
The Journey Beyond Hebron 

 

In the heart of Covenant University, where faith and knowledge converged, Daniel 

embarked on a journey that would redefine his purpose. The campus hummed with 

anticipation—the white bus, starched shirts, and the weight of dreams. 

 

Daniel, an introverted freshman, clutched his acceptance letter. He'd left behind a 

small village, where mango trees whispered secrets. Now, he stood at the gates of 

Hebron, where the air tasted of possibility. 

 

His roommate, Tunde, was a whirlwind of energy. "Welcome to CU, bro! We'll 

conquer this place together." 

 

Tunde introduced Daniel to the labyrinth of lecture halls, the cafeteria's cacophony, 

and the elusive GPA. "It's like a game," Tunde said. "Collect knowledge points, avoid 

pitfalls." 

 

Daniel navigated the maze, his heart echoing with themes of belonging and purpose. 

He joined the choir, where voices soared like prayers. Reflections, the dance group, 

spun stories through movement. Daniel watched, mesmerized—their bodies 

translating joy, sorrow, and hope. 

 

In the chapel, Pastor Judah preached fiery sermons. "Only those who seek wisdom 

find wisdom" he said. "The things of the spirit are very volatile, be sensitive." 

 

Daniel wrestled with core values—integrity, diligence, spirituality. He wondered if he'd 

ever fit in. But then he met Angel, a senior with laughter in her eyes. She wore her 

CGPA like a badge of honor. 

 

"Daniel," she said, "CU is more than grades. It's about growth. Embrace the journey." 

 

And so, Daniel did. He debated in the student council, argued for change. He 

discovered the HOD ground—a sacred space where prayers floated like incense. 



 

But it was in the library that Daniel found his muse. He wrote poems about mango 

trees, dusty roads, and the taste of home. Angel read them, her smile a sunrise. 

 

"You capture Hebron's soul," she said. "Keep writing." 

 

Daniel's journey unfolded—late-night study sessions and friendships forged over 

jollof rice. He learned that CU wasn't just about textbooks; it was about becoming. 

 

As graduation neared, Daniel stood on the stage, robe billowing. His parents 

beamed from the audience. Angel squeezed his hand. "You've come far," she 

whispered. 

 

The chancellor's voice echoed. "Class of 2027, go forth and illuminate the world." 

 

Daniel stepped off the stage, diploma in hand. He looked back at Hebron, where 

mango trees swayed in the breeze. His journey had been more than academics—it 

was a symphony of faith, love, and growth. 

 

And as he walked into the unknown, Daniel knew that CU had prepared him for life's 

grandest adventure. 


