled with ‘dirty’ stuff. I had never believed in these rumors. But today, something told me to get out and run. And so we did.
 
   We slammed the door behind us, ran downstairs, and headed straight down to the hotel lobby. We were frightened and breathless when the hotel employees came over to find out what went wrong. Gu Gu told them what happened and that we would never go back to the room again. 
 
   Two male hotel staff members courageously volunteered to go to our room to check it out, while a female staff member comforted us. I told them to bring all our belongings to us and that we would want to check out immediately.
 
   When the male staffers came back, they were carrying our bags. They said everything seemed to be working properly. Everything was normal. Yet one of them said they did not see Gu Gu’s dress in the closet. It was gone.
 
   We stood there in the lobby still trembling from our ghostly encounter and wondering what we should do next. We were too afraid to stay in the hotel.
 
   The staff then arranged for us to check into another hotel, a newer one in Genting Highlands. This time, they sent someone to check the room beforehand to ensure everything was in order.
 
   Tired and horrified, we made our way to our new hotel room. We did not sleep well that night.
 
   The next morning, Gu Gu decided to go back to the haunted room. Her dress was expensive and one of her favorites. She was determined to get it back somehow. 
 
   “Ghost don’t come out in the day,” she said and added, “I must try.” 
 
   I told her to go by herself, as I was too afraid.
 
   So, Gu Gu went back. She told me that as she stepped out of the lift, she spotted an old lady cleaner a few rooms away from the haunted one. Gu Gu took the opportunity to ask the cleaner if she had seen her dress while cleaning the haunted room.
 
   “Is this the one?” the old lady cleaner asked as she took out Gu Gu’s dress from the rubbish bag. “I found it in the bathroom. You must have left it there to dry but forgot to bring it with you when you checked out.”
 
   Gu Gu then asked the old lady cleaner if she knew of any accidents ever happening in the room we had stayed in. 
 
   The cleaner looked at Gu Gu and paused for a moment. “Mmm… Actually, I heard that about four years ago, a young Chinese model slit her wrists in the bathroom and died. She lost everything while gambling in the casino and owed a local loan shark a lot of money. She was only thirty-three years old when she took her own life.”
 
   Gu Gu took a quick breath and said, “Well. It’s not my dress. You can throw that away.”
 
   I waited for Gu Gu in our new hotel room. When she came back, she told me everything that the cleaner said. I asked her why she did not get her dress back. She said she did not want to wear something that had been worn by a ghost. 
 
   We checked out of the hotel the next day and did not go back to the casino. The thought of having to stay for another night gave us frightened goose pimples. It would take us some time before we were brave enough to venture back to the Genting Highlands.
 
   

 
   

 Chapter 9: A Frightening Experience in a Hotel Room
 
    
 
   Some people I know think the hotel rooms in the Genting Highlands are haunted. My friend, Jamie, who used to work in the Genting De Casino, heard numerous ghost stories concerning hotel rooms in Genting. His friends and acquaintances working in the various hotels in Genting told him these ghost stories. 
 
    
 
   One of the most bizarre stories my friend Jamie ever heard concerned a particular room in one of the hotels. A close friend working as a housekeeper in that hotel swore to Jamie that it was a true story. She said one of her guests told her the story, and he shared it with me: 
 
   A boy named Ken and three of his good buddies decided to spend their junior college holidays at Genting Highlands. They had planned the trip for some time. There were many attractions in Genting Highlands at that time (back in 2003) but the casino was definitely at the top of the list for these four youngsters. The group of seventeen-year-old boys hoped they would get a chance to sneak into the casino for the first time in their lives. 
 
   Everyone reckoned Ken would have no problem getting in since he was tall and looked mature. “The guards will think he is twenty-one,” cheered Han, Ken’s close buddy. “He will be our representative for this casino trip”. Ken and Han, the oldest boys in their group, made all the necessary arrangements for the trip – including the coach transfer, hotel accommodation, and so forth. To save money, the four boys booked one deluxe hotel room. It would be crowded but the guys reckoned it would also be fun to spend a night together in the same room. 
 
   On the departure day, everyone was on time to catch the coach except Billy, who was ten minutes late. Billy, the best-looking but shortest boy in the group, was also the most superstitious. Before he left home, his mum (Mrs Kim) gave him four yellow-colored amulets. Each amulet was supposed to ward off evil spirits and protect the wearer. 
 
   On the coach, Billy passed each of the boys an amulet. Ken and Han readily took theirs. However, the most scientific of the group, Tony, simply refused to accept the amulet from Billy, saying, “Please! I don’t believe in this sort of thing. Take it away.” 
 
   The boys arrived in Genting Highlands eight hours later and joyfully checked into one of the hotels. They joked with and poked fun at each other as they made their way up to their room. Outside the room, Ken reached into his pocket for the key and was about to open the door when Billy stepped in front of him. “Wait,” Billy exclaimed, giving the door two knocks and chanting softly at the same time. 
 
   Ken gave Billy a curious look, but he knew what Billy was up to, given his superstitious nature. It is said that one must knock first before entering a hotel room. Knocking is supposed to be a sign of respect for the ghosts, which might or might not reside in the room. 
 
   Han and Tony brushed Billy aside and dashed into the room. “Whoever enters first gets to choose the bed!” shouted Han, the first to step in. The rest followed. 
 
   To the boys’ surprise, the room was a mess. The pillows were on the floor and the beds were untidy. The television set was turned on. In the bathroom, someone had apparently forgotten to turn off the tap. Dirty towels were strewn all over the floor. Tony also found some red-colored stains on the carpet next to the window.
 
   Han was very unhappy and called the housekeeper immediately; then, Ken made a complaint to the front office and a senior staff member apologized. Five minutes later, an old female cleaner came in and began to tidy up the room.
 
