Death Notice – September 8, 1947

On Saturday, in our city, Cristian Pinto Ferre, a young student in the fifth year of study for his law degree, died at 23 years of age. Pinto had been suffering a cruel illness in the last while, but lately had bounced back, without any apparent possibility of a premature death. He was a very studious young man, combining a brilliant career with his artistic passions, being especially gifted in music, to which he had dedicated himself since childhood.

Burial took place on Sunday morning, after solemn funeral rites had been celebrated in the parochial church of San Marcelo. An outpouring of grief was expressed by a multitude of people from all social classes, outstanding among them, many law professionals. This morning another funeral mass was held in the same church, to lay his eternal soul to rest.

We send most heartfelt condolences to his afflicted family, to whom Providence has given a hard test, with the loss of various family members. In particular we send our condolences to our old companion of the press, and lawyer of the Ilustrious College in Leon, don Jose Pinto Maestro, father of the ill fated young man. To our readers, we entreat you, do not forget the deceased in your prayers.

Radio Leon Afternoon Broadcast- September 7, 1947 - In Memoriam Cristian Pinto Ferre

He was just a young boy not too many years ago, and I felt a certain sadness about this very young man.
One day I said to his father, today beaten by this latest cruel blow to the family home, where in little more than a year two children and two parents, one being the family patriarch, D. Cristiano Pinto, have disappeared.

I’m referring of course, to the young Cristian Pinto Ferre, son of our former newspaper colleague in Leon - lawyer, d. Jose Pinto Maestro. My presentiment has come to pass  … and the words bear repeating … the beloveds of the gods die young. 

And that boy… that boy so young, with his black curls, and his enormous eyes, also black, and always dreaming, with his full lips, was the living image of an artist in miniature, filled with a gentle melancholy and deeply attentive to everything surrounding him…

He did become an artist… he was a musician… a painter. He was enamoured of all that was beauty and artistry. At the exhibition held at the trade fair in Gijón, this disciple of the master Monterserin, won an honorable third prize. And a first in the Exposition of the University of Oviedo, even as he was in his fifth year of his study of law. And many other prizes, which stimulated this tireless young man, a well loved student of the maestro Odon Alonso, and of Monteserin, who weep like children at their loss.

The beloved of the gods die young. This was his fate. It looked to me like this fate had been erased, to see him so happy and so lately given to the joys of youth, he was engaged to a beautiful and affectionate young woman who weeps today for an irreparable loss, widowed before tasting the joys of marriage.
But, God wished to take him to his glory, with all that he might dream of in his fragility and ephemerality, before his heart could change from that of a good child.

Cristian has gone from our midst. Illustrator of the Holy Week magazines, so enamoured of the brotherhoods of his land, among whom he cut such a delicate and romantic figure. He has gone from us, the musician who was so ready to take up his bow and play at any function as may be required. Gone from us the fragrant promise of a painter from Leon who may have given his homeland the láurels stemming from such a great temperament.

That young boy with his big, wide open eyes, black and dreaming, not so many years ago, seemed destined to die just budding at the fertile dawn of his youth. We must respect the highest judgement of God, all powerful and most loving Father. He knows. He orders. He loves us.

Only in this today will we find a soothing “explanation” of the pain (even forewarned) that the loss of this young man has produced, someone who in maturity might have become a significant figure in Leon.
But not all tree blossoms live to maturity. Many flowers fall, bright with pomp and the beauty of their colours; in all their promise withered.

And so that boy of some few years ago, of whom I said to his father, I felt a certain sadness, that he was predestined to that which we lament today… God took him to give him a greater glory than was his here below. To his own, a christian resignation. For him, a prayer.




