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»The earth is but one country,

and mankind its citizens.«

BAHÁ’U’LLÁH

»Die Erde ist nur ein Land,

und alle Menschen sind seine Bürger.«

BAHÁ’U’LLÁH
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Introduction

Dear readers,

Let me introduce myself shortly: My name is Nikola Fisler and I am a journalist. I was born in Karlsruhe, a historic city in Germany. My home town with its fanshaped layout, served as an urban planning model for Washington. But as a young woman I was not interested in local history. I liked cars, and I started to write about my driving impressions. This is how I established myself in the male domain of automotive journalists.

In the year of 2009 I was sent by a German news agency to America. I traveled to Washington and then to Las Vegas, because an international car exhibition was organised in the Convention Center of this city. This place was a familiar environment for me, because I was used to these kind of events a lot.

These exhibition halls looked like car shows in Frankfurt, Stuttgart or Geneva. After walking around in the large halls I enjoyed some quiet time in one of the coffee bars in the exhibition halls, where I was the only guest.

Suddenly, a tall and handsome man entered the coffee bar and greeted me politely. He inquired if he could sit with me and ask a few questions. I agreed, and the gentleman explained that I looked like an English speaking journalist. He briefly introduced himself as Castadarrow Thompkins. Mr. Thompkins explained that he is a car salesman and enjoys driving German cars. My new conversation partner also told me that he is fascinated by the history of the automobile in Germany and the pioneer work of Bertha Benz.

I was surprised that this man at my table knew a lot about German cars and our conversation became varied and funny. After a while he asked me for a favour. He explained to me that he himself wrote an essay, but since he is not a professional writer he would like to have a second opinion about his paperwork. I agreed, we set an appointment for the next day. Then this man paid the bill and left.

The following day we met at the same place, and he handed me out a kind of biography with some photos. The text was handwritten. I was excited to read his papers in my hotel room.
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I am Castadarrow Thompkins, and I was born in Chicago in December 1952. Castadarrow is an un usual name for a little black kid growing up in one of the many ghettos of Chicago. My mother got my name from a radio soap opera. Maybe she was hoping that one day I would be famous. One thing for sure: No one in my neighbourhood had the same name. I can say this, it was a very interesting name to grow up with. Especially when I found out many years later that my name means “Golden Descendant” – Whatever that might imply!

My father was the son of a Baptist minister and a minister himself, who migrated from the South in the 1950’s with my mother and older sister to the Midwest, in search of a better life. In Chicago my father worked at the railroad during the week and on Sundays he was a minister in charge of the youth and junior church members. So I grew up in a very religious environment, went to West Point Baptist church every Sunday. This was the place where I met many of my closest friends and had my first experiences with bartering. After church some of us would go to the corner stores and buy candy of various types and then exchange a little of what we had for a little of what someone else had. Those days were times of innocence.

We lived in a place called Ida B. Wells. It was a project and our apartment was located very close to grocery stores, department stores, barber shops, schools, movie theatres, churches, and hospitals. Everything was in walking distance where I had to go: Preschools, kindergarten, grammar school and high school.

Earlier I said ‘ little black kid’ – but because of the lightness of my skin I was often called ‘ the little white boy’. My dad was half white and black, my mother half Cherokee and black, so I guess that made me a triune (three in one) breed. In those days, in our society if you had one drop of black blood in your body, you were con sidered by white people to be black (in those days they said ‘ negro’), but in the ghetto, where I grew up if you were light skinned, I was teased and called ‘ white’ by many of the darker people (black people) in my neighbourhood.

As I look back it seemed I was always in trouble. As early as kindergarten I remember bullying other kids, and today in my educated understanding, I see these children so kind, so beautiful and meek. I wonder, how I could have been so cruel. It hurts to think about it even now.

I remember back in those days I was having to sit in a closet at school or under a teachers desk, because of something I had done or said. I was sent home from school on a regular basis. I was even slapped by one of my teachers. I can still see the face of the teacher and remember my response to her. I told the teacher never to put her white hands in my face again. I am sure she was not white just lighter than me. Back in those days, teachers, adult neighbours, just about any adult was able to chastise a child if it behaved badly.

