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        He who falls, yet rises without hesitation,

        who seeks without limits,

        feels with a clear heart and leads without shadow,

        carries the depth of the ocean within him

        and the wisdom of the horizon before him.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        I dedicate this book to

      

        

      
        the patients who taught me to listen — your look and your courage continue to reverberate.

      

      

      

      
        
        the students who are finding their way in a world that has yet to take shape — keep asking questions.

      

      

      

      
        
        the doctors, nurses and caregivers who continue to give, even when it’s very demanding — you make the difference, every day.

      

      

      

      
        
        anyone who teaches, researches or tries to make good policy— hang in there.

      

      

      

      
        
        anyone who wants to care, wants to sympathize, and believes that care is everyone's business — your involvement makes the difference.

      

      

      

      
        
        my parents and family, who gave me the strength to persevere, and the values to never forget where I come from.

      

      

      

      
        
        my beloved wife, who kept believing and encouraging – even in moments of turbulence.

      

      

      

      
        
        our daughter, whose open mind keeps reminding me of where it can and should go.

      

      

      

      
        
        and all those who visibly or silently contributed to this book – your presence made it possible.

      

      

      

      
        
        This book is written with respect and hope.

        Because life remains the work of people.

        Because everything can be better.

        And because you matter.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            AUTHOR’S NOTE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        This book is a personal reflection,

        written from experience, observation and involvement.

        It starts from questions about being human in a world of systems that shape, limit and challenge – and zooms in on healthcare as a concrete and confrontational context.

        It is not an indictment of individuals but an analysis of structures.

        The images and wording are deliberately sharp, not to polarize, but to make visible what often remains unspoken.

      

      

      

      
        
        Admiration for the medical world should not be blind.

        At times, there is a gap between ideal and practice. This book does not try to close that gap but to name it. Out of respect for the profession and out of commitment to those who are still on the road.

      

      

      

      
        
        In this book, all names have been changed to protect identities.

        Recognizable details have been adjusted where necessary, without compromising the essence of their experience.

        Family members are deliberately not mentioned by name, out of respect for their personal space. Not the name, but the meaning of their presence is central.

        Like any memory, what is told here is also shaped by time and perspective – and carries the truth as I experienced it.
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        You fall, yet rise without hesitation
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            DNA

          

        

      

    

    
      On the first day of your existence, you enter a world that is completely alien to you. Your instincts propel you into life. Enveloped in nothing but the essentials, you scream your first breath into the light. Right now, the world welcomes you - willingly or unwillingly - and you accept it, with as much willingness as resistance. One thing is certain: you reluctantly leave the warmth of your familiar nest and plop down in the firm hands of a complete stranger. A new life, full of uncertainties. Slippery, yet tangible.

      Which version of yourself you will include in this life is determined by the subtle play between your unique DNA and the unpredictable vagaries of external factors. Whether you believe in a higher metaphysical reality or in subjective idealism, the essence remains the same: humanity and self-determination form the foundation of your future self from the start. Also in the medical world, where it is precisely that humanity that is slowly fading away under the creeping shine of technology and efficiency.

      

      For those who want to have a professional voice in it, the medical world is a closed bastion. Light years away, despite its noble goals. Especially for those who come from far away - the 'other'. The white wall is always there. Invisible to those who live behind it. Unmistakably present for those who stand in front of it. With barriers that are presented as non-existent. Commitment and willpower are the universal keys. But nothing could be further from the truth. What passes for equality is often just décor. What seems obvious is the result of centuries of cataloguing and ordering that is rarely up for discussion.

      

      Today marks not only the beginning of my existence, but also the first step in an uninterrupted process of growth. It is not origin or coincidence that determines the direction, but the inner urge to move forward. The resilience to bounce back, always clearer, always sharper than before. It is not just about defying barriers, but about distilling insight and direction from them.

      In the harsh world I was born into, survival is more than just continuing to exist. It is a dynamic ability that continues to develop. Not out of necessity, but out of the conviction that progress starts within ourselves, and is driven by personal proximity. By humanity. A humanity that longs for its full return. Even in the medical world.

