A PRESS CONFERENCE

February 12, 1959 is a cold winter day. The trees in Bremen‘s Municipal Park are coated with
withes hoary frost. Hundreds of skaters cavort on the thick ice of the Park Lake.

In front of the gate of the Park Hotel, which hugs the northern flank of the Lake like a royal
castle out of the past, an unusually large number of cars are parked on the afternoon of this
February 12th. The passengers, mostly men, pour out of the cars and disappear in the
magnificent hotel building.

The guests pass through the lobby between two lines of apprentice sailors in snappy blue
uniforms. The uniformed chief porter of the hotel directs the guests to a large conference
room, the doors of which are marked by a large sign reading: “Press Conference North
German Lloyd*.

But even if the visitor does not read this sign, he soon notices by the easy-going manner in
which the visitors relax into their chairs that they all belong to the Fourth Estate. Visiting
journalists from almost every country in the world are among them. Nevertheless, their air of
feeling at home is common to all of them — an international attribute of newspaper folk
everywhere.

Within a very short time the large conference room is crowded. About 150 journalists are
seated around the tables and gaze expectantly into a corner of the room towards three men
seated behind a microphone.

These three are North German Lloyd executives. They occupy the full interest of the TV and
camera newsreel reporters who in another corner of the room bring their equipment into
position, including Jupiter lamps. The latter are used for eliminating all shadows from the
faces of the three men.

Now one of them gets up. He is of medium height and substantial build, his eyes shaded
behind dark-framed glasses. He is Richard Bertram, one of the two members of the North
German Lloyds Board of Directors.

Amidst the whirring of the cameras, he begins his welcome address:

“Ladies and Gentlemen, may £ thank you on behalf of my company for having accepted our
invitation to come to Bremen in such a large number. We have asked you here in order to
have you meet our future flagship, the 55 Bremen*.*

Now the Director raises his arm and signals one of several young sailors stationed at the door.
The lights go out. The conference room is dark. The spotlights swerve around and cast their
full glare on the door. For a second the reporters feel they are dreaming. Out of the dark the
brightly lit bow of a ship bears down upon them. Some of the reporters® eyes widen in sudden
fright. Like a scene out of a 3-D movie, the ship seems about to roll right over them.

Director Bertram chuckles. The surprise has succeeded. But it soon wears off. The reporters
have quickly recovered their wits and their professional curiosity is aroused. They are
fascinated by the more than nine-feet-long model of a giant ocean liner mounted on a rolling
table which is being pushed into the middle of the conference room by the young sailors.
This, then, is the unveiling of the new “Bremen®. For eighteen rnonths she has been berthed in
the shipyards at Bremen-Vegesack. And until today nobody knew how the ship would look —
the ship, which after an interlude of twenty years was slated to resume a great tradition along
the North Atlantic route.

Rumours had it that in contrast to her famous predecessors the new Bremen would have only
one smokestack. That this rumour was correct is the first thing noted by the newspapermen.
Yet the modern streamlined form of the smokestack creates a favourable impression. In fact,
it lends impact to the entire ship.

Now Richard Bertram has the lights turned on again and invites questions by the visiting
newspapermen. He is not kept waiting either. Before many minutes have elapsed, he is in the
middle of a hot discussion cantering around the “Bremen‘ — the fifth ship bearing the Same
name.



First come questions of a technical nature, cantering on details of organization and equipment.
Then Pit Lorenz gets up, the transportation expert for a leading financial newspaper. Bertram
has known Lorenz for many years. Although he likes him personally he fears his often
overcritical articles.

‘Tell me, Mr. Bertram®, Lorenz asks “are you able to sleep through a single night? 1 could
imagine that the responsibility for the 95 million marks which this ship costs weights on you
hike so many nightmares. Finally, future prospects for the shipping industry do not seem
exactly rosy. The airplane especially the jet which® in the next few years is bound to exist in
vast numbers, represents a very menacing competition.

