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The reader of ikere pages weed rcarcely be told that
there is truth in them, and a deeper iruth in the leiven
that they feack, For this chromicle, im s esremiialr,
might Aawve beem avriiten of many a life siher than his
awhose timple story is kere sat down,
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IS STORY is told because others

need to know it. They need to

know it now, when all the world is mak-

ing a blind struggle to find youth—a
new creative spirit.

It is the experience of just a common,
everyday man-— myself, But thou-
sands of others have gone through my
same experience. They are not finding
the help, though, that I found. It is
because I found this help — found some-
thing that man has always been seeking
— that I feel impelled to tell my story.

My nameis Harvey Allen, Iwasborn
in New York City and had lived there
all my life. When the Big Thing hap-
pened, I was sixty years old. My wife
and I had two sons, both married. We
had six grandchildren,

We had lived in the same Harlem
apartment for twenty years — with front
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windows looking out on the street, side
air-shafts, and a rear view of clothes-
lines and fireescapes. I never see a
clothesline now that I don’t think of
that day in October.

The neighborhood had changed since
our coming. The Ghetto had expanded
and taken us in. The color-line was
drawn just a block away, in the next
street. But the place was home, and we
had stuck there,

One of our sons, Walter, lived in Yon-
kers. The younger son, George, lived
over in Brooklyn. We did n’t see either
of them often. They both worked hard
to support their families. Evenings and
Sundays they had their different family
interests; and their wives had their own
relatives to visit.

My wife, however, made frequent
trips to their homes. She helped our
daughters-in-law by doing most of the
sewing for the grandchildren. But she
always returned in time to have my din-
ner ready at night, when I got home
tired from my day’s work. She has
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