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Creating Co-existence by Fonda Dubb 

In these times of turmoil, confusion and bloodshed, I feel compelled to tell a 

heart-warming story. 

My late husband Mark, an architect, had drawn up plans for a house to be built 

in Lev HaPark. The client gave the go-ahead the day Mark passed away (such 

is fate). 

Several months later I received a call from the client to say the builder was 

giving a roof- wetting, as the house was now complete and would like to invite him 

and the architect's family for a celebration. 

Achmed, a registered builder, had never met Mark, but had followed the drawings 

painstakingly and said he felt he knew him, as the plans were so well detailed and 

honestly designed. 

Achmed brought tables and chairs, tablecloths and cutlery from Afula where he lived 

together with the most delicious food. He was continually running out to buy more 

chips and cold drinks. 

This wonderful gesture was to honour Mark, a man he had never met.. 

 

I wonder what Mark would have thought if he'd been alive to witness this outpouring 

of gratitude by Achmed. He was such a modest man. How he would have reacted, is 

truly a difficult question 

Mark always believed and practiced 'The Ethics of the Fathers' and modesty was one 

of them. When he passed on, I was amazed at the number of letters I received from 

friends thanking him for supporting them when they needed help and how much time 

he gave them listening to their problems. A beautiful tribute was written about Mark 

by his colleague , Philip Fishel which was printed in the ESRA magazine. Many of 

my close friends and family keep the magazine in a cupboard close to their bed where 

it's easily accessible. The tribute by Phillip describes the Mark I knew. 

Sitting and writing this under a shady tree in the Home for the Aged where I live in 

Eilat,I cannot but help shed tears of grief. After all, love and grief are one. 

How happy he would be, knowing that in this beautiful garden with its green lawn and 

chirping birds, my love for him is everywhere. I truly believe that Nature connects us. 

I know there are many Achmeds. What a pity that we don't have the opportunity to 

know our neigbours - surely this would create co-existence for us all? 
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Creating Coexistence by Fonda Dubb 

 
A word about me: 

 

I started writing when I was going through adolescence. I filled four large 

diaries. That was my escapism. I poured my heart out into those diaries. A 

place where I could go without any disturbance or confrontation. My 

'private' place. My sanctuary. 

I studied both tap dancing and ballet and continued at UCT ballet school 

under excellent teachers. I taught ballet in a volunteering position for 

'Child Welfare' to Coloureds for ten years before returning to Pietersburg, 

my hometown, where I was invited to teach cooking and housekeeping by 

'Women Power', an organization to empower Black women. This I did for 

ten years. 

I brought my diaries with me when we made Aliyah in 1987 when my 

husband Mark was allowed to read them for the first time. Mark, a 

gentle and caring man, was so distressed by what he read, that he wrote 

to my father. That letter and the reply from my father, was the beginning 

of a new relationship between him and me. 

In Israel I changed my career from ballet to catering which I loved. I 

couldn't speak Afrikaans in my home town Pietersburg, so it made sense 

that I couldn't speak Hebrew in Israel! I'm not a linguist. 

Food which I loved seemed a better option. Without my beloved husband, 

whose Hebrew was perfect, I would never have been able to run 'Fonda's 

Catering' which is still running today, under our son, Nicky's management. 

In Eilat, where I now live after retiring, I started writing for the ESRA 

magazine and then the TELFED as the Eilat representative. 

Date written: 2001 

 
Date Posted on the CHOL Share your Story Site September 2022 
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The Obituary as it appeared in ESRA in Dec-Jan edition, 2000 