The Lloyd Director takes off his glasses, since he only uses them for reading. Firmly he faces
Lorenz as he replies: “Unfortunately, Mr. Lorenz, 1 myself have to do a great deal of
travelling. Almost every night 1 have to sleep in a different bed. But will you believe me
when 1 tell you that at present 1 sleep very well indeed — not because 1 am irresponsible. but
because in my opinion our ‘Bremen‘ is going to have a real chance — despite competition in
the air.*

Isn‘t that exaggerated optimism, Mr. Bertram? As you know during the past year more
passengers were transported across the Atlantic by air than by ship. And this development
continues its trend. In two or three years probably more than 70 percent of travellers will
move by air across the Atlantic.*

“You forget, Bertram interrupts the journalist, “that the overall total of passenger has
doubled within the last ten years and is bound to grow still further. There will always be
enough passengers for our ships, as has been demonstrated by the experience of the last few
years.

Pit Lorenz sceptically raises his eyebrows: “Hope you are not going to be disappointed.*

‘We are certain that will not be the case. We are so sure that we even have taken the chance of
calling our ship the ‘Bremen‘.*

“What do you mean ‘Taking a chance‘?*

“Because the name carries a heavy responsibility. You may perhaps know that one hundred
years ago we started with a Bremen* as the first passenger Ship. Four times since then a
Bremen has ushered in a new epoch on the Seven Seas of the World. The ‘Bremen® was
always our pacemaker and she shall be so again.*

The journalist shakes his head and doubtingly asks:

“Pardon me, Mr. Bertram, but do you really believe in a great new epoch® in maritime
passenger traffic?*

“If not in a great one, 1 certainly believe in a new era.*

‘And you believe the name Bremen will suffice to usher in this new era?*

“No, the name alone, of course, will not do it. It has never done so. Instead, it was always the
new performance which placed the ‘Bremen at the start of a new period of prosperity. But this
time we also have a few aces to back her up.*

The assembled reporters pick up their ears. This promised sensations. And they live for
sensations.

Yet they are called upon to be patient. While they overwhelm the Lloyd Director with
questions about these ‘new aces‘, Richard Bertram for the moment detours a bit. He devotes a
little time to reminiscing about the four previous ships of the “Bremen* family. He knows that
the fifth “Bremen® will indeed have a rough time to keep from being overshadowed by her
illustrious predecessors. After all, each of these tour ships was a sensation in her day.
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CONSUL MEIER CONSPIRATORS


The birth of the first Bremen“ occurred in the year 1856. Germany was then a loose federation of independent kingdoms, principalities and free cities. The Crimean War was just terminated and peace was the slogan of the hour.


One evening during this warm spring a small buggy drawn by two horses drives through the narrow lanes of the Hanse City of Bremen. Respectfully a few pedestrians remove their hats. Hermann Heinrich Meier, Norwegian-Swedish Consul in Bremen and one of the towns most prominent merchants, mechanically replies to these greetings. He has other problems besides watching the passers by. The buggy stops before a two-story building. “Consul H H“, as he is commonly called in Bremen, gets out, straightens his black coat, smoothes down his grey whiskers and walks into the building which marked by a brass plaque inscribed “Senator Duckwitz“.


He is expected.


Good of you to come, my dear Consul. 1 have been waiting for your call“, the Senator greets his visitor and steers him into a large sitting room.


Carefully the Senator closes the thickly upholstered doors behind him. ‘Please, my dear Consul“, he inquires, “would you like to sit at the window or by the fireplace?“ He gestures with both hands at two sets of chairs which lend a homey air of comfort to the high-ceilinged, with costly mahagony decorated room.


H. H. Meier decides on the wonderful view out of the window. A well cared-for park spreads out in front of the house. In the middle of the lawn flowers a square-shaped rose garden, its delicious fragrance penetrating through open windows into the sitting room. Soon a good bottle out of the Senators wine cellar graces the table before the two gentlemen. They Exchange the latest News of Bremen. 