   While she was tidying, the boys decided to leave their bags in the room and headed off to have a late breakfast. They came back an hour later to check on things. The room was as clean and neat as it could possibly be. Han and Tony wanted to rest for an hour or two, but Billy and Ken were eager to see if they could sneak into the casino. 
 
   “We didn’t come here to sleep! Come on!” said Billy. He seemed annoyed with the other two guys and tried to encourage them to go to the casino.
 
   After some discussion, Ken and Billy decided to go ahead, while Han and Tony decided they would stay in the room. They would all meet for lunch later. “Good luck, guys!” Han called out as the two casino-mongers made their way out. Tony dozed off almost instantly on one of the beds.
 
   Near the casino entrance, Ken busily looked out for the guards. There were none. He could feel the sweat on his palms. This was the first time he was doing this. Many things ran through his mind. “What if I am caught? Will they put me in jail, or call up my parents in Singapore? If I made it, what should I do inside?” 
 
   Just then, a crowd of men appeared from around the corner, about to enter the casino. Ken took a deep breath and walked briskly to join them from the back. Billy followed suit. The boys kept their heads down as the whole group made their way into the casino. 
 
   “Excuse me. Stop please!” said someone dressed like a security guard. He appeared out of nowhere and stopped Billy, along with another young man in the group. Ken managed to make it through. Then, he got worried, thinking, “Oh, no—Billy! His height might have given him away.” However, Ken was too afraid to look back, thinking that the guard might spot him too. 
 
   Ken had entered a whole world of adult entertainment. He was fascinated with the colourful slot machines and exciting table games. Very soon, he forgot about Billy and sat down to try his luck on a roulette game. By the time he finished playing, it was already 12:30 p.m. Time flew in the casino, especially when you were on a winning streak, he decided. With an additional S$500 in his pocket, Ken left and headed for the hotel room to meet up with the rest of the guys.
 
   Back in the room, Han heard a whisper in his left ear: “Give me some room. Move a little.” He shifted a little to the right of the single bed and felt someone lying beside him. He was drowsy but managed to turn back to see who it was. It was Billy. 
 
   “Did you make it? Finished your game?” Han asked as he pulled the blanket over his shoulder. Billy did not answer.
 
   “Wake up!” shouted Ken as he entered the room. Tony and Han appeared fast asleep, resting on separate beds. The curtains were drawn and the radio was turned on softly. Ken added, “Time for lunch and it’s my treat today.” He drew the curtain wide open and bright light filled the room. Tony and Han opened their eyes instantly. 
 
   Ken then went straight to the toilet. There to his surprise, he found his bag, soaked, in the bathtub that was partially filled with water. “Who did this?” he called out. 
 
   Tony made his way to the bathroom and saw the mess, while Han leaned his back against the headboard. He realized that Billy was not beside him, and asked, “Where’s Billy?”
 
   Ken and Tony came out from the bathroom. Ken was surprised that Billy was not back in the hotel room and asked, “Didn’t he come back?” 
 
   Han replied that Billy did come back to the room and had slept beside him. 
 
   Ken then told the guys what had happened at the entrance of the casino and how the guard caught Billy. Tony acknowledged that it must have been stressful trying to get into the casino, and proposed, “Maybe he was angry that you did not come out to help him?” 
 
   Han agreed and added, “Yeah, maybe he messed up the bathroom because he was angry with you?”
 
   Ken now regretted leaving Billy behind and outside the casino. The three boys decided to look for their friend. Just then, the phone rang. Han picked it up. It was Billy. He was in a restaurant and waiting for all of them. The boys quickly dressed and went down to meet him.
 
   Billy sat there, smiling, as the guys approached the table. Ken apologized immediately. “It’s all right,” said Billy, explaining, “The guard just asked for my identity card and when I couldn’t produce it, he asked me to leave.” 
 
   Tony and Han kept poking fun at Billy during lunch, saying he was too short and boyish-looking. Han laughed at Billy. “Even if you are forty years old, the guards will still think you are a fifteen-year-old kid.” 
 
   The boys had a quick lunch. Then, Billy suggested they should try their luck again and see if they could all get into the casino. So, the four boys waited patiently outside one of the casino entrances for a chance to go in. Two ladies went in and then a man. 
 
   “I bet the ladies are younger than we are,” claimed Han, “They just look old!” 
 
   Ken agreed and said, smiling, “It helps when they are fat and ugly!” 
 
   Han and Billy laughed.
 
   About five minutes later, a large group of Korean-looking men approached the entrance. 
 
   “This is our chance!” Ken exclaimed. He was the only one in the group who had ever stepped into a casino. Without delay, the boys joined the group as they walked into the casino. Billy tried to squeeze in between the men and it worked. All of the boys got through. They rejoiced. Now they could all boast to their classmates. They would be the only guys in class who had made it past the casino entrance in Genting.
 
   The guys spent the next few hours in the casino. Only Ken and Han gambled. Tony thought winning in casinos was impossible and so did not participate. Billy was too timid. He did not want to lose any money. By 7:00 p.m., they decided to leave.
 
   Back in the hotel room, the guys ordered room service for dinner, had their baths, and watched some television programs. “Let’s play some poker,” Han said immediately after consuming his last chicken nugget. The others agreed unanimously.
 
   Ken and Han had prepared a deck of poker cards for the trip and brought along some other board games for additional entertainment. Han had thought these games would come in handy in case the guys could not make it into the casino. 
 
   “A little gambling is no harm,” thought Tony as Han distributed the cards to each person. The boy with the most scientific brain in the group believed that poker is a game of skill, requiring a sound understanding of mathematics and psychology. He thought he was a skilful poker player, and watched the PartyPoker television program on the Internet once in a while.
 
