
THE SPIRIT OF EGUNJE 

The cold dusty harmattan wind blew strongly that evening and its chilled air hit my eyes which had sunk 

deep into their sockets, they betrayed me when I felt a splash of warm water on my wrapper which 

hung loosely on my waist. I had lost a considerable amount of weight and it seems the tears never 

ceased. I had to sleep today whether I wanted to or not, it was necessary because tomorrow was 

daddy’s trial.My sleep that night was constantly haunted by devastating dreams of various court 

sessions and some even showing daddy in prison. All of a sudden I was forced to wake abruptly. I sat and 

stared into thin air. Today is ‘THE DAY’. 

Today is quite tough, already in court, I couldn’t come to realize that my father the director of the 

accounts department of Shalom Company is standing in a witness box…’Mr. Olamide Bayo, you are 

hereby sentenced to twenty five years imprisonment with hard labour,” said the judge. It was as if the 

world had come to a halt. Time ceased to move and even my tears froze and refused to flow. My ‘hero’ 

had just been sentenced to twenty five years of suffering. How possible was that? I was launched into a 

long journey down memory lane, reliving each memory of the past three weeks again, it was so fresh. It 

seemed like yesterday. 

It was nightfall and daddy wasn’t back yet. Suddenly there was a knock on the door and I jumped to my 

feet to get the door “Good evening daddy!” I said as I threw the door open. “Oh Ola” dad said looking 

away. Unfortunately he wasn’t enthusiastic to see me.Dinner that night was quiet, a noisy silence 

heaved on us. It was as if a lot was to be said but nothing was being said. We were both driven into 

oblivion. 

The loud banging on the door jerked us out of our deep thoughts. I looked at daddy as he stood up 

slowly to attend to the door. My heart was heavy, thumping hard against my chest. He opened the door 

and behold it was the police. “Mr. Bayo, you are under arrest for alleged bribery and corruption. You are 

advised to remain silent” said the man in a suit with a stern face. At that point, I was speechless. I looked 

at daddy in tears who to my greatest astonishment gave me an enigmatic smile. Right before my eyes, 

my dad, my hero, was dragged out of the house to the custody of the ‘damned men of the law’. 

On arriving the police station the next day, I demanded to see my father, but I was asked to wait. Finally 

they let me see him. He looked like he had not had any sleep. His eyes were blood shot and he looked 

really tired. 

“Daddy, what did you do?”I started and without pausing, “I know you are innocent daddy, your enemies 

are trying to disgrace you.” .Daddy said nothing .After, I was done talking he did nothing but stare. Then 

he started coldly “I am not innocent dear” my mouth fell open in awe. “Ola! Ola!” he called, 

“ENIOLA!!!”. Tears started flowing incessantly. “Ola, I am really sorry, let me explain things to you.” 

He began “I had noticed that there were some irregularities in the company’s account books as I 

recorded various transactions over the last five months. I knew something was going on but I decided to 

confront the manager before taking the matter to higher authorities. Mr. Bode, the manager laughed at 

my worried attitude and told me that I could make the ‘irregularities regular’. I was confused and 



inquired what he meant and he told me all I had to do was to name my price. It was then I realized that 

he was offering a bribe. I began to protest, midway through the protest, Bode offered me a handsome 

sum of two million naira in cash. It was overwhelming; I had never had access to such amount of money. 

I just had to accept. The following months I continued to make the ‘irregularities regular’ but I knew my 

time was up when Mr. Bode was arrested last week. Without delay I was reported and here I am.”… 

With these words dad got up and left me speechless. 

    I plunged back to reality and finally I concluded that the spirit of Egunje lives and is transferred in crisp 

naira notes. 
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