Finally the Senator inquires: “My dear Consul, 1 do not guess wrong in the assumption that a special reason made you come by?“


“H W takes a deep breath. But before answering, he carefully smoothes down his whiskers. Finally he says with some hesitation:


“Yes, 1 should very much like to have you join the ranks of my conspiracy.


“A fellow conspirator?“ The Senator smiles, hut obviously follows with concentration.


Meier, having taken the fateful initiative, continues without hesitation: “Yes, you heard correctly. 1 want to do something which most people in this town would consider certainly in same and perhaps even criminal. And you, my dear Senator Duckwitz, are going to help me. You will throw your weight on my side of the scale, although you will thereby risk the danger of ridicule. However, this is & cause which is worth such risk.“


The Senator — known to be a fighter in the city‘s political arena — shaped his mouth into a cautious smile: Well, you certainly have me on tenterhooks. What is this all about?“


With carefully weighed words H. H. Meier submits to his host a bold plan. He wants to start a steamship company devoted solely to ferrying passengers and emigrants across the Atlantic to America, thereby using those new-fangled, oversize steamships. This plan is really hold in the extreme. Throughout human history merchant shipping companies had used their fleets of sailing ships primarily for the transportation of cargo — with passengers regarded as a sideline.


True, during the last two centuries the current of European emigration has constantly increased. Still, the idea of building a transoceanic shipping line on this basis seems rather daring. But a merchant must be a gambler if he plans to tackle ocean passenger traffic with these new and much debated steamships. Such vessels are very much more expensive than the good old sailing ships. Also their operating costs are considerably higher since on each voyage they devour untold quantities of coal. Furthermore, such steamers are slower than the top-notch Atlantic racing clippers.


“Nevertheless, the future belongs to the steamship“, Consul Meier tells the Senator with firm conviction in his voice. “Within a few decades we shall see a stream of traffic developing between the two Continents — a stream which can be coped with only by means of large steamships. Today‘s emigrants are only the forerunners of a new migration of entire peoples. Steamers of iron and steel can be built in any desired size. On the other hand, the sailing ship represents the end of an era. Furthermore, these steamers will be much quicker once their engines will become stronger. 1 am convinced that the steamers of the immediate future — independent of wind an weather


— will cross the Ocean in 10 days and not at the present rate of from three to four weeks.“


During the impassioned outpourings of his guest the Senator indicates his private doubts by occasionally shaking his head. He, too, has frequently mulled over this problem. But he is not as optimistic as the younger Meier. Slowly and deliberately he phrases his reply:


“You must know, dear Consul, 1 agree with you as far as the swelling of the traffic stream and the imminent ‘people& migration‘ is concerned. But 1 think it wrong to stress steamships in this connection. Think of the experiences of the English with their ships on the Atlantic.“


Enthusiasm lights Meier‘s eyes. He is not accepting this argument. “To this very day the English still use paddle steamers. Naturally, these are not suitable for Atlantic traffic. But the new propeller driven ships are natural for this kind of voyage.“


Duckwitz  raises both hands in protest:


“Nobody really knows whether these ships will prove themselves. For all we know, they may blow up in our faces. The Hamburg Packet Company for the past few weeks has operated two such boats in addition to their sailing ships. 1 should not be too sure that the folks in Hamburg are always satisfied with those two steamships. But if — as 1 am more convinced than ever, these ships would prove their worth?“


“In that case, there would be sufficient time to take up the matter again. As you know, here in Bremen things take their time.“


H. H. Meier sensed that he had approached the crucial point of this talk. Thus far he had foreseen the probable course of their talk. If all goes according to plan, the Consul thinks, the Senator will come around to approving my plans. But he cannot restrain himself any longer. He blurts out: “If we wait too long, the various English wharves which build these ships today will be swamped by orders from Hamburg. Do you wish to see our native City losing ever more ground and at the present terrifying rate?“


“H H“ hat correctly calculated the effect of his words.