   After three hours of playing, Tony watched in disappointment as his gaming chips were reduced to just a couple. The chips were not real money, but Tony was extremely competitive and did not like to be the loser in any case. Han grinned at Tony, “Expert in poker, ha?”
 
   Feeling humiliated, Tony raised his voice. “Get off my back, Han! I will never play with you again.” He turned his head away from Han and kept mute for a moment. 
 
   Ken and Billy tried to break the ice. “It’s just a harmless game,” said Ken. 
 
   “Yep, just a game,” added Billy.
 
   Just as Tony raised his head to reply to Billy, the lights in the room blinked for a second. 
 
   “That’s weird,” said Han as the lights blinked again. 
 
   “Must be some power surge or something,” said Ken with confidence. “Let’s just continue and then go to bed soon. It’ll be more fun at the casino tomorrow.” 
 
   Ken, Han, and Billy picked up their cards. Tony, however, did not move a finger and was staring over Billy’s shoulder. 
 
   “What’s wrong with you, Tony? Let’s finish this round, okay? Don’t be petty,” begged Billy. 
 
   Yet Tony continued to stare over Billy’s shoulder. His face turned pale as he slowly raised his arm and pointed his finger at Billy. “There is a man right behind you!” Tony claimed, his voice trembling with horror. 
 
   Ken, Han, and Billy jumped out of their seats at once. They did not see anyone. 
 
   “Tony!” Han called out. “You and your stupid trick.”
 
   Tony remained still. The image he saw had vanished. He was still shivering with fear but started to wonder if it was all his imagination. “I thought I saw something!” Tony claimed.
 
   Tony was confused and unsure of what he saw, Ken thought, so he tried to be exceptionally understanding. “He must be tired. It was a long trip here.” 
 
   The guys decided to go to bed. Tony was to share a bed with Ken, while Han would bunk in with Billy. It was around 11:45 p.m. 
 
   It was a weird night. The guys had never slept with other boys in the same room, let alone on the same bed. It took a while for them to get to sleep. Han, in particular, was still angry with Tony. “Why must I share a small bed with him?” thought Han, almost dozing off to sleep. 
 
   Tony, on the other hand, was still trying to figure out what he thought he had seen. It had seemed so real, but yet it was impossible. Tony wondered with uncertainty, “Could it be a ghost or just my imagination?” He had always thought there was no such thing as a spirit or ghost.
 
   On the other bed, Billy and Ken were soundly asleep. That night, Ken had a dream. He dreamed about a male ghost chasing after him and the pot of money that he had just won in the casino. He vividly dreamed that he was screaming loudly, “No…No…that’s my money. Go away!” 
 
   Then, he heard someone shout repeatedly, “Ken, wake up!” 
 
   Ken woke up, covered in cold sweat, in the middle of the night. It was 2:00 a.m., and he could hear loud noises from outside the room. It sounded like kids screaming and then a father shouting back. He wanted to check it out. Just as he stood up, the noises stopped. There was complete silence, except for the sound of Han snoring. Ken went back to bed again, trying not to disturb Billy. Billy was lying still on the bed with his back to Ken.
 
   At around 4:00 a.m., Han too had a nightmare. He dreamed that a big man pushed him onto the floor and was about to stab him with a sharp knife. Then someone slapped him on his face (in the dream) and he woke up. 
 
   Han opened his eyes wide and stared at the ceiling. He tried to get up but could not. He felt something pressing on him. “Is this a dream?” he wondered tiredly. He tried again but just could not get up. He then tried to scream. Nothing seemed to come out from his mouth. His voice was muted somehow. Then, to his horror, he thought he saw a man floating near the ceiling. He struggled even more, closed his eyes tightly, and tried to convince himself that this was just a nightmare. Before he knew it, he had drifted back to sleep.
 
   The next morning, Ken and Han shared their dreams with the others. They had not slept well. In fact, they felt more tired than they were before they had gone to sleep the previous night. The boys’ stories about their dreams made Tony recall what he had seen the night before. They compared the descriptions (the face, height, hair, and so forth) of the man they had seen. It sounded like it had to be the same man, or more appropriately, the same ghost! They stared at each other in disbelief and then decided to leave. They hurriedly packed their belongings.
 
   “Now, do you want my amulet?” said Billy to Tony as they packed up to leave their hotel room. 
 
   “Yes, please!” replied Tony shamelessly. 
 
   One night in Genting was good enough for these boys. They intended to check out immediately and place their bags with the concierge. Their coach would leave for Singapore in the afternoon. None of the boys had any desire to enter the casino again. Ken, Han, and Tony were preoccupied with their encounters, while Billy simply wanted to get home, since he had now tasted the ‘excitement’ of being in a Genting casino. It was not that fun!
 
   When they reached the front office reception area, Tony suddenly remembered that he had left his watch in the hotel bathroom. It was because they had left the room in a hurry. Tony was afraid to go back to the room by himself. Luckily, Billy and Ken agreed to go with him.
 
   The guys knocked on the door before entering. Billy did a quick chant while Tony promised he would be quick. To their amazement, the room was much messier than it had been when they left. The pillows were all over the place and the television was turned on. Tony also found the bathroom dirty, covered in some mud, and the floor was wet. Without hesitation, Tony retrieved his watch and the three boys dashed out of the room immediately.
 
   Tony and Ken did not dare speculate about what they saw. They did not even mention it to Han. While they had left the room earlier in a hurry, they knew they had not left it in the state they had just seen. Billy thought something must have messed up the room after they left—and it was not human.
 
   After their lunch, the boys waited impatiently in the lobby for the coach. Once back on the coach, they were relieved. They looked forward to going home and seeing their parents. No one said a thing in the first few hours. It was only when the coach left Kuala Lumpur that the boys began to relive their short but unforgettable experience in Genting.
 
