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Chapter 1

 

The Faculty of Law at the University of Abuja had a rhythm of its own—
measured, deliberate, and often unforgiving. It was a place where brilliance
was currency, and reputation, once earned, could either crown you or
crush you. Within its sandstone walls and echoing lecture halls, names
carried weight.

 

One name, in particular, moved through the corridors like a quiet legend.

 

Daniel Okoye.

 

By his 300 level, Daniel was no longer just another student; he had become
a standard others measured themselves against. Lecturers called on him
not to test him, but to challenge the rest of the class. His answers were
precise, layered, and unsettlingly clear. He didn’t just understand the law—
he seemed to think in it.

 

Students admired him openly. Some envied him quietly. Most depended on
him.

 

On most mornings, Daniel sat in the second row of Lecture Hall B, his
posture relaxed but attentive, a well-used notebook resting on his lap. His
pen moved quickly, capturing not just what was said, but what was
implied. His notes had become something of a lifeline within the faculty—
passed around in group chats, photocopied in secret, studied like they
were official material.

 



“If Daniel has written it, it will come out,” students would say with quiet
confidence.

 

But what they saw on campus was only half the story.

 

Beyond the polished lecture halls and crowded corridors was a different
life entirely. One that Daniel kept carefully hidden behind calm smiles and
measured words.

 

He lived far from the university, in a small, aging building on the outskirts
of Gwagwalada. The room he rented was barely large enough for a narrow
bed, a wooden table, and a stack of books that seemed to grow by the
week. Electricity was unreliable. Water was worse. But none of that
mattered to him as much as time.

 

Time was the only thing he could not waste.

 

Most nights, while the campus buzzed with laughter and music, Daniel sat
under the dull glow of a rechargeable lamp, surrounded by casebooks and
statutes. He read until his eyes burned, then read some more. He broke
down judgments line by line, questioning reasoning, testing principles,
building arguments in his head long before he ever spoke them aloud.

 

He was not studying to pass.

 

He was studying to survive.

 

Back home, his mother sold foodstuff in a small roadside stall. Every call
from her carried the same unspoken weight—the hope that her sacrifices



would one day become something solid, something undeniable.

 

“Just focus on your books,” she would say.

 

Daniel always answered the same way. “I will.”

 

And he meant it.

 

On campus, however, life moved differently around him. His friends
ensured that, despite his discipline, he never completely disappeared into
his books.

 

“Guy, you no be robot,” Kelvin said one afternoon, dropping his bag onto
the bench beside Daniel. “Even machines dey overheat.”

 

Daniel glanced up from his notes, a faint smile forming. “I’ll rest when
exams are over.”

 

“You said that last semester,” Kelvin shot back.

 

“And I was right,” Daniel replied calmly.

 

Seated across from them was Miriam, who rolled her eyes. “Both of you
should stop arguing. Daniel, you’re coming for the faculty dinner on
Friday.”

 

“I didn’t say that.”



 

“You didn’t need to,” she said firmly. “You’re coming.”

 

Before he could respond, a familiar voice cut in.

 

“Of course he’s coming.”

 

They all turned.

 

Clara Nwoye stood a few steps away, effortlessly commanding attention
without raising her voice. She was dressed simply, but there was nothing
simple about the way she carried herself. Confidence followed her like a
shadow.

 

Daniel’s expression softened slightly.

 

Clara walked closer, her gaze fixed on him. “You’ve been avoiding me.”

 

“I’ve been busy.”

 

“You’re always busy,” she replied, folding her arms.

 

Kelvin leaned back, grinning. “This one no be argument we fit settle. Make
we give them space.”

 

Miriam stood immediately. “Gladly.”



 

Within seconds, they had both moved a few steps away, leaving Daniel and
Clara facing each other.

 

“You can’t keep doing this,” Clara said, her voice quieter now. “You act like
the world is only books and exams.”

 

“For now, it is,” Daniel replied.

 

“And after?”

 

He paused.

 

That was the question he didn’t like answering.

 

Clara watched him carefully. “You don’t have to carry everything alone.”

 

Daniel looked at her, really looked this time. She was one of the few people
who didn’t see him as just the brilliant student everyone admired. She saw
the pressure. The quiet urgency behind his every decision.

 

“I’m not alone,” he said finally.

 

She held his gaze for a moment longer, then nodded slowly. “Good.
Because even the best lawyers don’t win cases alone.”

 

A small silence settled between them, not uncomfortable, but full.



 

Around them, the faculty continued its usual rhythm—students walking
past, conversations rising and falling, life moving on as it always did.

 

But for Daniel, something felt different.

 

As though he was standing at the edge of something he could not yet see.

 

And though he did not know it yet, the path ahead would demand more
than intelligence, more than discipline.

 

It would demand choices.

 

And not all of them would be right.

 

 

 

Chapter 2

 

The morning lecture on Constitutional Law was always crowded, but that
day the atmosphere in Lecture Hall B felt heavier than usual. Students filled
every available seat, notebooks open, pens ready, eyes half-focused on the
front and half on each other. It was not just another class—it was the kind
that reminded everyone why they had chosen law in the first place.