The Senator is visibly shaken. A decision is about to be made — and faster than Meier had hoped. Duckwitz is known to be cautious in all his decisions. But once he decides to go ahead, he acts like lightning. He 110W gets up, goes over to his visitor and places his hand on the other‘s shoulder: ‘All right, Consul Meier, you may be assured of my assistance. We shell call the company — what name did you suggest? Oh yes, North German Lloyd‘. . . Here he paused for a moment, then continued: “Yes, let‘s found the North German Lloyd‘ right here in Bremen. Its purpose: passenger transportation by steamship. In order to insure sale of the stock, 1 shall do a little promotion myself


but under one condition! And that is?“


“The first ship is to be called the Bremen!“


“That, my dear Senator, is of course a must!“


TRIAL VOYAGE WITH A BAD OMEN


A few months after this visionary creation of the new shipping line, Consul Meier‘s plan became a reality. On February 20, 1857 the North German Lloyd was founded.


A year later, on June 12, 1858, Bremerhaven and Bremen celebrate an important day. Every resident of the two sister cities who can manage to do so has taken himself to the Lower Weser in order to see the unique spectacle.


In the midst of the river floats a gigantic ship, the first “Bremen“. She is more than three hundred feet long. From three high masts flutter innumerable multicoloured pennants greeting the crowds ashore. The white sails slightly filled with wind reflect the sunlight. For the steamships of that age still carry sails, otherwise they would be hopelessly outstripped by the clippers. The black smokestack rising in the centre of the ship looks small and unimpressive. Still there it is


— a harbinger of a new era.


Aboard the vessel which is to undergo its trial voyage, are many prominent guests of honour, among them the now Ex-Senator Duckwitz. Meanwhile he has become Mayor of the Hanse city. His mien is serious: ‘You know, dear Consul‘, he says, ‘frankly speaking, 1 do not feel too good when 1 think that we must pay for four of these expensive ships. 1 know that we had to take the gamble for the sake of our native City. But 1 must confess to you that this night 1 had a bad dream. 1 dreamt that the engines were removed out of the ‘Bremen and that the ship was reconverted to sails. Don‘t you think this a bad Omen?“


The two men stand somewhat melancholy amidst the gay throng. ‘Superstition“ they both feel like saying. But for some reason they are unable to laugh oft this dream.

The two steamship conspirators‘ are not given much time to mull over their depressing doubts. As creators of the enterprise they are forced to answer many questions fired at them. One of the guests a representative of the Bremen Chamber of Commerce, inquires of “H H‘ what he had in mind when he designed the Lloyd flag. He points to the mizzen topmast from which a white flag is waving in the wind. In the midst of the flag bunting is a light-blue anchor crossed by a key.


Hermann Heinrich Meier blinks into the rays of the sun as he looks upward. After brief concentration he replies: ‘The anchor is our hope that the key of the City of Bremen will open up new traffic avenues for us. We plan to further them faithfully and for the benefit of all mankind.


At that moment Captain Christoph Leist, captain of the ship approaches “H H. He salutes and reports: Consul Meier the Steamship Bremen is ready for its trial voyage. 

Meier, thanking him, addresses the guests of honour, the officers and crew members: “This ship shall be the start of a new era of seafaring. Let us hope that everything we have planned will succeed. At these words Meier looks at his faithful helper, Duckwitz. The Mayor appears confident and winks back at him.


Meier continues: “And now let us weigh anchor and courageously ride into the future.“


Many “bravos“ punctuate the end of his speech. Guests and officers crowd around the Consul, wishing him “Bon Voyage“.


A steam whistle shrills across the deck. From the bow of the ship comes the clanking of the anchor chain. Astern the propeller stirs up the water as it slowly begins to rotate. Sailors man the yards and the topmasts. 0ff come their caps as the giant ship slowly gets under way. On deck the officers give a snappy salute.