      

      On an old straw mattress in one of the few small rooms of the parental home in a small village, I join our family as the tenth child. A family that lives closely intertwined with nature in the rugged mountains. Yes, the tenth child. Any questions about this number are irrelevant. Facts are what they are and do not need to be explained or questioned. Still, some explanation helps to better understand the context. Family is central to life. Traditional values are passed on from generation to generation. The community in which I breathe my first oxygen is formed by only a few large families, including that of my grandparents. Several generations live under one roof, and everyone is involved in household and agricultural tasks. A close-knit society is essential for survival. A society dominated by pragmatism with strong cultural and religious norms. Yet being born into a world shaped by traditions does not mean that my path is already set. The root of progress is not in tradition, but in the innate drive to grow, to overcome challenges and to find one's own way, apart from what seems predestined. My path is still open, but the first steps are instinctive. From a world of village simplicity to a horizon full of knowledge and responsibility. A path on which my foundation takes more shape and strengthens as I grow. Every progress requires a conscious effort. An effort that comes from inner strength and translates into progress, a focused or spontaneous one, but always forward.

      

      Growth is not self-evident, especially in a world that always sees you as one of the 'others'. Even in healthcare. It is a constant struggle, a balance between trial and error, where resilience and perseverance are not choices but a necessity. At this stage of my life, the foundations are laid for a development that I will later understand as the basis for progress. With inner strength as a basis, fueled by curiosity, perseverance and the hunger to learn from both success and failure. But I'm not there yet. First comes the journey. First comes life itself.

      

      Perched in the rugged, unforgiving mountain heights southeast of the Black Sea, the tiny village lives by nature’s law: a large family is both its workforce and its only guarantee for the future. Personal relationships are based on strict hierarchy and mutual respect. Children obey their parents and treat them with reverence. We are raised collectively, by parents, grandparents, uncles, aunts, older brothers and sisters, brothers-in-law and sisters-in-law. Discipline ensures that you understand your responsibilities and, when the time is right, contribute to the survival of the family. You distill love from the hot meals or the new clothes you get. A kiss or a hug is unnecessary and makes you weak. In a society where personal desires and needs are subordinate to the survival of the family, no one needs weakness or luxury. The first toy you'll see is the firearm that your uncle inherited from his grandfather - a symbol of responsibility, protection and honor. A valuable heirloom with great emotional and historical significance in the family. It is inconceivable that men of status would not wear this heirloom on their belts during the day or miss its presence under the sleeping pillow during the night. It is impossible for a young child not to be fascinated by a toy with an aura of this caliber. For the braver men, young and old, the means to do justice or to save the honor of the family. If necessary, with a bullet from a short distance in the middle of the forehead or straight into the heart of those who deserve it.

      

      The local ebe, a neighbor with extensive experience in midwifery, cuts the umbilical cord with a clean kitchen knife. As clean and sterile as it can be after a short boil in hot water. My umbilical cord, the source of my life, which has kept me connected to my dear caring mother, anam, for months. Breaking this physical bond of life gives me the freedom that puts an end to my carefree fetal existence. The emotional bond with anam is therefore no less strong. The experienced midwife ties the rest of the strand as close as possible to my skin with a piece of cotton thread and quickly wraps me in a cloth at room temperature. Then she goes back to caring for my mother's well-being.

      Anam is a strong woman. Together with her first daughter-in-law, my eldest sister-in-law, they take care of the children, the household and the livelihood. Of everything actually. Anam knows that she must be back on her feet quickly if we all want to get through the winter without going too hungry. She must, and will, get back to work tomorrow at the latest. It is early May and soon the entire harvest will have to be picked and stored. During this month, everyone here is busy preparing for the coming harsh winter. In the fields at the foot of the mountain hills, young and old are digging, ploughing and picking.

      My dad, babam, is miles away from us. He is digging up black gold from the underground coal mines of Heusden, in Flanders, somewhere in the north of Europe. Black gold, that's why he left his whole family here. To build a better future for all of us. He visits his family every year, with a modest sum of money to help them along for the rest of the year. During that time, contact is only possible by sending a handwritten letter by airmail or, in urgent cases - which to my knowledge has never been necessary - by a short telegram. In 1965, talking over the phone at that distance was impossible for village people. Let alone visual communication. Even reading the letters is an impossible task for anam and for most villagers. To do this, they must invoke the art of reading of their children, and hope that they themselves will one day have the time and the opportunity to master it too.

