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When I was about twelve, I thought blood was simply red liquid. It appeared when I cut my 

finger, and on television it usually meant danger. I knew that blood was important, but in my 

mind it was smooth, red, and almost empty. I had no idea that one small drop could hold a 

crowded world of living parts. 

My mother helped me see that world. She worked in a hospital laboratory, testing blood samples 

from patients. Her work did not look dramatic from the outside. There were no rushing doctors 

or flashing lights, only tubes, labels, glass slides, and a microscope. Yet every small action 

mattered, because behind each sample there was a person waiting for an answer. 

One day, she let me look at blood through a microscope. I still remember the surprise. The red 

liquid was not smooth at all. It was full of small shapes, far too many to count, and it felt like 

looking down at a busy city from high above. When I asked what I was seeing, my mother 

explained it in words I could understand. Red blood cells carry oxygen through the body, almost 

like tiny delivery workers. White blood cells protect us from germs. Platelets help stop bleeding 

when we are hurt. A small drop of blood can tell doctors whether someone is sick, weak, infected, 

or recovering. 



That moment stayed with me because it was quiet, not dramatic. My mother did not tell me to 

become a scientist or make a speech about the future. She simply helped me understand what I 

was seeing. Something ordinary had become strange, and a simple question had opened the door 

to many more. At school, science often felt like facts in a book, but the microscope showed me 

another way of seeing, a way of asking what is really happening inside things. Little by little, that 

way of looking pulled me toward science. I did not decide to become a scientist all at once. I 

simply kept looking and asking, until the habit of looking closely became what I most wanted to 

do. 

Now I am a graduate student, and my research is still about looking carefully at cells. My field is 

called imaging flow cytometry. The name sounds difficult, but the idea is simple. Imagine many 

people walking through a narrow gate one by one. You want to know who is carrying a bag and 

who looks tired. If you only count the people, you miss the details. If you take a photo of only 

one person, you miss the whole crowd. In a way, this is the same work my mother did at her 

microscope, except now a machine does the looking, and much faster. 

Imaging flow cytometry tries to do both of these things for cells. The cells pass through a 

machine one by one, and it takes pictures of them very fast while also measuring them. In this 

way we can study many cells and still keep the appearance of each one. A cell is much smaller 

than a person, but each cell has its own size, its own shape, and its own patterns inside. Some 

cells are healthy, some may be infected, and others may be changing because of disease or 

medicine. My work is like building a smart camera for tiny living things. It does not take pictures 

for beauty. It helps us notice differences that human eyes might miss, especially when there are 

too many cells to check one by one. 

Some of the newest machines do even more. They work a little like a camera at the end of a 

moving walkway at an airport. As the cells stream past, the camera photographs each one, a 

computer decides whether it is the special kind it was taught to look for, faster than you could 

blink, and a small gate slips the interesting ones onto a side path. Teaching a computer to do this 

well is still hard, and it is part of what scientists are still working out today. 

All of this matters because many problems in medicine begin at the level of cells, before the 

body shows any sign. Some of the cells we most want to find are incredibly rare, like one person 

holding a red balloon in a stadium of a million people. No one could check them all by hand, but 



because the machine looks at so many cells so fast, it has a real chance of catching the one that 

matters. Behind every sample, as my mother showed me without words, there is a person waiting 

for an answer. I cannot make anyone well by myself, but if my work helps build machines that 

notice such changes sooner, I pass on the gift she gave me, the chance to notice something in 

time, for people I will never meet, anywhere in the world. 

None of this happens quickly. Science is not always exciting in an easy way, and many days are 

slow. Experiments fail, machines stop working, and sometimes I feel sure I have found 

something, only to learn the next day that I was wrong. Still, I love the moment when a hidden 

pattern begins to appear on the screen, and confusion slowly turns into understanding. If I could 

speak to a junior high school student, I would tell them just to stay curious. When something 

ordinary suddenly looks strange, do not ignore that feeling. Ask why. Look through a 

microscope, open a book, or try a small experiment, anything that helps you see a little deeper. 

My mother gave me a chance to look, and that chance changed the way I saw blood, and the way 

I saw the world. Science often begins like that. It begins with someone who helps you notice 

something, with one clear question, and with a world that turns out to be bigger, smaller, and 

more surprising than you thought. 
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