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Any spare 
change or a 
bite to eat?

Here, pal.  
That’s all  
I’ve got!
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Shit, we haven’t any  
lucre or grub ourselves.  
Reckon it’s the Palm Tree  

for us.

If only! The Palm Tree’s a 
shelter for 

dossers, tramps 
and vagrants. 
Must be round 

here somewhere.

Is that a  
botanical garden 

or what?

Hey,  
look!

What’s up, 
pal?

Are you ok?

Haven’t h
ad

       nothing to 
eat

for days
.
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When there’s  
a tremble in me 
legs, I downs  
a bitter to  
the dregs.

Hey, pal, 
where’s the 
Palm Tree?

So it’s the  
shelter you want!?  
Hm ... Staying in 

places ain’t so nice 
when all the inmates 

are covered  
in lice.*

* Rhymes based on originals by Erich Mühsam
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The Palm  
Tree can’t  

be far.

Hey - no 
pushing in!

We’re all 
emergencies 

here!

Let us 
through! 

Emergency!

Look!

At that time there were more than 60 shelters for the homeless  
in Berlin alone. Anyone staying in a shelter more than five nights  
was put in the much-feared Rummelsburg Workhouse  
for several weeks  
by the police.

Cough
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The ‘Palm Tree’ - official name  
‘City Shelter’ - stood at 15 Fröbel 
Strasse in the Prenzlauer Berg area 
of Berlin. The city’s biggest refuge, 
it held more than 5000 beds in 
40 dormitories and was notorious 
throughout the whole of Europe.

Cigarettes, 
soap, combs, 

shoes!

Sausage 
scraps!! 

Bread’n’butter!  
3 Pfennigs.

2nd-hand  
tooth brushes!  
Good as new!

* CITY SHELTER
   BUILT 1886-87  EXTENDED 1892-93

*
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You take your  
hat off when you speak 

to staff here –  
same as ever.

Papers  
first, all of you!

Right -  
name, nationality,  

profession?  
We need to know  

what sort of bums
we’re dealing  

with here.

Alright  
then, come  
on, you can  
see the duty 

doctor.

This  
bloke needs  

a doctor!
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Drug addict  
presumably, or an 
alcoholic. Perhaps 

feeble-minded  
as well.

Inner anxiety,  
no doubt, and driven 

onto the streets  
by neurotic  
wanderlust.

Are you eating 
properly?
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You taking 
heroin?  
Cocaine?

So what’s  
your job?

Did it  
now?! So  

looking for 
another job’s 
beneath you,  

is it?

Pull  
yourself  
together,  

man! I’ll give 
you some  
morphine.

He’s …

Oh my 

 God!!

I was a sales
man.

My firm went bust.

N0,

doctor.

I’ve tried
everything.
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The state’s 
got him on its 
conscience. 

All those  
who’ve signed in - 
follow me to the 

showers!

The capitalist system  
treats people like garbage 
then spits them onto the 

street as if it were  
a rubbish tip.
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Everyone’s ‘clobber’ (clothes) was  
put in the ‘louse house’, an electric  
oven, to kill off the ‘bees’ (lice).

Like soldiers in the war everyone  
had a dog-tag hung around their  
neck for identification purposes.

Beyond the showers was the  
‘clean side’ where ‘shrouds’  
were handed out.
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This gruel 
tastes like 

paper.

One up on  
this bread, then:  
it’s rock-hard and 
tastes of nothing.
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Go on,  
write it down! 

‘Industrial  
accident’.

I sweated  
for twenty years in  

a joinery, twelve hours 
every day, then inflation

hit - and here I am.

I filled the  
bosses’ pockets  

for years.

I always want to  
know what’s beyond 

the next hill, you see.

Today I’m stuck  
inthis hellhole Berlin,  

but tomorrow I’m off to 
Hamburg to find a ship!

I was a teacher,  
but when they  

discovered I was  
keen on - er - men, 

well …
And I  

was a priest.  
I broke bread with 
the poor too often, 
so the archbishop
told me I could  

go to hell.

No sooner  
was my arm 

off than they 
chucked me onto 

the street.

If the one has 
too much then 
the other has 

too little.

I was  
sacked the very 

next day.
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My god! The end  
of the bourgeoisie  
is the beginning  

of Paradise.

Hey!  
Hands 
off!

Pipe 
down!

Our Father, 

who art …

* Dormitory 27
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Admission time at the ‘Palm Tree’ was 4pm to 
2am each day. Inmates were woken at  
5am and required to leave at 6.

I didn’t  
sleep a wink.

I drew it 
yesterday.

I hope our  
nameless  

friend’s in  
heaven now.

It’s intolerable. The  
bosses steal the shirts off 
our back and take our last  

shred of dignity.

We must join  
together and  
strike back!

Here …
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The Brotherhood  
of Vagabonds is here, ready 
to gather up all those who 
until now have struggled  

on their own.

Only when this  
empty, stupid, murderous 
world is finished and the 
‘refuge for all’ is created 
here on earth - only then 

will our mission be  
accomplished!

Let’s  
go! Let’s  

build a new  
world!
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