      

      Fresh breast milk is the only source of my energy. An intimate connection that strengthens our mother-child bond even further. Time passes, and little by little I also start to taste ingredients that come from our own harvest from the fields at the foot of our wooden village house. A few meters away from our modest dwelling, the quince tree is in full bloom. It is at the foot of this fertile tree that the remainder of my umbilical cord is buried with great care. There was some hesitation between this tree and the centuries-old large weeping willow. In the end, love and immortality prevailed over resilience and survival. Whatever that means. In any case, my DNA is now fully incorporated into the fibers of that tree and is already clearly visible in the fruit sprouts. Admittedly, they still have a long way to go before the hoped-for prosperity for our family can be proclaimed.

      

      What goes into the daily cooking pot is determined by the climate and the fertility of the four seasons. Day in, day out. More than enough healthy variety. Fresh beans, fresh corn, milk and home-made cheese are the luxurious ingredients of our richly filled sofra. The dry cornbread, from our own cornfield, delicious when taken from the wood-heated three-legged cast-iron plate from over the fire, is more than nutritious enough. No need to be picky. Wood from the trees that my sister-in-law cut down with an axe. Any rock-hard bread residue from the past few days is soaked in a little cold water to prevent cracks in the gums and palate during nibbling. Everything is consumed down to the last crumbs and what becomes unusable, for whatever reason, is recycled into a useful source of energy.

      Even our excrements are collected. They are precious. At the height of an embankment at the top of the fields, through a hole in the wooden floor, at a far corner -also known as the toilet- of our village house. In a squat position, after defecation, you take care of anal hygiene with the cup of cold water that easily rinses off the residues and gets poured into the same hole in the floor. Depending on the outside temperature, the water will give you a refreshing or freezing sensation. In the absence of water, the leaves on the large beech trees certainly offer a useful alternative. You can reach them through one of the many holes in one of the four walls of the wooden toilet cubicle. A simple but ingenious invention of the villagers. The dirt can thus be easily used as a nutritious fertilizer for arable farming without much effort or dragging. Excrements - also from the cattle, which include a few cows and calves - are extremely valuable and keep us alive. Therefore, our animals deserve plenty of care and attention. The cows and calves live with us under the same wooden roof, one floor below us, on the ground floor that extends to the fields. This gives them complete freedom to choose when and where they want to stay, outside in the fresh air or inside sheltered from the harsh winter. In exchange for fresh milk, butter and other foods that are essential for our survival.

      

      It's spring. We’ve survived the first winter and the preparations for the next one are already upon us. The cows and calves must be driven to the vast grassy mountain pasture where they can use the nutritious fresh greenery. To be able to provide us with the vital milk and manure. My sister-in-law is the chosen one for this six-hour trip to the hilltop. Pregnant with her first son, she drums up the three youngest children in the early morning mist, my one-year-older brother, my sister who is four years older and myself, just a baby. Meanwhile, mom can go about her household duties, free from the demands of her youngest children. My sister-in-law ties the cattle together like pearls on a cotton cord and drives them along in front of her. From the large basket woven from willow branches on her back, we watch how our village house is getting smaller and smaller, and we feel how the sun burns warmer and warmer. Like three puppies squeezed together in a backpack, yearning for more air and freedom. The smallest and youngest on top, so as not to be crushed by the weight of the other ones. The uphill journey is bumpy and slippery. Along the way, my sister-in-law, with wet feet in her rubber slippers soaked in the morning dew, tries to keep the rest breaks as short as possible, just enough to provide the contents of her load with the necessary time and space for their natural necessities. My sister, under one of the many beech trees, my brother and I under a pink rhododendron or between all kinds of ferns in patterns of wild proliferation. The cattle very spontaneously and unannounced relieve themselves on the path that lies ahead of us to be crossed. On rubber slippers.

      

      After a tiring climb of a few kilometers, I feel the oxygen-rich air flowing into my small alveoli. My head is dizzy with its freshness under the early afternoon sun. At an altitude of more than two thousand meters above the level of our Black Sea. Carried with a lot of love by my dear sister-in-law.

      When I look at the sun far above my head, to the great distance beyond the distant horizon, I feel the immeasurable satisfaction of freedom. Even though the three of us are still entwined in the basket on my sister-in-law's back.