 

Daniel Okoye sat where he always did.

 



Second row. Slightly left. Calm posture. Focused eyes.

 

Professor Alabi, a man known for breaking down even the most confident
students with a single question, paced slowly at the front of the hall.

 

“Law,” he began, voice firm, “is not comfort. It is conflict organized into
structure. If you cannot tolerate uncertainty, you will suffer in this
profession.”

 

A few students shifted uneasily.

 

The professor stopped pacing.

 

“Mr. Okoye.”

 

The room tightened instantly.

 

Daniel looked up.

 

“Yes, sir.”

 

“Explain the doctrine of separation of powers, but do not define it. Apply
it.”

 

A murmur passed through the hall. This was not a simple recall question. It
was an invitation to think under pressure.

 



Daniel stood.

 

He did not rush.

 

“In practice,” he began, “the doctrine is not about absolute separation, but
controlled overlap. The legislature makes laws, the executive enforces
them, and the judiciary interprets them—but each branch limits the
excesses of the others through structured interference.”

 

The professor watched without expression.

 

Daniel continued.

 

“For example, judicial review is the judiciary interfering with legislation,
but not to legislate—it is to preserve constitutional boundaries. Similarly,
the executive’s assent to bills is not law-making, but it is a gatekeeping
function that affects legislation.”

 

The hall was silent now.

 

Even the habitual whisperers had stopped.

 

Daniel paused briefly, then added, “So in reality, separation of powers is
less about isolation and more about balance through friction.”

 

A beat of silence followed.

 



Professor Alabi nodded once.

 

“Sit.”

 

Daniel sat.

 

No applause. No reaction. Just the quiet acknowledgment that another
intellectual hurdle had been cleared.

 

But as the lecture continued, Daniel’s mind was no longer fully in the room.

 

Something had been bothering him since the previous evening.

 

A message from his mother.

 

Short. Uneasy.

 

“We need to talk.”

 

He had not replied.

 

Not because he didn’t want to—but because he already knew what it
meant.

 

Money.

 



Always money.

 

When the class finally ended, students spilled out into the corridor in
waves. The usual noise returned—laughter, complaints, arguments about
notes and assignments.

 

Daniel remained seated for a moment longer.

 

“Big man,” Kelvin’s voice cut in as he approached, dropping into the seat
beside him. “You just embarrass separation of powers again. At this point, I
think you should start lecturing us.”

 

Daniel closed his notebook. “It’s just understanding.”

 

“That thing you call understanding is not normal,” Kelvin said, shaking his
head. “Some of us are just trying to pass.”

 

Daniel gave a faint smile, but it didn’t stay long.

 

Kelvin noticed.

 

“What’s wrong?”

 

“Nothing.”

 

“That ‘nothing’ sounds like something.”

 



Daniel hesitated. Then, quietly, “My mother called.”

 

Kelvin leaned back slightly. The tone changed immediately.

 

“Oh.”

 

There was a pause.

 

“Is she okay?”

 

Daniel nodded. “She will be.”

 

Kelvin didn’t push further. He understood enough.

 

Before either of them could continue, Clara appeared at the edge of the
corridor. She was holding a folder, walking with purpose.

 

“I knew I’d find you here,” she said, stopping in front of Daniel.

 

He looked up. “You were looking for me?”

 

“Yes.” She handed him the folder.

 

Daniel frowned slightly. “What is this?”

 



“Case materials for moot court selection.”

 

Kelvin raised an eyebrow. “Already? That thing is months away.”

 

Clara ignored him. Her eyes stayed on Daniel.

 

“They posted early selection. You’re going to need it.”

 

Daniel opened the folder briefly, scanning the first page. His expression
changed almost imperceptibly.

 

“This is advanced.”

 

“That’s the point,” Clara said. “They’re not selecting average students this
time.”

 

Kelvin whistled softly. “So basically, they are selecting Daniel and co.”

 

Clara finally looked at him. “If he wants it, yes.”

 

A silence followed that statement.

 

Daniel closed the folder.

 

“I didn’t apply.”

 



Clara blinked. “What?”

 

“I didn’t apply,” he repeated calmly.

 

Kelvin straightened immediately. “Guy, are you serious? Moot court is your
lane.”

 

Daniel stood, adjusting his bag. “I have other priorities.”

 

Clara’s voice sharpened slightly. “What priorities?”

 

He looked at her.

 

For a moment, the usual calm in his eyes wavered—just slightly.

 

Then it returned.

 

“Survival,” he said.

 

And with that, he walked past them.

 

Leaving the corridor, leaving the noise, leaving the questions hanging in the
air behind him.

 

Clara stayed still for a moment, watching him go.

 



Kelvin exhaled slowly. “That guy is carrying something heavier than books.”

 

Clara didn’t answer immediately.

 

She only said, quietly, “And one day, it will catch up with him.”
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