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It’s the start of the week, and I’ll be heading 
to UBC’s main campus to attend my first 
lecture of the day. It’s a beautiful morning, 
and I’m looking forward to enjoying my 25 
minute bus transit.

TUESDAY
We’re on the hereditary cancer section of my human 
genetics course. Each class is a case-study, and we’re given 
information on a certain individual, and have to determine 
the genetic cause of their condition. Drawing a pedigree, as 
shown here, is a common first practice in order to elucidate 
hereditary disorders.

One of the elective classes I decided to take was 
“Statistical Methods in High Dimensional biology.” 
My PhD project involves a lot of data analysis, and 
I thoroughly like every lecture of this course. Today, 
we have a guest lecturer who previously worked 
at MIT’s Broad Institute and is explaining how to 
track the development of the different cell types 

that can arise from a single cell.

It’s lunch time, and I’m now 
at the BC Children’s Hospital 
Research Institute, where one 
of my two labs are based. 
I’ll catch up on my emails 
now, and complete all of my 
non-time-consuming tasks.

Almost the end of the day, 
and I’m in need of a caffeine 

pick-me-up before heading to 
a class on the physiology of 
the mother, fetus, and new-

born. Second Cup’s flat white 
coffee keeps me good com-
pany through this two hour 

long, content-heavy lecture.
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While on my way to the bus loop at UBC, I walk 
through The Nest – UBC’s Student Union building. 
Bell, the telecommunications company, was hosting 
their Let’s Talk event to promote discussions around 
mental health. I decided to share a few thoughts on 

the topic.

Class is over, so I’ve headed to the site of my second 
lab – the BC Cancer Research Centre. Located on 
West Broadway, it’s in one of the more lively areas of 
Vancouver. 

I’m in the process of extracting RNA from pla-
cental tissue – a procedure that can take any-
where from an hour and a half to five hours. 
Since I’ve just started lab work, I’m borrow-
ing one of the lab benches, but I’ll be moving 
to my own lab bench in a different lab bay soon.

The RNA has been extracted, and I’m heading 
back home after a long day. I’ll take the SkyTrain 
from Cambie Street, and I purposely walk the 
longer way to get this breath-taking view of  the 
Downtown skyline and of the mountains.



It’s Research Day at the 
research institute! Stu-
dents display their work 
through scientific post-
ers, and we have a few 
presentations and talks. 
Lunch was provided – 
which is always a bonus 
(#studentlife), and a 
reception with snacks to 
follow. Here, my friend 
Paola describes the hy-
pothesis and planning of 
her research project.

The Vancouver 
Community College 
showcases the Fash-

ion Meets Science 
kids clothing line that 

was designed with 
the collaboration of 

one of the labs in the 
institute. I absolute-
ly loved the orange 

dress inspired by the 
common fruit fly, but 

the denim skirt depict-
ing an ELISA plate was 

my favourite.

My human genet-
ics class had an 
in-person objective: 
visit a pharmacy that 
offers genetic tests 
claimed to be for 
health concerns. I 
posed as a clueless, 
concerned daughter 
of a father having 
heart problems, 
asking the ‘expert’ 
at the store about 
information on the 
test and it’s accura-
cy. I was, unfortu-
nately and predict-
ably,  not impressed.
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After class at UBC on Thurs-
day morning, I signed up to at-
tend a workshop offered by the 
Graduate Student Society. This 
building shown is one of the two 
larger  libraries on campus – the 
Koerner’s Library. If seen from an 
aerial view, it looks like an open 
book. The workshop took place 
inside.

The workshop is on the Git software and the 
online GitHub open-access code sharing web-
site. I conduct all of my analyses in the R Soft-
ware for Statistical Programming – and GitHub 
is one of the tools that is heavily used for stor-
ing and downloading the specific packages (or 
plugins) that are required for computation.



I’m back at the research institute to pick up a few 
samples before heading to the cancer centre. My 
lab bench here is fairly clean, and our lab  – very 
unsurprisingly  – stocks pink gloves (since we’re a 
placenta lab).
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No classes on Friday, so I take my time waking up 
and enjoying some tea in the morning. My little 
plant always cheers me up – a good start to the 
day.

The Genome Sciences Centre is celebrating their anniversary 
today and has opened their doors to the public. This screen 
shows the number of genetic bases that have been sequenced 
at the centre, since its founding. The number is in petabytes!

At the cancer centre, this is the view I get to enjoy while I’m 
waiting for my samples to finish incubating. Words do no jus-
tice to the beauty that is Vancouver, or British Columbia.



The BC Cancer Summit is also happen-
ing today and I have a poster on display. 
Free goodies are always fun, but the 
talks at this conference were even better. 
Networking is crucial in any subject area 
– and I got the opportunity to meet and 
listen from some of the top names in the 
field.

A
B

O
U

T 
TH

E
 P

H
O

TO
G

R
A

PH
E

R
N

ik
it

a 
is

 a
 fi

rs
t-

ye
ar

 M
ed

ic
al

 G
en

et
ic

s 
P

hD
 s

tu
d

en
t 

at
 t

he
 

U
ni

ve
rs

it
y 

o
f 

B
ri

ti
sh

 C
o

lu
m

b
ia

. W
he

n 
no

t 
an

al
ys

in
g

 d
at

a,
 s

he
 

en
jo

ys
 r

ea
d

in
g

, p
ho

to
g

ra
p

hy
, e

xp
an

d
in

g
 h

er
 r

ep
er

to
ire

 o
f 

co
o

ki
ng

 r
ec

ip
es

 a
nd

 m
us

ic
 t

as
te

, a
nd

 d
ri

nk
in

g
 It

al
ia

n 
R

o
as

t 
co

ff
ee

. I
f 

sh
e 

co
ul

d
 h

av
e 

a 
su

p
er

p
o

w
er

 it
 w

o
ul

d
 b

e 
te

le
ki

ne
-

si
s,

 a
nd

 w
o

ul
d

 w
an

t 
to

 t
im

e-
tr

av
el

 b
ac

k 
to

 A
nc

ie
nt

 G
re

ec
e.

The BC Cancer Summit concluded with 
a dinner at the Sheraton Wall Centre 

Hotel. An evening to dress up after the 
days of talks, my cancer lab and I take 
small quantities of all of the decadent 

food served in order to be able to taste 
the whole spread. The medley of des-

serts signals the end of my dynamic 
week – where no week is the same as 

the last one.


