Southside ARTS Agenda

News About the ARTS in the Southern Crescent

In dedication to Andre De Lorenzo
(1941-2010) who spent his life promoting the
arts and encouraging others to pursue their
dreams.

Andre De Lorenzo passed away on Thursday,
April 15, 2010. Services will be held on
Sunday at J. Mowell & Son Funeral Home
located at 200 Robinson Road, Peachtree
City, GA, 30269 The viewing will be from 2-3
pm and the service will begin at 3:30 pm. A
reception will follow at Wendell Coffee Golf
Center, which is located at 1963 N. Highway
74 Tyrone, GA.

In lieu of flowers, please make donations to
the Andre De Lorenzo Scholarship Fund
Endowment Committee for the Cultural Arts of
Fayette County, which has been set up in his
honor. Make checks payable to.

ECCA-Andre De Lorenzo Scholarship Fund
c/o Bank of North Georgia

100 Burch Road

Fayetteville, GA 30215

Dedicated to our Dad, beloved Husband
and Grandfather

Final Issue April 16, 2010



Dear Subscribers,

| want to personally thank you all for sharing your love of the arts with my father,
Andre De Lorenzo, as well as your commitment to the Southside Arts Agenda,
his online magazine.

As all of you know, my father's passion for the arts was undying. He lived, slept,
and breathed this agenda. Whenever | spoke to him on the phone, he was
always on his way to see a play, an art exhibit, or a musical concert. Joined by
my mother, the two of them journeyed the Southside exploring and discovering
artistic talent wherever they could find it. My email was constantly filled with
drafts and rewrites of stories that my father was so excited for me to read that he
couldn't wait until next week's agenda was published-| had to read it right away.

| admired this love and devotion and was reminded of it whenever | spoke to
anyone about my dad and the memories | have of him. Memories such as
stepping off the stage and into the light of his smile that spread across his face
each time. | have been acting since the age of 7 and now, at 25, | can still hear
the joy in his voice as he spoke about watching me perform. It was as if he were
doing it with me.

And over the last five years that became true for not only me, but for every spark
of talent he discovered in somebody. Nothing excited my father more than
meeting a young freshman at a local high school who had a talent for playing the
vielin or a painter that lived as far north as Rome, Georgia who needed help
publicizing an upcoming art opening. He would go wherever he was needed. My
father devoted himself to the arts, but more importantly, he devoted himself to
the service of helping make a person’s dream come true. He helped create every
opportunity possible to allow a person to do what he loved. My father believed
that if you haven't tried, you haven't lived.

| pride myself in thinking that | had something to do with this appreciation and in
some ways, | believe | did. But as | was looking through my father's writings, |
came across what | know would have most certainly been a part of his next
agenda. And it is my pleasure to share with you this excerpt written by my father,
Andre De Lorenzo. As a young man, | am coming to realize that there are some
things | will never know about my dad, but | am certainly happy and proud to
have discovered this:



“In our life times, there are people who influence who we are. Our parents,
teachers, clergy and friends all contribute to molding the person each of us
become.

| started by looking at me, as | am today. How did | get to this point in my life:
who was the person who influenced what my life would be?

Essentially | am a husband, father, grandfather, but mostly | am a lover of all
things artistic. | spend my days publishing an online magazine that supports and
promotes the arts in the area where | live. Before that, | joined and became
active in an organization that raises funds for art's programming and scholarships
for students wanting to pursue a career in the arts.

I'm not possessed with any artistic talent; | can't sing or dance my way out of a
paper sack, | can't draw a straight line even with the help of a ruler and | have no
ability as an actor. Why then this passion for the arts?

| believe it began on January 12, 1852 when my parents brought me to see and
hear Jerome Hines sing the role of Ramfis in Aida at the Metropolitan Opera
House in New York City. It was a gift for my 11th birthday!

The “old Met" as it is now known was an imposing structure that occupied a
whole block between West 39th Street and West 40th Street on the west side of
the street. When you stepped inside, you were transported into a world of
opulence beyond imagination. The magnificent chandeliers, the plush carpet, and
the gold-gilded appointments everywhere reeked of wealth and privilege. The
boxes, known as the golden horseshoe, had red-velvet cushioned seats and
were peopled with men in tuxedos and women adorned in jewels and beautiful
gowns. This was a sight only seen in magazines.

Thus, this was my introduction to the world of culture and beautiful music. Opera
was to become my passport to the arts.

It didn't matter that | didn't understand a word of |talian and could only imagine in
my young mind what the arias meant as they were sung. | later learned how to
read a libretto before seeing the operal



The performance was beautifull The scenery, costumes and lighting simply
transformed a viewer into this wondrous foreign world.

| don't know how my father and Jerome Hines, the famous opera virtuoso,
became friends, so | was surprised when after the performance, my father
pointed out the stage door, handed me a note and told me to bring it to the man
inside the door. There were a good many well-dressed men and women making
their way to the same door as me. After | hesitantly handed the man my note, |
was advised to wait for a few moments.

Within a short time, | heard the stage manager bark, "Hey kid, come on, | got
stuff to do!* He escorted me to a door that simply said, “Mr. Hines."

And there he stood before me, still in his costume and heavy make-up. He had
an arresting and towering physical presence. He was lean, rangy, and 6'6" tall
with a voice like a musical instrument—a bass, deep and strong.

We talked for several minutes; he was impressed that | enjoyed the opera, knew
of the story, and had so many questions about how this was done and how that
came to happen. It was in these moments that a seed was planted that would
eventually grow into an undying passion for the arts. He invited me to hear him
any time; all | had to do was call the phone number he had written on my
program and he would make sure | got tickets for the opera of my choice. He
even made some suggestions of librettos | should read before seeing the operal

Over the years, | took advantage of his offer and saw as many of his
performances as | could. Our friendship grew and when | was in high school, |
was often Invited to visit him backstage and at his home. After awhile, the stage
manager came to know me personally. Anytime | showed up at the door, he just
waved me by with a “Hello, Andre!”

Mr. Hines died on Feb, 4, 2003 at the age of 81. That day | played his music,
cried for the loss of a great man, and addressed a card to his son, signed simply,
*Thank you for everything, Andre.”