   Several hours later, Ken, Han, Tony, and Billy arrived safely in Singapore. Before they parted, they agreed to meet again for dinner when school began next week. Ken watched the younger boys leave and then took a cab back to his home in Siglap (a suburb in Singapore). 
 
   Although exhausted, and still terrified by his ghostly encounter, Ken nevertheless felt fortunate that he had had an opportunity to see the interior of a casino. However, given a second chance, he felt that he would not have done it this way. He would have waited for his twenty-first birthday and walked into the casino like a man. 
 
   His mother opened the door and welcomed him home. Ken went straight to his bed and fell asleep, only rising for the evening meal.
 
   During dinner that night, his parents sat together with Ken and his younger brother. They made Ken tell them about his adventure in Genting: they were a close-knit family. Ken was just beginning to recount his Genting trip to his family when his mum stopped him. 
 
   “Billy? Billy Kim?” she said with surprise. Ken’s mum and Mrs Kim were good friends. 
 
   “Yes, Mum. What’s wrong?” Ken replied. 
 
   “Are you joking?” Mum asked again. “Don’t you remember? Billy died from a sudden heart attack during the start of the school holiday. He was jogging in a stadium and collapsed on the track. We went to his funeral, remember?”
 
   Ken was startled. He suddenly remembered Billy and his death. He felt puzzled and thought maybe he was still in a dream. Mum was absolutely right. Billy had died a few weeks ago. He had always wanted to go to Genting with the other boys and see the casino.
 
   Ken reached for his pocket and found the amulet there. He had many unanswered questions. Did Billy really join them in Genting? Was it all a dream? Did Billy protect them against the hotel ghost in Genting? Or was he the ghost that haunted them on their trip? 
 
   Ken looked out of his bedroom window into the distant city lights. He closed his eyes and said a prayer. He prayed for Billy and hoped his friend would rest in peace.
 
   

 
   

 Chapter 10: A Family of Ghosts in Macao
 
    
 
   Macao is a special administrative region of China; it consists of the Macao Peninsula, Taipa Island, Coloane Island, and the reclaimed land between Coloane and Taipa (commonly known as Cotai). Although it is tiny (less than 30 square kilometers), Macao has more than thirty casinos, at least one casino for every square kilometer of land. In 2010, Macao’s gross casino gambling revenue was close to US$24 billion, which makes it the biggest casino gambling market in the world, far bigger than Las Vegas. 
 
    
 
   There are now more than 550,000 people, most of them Chinese, residing in Macao. Surveys in 2003 and 2007 found more than 20% of Macao’s adult population gambled in its casino at least once a year, and around 6% of the population encountered some sort of gambling problems each year. Generally, a person is defined as a problem gambler if he or she continues to gamble despite causing harm to themselves and/or the people around them. Previous studies found that every problem gambler can potentially affect three to fourteen other people. Based on this figure, problem gambling potentially affects at least 20% of Macao’s population.
 
   Now and then, news of people becoming addicted to gambling or having gambling-related problems would surface in Macao. One story stood out from the others. This is a ghost story told to me by a Macanese friend, who lived in an apartment block located on the west side of Taipa Island. 
 
   The story takes place some time before the gambling liberalization of 2002. At that time, the western end of Taipa Island had a number of uncompleted blocks of apartments, while Macao was still a relatively undiscovered city. There was only one casino operator in Macao: Sociedade de Turismo e Diversões de Macao, SA, or STDM for short. Dr. Stanley Ho, the Asian gambling tycoon and billionaire, and his family owned STDM at that time and still do today. The company held a monopoly over casino gambling licenses for forty years, until 2002.
 
   A family with two young kids lived on the Macao Peninsula. Both parents loved to gamble and to try their luck in the local casinos. What started out as a leisure activity for them had become more of an obsession. The couple would go to casinos to gamble frequently. They would leave their kids at home, ensuring there were enough food and drinks for them. Once, one of their family members warned them that it was unsafe to leave their young kids at home alone. The concerned relative told the parents that if an accident happened, there would be no adult around to help the kids. 
 
   Over several months, the couple repeatedly ignored advice they received from friends and family members. The grandparents of the children became increasingly worried about the couple’s gambling addiction. But the couple was not listening.
 
   Then, one quiet Thursday night, something terrible happened. The family of four had dinner as usual and watched some television programs afterward. Then the couple decided to put their kids to bed early. They felt an itch to go to the casino for a night of excitement.
 
   The mother brought the kids into their room and told the son to sleep well. “Mum and Dad are going out,” she said as she kissed her lovely boy. He was only six years old. “Take care of your sister, okay? We’ll be back late. Sleep well.”
 
   The boy looked at his mother. It was not the first time this had happened but he missed the bedtime stories that his mum used to tell him before he went to bed every night, back when she hadn’t gambled so frequently. He knew there would be no story tonight.
 
   At four years old, his little sister was a little less understanding. She said, “I want my princess story, Mummy.” But her request fell on deaf ears. 
 
   Her mother tucked her into bed and gave her a big kiss. “Not tonight,” she said, and added, “I will tell you two princess stories tomorrow, okay?”
 
   It took the couple more than thirty minutes to get their kids to sleep. Then they dressed up and got ready to go for their regular casino adventure. Before they left, the mum went to the bedroom to have a last look at her kids. She didn’t know it was the last time she would ever see them.
 
   “Let’s go make some money,” called her husband. “It will be quick.” They left their apartment at 9:40 p.m.
 
   It was a night of heavy betting. The couple had game after game of baccarat and pai gow. Luck was on their side. They had won enough money to buy a brand new car for the whole family. The winning streak just did not stop. They were in a world of their own. Nothing could stop them.
 
