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Mr. Julian T. Clen was born on May 14, 1929 in Manhattan, New
York City to the late Mr. Theodore and Mrs. Rose Clen. Julian was
educated in the New York City School system.

Julian was known for some of his most wonderful traits, kind
hearted, humorous and a go getter, a wonderful father, a wonderful
friend and a wonderful Godfather. Julian was a friend to so many
people in the Harlem area, some people knew Julian as “Mr. T” or
“Tiny”.

He leaves to cherish his fond and beloved memories: his loving
companion, Joyce; his loving children, Mia, Joey, Chavonne,
Janice, Marty and Cheryl (Irene); his grandchildren, there’s too
many to name but they are all loved; great grandchildren; and a
host of many friends and family.

He will truly be missed by all who knew him. You may not be
forgotten to others just apart of the past to those of us who loved
you, our memories will last. It broke our hearts to lose you, but you
did not go alone for part of us went with you the day God called
you home.

“We all love you Tiny”.

Submitted by,
The Family

Rest In Peace Julian
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The family wishes to thank everyone for there condolences
and best wishes during our time of bereavement.

When I come to the end of the
road and the sun has set for me,

I want no rites in a gloom filled room,
Why cry for a soul set free?

Miss me a little-but not too long,
and not with your head bowed low.

Remember the love that we once shared,
Miss me-but let me go.

For this is a journey that we all must take,
And each must go alone.

It’s all part of the Master’s plan,
A step on the road to home.

When you are lonely and sick at heart,
Go to the friends we know.

Laugh at the things we use to do
Miss me-but let me go.

-author unknown