Manipulated by invisible hands, the ship‘s flags dip three times. Across the river come three many-throated shouts of “hurrah!“.


The men among the crowd ashore remove their hats as majestically the ship steams down the Weser and gradually disappears over the horizon into the North Sea.


Three weeks after this trial voyage, on June 29, 1858, the “Bremen“ heads into the open sea bound for New York. The ship is almost crowded to capacity, carrying the imposing number of 550 people. Thus begins the history of Bremen City‘s passenger steamer traffic. In the first class cabins travel 50 merchants, officials and wealthy Americans, while the second class carries about hundred middleclass passengers.


The steerage is occupied by four hundred souls who look as though they have had a tough time saving up the passage money. Crowded together, they sit on crates and sleep in hammocks in confined quarters. Several mothers cradle infants in their arms. A girl sobs quietly. On a stairway sits a young lad playing an ancient accordion. The sad strains of his song are heard all over the ship: “Adieu, beloved homeland.“ Almost all steerage passengers hum the melody. Shyly a few women use their kerchiefs to wipe tears off their faces. Yet the people in steerage are not really despondent. Rather, they are full of hopes and dreams. For a new homeland awaits them.


After a 14-day‘s trip the ship reaches its destination. The “Bremen“ ties up in New York harbour. Thus a bridge is built — a bridge for the great new migration of peoples. The name of this bridge is “passengers transport by steam ship. Year after year the “Bremen“ serves the stream of immigration to the New World. In the meantime, the ship has been joined by several sister ships, dedicated specifically to the transportation of passengers.


In the spring of 1874, sixteen years after her maiden voyage, the “Bremen“ is tied up at her pier in Bremerhaven. Captain Wessels already had retired. Richard Schulenburg is the new Master of the ship. We find him sitting in his conformably furnished cabin and checks bills for supplies taken aboard.


A knock on the door and Consul Meier, founder of the North German Lloyd, enters.


The Captain is elated to greet his visitor. “What a nice surprise, Consul. Welcome on board the ‘Bremen‘.“


“And good day to you, Captain. How are things?“


“Thank you, Consul, 1 cant complain. All is well and day after tomorrow we are sailing again.“ “That’s just it, Captain, I’m afraid 1 have bad news.“ H. H. Meier slowly sits down and weighing his words carefully he continues:


“This is going to be the Bremen‘s last voyage. We have to sail the ship.“


Captain Schulenburg incredulously stares at his employer: “But you cannot be serious, Consul.“ Meier knows that Schulenburg is deeply proud of commanding the Company‘s first ship. Gently he seeks to comfort the captain: “You will get another ship — bigger and entirely modern.“ The captain does not seem to comprehend the offer. Obviously upset, he asks: “But, is it really necessary? She runs excellently.“


‘Let me explain the matter to you, my dear Captain Schulenburg. As you know, we have just weathered a tough financial crisis. Several times the Lloyd was on the verge of bankruptcy. When the sailing ship industry realized that we were taking their passenger business away from them they naturally started fighting back. Five years ago, when you had already been captain of the ‘Bremen‘ for five years, sixty percent of all emigrants still departed aboard sailing ships. Today we have won. Today only two percent of emigrants sail aboard windjammers. But, by our very victory, we have attracted other competition: companies which formerly failed to see any future in passenger transportation by steamships. Now these companies build larger and faster ships. Unless we do the same, we shall inevitably be nosed out. Therefore, we must sell our old ships and build brand new ones.“


*


Six weeks later Captain Schulenburg sails the “Bremen“ to England where the ship is taken over by her new owners, the Bates & Co. Line. And here in Liverpool the frightful dream which assailed Senator Duckwitz on the night before the “Bremens“ trial voyage becomes a reality. it is the ship‘s inevitable fate that its engines are removed and the vessel is reconverted to sail.