   At around midnight, the mother was focusing on peeling her baccarat cards to reveal the patterns. It was then she suddenly felt a sense of intense guilt for leaving her kids at home alone. She felt strange. It was something she could not explain, and her eyes started to tear. Then she wiped off the tears from her eyes and revealed her cards to the dealer and gamblers at her table. She had won again! She thought to herself that at this rate, she would be a millionaire by daylight.
 
   Just as everyone cheered on her table, she heard a faint scream that sounded like her son’s voice. She stood up and looked around. “I must be imagining things,” she said to herself, shaking her head. “How could he be here?” Feeling increasingly uncomfortable and worried about her kids, she walked briskly over to her husband and told him it was time to go.
 
   “Now?” her husband shouted. He had just won another round at the pai gow table. “But I’m winning,” he added.
 
   She gave her husband a worried look and insisted. Although he was a gambling addict, he knew how much she loved her kids and decided to go. “One more and that’s it,” he said.
 
   They got out of the casino at 12:35 a.m. and decided to walk home, which was just ten minutes away for them. It was a calm and quiet night, and they could see the stars.
 
   As they turned a corner, just a hundred meters away from their apartment, they were shocked to see people crowding along the alley. Smoke filled the sky and there were a couple of firemen standing below their block. Ferocious fire filled one of the apartments in the distance.
 
   The mum and dad watched in shock and horror. It was their four-storey block and thick smoke was coming out from their apartment. Desperate and lost, the couple ran quickly towards the block. Two policemen stopped them at the apartment entrance.
 
   “My kids, my kids… no…!” screamed the mum as the neighbors watched. 
 
   An old lady shook her head in sadness. She lived just a floor below the family’s apartment. 
 
   The dad looked around to see if his kids were with the crowd. But they were nowhere to be found. A few distressed neighbors pointed their fingers at the apartment. 
 
   “They seem to be up there still!” one said. 
 
   “I could hear the boy scream earlier!” another said, as she burst out crying.
 
   The dad held his hands over his head. He could not believe what he saw and heard. “It can’t be true. They must have escaped somehow!” he screamed out.
 
   The mum grabbed hold of the dad and cried. She lost control, calling, “My children, oh my children, no…” and then fainted on the spot.
 
   No one knew what happened that night in the apartment. How did the fire start? What were the kids doing when it happened? Did they cause the fire? When did they know that the apartment was on fire? Did they try to escape? 
 
   Many, however, heard the boy scream at the top of his voice at around midnight. Some were woken up by his horrified shrieking. Others said they did not hear anything at all.
 
   The police, however, confirmed that the kids perished in the fire. Nothing was left inside the apartment except ashes. The grandparents were devastated. And when the media reported that the couple was gambling when all this happened, their families and neighbors turned against them for being so irresponsible.
 
   The mum could not stop crying for days. She could hear her kids screaming for her and pleading for her to help them. But she did not come to their aid. She was busy gambling. No matter how much she and her husband made that night, no matter how big a car they could now afford, nothing could bring her children back to her. She should have not left them alone. If she had been home, she could have saved her children. They were priceless.
 
   After the funeral, the couple withdrew from their families and friends. Still clearly distressed and upset by their loss (who would not be), they deliberately tried to avoid seeing anyone. 
 
   The police did not press charges for negligence. After all, they did not want the community to turn against the casino and see it as the root of the problem.
 
   Several days later, on a Thursday afternoon, the mum and dad took a cab to the construction site on the west end of Taipa Island. No one knows why they selected that spot. Maybe they had wanted to live there with their children when it was completed. 
 
   The husband and wife were well dressed and prepared. They brought pictures of their kids and a few pieces of their remaining clothes. The mum even took some of their ashes from the urns. She thought this way they would meet again in the underworld. She missed them dearly.
 
   Two construction workers at the building site spotted the parents’ bodies at around 11:00 p.m. that night. The couple had hung themselves. The horrified workers described how neat and tidy the corpses were at the scene. One even said that the woman looked like she was smiling. In the press conference that followed, the police announced that the couple died about one or two hours before they were found. 
 
   No one knows what went through the couple’s minds. They had spoken to no one about their plans for suicide and left no final letter. Their close family members refused to speak to the media. They were deeply depressed by the loss of the parents and children all in such a short period of time.
 
   After construction of the apartment blocks was completed, many local residents moved into Taipa Island. As a new establishment with a big compound, multiple children’s playgrounds, and nice gardens, the building project was considered a premium residential area in Macao. Indeed, for those who live there, it is a quiet, peaceful and spacious place—a fine living environment for many expatriates and their families. 
 
   However, some of the residents and many foreign maids who worked for expatriate tenants often claim they see and hear things in the middle of the night. One claimed she saw a family of four having supper near one of the playgrounds at around midnight. They were all dressed in white and disappeared into the darkness when one of them (a little girl) spotted her. Another maid claimed to have heard a boy screaming in distress at night near a fountain. When she went to investigate, she found nothing.
 
   The wife of an expatriate was pushing her boy in a stroller near the compound one night. She claimed she saw a couple, each holding an urn, walking around the park. They were both well dressed but did not speak. The woman also appeared very upset. She said they disappeared into one of the blocks.
 
   On one Thursday, a woman who worked part-time at the management office repeatedly received distress calls from a boy pleading for help from his mother. He said there was a fire in the kitchen and he could not find his sister. When she tried to prompt him further, the boy hung up. Police came to investigate but found nothing. The calls were dismissed as prank calls. The woman quit the next day.
 
   Finally, one Thursday night, when my friend was returning home from work, he spotted a little girl playing by herself in one of the playgrounds. He noticed her arms, legs, and dress were badly burnt. After he parked his car, he walked to the same playground to investigate but found no one. He got sick the next day and moved out of his apartment two weeks later.
 
