
Money Changes Hands 

 "POP CHAMPAGNE!" Mohammed Aliyu recited the lyrics of Dr. Sid's club smash. 

He was headed to Club Ecstasy, with the Mercedes Benz he got for his birthday, at around 

11p.m. His father, Ibrahim Aliyu, joked the car was the money for a scholarship program in 

his state. Too busy singing,he didn't realize that he was driving at 100mph -- 40mph above 

the speed limit. At least, not until he was stopped by a heavyset police officer. 

 OlatundeBabalola was tired. At first, he thought he could be different, but months of 

hard work proved futile.  He'd spent hours standing under the blaring sun only to get a 

meagre pay check at the end of the month.So when he saw the Mercedes Benz coming his 

way at high velocity, he sawa profitable opportunity.He waved his AK up in the air signalling 

for the car to stop. 

 "H'ACE!’alt right there!" He called out.  

 Mohammed wound down the window to answer the man. After 10minutes, he reached 

for his wallet and brought out N2000. Olatunde smiled as the two notes made its way into his 

pocket and the man drove away. The spirit of Egunje had struck.  

 It was 2 a.m. andOlatunde's shift was over. He didn't want to go home to his nagging 

wife, so he decided to branch off at Aminu Kano Crescent --the prostitute galore, to see 

whether he could make some extra owo(money). He saw a plump woman wearing a see-

through top, red leather boots, and a mini skirt.  

 Chinwe, known on the streets as Katii,stood on the street shivering.Tonight needed to 

be a good night for her as her rent was due. Her heart dropped as she saw a dark-skinned 

policeman with two tribal marks and a protruding belly walking towards her. She did not 

need this wahala(trouble). 

 "Young lady, you know very well what you are doing is illegal." he said, getting to 

the point. 

 "Abeg sir. My rent is due. Allow me today." Katiibegged. She pleaded with him until 

he agreed to let her be...but not without something in return. Olatundewrapped his hand 

around hers and proceeded to the hotel nearby. The spirit of Egunje had struck again. 

 Katii was done for the night. She got two more customers that night after the 

policeman had left. Although the money she received wasn't enough to pay her rent, it was 

enough to feed her cocaine addiction. 

 Abubakar Bage was a college dropout. The scholarship he'd won for his academic 

excellence fromIbrahim Aliyu never came through, so he sold drugs to pay the bills. His most 

frequent customer was Katii, the prostitute. He wrapped hers in nylon as he saw her 

approaching. 



 "Your usual, madam." he said taking the money from her hand. She wasabout to walk 

away when a tall man grabbed her by the hand.  

 “YOU. Are you Abubakar Bage?" the man asked still gripping Katii tightly. 

 "Ye-Yes," Abubakar stammered. 

 The man flashed his badge. "I'm Inspector Williams, and you're under arrest for drug 

trafficking." 

 Abubakar would have absconded, but he was surrounded. "Oga, take this one and 

leave me." He pleaded. 

 The man was surprised. "You want to bribe me?" 

 "It's not bribe, its--" 

 "Shut up!" the Inspector shouted, eying the two culprits. "We're tired of the spirit of 

Egunje reigning in this city. It's time for someone to make a change." He looked at his men. 

"Take these filthy people away!" 

 As the Inspector left, the spirit of Egunje sighed, defeated. 
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