      During the following hours and days, I seem to be going back to those hours in the basket. Nostalgically, to that feeling of warm togetherness. More than that, the liberation from the basket feels like a great loss of security and trust. Fortunately, that moment is not long in coming. After a few days we are loaded back into our familiar basket in the early morning hours and we descend the same path, via the same route, in the opposite direction. On the way home, this time without our cattle and at a much faster pace.

      

      
        
        ‘That night, he had a dream.

        From the bosom of the holy man rose a full moon,

        which sank into Osman’s breast.

        Then from his breast sprang a mighty tree,

        whose branches spread out until they

        shaded the horizon of the three parts of the world.

        From its roots flowed four rivers—the Tigris, Euphrates,

        Danube, and Nile —symbolizing great cities, armies, and peoples.

        On its branches shone the sun, the moon, and the stars.’

      

        

      
        From Tevârîh-i Âl-i Osman, in Osman'ın Rüyası,

        by Aşıkpaşazade, ca. 1480
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            BLACK GOLD

          

        

      

    

    
      Anam has been different in recent days. She behaves differently. More cheerfully. Often sings, under her breath, and is always busy. Works tirelessly, which she normally does as well, but lately just a little bit more. For a five-year-old child, it is impossible to correctly assess the motive for that observation. Let alone its purpose. The summer sun will certainly have something to do with it. On the other hand, she also gives off a sense of nervousness that she can’t conceal. A certain uncertainty, a doubt about what is to come. She seems a bit absent-minded. In addition to her many household tasks, she is also busy sorting, mending and laying out all kinds of garments. Something she otherwise finds a waste of time and energy. Now it looks like she's going to pack. About to leave for a faraway place.

      The cattle have been on the green mountain pasture for a few months and the preparations for the coming harvest have largely been completed. There is a lot of scheming among the elderly. As if the children are not allowed to know. Whatever it may be. Not that there is a need for pedagogically substantiated instructive conversations, but some knowledge of what has been going on in recent days would be welcome. Simply, to get the feeling that I am also part of this family.

      

      The sun disappears on the horizon while everyone around the sofra eats the last remnants of supper. An underlying tension dominates the atmosphere in the small living space. A multifunctional room equipped with everything needed for the use of water and fire. You can live, eat and do the dishes there. From time to time, it is even possible to take a hot bath in the low, wide aluminum leğen. There is a lot of thinking, but few words are exchanged.

      ‘Let’s clean up the table and get ready to leave for dad tomorrow morning.’ Anam says suddenly.

      'Make sure you are well rested, because it will be a long journey.'

      She grabs her three youngest, each born a year apart, and takes us to her bedroom. Excited about the next sunrise and tired from the hard work of the past day - she more than us - we fall into a deep peaceful sleep in the twilight, under the slowly fading oil lamp in a corner of the room. Without a word. Anam in the middle of the straw bed, flanked on her right side by my brother, and on her left by my youngest sister and me. Closely and warmly intertwined. With her strong arms around us, as if she never wants to let go. Close together.

      A new era is dawning, a new life. A life that we have longed for so long but also feared.

      

      One of our two ruffs announces the morning, quickly followed by a much-to-be-missed crow symphony from the neighbors as the regular village ritual. Anam must have been awake for a while, because she has already laid out the luggage and watches us get up.

      Tears flow as we say goodbye to other family members and fellow villagers. We promise that we will write and send photos.

      Together with my uncle, babam's younger brother, anam, my three sisters and my one-year-older brother, we descend on foot to the village center, where a van is waiting for us to be transported to the city, Maçka. My oldest sister is seventeen and can help anam along the way. My other sister has just turned ten. She is really looking forward to this trip, even if it is unannounced.

      'Gone for good, forever and well, from this small, muddy black hole.' She shouts relieved.

      

      During the ride of about thirty kilometers, we admire the wild Değirmendere river that shows us the way to the Black Sea, through the green mountain landscape. A beautiful painting of valleys rising into the sky and there, far up, forming the peaks of the majestically vast Pontic Mountains. On the other side of the river, I see how the Zigana mountain is moving away, and its top is becoming less and less accessible. The thought of Zigana makes me shudder as much as it sparks my curiosity. The warnings of the old village sages come to life.

      ‘Stay away from the Zigana mountain. It is notorious for its steep walls and treacherous fog that can rise suddenly. Even in broad daylight, while you climb exhausted between the giant conifers, the fog can appear and erase everything.'