   Mothers love their children while children adore their mums. Even after death, it seems, kids try to reunite with their mothers. Some people claim they can see ghosts, while others cannot. Others say they only see these things on unlucky days. The fact is ghosts may live around us: they may eat, sleep, and play like the way we do. Perhaps one family of ghosts has decided to call Taipa Island home.
 
   

 
   

 Chapter 11: Fishing for a Ghost?
 
    
 
   Each year, millions of visitors arrive in Macao. Many do so only to gamble. In 2010, more than 20 million people visited Macao and its thirty-plus casinos. Around half of these visitors came from mainland China, and the Guangdong Province in particular. Official surveys also revealed that more than half of the visitors to Macao gambled in its casinos. 
 
    
 
   While the Macao government is interested in promoting the region’s cultural heritage, many visitors are not interested in learning more about it. Macao’s residents have first-hand experience with rowdy, hardcore Mainland Chinese, many of whom are only interested in the area’s gambling aspect and nothing else. Macao’s government and residents find it hard to cope with the huge influx of overseas gamblers. Sadly, an expanded gambling market has led to more crime, prostitution, problem gamblers, and other social problems. 
 
   For example, a few years ago, two successful casino VIP room executives were found murdered in the nearby city of Zhuhai. There were rumors that trial gangs were fighting over their gambling territories. The media also frequently reports on Chinese public servants indulging in gambling in Macao and using public money to fund their gambling adventure. Some have been caught, jailed, and even executed by the Chinese government.
 
   In Macao, a few dealers were caught stealing casinos’ gambling chips and money. Some dealers were found to be problem gamblers themselves: they gambled heavily during off-work hours and borrowed large amounts of money from loan sharks to finance their losses. When they failed to pay up, debt collectors used nasty techniques to coerce them to pay. Often, family members got in the way and were dragged into an abyss of gambling debts, violent, and other problems.
 
   I was in Macao in 2005 when a friend told me this story:
 
   My name is Ah Fai and I live close to the ruins of St. Paul’s, a famous landmark in Macao. What I am about to tell you happened to me less than six months ago. It was an encounter I will never forget. 
 
   As you know, I love fishing. Because the sea surrounds Macao, there is no shortage of fishing areas. One of my favorite fishing places is the Nam Van Lake. Nam Van Lake is one of two man-made lakes in the Macao Peninsula. Every May or June, a dragon boat festival is held there. Many dragon boat teams take part in this international racing event. During the mid-autumn festival, many people in Macao go out to enjoy the new moon at night and to worship the gods with colorful lanterns. One of the traditional spots people go to in order to perform these activities is the Nam Van Lake.
 
   My story begins with one of my numerous night fishing trips on Nam Van Lake. I love the peace and quiet of night fishing. However, everything changed after one night’s experience. It was an encounter I will never forget.
 
   On one summer Saturday night, I picked up my fishing rod and baits, and decided to try my luck at Nam Van Lake. It was a hot, hazy night. There were few cars on the road leading to Nam Van Lake. I took my reliable scooter and rode to the car park located beside the lake. I looked at my watch. It was 9:50 p.m. I figured that, with any luck, I would be back home before midnight.
 
   I parked my scooter and walked to my usual fishing spot: a secluded site that was tucked away from all traffic, both cars and humans. I sat down and prepared my fishing rod. Everything went according to my expectations. An hour later, I had caught three fish of decent weight. I was a happy man. 
 
   At around 11:45 p.m., tired and a bit sleepy, I decided to pack up and go home. I turned to my gear and started to pack up. Just at that moment, I spotted another man standing about fifteen to twenty meters away from me.
 
   I was surprised, as I thought I had been alone all this while. “He must have come in quietly,” I thought to myself, and decided to show some friendliness. “How’s the night? Any luck?” I called out while preparing to go.
 
   The man ignored me. “He must be really focused on getting something today,” I thought, but I was still a bit annoyed by his rudeness. 
 
   A few seconds later, after a closer examination, I realized he was not holding on to any fishing rod. It was dark but the distant city lights gave out just enough light for me to make out his face. The man looked like he was in his forties. He was wearing a blue shirt and white shorts, stood about 1.7 meters tall, and was rather plump. His clothes were wet. He looked troubled and appeared to be panting heavily as he stared straight into the water.
 
   “Are you all right?” I called out, softly this time, and started making my way over to him. I tried not to alarm him. “Do you need any help?”
 
   Just then, the man suddenly plunged into the water.
 
   “No!” I screamed. There was something wrong with this man. I knew he was not going for a night swim. I sensed a suicide. 
 
   I ran as fast as I could to the spot where he jumped and stared into the water. In my mind I was thinking, “If he was just swimming, he would surfaced by now. Maybe he is just swimming. Don’t panic!” I waited for a few seconds for the ripples to clear. But the man was nowhere to be seen. 
 
   So I jumped into the water too. It was deep and pitch dark. I took a few dives deeper underwater, hoping to catch hold of anything that was human. It was in vain and I swam out further to try again. After a few minutes, I knew it was a useless effort and I needed help. So, I hurriedly swam back to the shore. 
 
   When I was almost at the shore, I felt something pulling my left foot. I turned around and tried to reach beneath my foot with both my hands. I thought to myself, “This must be him!”
 
   But I was dragged further into the water. Panicking and rapidly losing strength, I kicked and struggled to free myself. I knew if I did not do anything, I would drown. I gathered my strength and, with a hard jerk, managed to free myself, swim back, and climb onto a rock at the shore.
 
   Safe on the rock, I turned around. The man was nowhere to be seen. I ran to the road to seek help and was surprised to see two policemen at the car park. The policemen, who were equally surprised to see me, came to my rescue. 
 
   I took a few quick breaths and told them what happened. As one of the policemen called for backup, the other followed me back to the fishing spot. There were still no traces of the man. 
 