Thus sadly demoted, the “Bremen“, the vessels which had declared war on sailing vessels and won, is now fated to ply the seven seas for 18 years, bereft of her engines. Finally, in 1892 in the course of a terrific autumn storm, the ship sinks in San Francisco Bay.


This sad fate is long considered a shameful chapter in the history of the proud ships which have borne the name of Bremen. Some 27 years later, in the spring of 1919, this shame is wiped out by the unusual acclaim won by her successor, the “Bremen“ II.


*


THE SUEZ CANAL MUST BE ENLARGED


TO ACCOMMODATE THE “BREMEN‘


On April 1, 1892, at the time of the death of the first “Bremen“, a new man occupies the chair of Director of the North German Lloyd. He is a 37-year old attorney named Heinrich Wiegand. The Chairman of the Board of Directors, Geo Plate, has successfully fought for Wiegand‘s appointment to this responsible post. Plate believes the time has come to call an active young man to the top within the company. Since its foundation through Consul Meier, the Lloyd has grown into an enterprise of world importance. But Germanys economy is at the threshold of a revolution. In 1884 Germany has joined the ranks of the colonial powers. Driven by a wave of national pride, the Reich embarks on a policy of imperialism. Thus new tasks confront the shipping industry: it must act as carrier of the new national overseas interests and to the new possessions. For this very reason, Board Chairman Plate reckons, the company‘s top posts should be filled by young, active men who are of the new era. And so Heinrich Wiegand is appointed General Manager.


Soon after his taking office Wiegand and Geo Plate travel in a first-class railway compartment bound for the Schichau shipyard in Danzig, where the Lloyd‘s ships have been built for many years.


Schichau is then one of Europe‘s leading shipbuilding establishments. Out of the compartment window the men watch Pomeranian’s wide, fiat fields rush by. Over seemingly unending fields the grain stands knee-high. Geo Plate looks out, deep in thoughts.


“Yes“, he pensively remarks, “we are in an uncomfortable squeeze play from those new lines in the Asian-African waters. Large passenger ships would not pay off in view of our still modest traffic with these countries. On the other hand, small Steamers are not economical.


“But we must cultivate these routes“, Heinrich Wiegand breaks into the older man‘s deliberations, “otherwise our competitors will crush us flat. Anyhow, they have a tremendous lead over us“ More pensively, he continues after a while: “1 wish 1 knew the solution.


Suddenly, with screaming brakes, the train comes to a stop in a whistle-stop station. Wiegand looks outside. ‘May be we should have taken the boat and made better time‘, he remarks with scorn in his voice. “Here in our sleepy Eastern Provinces our railroads have no conception of the pace of our modern era. Now our train is detaching some freightcars.“


Suddenly the young mans face lights up. Excitedly he points with outstretched hand out of the window. Gaily he exclaims: “Plate, look, I’ve got it. Here is our way out of the squeeze. The railroad confronted the same problem when it started its runs here in the thinly settled East. What does it do? Simply: it runs combination trains. In front and in back freight cars which can be detached en route. In the middle, a few passenger cars for whatever travellers there are.

Plate shakes his head: “Combined passenger and freight ships? 01 such size? That is not feasible. Don’t forget, our passengers will be on board for weeks. Do you want them crawling around in between tar barrels, dirty crates and pepper sacks, as there did on the old sailing ships?“


But young Wiegand is not to be dissuaded so easily from his new idea: “We shall build our ships entirely in accordance with & new conception: passengers are to be completely separated from cargo spaces. 1 am going to talk this over tomorrow with the Schichau shipyard manager.“


Stopping for a moment, he continues quietly and surely: “Incidentally, this is in some respect a new beginning. The first ship must be called ‘Bremen‘.“


But it‘s a long way from Wiegand‘s first ideas to their realization. Economic setbacks hinder immediate action. Furthermore, ships of the intended size would as yet be unable to pass through the Suez Canal. Here the North German Lloyd is foremost in insisting upon the widening of this vital waterway by the Canal Company. But five years go by before the Canal is able to facilitate passage by ships up to 10,000 tons.


