
 



Preface 
She trekked halfway across the globe … and back, during a pandemic. 

This must be an interesting MSCA story. 

 

 

Chapter 1 
Getting the Position 

 

My journey started early one morning the desert of the United Arab Emirates when I found 

out that I was successful in getting the position of ESR7 on the AgRefine project.  

Crying with joy, I handed in my notice to my current job. After years of scouring the internet 

for fully funded positions, I was successful. Without an MSCA fellowship or another fully 

funded program there was no other way I could afford a PhD, in or out of my home country. 

Many decide on a PhD out of boredom, but for me, I knew this was calling. The first year of 

my bachelors I developed an unquenchable thirst for knowledge, and I was going to Dr. 

Pollard. 

But why an MSCA fellow and not some other? Simple, no one else gave a chance, I was 

‘underqualified’ because I didn’t have enough publications or experience. However, I 

couldn’t get any experience because of where I lived. MSCA was also appealing to me in 

other ways. The projects that I could be a part of, if successful, were hands on and applicable. 

I could see my research being used in industry and not stuck onto a shelf to collecting dust. 

The networking and collaboration opportunities advertised and showcased were unbelievable. 

I could market myself and my research to make a bigger impact that I ever thought possible 

while doing a PhD. 

Now back to my journey, I got the position but what next? My host institution, Bantry Marine 

Research Station, in Ireland was great with guiding me through the process of my hosting 

agreement and relocation. Just like that I was ready to move to Ireland.  
 

Chapter 2 
There and Back again 

 

Excited to start my MSCA fellow working with seaweed. I love seaweed. I decided to have a 

relaxing vacation before the PhD stress kicked in. 



BUT 2020 was a hell of a year…. On my way to the airport, I started to hear whispers about a 

virus, a little virus in China… It was fine, no need to worry.  

I flew to Scotland and in one day I realised that this ‘virus’ was a problem. It was changing 

the world and I was caught between the life I left and a life I wanted to start. Hotels were 

closing their doors; Ireland was planning to close their borders and everyone from my work 

institution was afraid of the virus. No one wanted to host because of my travels, and it was 

100% understandable. But what was this girl to do?  

I decided to ‘wait out’ the pandemic at home, in Trinidad and Tobago, with my family. I 

booked a flight an at double the usual cost, packed my bags and left my Scottish 

accommodation all in 15 minutes! I have never packed so quickly in my life, and hopefully I 

never have to pack that quickly again.  

I made it back to Trinidad literally on the last flight. After this, the nation closed its borders 

for 482 days! 

 

While in Trinidad my MSCA fellow started since I could not delay. I was working remotely 

and I was being supported by my supervisors to the best of their ability. But, this was new to 

all of us. So naturally, it was anything but smooth. 

Irish borders re-opened and I was ready to go to BMRS to do some real research! Easier said 

than done since Trinidad’s borders were still closed. I wrote numerous letters to the prime 

minister and minister of national security pleading to let me depart. Finally, I was granted 

approval and I talked my way onto another overpriced flight. I though the end was near. Just 

a short plane ride, one transfer and I would arrive at my destination. 



 

I could not have been more wrong. Upon arrival to the Amsterdam airport, I was denied entry 

to the country. I waited 48 hours in the airport, without a room or bed, my flight to London 

got delayed and I ran through the airports to make my connecting flight. I am sure you have 

been there before. 

Upon arrival to Cork airport, I was interrogated for having the wrong paperwork. But, hold 

up…. I had the correct paperwork. Is this bad luck, racism or a sheer lack of airport personnel 

not doing their job. After hours of crying while I was threatened with deportation and 

incarceration. I managed to get a phone call and my supervisor from my host institution 

managed to help me out. 

Now breath… 

 

Chapter 3 
European life 

 

I am now 1.5 years into my fellowship and things have been less manic, thankfully.  

Compared to places that I have worked, Trinidad, UAE, Sri Lanka, Dominica, Ireland has 

much better working conditions. Ireland feels like a dream, a cold dream, but a dream none 

the less. With a masters I earned the less than 500 Euro a month, that is not enough to live 

anywhere besides in your parents’ house. In the UAE my salary is the same number to what I 

earn now but consider the conversions rates and different costs of living. 

Now, as an MSCA fellow, I can buy myself ice cream at the supermarket without having to 

think twice. I can afford something besides ramen noodles for dinner. I never thought that 

this would be possible while doing a PhD. In Trinidad PhD’s are un-paid, underappreciated 

and overworked. But here, I am anything but. 



It is not perfect, the lab space at my host institution is comparatively small since it is a 

research institution and not a university. However, it is chalk and cheese to what I had in the 

Caribbean.  

Now that I am in Europe where do I do, what do I do? Where do my colleagues go? We are 

already thinking of jobs post PhD. Looking at my project I can see a see a bias towards 

certain countries. One way to alleviate this is imbalance is by looking at the location of 

project partners. We can then ensure that they are not clustered in certain countries. The 

networking done during an MSCA fellowship impacts the individual’s thinking, it certainly 

has with me. Having project partners spread across Europe can open more doors for 

employment creating a more balanced mobility flow. 

Chapter 4 
To be continued 

 

When I finish my MSCA fellow I would love to say that I want to head back to Trinidad, to 

spread my knowledge. However, high levels of crime are pushing me to stay within Europe. I 

have fallen in love with the idea of being able to go out or come home after dark, to not fear 

for my life when the sun goes down.  

But I am only halfway through my fellowship, maybe I will change my mind. But what will 

make me change my mind?  

My ultimate goal is to make an impact! To teach and guide research to make a positive 

change in this world. I will go wherever in the world I need to go to make this change.  

The rest of my story is still unwritten. 
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