      ‘You can lose your orientation at any moment. Even there, almost at the top of the mountain where the narrow winding Zigana pass has drawn itself over the centuries. Footsteps of thousands of Greek mercenaries in search of home, for freedom. Roman legionaries, Byzantine traders, Persian merchants, and countless others who braved this passage on their way to a better future.’

      There they passed, as a branch of the Great Silk Road, which connected my coastal city of Trabzon with the rest of the world as an important maritime stop with a strong trading position. A world that we too are about to explore today.

      Nobody says a word. A landscape so inaccessible and so attractive. Zigana, a barrier that has been challenged by few and overcome by few. But those who have seen the sea shouted out the satisfaction of success and happiness even more loudly. We all look at this beautiful, living still life. The landscape that breathes, the moment that blooms. In the middle of the summer sun. It's the first time we've admired something so intensely. A feeling that we want to hold on to forever, as a reminder of where we came from and where we can always return to. One day, in times of good and bad luck, we will remember this with nostalgia and melancholy.

      

      After about an hour of daydreaming in the van, we drive onto a sandy square where it is teeming with other vans and busy crowds of people. Ours comes to a halt between the many other chaotically intertwined and moving vans. My uncle stands up and says something to the driver, after which he puts his hand in his pocket and hands him a few paper notes. He quickly puts some of those same notes back in his pocket. People shout at each other and hurriedly get in and out of old vans of almost the same size but in all kinds of bright colors. We also get into such a van, led by my uncle. An unkempt, unshaven young man pulls people up, takes notes from them and then sits down behind his steering wheel. Along the way, he stops several times to let travelers out, every time the bell rings. He plays music loudly and sings the tune enthusiastically in an unmistakably false tone. There seems to be no end to the stopping and departure of the van, and certainly not to the screaming of the driver.

      Suddenly, he shouts very loudly ‘Trabzon. Geldik amcacım. Trabzon’.

      I don't know how long it took, but we arrive at a wide sandy area with many gigantic buses. I've never seen them that big. These buses seem even bigger than our village house. Groups of people get on some buses, other groups get off of other buses. In contrast to the vans on the previous square, they are nicely arranged in rows next to and behind each other. Each group of people has one or more light to heavy pieces of luggage. It is not possible that all those people are traveling to babam with us, I think to myself. My uncle gets out of the van, followed by anam with my sister pressed against her upper body. She looks back at my brother, my older sister and me to see if we are following her closely. My oldest sister is the last in line, with our luggage on her right, which she lifts off the floor without much effort. Our only luggage, sufficient for the road, anam said. We follow my uncle to one of the buses a little further on. Many travelers have already boarded. We do too and take a seat somewhere halfway down the bus. Yet another group of travelers who belong together.

      

      The long bus ride to the capital takes several hours. The bus driver takes a sanitary stop twice. Only for the bare essentials. Apart from the crying of babies, I remember little or nothing of all those hours in the big bus. Clear daylight makes way for the darkness that slowly creeps into the bus. The bright light, which shines from the small lights on the side flanks of the bus, becomes more and more painful until it suddenly disappears, and the night absorbs us completely. This heralds the start of our dozing off in the uncomfortable chairs.

      I am relieved when we reach our final station and get out for good. This also puts an end to my brother’s nausea and vomiting. He has already filled a few paper bags with the acidic contents of his empty stomach. Half-stiff from sitting so long on the bus, we get out and follow my uncle’s patient footsteps toward a tall building.

      ‘Here we will sleep for a while, and tomorrow morning in Esenboğa airport we will take the airplane to fly to dad’, he says.

      

      The immense plane makes a hell of a noise. Both during take-off and while flying. The plane is completely full of families with a similar appearance and perhaps also with the same dreams as ours. Anam and my oldest sister have their hands full with the four children, even though we are not difficult at all. My uncle keeps an eye on things and makes sure that everything runs smoothly.

      Two friendly flight attendants serve us food and smile sweetly at us. They do the same with the other travelers. We eat the piece of chicken with rice and bread and drink the fresh water. The sweet flight attendants pass through the corridor between the seats again. Still with a smile that strikingly exposes their pearly white teeth between bright red lips. They clean up our trays by throwing the leftovers in a container in the wheeled cart and placing the trays on top of each other on top of the cart. Very polite and extremely professional.

