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	       My visit to the Punggol Beach, World War II Site started with a trip across the Punggol Park. The Punggol Park is located in the Hougang Housing Estate and is accessible by SBS Bus service number 74 and 147. 

       From there, I took bus number 82, the only bus service to the Punggol End, where the beach is at. 

       The ride was pretty much typical at first. The bus cruised down Sengkang, a new residential area scattered with fresh apartments. But as the bus approached Punggol, it was beginning to be like a journey on a rural Malaysian road. Small, one lane but two-way roads sandwiched by dense vegetation. 
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Check out the greens.
SBS 82.
       In less than fifteen minutes, I reached my destination. I alighted at an old bus-stop and was greeted by a friendly bus driver. He was cleaning one of the praying altars and when asked what is it for, he simply smiled and said softly, “For protection.” 
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The friendly bus-driver cleaning the alter.
On the left is a small booth for the drivers to rest.
The other bus-driver with his back to the camera.
       Another bus driver nearby, who refused to be photographed, said that the place was indeed keras*. According to him, many of them have seen white apparitions flying across the road and hanging from the big trees at night. Some have even heard gun shots before. They pray at the altars and hope to appease the ‘spirits’.
*keras is a crude way of saying haunted in Malay 

[image: image6.jpg]



One of the anglers said that a lot of people have seen a man
squatting near this tree before. When approached, he vanished.
       I made my way down to the jetty. For those who are going to the Outward Bound, this is where you take the boat ride from. 
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The Jetty was busy and crowded.
       The jetty was particularly busy. A few men were seen loading the boat with bundles of clothing. It was very windy, the sky was clear but it wasn’t too hot. 
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The spot where the restaurant used to be.
       Punggol Beach is one of the World War II sites. According to some of the anglers, long time ago, the place used to be filled with kampung houses. During the later years, a famous seafood restaurant was built near the beach. Now the place is under construction to make way for the government’s new plans. 
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“On 28th February 1942, some 300 – 400 Chinese civilians were, killed along the Punggol foreshore by ‘hojo kempetai’ (auxiliary military police) firing squads. They were among tens of thousands who lost their lives during the Japanese Sook Ching operation to purge suspected anti-Japanese civilians within Singapore’s Chinese population between 18 February to 4 March 1942. 

The victims who perished along the foreshore were among 1000 Chinese males rounded up following a house-to-house search of the Chinese community living along Upper Serangoon Road by Japanese soldiers.” 
       While pointing to the stretch of beach, a Mr. Tan, age 32 said, “My father used to live here before. On some nights, he would hear cries and gun shots coming from there.” 

       “The noise was so clear that sometimes he would run to the beach to help. Of course, there would be no one around.” 
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The beach now.
       Mr. Yahya, a fishing enthusiast said, “I’m not sure what the government is doing to the beach. But I know this will surely disturb the dead. Sure got trouble.” 

       He also added that some of the trees have been around since the World War II. He claimed that each of them has their own penunggu*.
*penunggu is a Malay word which means a spirit who ‘lurks’ in its favourite place 
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       An old Malay guy who introduced himself as Wak Samad said, “Last time, I used to come here with my friends to catch crabs and sea-mussels. I remember a story about a girl who got lost and was never found. People said that he was ‘kidnapped’ by the Hantu Jepun*.”
*Hantu Jepun is in Malay and it means Japanese ghosts 

       “My mother used to tell me not to pee under the trees. If it’s urgent, either you do it in the sea or ‘ask for permission’ before urinating anywhere. She used to scare me with a tale about a boy who anyhow urinated under a tree. His penis and scrotum got badly swollen and his mother had to seek help from a bomoh. Allegedly, the boy had offended the spirit of the tree.” 
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       I decided to walk down the road back to Sengkang. I wanted to enjoy the greens and admire the nature. But after a good 15 minutes walk, I came across 4 old and vacant houses, which are situated about 10 meters away from the main road. Immediately, I felt a spooky aura. 



  

 

 

Can you spot the house?
(Click picture to Zoom In)

It was about 3pm but the place is surprisingly dark.
(Click picture to Zoom In)
       The area was heavily fenced, wild shrubs were everywhere and there was absolutely no one around. I tried to get as close as possible and took a few quick snaps. 

       I personally think that they look like old, colonial quarters. They are about 10 meters long, 5 meters wide and are about 7 meters away from each other. Could have been used as a storage place or a canteen before. 

       I couldn’t see any toilets or furniture in the house and it was totally empty. 



  

 

 

I could have get entangled in the trees.
(Click picture to Zoom In)

Eerie!!
(Click picture to Zoom In)
       There were no doors and the windows were opened. You could see through from the front door to the back door. The structure was still strong and there were no visible signs of damage. There was however, an overpowering peculiar smell. 
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(similar design for the back)
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Editor's Impression
       As I walk further down the road, I found the main entrance to the ‘neighborhood’. 
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Hmmm...I wonder who's the owner.
       An old, dirty road leads down to the houses. There’s a rusty gate across the entrance and a signboard that says “Private Property No Trespassing” was fixed prominently. 

       I was about to step in when I heard dogs howling not far away. I must admit that I felt scared and nervous. My imagination was running wild and I think I noticed ‘something’ rustling in the bushes. There was a nasty, bad feeling about the place. I uttered a prayer, remained calm, took my last snap and quickly walked away. 
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