As a result of several construction mishaps, the new “Bremen“ lies half completed at the Danzig wharf for a number of weeks. As a result the SS “Barbarossa“, the “Bremen‘s“ sister ship is the first vessel of her class to be completed, thus bestowing her name on the entire ship series.


The “Bremen“ slated originally to inaugurate this ship class, is delayed by a few weeks. But this small blemish does not prevent this class of ships from becoming a tremendous sensation for the entire seafaring world.


Despite sprawling cargo holds, the ship with its 10,500 gross tons accommodated 2360 passengers. And accommodations for the passengers are indeed completely separated from the cargo spaces. The ship‘s midships house, completely separate and several decks high, is an innovation offering the passengers a degree of comfort and even luxury hitherto unknown. Up to the first World War this type ship is imitated by all ship operators throughout the entire world.


Even though the “Barbarossa“ bestows her name on this class of ship, the triumph of navigating the widened Suez Canal, as the first of these new 10,000-ton ships, is reserved for the “Bremen“. Board Chairman Plate und General Manager Wiegand stand on the deck of the much admired vessel, surrounded by a throng of exalted guests while overhead hundreds of gay pennants flutter in the breeze. Directors of the Canal Administration have come to Egypt from Paris and London in order to witness this vital event.


Both banks of the canal are lined by thousands of brown-faced figures greeting the ship enthusiastically. These are the labourers who for years have slaved under the broiling sun. They know the terrible price paid to enable this great ship to “swim through the desert“.


Slowly the iron giant moves towards the Canal entry at Port Said. A red ribbon has been stretched across the Canal. The ship is still 10 yards away — now it touches the ribbon and amidst the ear-splitting cries from thousands of throats the ship‘s bow cuts the ribbon bearing the inscription Bremen.


The glory of this trip through the widened Canal dings to the second ‘Bremen“ throughout her life. Because of the ship‘s size and the far-reaching imagination of her creators, the widening of this most important seaway of the world has been accomplished. For his part in this triumph Geo Plate is the first German to be elected to the Board of Directors of the International Suez Canal Company. The ship as such has earned world-wide fame as a result of this pioneering venture.


Having been surrendered to the Allies upon the conclusion of the First World War, the “Bremen“ is the only “reparations“ ship bearing a German name which does not undergo any change in name. In recognition of her historic achievement, the “Bremen“ carries the six honoured letters of her name all over the Seven Seas of the World until her very end. But during the years that the ship made all the world see that even a lost war could not extinguish the name Bremen, a younger sister appeared on the ocean: this was the third “Bremen“, serving on the Bremen—New York route.


THE STEPSISTER


Something which has been known to happen in the best of families finally takes place in the Bremen family. The third in a row, is born illegitimate in a manner of speaking. That is to say that she first arrives in this world under a false name, albeit under a rather elegance name Princess Irene.


This is the name she receives in baptism at the turn of the century. Externally she resembles the second “Bremen“ for she, too, is a ship of the “Barbarossa“ class. But no one foresees the adventurous life she will lead.


In her youth the “Princess Irene“ travels the Asia—Australia route. The declaration of war in 1914 surprises her on the high sea. She takes refuge in a neutral American port. Upon the entrance of the “United States“ into the war in 1917, she is confiscated and must submit to her first change of name. The large white letters on her bow now read Pocahontas. But soon after the end of the war the victorious powers realize that they have overdone the confiscation of German tonnage for purposes of reparations. More and more ships are unemployed and their storage costs money. Thus there is considerable relief in America and England when the German corporations declare themselves willing to repurchase a part of these confiscated ships.


This is the great moment for the despised “Princess“. The North German Lloyd pays her ransom. A great triumph, hut a difficult fate awaits her.