I remember being very creative as a child. I could draw, I could sing and dance. In High School I sang with a group called “The Or’Dells”. Singing, needless to say, was where my heart was. In school I always did just enough school work to get by.

My mother always paid attention that I was dressed well. I grew up in trouble times. It was an era of great and rapid change. Changes that challenged every thing that this country had previously been and stood for. Some of the challenges, just to name a few was the civil rights move ment, and a new kind of music was taking the country by storm. It was the era of Martin Luther King Jr., John F. Kennedy and Malcolm X.

I shook the hand of two of these men. Martin Luther King Jr. spoke at my grammar school “James R. Doolittle” and, as he was leaving the auditorium I jumped up from my seat and ran pass his body guards and shook his hand. I had no idea why. I was so impressed by him. I touched him.

Also John F. Kennedy was campaigning for president of the United States in a place called Lake Meadows Shopping center. I guessed he was trying to get Black votes. Again I managed to get pass his body guards and shook his hand. Again I had no idea why I was so im pressed with this man, but I touched him. I touched two of the most influential people of my era.

Later in my life I discovered a “greater truth” than these leaders offered. I turned to religion and especially to the Bahá’í Faith.

I discovered that life had a purpose, that life had mean ing, that it is in perfect order. I am sure now that this awareness, though I was not conscious of it then, began in my early days of going to church. I am sure that the many Bible stories somehow stayed with me over the years and has contributed to the person I have become. A person that is always searching for deeper meaning.

For me that meant, being able to use the information to some productive and or constructive ends. I have put a lot of time and effort into trying to understand my life and the world in which I live. I read a lot. I soaked up information like a sponge.

So my desire has always been, not to just gather information, but to gather useful information. I was learn ing new things about human behaviour. It was my passion. I believed, that I understood it in a unique way, which has brought me here.

I strived to gain an all encompassing perspective of God, the soul, the mind and the world in which we all live and I started to make different choices. Choices that took me out of the box that someone else created. I freed myself to make choices that have taken me to many places around the world. Places I never would have gone had I stayed in that box.

Castadarrow Thompkins


Einleitung

Liebe Leserinnen und Leser,

gestatten Sie mir, mich kurz vorzustellen: Mein Name ist Nikola Fisler und ich bin Journalistin. Ich wurde in Karlsruhe geboren, einer historischen Stadt in Deutschland. Mein Heimatort mit seinem fächerförmigen Grundriss diente als städte bauliches Vorbild für Washington. Doch als junge Frau interessierte ich mich nicht für lokale Geschichte. Ich mochte Autos und begann, über meine Fahrerlebnisse zu schreiben. So etablierte ich mich in der von Männern dominierten Welt der Automobiljournalisten.

Im Jahr 2009 wurde ich von einer deutschen Nachrichtenagentur nach Amerika geschickt. Ich reiste nach Washington und dann nach Las Vegas, da im dortigen Convention Center eine Internationale Automobilausstellung stattfand. Die Umgebung war mir vertraut, da ich solche Veranstaltungen oft besucht hatte.

Die Ausstellungshallen ähnelten den Automobilmessen in Frankfurt, Stuttgart oder Genf. Nach einem Rundgang durch die großen Hallen genoss ich die Ruhe in einem der Cafés, wo ich der einzige Gast war.

Plötzlich betrat ein großer und gut aussehender Mann das Café und begrüßte mich höflich. Er fragte, ob er sich zu mir setzen und mir ein paar Fragen stellen dürfe. Ich willigte ein, und der Herr erklärte, dass ich wie eine Englisch sprechende Journalistin aussähe. Er stellte sich kurz vor als Castadarrow Thompkins. Herr Thompkins erklärte, dass er Autover käufer sei und gerne deutsche Autos fahre. Außerdem erzählte mir mein Gesprächspartner, dass ihn die Geschichte des Automobils in Deutschland und die Pionierarbeit von Bertha Benz faszinieren.

Ich war überrascht, wie viel dieser Mann an meinem Tisch über deutsche Autos wusste, und unser Gespräch wurde abwechslungsreich und unterhaltsam.
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