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From: Henk van Luijk 
Sent: Sunday, May 03, 2009 11:48 AM
To: cory@netvision.net.il
Subject: message

Dear Jacques,
 

last week I sent out a message to several people, see attachment. Your zahav.net address didn't work out - probably my fault. I hope this one does.
 

Best wishes,
 

Henk
April 27, 2009

To family members, friends, and compassionates
Dear folks,

A nasty message. A couple of days ago, after a series of examinations that during the past months I, Henk, have gone through, we received the diagnosis: ‘A not yet located tumour, with disseminations in the lungs and the brains. We keep searching, but, frankly, it does not look well’. This virtually equals a death verdict, but Marthe and I do not run that fast. From now on we intend to count time in months or a few  years. In earlier times I often thought that I would be able to manage things even in cases of bad news. That is not how it turns out today. I apparently have not yet learned how to give up my resistance to the facts without giving up courage. Now I say: ‘In the coming period I probably will cry quite a lot. With sorrow, but also out of being moved.’ Marthe promises to iron the handkerchiefs.

Course of events: in September of last year some anaemia becomes manifest. A Röntgen photo shows unclear stains on the lungs. Follow a CT-scan and a Pet-scan, a coloscopy and a gastroscopy, all without disturbing outcomes. Hurrah! Shortly after, every once in a while I show some epileptoid convulsions around my eyes and mouth,  and some trouble with articulating and handwriting. A complementary EEG and MRI scan and an extended CT scan show: ‘Somewhere very probably a primary tumour is nestled. Stains in the  lungs have got more active, and now obviously it is the turn of the brains. To be able to determine possible treatments we first try to find the primary cause, that, for that matter, may have disappeared already. This unfortunately is not the case with the disseminations. Therefore a puncture may be necessary, in the lungs or elsewhere. The whole search program will take three to four weeks from now’.

All interventions take place in the Medical Center of the Free University of Amsterdam, five stops away with tramline 24 that stops in front of our door. So for the time being it will be waiting and commuting, physically, and mentally between the stops ‘total loss’ and ‘major maintenances’. 

And so?

Some of you know that since last summer Marthe and I have started activities to move permanently to France. A search for a house in Burgundy was without results. Then we made a first non-committal bid to a house in Cellettes, a village in the Vallée de la Loire near Blois. This French adventure we now put definitely in the halt position, without much pain, by the way. The project was audacious anyway, and the Michelangelostraat in Amsterdam keeps suiting us perfectly.

Once, in pristine days, Marthe and I agreed to retire on the same day, she for the first, I for the second time. Since a couple of days I stick to the agreement, with a fence around current tasks and my chair in front of a cleaned desk. Marthe, who will be only 61 next month, is perfectly willing to complete another year as speech therapist and linguist in a special elementary, mainly black, school in an Amsterdam suburb, particularly if she can reduce her three days a week job to a two days one. We look forward to weekends that start on Tuesday night. 

I am 80 now. O.K, according to my passport this achievement will require another seven months, until mid-November of this year, but with the present prospects ‘eighty’ sounds easier to  grasp than ‘seventy nine’. ‘Tch, at your age, what else did you expect?’ ‘Well, something different, for that matter. It is not in passing that over the years I kept shouting that I have decided to live up to 104 years’. Grandiloquence, sure, but one that can keep a man upright, at least for some time. By the way, from 80 onward differences with 94 or 104 become widely relative. Then only real differences matter, and in case they pop up it is preferable not to whine them but to make them as insignificant as possible. That is what we try.

Surreptitiously, I still do make little plans: quietly indulging in one of my hobbies, writing. Basically, I start writing to understand the backside of things. There is much left of which I still hope to understand one day the backside, by looking back, around and forward. That needs not necessarily end in a Monument for a Fallen Hero or a Chronicle of an Announced Death. That has been done already, and better. But it may be helpful to dissolve some persistent veils. The doctor tells me: ‘Don’t concentrate on your present state’. I cannot think of a better way to follow her advice. 

Once new perspectives open up, we will let you know. We many times have experienced that you take part in our journey, and we appreciate it deeply. That is why you get this message. One request: please see to it that Marthe is not endlessly ironing handkerchiefs.

Love,

Henk and Marthe 
Dear Henk,

It took me a couple of days to overcome my emotions and write you. In the whole world I know only a couple of people of your stature who have contributed so much to humanity. There are thousands of professors in business ethics, but you are one of the few who are wholly dedicated to the cause, who have such a humanistic approach, who are "good men". I can only advise you not to give up hope, I know that in Israel there are excellent doctors and if I can be of any assistance in this respect I am at your disposal. 

Henk, I love you and so does Ruthy, I wish with all my heart that you'll be with us for many more years, if you don't deserve it who does? I am very pessimistic as to the fate of our world, I see a catastrophe coming if not now - by 2020 at the latest. Nothing serious is being done to change the attitude of business to be more ethical and less greedy. The order of magnitude is increasing in this economic whirl, from billions twenty years ago to trillions nowadays. And especially today we need you, your stature, your reputation…

At this moment I can only think of what Anne Frank wrote in her diary on July 15, 1944, 40 days after I was born:

Het is me ten enenmale onmogelijk alles op te bouwen op de basis van dood, ellende en verwarring. Ik zie hoe de wereld langzaam steeds meer in een woestijn herschapen wordt, ik hoor steeds harder de aanrollende donder, di ook ons zal doden, ik voel het leed van miljoenen mensen mee, en toch, als ik naar de hemel kijk, denk ik, dat dit alles zich weer ten geode zal wenden, dat ook deze wreedheid zal ophouden, dat er weer rust en vrede in de wereldorde zal komen. Intussen moet ik m'n denkbeelden hoog en droog houden, in de tijden die komen zijn ze misschien toch nog uit te voeren!

Jacques Cory

"I simply can't build up my hopes on a foundation consisting of confusion, misery, and death. I see the world gradually being turned into a wilderness, I hear the ever approaching thunder, which will destroy us too, I can feel the sufferings of millions and yet if I look up into the heavens, I think that it will all come right, that this cruelty too will end, and that peace and tranquility will return again. Meanwhile, I try to put my thoughts at rest and watch for them in case that in the future they would be feasible." Saturday, 15 July, 1944
Haifa, May 11, 2010

Dear Marthe, Hadewij and Micha,

I have received your letter and I wish to tell you in a few sentences what I feel about Henk. Henk was for me a mentor and a model of what an ethicist and a man should be. I remember when I visited him at your home in 2001 to consult him after I published my first book on ethics at Kluwer. I gave him my book and he found it most interesting as it dealt with a subject never mentioned before in the academic world: Business Ethics for Minority Shareholders. He advised me how to proceed with my academic career and he was so kind to be a member of the jury of my dissertation at CNAM in Paris in 2004. You can find pictures of him on my website smiling and laughing as well as his comments on my dissertation (see Books/Dissertation). In my last book published a few months ago I thanked him in my Acknowledgements.

What was so amazing about Henk is that although he barely knew me he was willing to assist me, with caring, wisdom and most of all - goodness. Henk was so pleased that I received my PhD, as if I were his son. Because for him they were "All My Sons", all the ethicists, and probably all mankind. Henk was a famous academic, the best ethicist in the world, a prominent author, a loving and caring husband and father, but most of all he was a good man, a kind man, a noble man. I will always cherish his memory as the best man I've ever known.

Sincerely yours,
Jacques Cory