*

At this time Geheimrat Carl Stimming is the Chairman of the Board of the ‘Bremen“ Navigation Corporation. He is determined to rebuild the Lloyd fleet. This brings him to a difficult decision. The brilliant hallmark of the North German Lloyd has always been passenger travel in the North Atlantic. But the commercial backbone for these lines has been broken; the huge wave of emigration from Europe no longer exists.


Can 1, under these circumstances, take the risk and the responsibility of ordering expensive ships for the North Atlantic run?“ Geheimrat Stimming asks himself. “Wont these ships be a ruinous loss? Wont the remainder of the fleet have to carry this loss? On the other hand will we ever regain our prestige without the New York passenger line?“


In this dilemma Carl Stimming visits his predecessor as Chairman of the Board, the President, Philip Heineken.


The two gentlemen sit across from each other in the drawing room of Heineken‘s villa, decorated with souvenirs and rare trophies from all the corners of the earth. Stimming explains to his host the doubts which beset him.


After a few minutes of silence, Heineken says: “Weil, as you can imagine, 1 too have given some thought to this business. You know, we must try to reach completely a new type of passenger. Now, after this tremendous war, the world will be open to an entirely different type of international travelling. 1 would even say that there will be something like a world-encompassing peoples‘ tourism, or, if you want to put it that way, international understanding from the grass roots.“ After a brief pause, he continues: “Farmer Smith would like to see how his brothers who stayed home are doing, and Mr. Meier, the geography teacher, would like to have been in the States in order to be able to lecture to his students from his own experience. Yes, Stimming, these are the customers we now have to count on. Heineken takes a large roll of paper from the table and unrolls it:


“Take a look at this. 1 have a conversion plan made for the repurchased Princess Irene‘. This is, in my opinion, how the new public can be won for a sea voyage.


The President‘s index points to the bug steerage line on the diagram while he continues to explain: “Formerly 1900 steerage passengers were jammed into this space. If we put decent and clean small cabins in here, we end up with 520 beds. Of course, the fare will be more expensive than it was in the old steerage, but it will still be within reach.

We must try to get the middle classes on the ship; then we can run the ships and make money.‘


Geheimrat Stimmings face lights up. Relieved, he shakes Heinekens hand.‘ 1 knew that you would give me good advice. 1 think you are right. How did you put it? ‘International understanding from the grass roots up. ‘ Yes, Mr. Heineken, that would be something to work on.“


Maybe“ Heineken replies, “this is the beginning of a new era. 1 have considerable hopes when 1 think of the future development.‘ All right, then let me propose, my dear Heineken that we name the first ship of this new era Bremen‘. Up to now this name has always been the beginning of something new and has never disappointed US.“


So it was done. The ransomed “Princess‘ has to give up her name for the third time and become a member of the solid Bremen family. She does not fail to justify Stimmings‘ and Heineken‘s confidence. Jointly with other ships she lays the cornerstone for an entirely new and modern mode of passenger transportation. Throughout the world the new Tourist Class Era, for which the “Bremen“ is one of the forerunners, gains favour by the tourist as predicted by Heineken. In recognition of her merits, the “Bremen“ becomes the flagship of the North German Lloyd. But even before her death, her fate catches up with her as it did with the first “Bremen. She is overtaken by a development which she herself initiated: The trend to an economic hut still luxurious ship with an access able large tourist class. The public on the high seas demands more and more luxury and comfort. Ship travel has become high society. The solid planks of the past have turned into polished hardwood floor trodden by kings, presidents and leading figures in business and culture.


The “Bremen“ becomes too old for the race for greater comfort which she herself initiated. But before she finally quits the race, she endures the final pain of changing her name for the fourth time. A great, unforgettable ‘fourth‘ takes her place on the high seas, bearing the good name of Bremen.


At the same time, under the name of Karlsruhe the “stepsister“ quietly and modestly continues in service for another couple of years. During this time the fourth “Bremen initiates the most brilliant era of German passenger shipping.