   Within the next hour or so, more help arrived, including police divers and ambulances. I sat on the kerb by the road while waiting for news. Emergency personnel worked to find the man. Moments later, I was told to go back home.
 
   Just then, someone in the water called out, “We found it!” All the emergency workers dashed to the spot where the discovery had been made. There was some commotion. The medical team retrieved a body and placed it in a bag. 
 
   Two police officers then came to me and started asking me a bunch of questions. They told me that the divers had found a badly decomposed body of a man, around 1.7 meters tall. 
 
   “This cannot be!” I said confusedly. “He was still alive an hour ago. It’s not him!” I told them. After much discussion, the officers asked me to go home first and said they would contact me later if further investigation was required.
 
   One week later, a police officer came to my apartment. He showed me a photo of the victim. It was the same man: the man I met during that horrible night, the one who jumped into the water. The officer told me that the man was probably dead two to three months before he was found. He was a Mainland Chinese and a regular visitor to one of the casinos in town. Further investigation revealed that this man had owed a lot of money to a few local loan sharks. The police suspected that a Chinese gang might have murdered him after he failed to pay back his huge debt. 
 
   The officer asked if I knew the man personally. I told him frankly that I had only met the man on the day the body was found. “That is impossible,” the officer said, adding, “You must be seeing things!” The officer left after completing all the necessary paperwork. Before he went, he told me not to worry, gave me a talisman, and suggested that I go to the local temple to seek some advice. And I did!
 
   

 
   

 Chapter 12: An Encounter with a Ghost Prostitute
 
    
 
   Most people do not think highly of prostitution as a profession. However, as one of the longest professions in human documented history, prostitution is commonly associated with gambling, especially in Macao. At night, many prostitutes can be seen prowling Macao’s casinos, looking for interested customers. It is estimated that there are around 2,000 prostitutes in Macao. 
 
    
 
   Stephen, an associate of mine, recently told me about his ghostly experience with a prostitute during one of his business trips to Macao, back when he worked as an executive for a slot machine manufacturer. His story took place in the early morning one day in June of 2009. 
 
   Stephen flew in from the United States to attend the Global Gaming Expo Asia (G2E Asia). The year’s G2E Asia was exciting because it coincided with the opening of the City of Dreams, a new development costing hundreds of million dollars to build. Opposite the City of Dreams is the five-star hotel where Stephen would be staying. 
 
   It was a long flight and by the time Stephen arrived in Macao (via Hong Kong) it was around midnight local time. Although the street outside the Macao ferry terminal was quiet, there was a short queue for taxis. It was 1:30 a.m. by the time Stephen got into his hotel room. This was his first time staying in this hotel, and he loved it. Eager to see the new City of Dreams, Stephen made his way to the new property just across the street, even though it was late at night. He strolled through the new casino built by Lawrence Ho (son of Asian gambling tycoon Dr. Stanley Ho) and James Packer (son of Australian gambling tycoon Kerry Packer), had supper, and played a few rounds of roulette. 
 
   By 3:20 a.m., Stephen felt sleepiness creeping in and decided to head back to his hotel room. “There’s a meeting tomorrow morning… I’d better go,” he thought to himself and walked out of the City of Dreams casino.
 
   Outside the City of Dreams, the air was crisp and calm. Stephen could see his hotel, which was right across the road. As he walked into the hotel and towards the elevator, Stephen felt a gambling itch and decided to hop onto an empty seat for a couple of rounds of baccarat. There were many seats available, given the time of the night. Only a few people were gambling and the casino floor was rather quiet. “This is an unusual scene for a casino,” thought Stephen as he read his cards.
 
   After four losses, Stephen decided to stop. It was just not his night. He needed to rest. Sleepy, tired, and probably suffering from jet lag, he slowly made his way to his hotel suite in the north wing. At the north elevator lobby, the lights went out just before Stephen stepped into the lift, and he could hardly see. The security guard took a quick look at the ceiling and then went to call for help. 
 
   “What a night of bad luck!” Stephen said softly to himself. “I bet the lift is not working too!” 
 
   Just then, one of the elevators opened and lights flooded the lift lobby. Stephen thought he was alone but heard some footsteps some distance away from him. Without hesitation, he walked into the empty lift. 
 
   Exhausted, Stephen closed his eyes for a split second and then pressed the lift button. He took a sigh and then stepped backward while the door closed in front of him. He leaned against the back of the lift to get some relief for his tired body. The agony of long-distance flying had finally caught up with him.
 
   At this moment, he felt a cold shiver run down his spine. Something caught his eye when he moved to the back of the lift. It was a strange feeling. He could sense someone at the other corner. His eyes caught a glimpse of a white-faced figure: a lady dressed in pink. Stephen looked up spontaneously and, sure enough, saw a slim, well-dressed lady in the corner opposite the one where he was standing. She had a porcelain face, as white as you could imagine. 
 
   “How did she get into the lift? I thought it was empty,” Stephen wondered, just as the lights in the lift blinked briefly. He looked up as he moved toward the front corner of the lift and the lights flickered again. 
 
   “Do you want a massage?” whispered a gentle voice from the back of the lift. Stephen felt a dilemma. He had an eerie feeling about the whole encounter and decided to ignore the question.
 
   “I said, do you want a massage?” It was the same voice again but slightly louder this time.
 
   Stephen raised his left hand and waved it briefly to show that he was not interested. The fact was, he was too afraid to even look back or talk to the lady. His gut was telling him that she was not human. He just tried to stare at the blinking lights that displayed the floor level that the lift was currently at, hoping the door would open soon. 
 
   “Want a massage?” The voice grew even louder the third time. This time, Stephen could feel the floor trembling, as though the creature behind him was stamping her foot.
 