      The pilot announces the landing and everyone braces themselves. Through a crack in the curtain, I secretly look outside. To the opaque white clouds below me and to the invisible stars in the far distance above me. I fly between all those beautifully twinkling stars. In complete silence and at an incredible speed. How would it feel to be able to fly by myself, without an airplane or without wings.

      My daydream is suddenly interrupted by a loud bang that coincides with the rolling of the wheels, which in turn is followed almost simultaneously by a joyful applause of happiness and congratulations to the pilot and his team.

      Once the plane has come to a halt, the sweet flight attendants open the doors, and the travelers start going down the stairs one by one. The exhaustion gives way to the excitement and joy of seeing dad again. Babam, who has made his and our dreams come true. As I walk to the giant terminal, I see him waving to us behind the large windows. I recognize him from the black and white photo he sent us. I recognize him from the last time he was still at home. Over there, a year ago, in our wooden village house that we left behind two days ago. Very far away but still so close. His dark brown soft eyes that radiate pride and self-confidence. The love for his family and the sacrifices he has made. For us, for a new and better life. Once past the customs control, we all hug each other tightly.

      

      The customs officers leave me with a cold feeling, just like they did when we left my home country. Understandable. Here, however, they are more resolute and speak a language that I do not understand. This country may well be full of people speaking a foreign language, but it does provide a better life for hundreds of thousands of foreigners. Due to the shortage of local workforce and the growing demand for coal after the Second World War, the Belgian government pursued an active immigration policy to attract miners to the coal industry. Bilateral agreements were signed, first with Italy, Spain and Greece. Later, in the 1960s, it was the turn of Turkey and Morocco. At that time the government considered immigrants as a pragmatic solution to the shortage of workforce in the ever-growing mining industry. The impact of this industry on the climate and future of our blue planet is not an issue.

      The authorities organize the active recruitment of young strong men, their transport to and housing in low-cost residential areas in the mining regions. Later they even make family reunification possible. In return, Belgium will benefit from energy security, economic growth and more prosperity. Moreover, the immigrants perform heavy and less attractive jobs at lower wages than Belgians. This leads to a welcome significant cost saving for the government.

      Babam, his family, and his fellow companions applaud these arrangements. How could it be otherwise? They enjoy a better life than they were used to, job security and prosperity. New opportunities for their children. Fantastic education, one of the best in the world. They live in neighborhoods where they are allowed to speak their own language, enjoy their own culture, religion and traditions. Without being disturbed. In their own world. Even if it is intended for a short period of time. Only temporarily. The time will come when they return. Voluntarily, at the end of their employment contract. With enough resources to live a prosperous life in their own country.

      However, as with much in life, every beautiful story can have a bitter aftertaste. No one takes into account the huge consequences of small things. The vast differences in culture, religion and language create enormous challenges. Uncertainty about the future, discrimination and social exclusion quickly become themes that leave their mark on the miners and the next generations.

      

      We leave the airport in a van, reunited, together with babam. In between conversations, my brother vomits one last time into a paper bag we brought from the plane. All the delicious food onboard, for nothing. My brother loves to travel, but he’s embarrassed by how often he ends up vomiting and the effect it has on his reputation.

      A drive of about two hours takes us to our final destination. The houses in terracotta bricks are strung together in beautiful patterns, arranged on both sides of the long gray streets cast in concrete, which do not harbor trees. This imposing stone façade stands in stark contrast to the small wooden houses that sprout like inconspicuous mushrooms here and there between the vast green fields and forests that I left behind two days ago. Very far away and yet so close. This is the beginning of a new version of my short life.

      

      
        
        ‘Now after they had left, an angel of the Lord appeared to Joseph in a dream and said,

        ‘Get up, take the child and his mother, and flee to Egypt, and remain there until I tell you;

        for Herod is about to search for the child, to destroy him.’

        Then Joseph got up, took the child and his mother by night, and went to Egypt,

        and remained there until the death of Herod.

        This was to fulfill what had been spoken by the Lord through the prophet,

        ‘Out of Egypt I have called my son.’

      

        

      
        From The Holy Bible, New Revised Standard Version (NRSV),

        Matthew 2:13–15
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