   Just then, the door opened. Stephen stepped out as quickly as he could, without turning his head back. Deep inside him, he was praying that the creature would not follow him out. 
 
   “Massage please?” This time, the voice was softer and gentler.
 
   Stephen ran as fast as he could from the lift lobby to his hotel room. He felt safer now but still sensed that something was behind him (although it got further and further away). As he tried to open the door with his card key, he turned to his side and saw the distant lights in the hotel corridor flickering. Once inside his room, Stephen slammed his door and locked it. Moving to the back of his suite, he could still hear footsteps from outside, but eventually they faded.
 
   That night, Stephen could not get to sleep. His eyes were constantly watching the door. He was too frightened to call anyone for help as he thought no one would believe his story. The next day, Stephen checked out of the hotel. It was a trip he would never forget. It was a night where a ghost prostitute had decided to pay him a visit. 
 
   It is rumored that some prostitutes love to gamble along with their customers. They sit beside them, serving and humoring these ‘bosses’ at the gambling tables. At times, these prostitutes too join in the game. Often, small wins lead to more betting and losses accumulate. To finance their losses, these female gamblers borrow money from families, friends, and even loan sharks. Debt collectors chase and hustle these Chinese prostitutes back to their hometowns. Things can get nasty when the debt collectors cannot get back their money. There are rumors that some of these prostitutes have to offer their bodies to the loan sharks as repayment, while others are forced to do so without their consent. Some would rather die. A few of these who died now come back to haunt those casinos that caused them their lives.
 
   

 
   

 Facts about Gambling in Singapore, Malaysia and Macao
 
    
 
   Singapore
 
   The country had more than 11 million visitors in 2010; Indonesia, China, Malaysia, Australia and India constituted the top five visitor-generating markets.
 
   The country now has two casinos, each with a floor size limited to 15,000 square meters.
 
   In a survey conducted in 2004-5, respondents spent an average of S$244 per person per month betting on various games in Singapore, compared to pathological gamblers, who spent an average of S$637 per person per month. These figures are based on the past year of participation.
 
   In a 2007 survey, 65% of the respondents believed ‘Gambling is very likely to lead to an unhappy life,’ 66% thought ‘If you keep gambling frequently, you will be poorer in the end,’ and 81% agreed that ‘Gambling can be very addictive.’
 
   Roughly 2.1% of the population* (18 years old and above) are probable pathological gamblers and 2% are probable problem gamblers (2004/5). These figures are based on the past year of participation. Pathological gamblers are severe problem gamblers, as measured by a ten-item DSM-IV questionnaire. DSM-IV is a common screening questionnaire for problem gambling developed by the American Psychiatric Association (APA).
 
    
 
   Malaysia
 
   The country has only one legal casino: Casino De Genting at Resorts World Genting.
 
   In 2010, Resorts World Genting attracted almost 20 million visitors. It offers six hotels with approximately 10,000 rooms and more than 210 dining areas as well as shopping outlets.
 
   There are 200,000 square feet of gambling space in Casino De Genting, with approximately 3,000 slot machines and 500 table games.
 
   The country offers no official data on pathological or problem gambling.
 
    
 
   Macao
 
   The region covers the land area of less than 30 square kilometers, with a population more than 550,000.
 
   Roughly 20 million people visit Macao each year, and more than 50% are from Mainland China.
 
   In 2011, the region boasts thirty-four casinos operated by S.J.M, Venetian Macao, Wynn Resorts Macao, Galaxy Casino, MGM Grand Paradise and Melco Crown Jogos (Macao).
 
   The gross casino gambling revenue came close to US$24 billion in 2010.
 
   The casinos have more than 15,000 slot machines and 5,000 gambling tables in 2011.
 
   Baccarat is the most popular game, with revenue exceeding 90% of Macao’s gross casino gambling revenue.
 
   Roughly 2.6% of the population (15-64 years old) are probable pathological gamblers and 3.4% are probable problem gamblers (2007). These figures are based on the past year of participation.
 
   

 
   

 Probable Problem/Pathological Gambling Screening Criteria
 
    
 
   The Diagnostic and Statistical Manual of Mental Disorders (DSM-IV) was developed by the American Psychiatric Association (APA). It includes a popular ten-item screening questionnaire for problem gambling. 
 
   Problem gambling is often defined as the continuation of gambling despite harms caused by the gambler to himself, family, relatives, or those around him. A person is diagnosed as a probable problem gambler if s/he has three to four of the symptoms described below. If the person has five or more of the symptoms, s/he can be considered a probable pathological gambler. The ten questions are:
 
    
 
   Preoccupation - Is the person preoccupied with gambling (e.g., preoccupied with reliving past gambling experiences, handicapping or planning the next venture, or thinking of ways to get money with which to gamble)?
 
   Tolerance - Does the person need to gamble with increasing amounts of money in order to achieve the desired excitement?
 
   Withdrawal - Is the person restless or irritable when attempting to cut down or stop gambling?
 
   Escape - Does the person gamble as a way of escaping from problems or relieving dysphoric moods (e.g. feelings of depression, guilt, anxiety, or depression)?
 
   Chasing - Does the person, after losing money gambling, often return another day in order to get even (‘chasing one’s losses’)?
 
   Lying - Does the person lie to family members, therapists, or others to conceal the extent of involvement with gambling?
 
   Loss of control - Has the person made repeated unsuccessful efforts to control, cut back, or stop gambling?
 
   Illegal acts - Has the person committed illegal acts (e.g., forgery, fraud, theft, or embezzlement) in order to finance gambling?
 
   Risking significant relationship - Has the person jeopardized or lost a significant relationship, job, or educational or career opportunity because of gambling?
 
   Bailout - Has the person relied on others to provide money to relieve a desperate financial situation caused by gambling? 
 
    
 
   Source: Gerstein et al. (1999)
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