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~ Alife of strength, independence, and intelligence.
Deeply loved and forever remembered.



IN the LOVING (]EMORY of

ERNEST

“Those we love don’t go away.

They walk beside us every day.’




CELEBRATION of LIFE for

ERNEST
KNOX III

Sawrday, April 25, 2026
CONTINENTAL FUNERAL HOME
5500 Foothill Blvd Oakland, CA 24605

MEMOR[AL

CHEDULE
12:00 PM Opening Prayer Malaika Johnson
12:10 PM Scripture Reading & Reflection ------ Malaika Johnson
12:15 PM Obituary Reading ------------------- —- Edward Johnson 11

12:30 PM Final Remarks from Loved Ones -——- A-Misha Knox,
Ja'Mesha Knox, James
-==== Knox Il, Chanel Dimmer
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SCRIPTURE «
AEFLECTION

PROVERBS 4:7

“Wisdom is the principal thing; therefore get wisdom: and with all
thy getting get understanding.”

Reflection: Emest moved through life with a mind that reached
beyond the obvious. He didn’t settle for surface-level answers. He
questioned. explored. and searched for meaning with intention.
Curiosity wasn't something he practiced, it was something he
embodied,

Romans 8:28

“And we Ir.mw-thu_;ﬁll' hing
lave : !_,_.-#- !Ll_qld_.




Matthew 11:28

“Come unto me, all ye that labour and are heavy laden, and [ will give

you rest.”

Reflection: Mow., the striving has ended. The weight he carried is no
longer his to bear. What remains is peace, steady and complete,

holding him in a way this world no longer could.




O/ ecory /

Emest Knox 111 was bom on September 8, 1970, to Donna Knox and Ermest
Enox II. He passed away on March 27, 2026 due to natral health
complications. Affectionately known by some as “Linle Buich,” Emest
carried his father’s name and legacy while forging his own spirit throughout
his life.

From a young age, he was deeply curtous. He asked questions and sought
1o understand things for himself. His father encouraged this, instilling in
him the importance of leaming and acquinng knowledge, a trant that
remained with him throughout his life.

Emnest was a man of depth, marked by imtelligence, introspection, and quict
complexity. He had a mind of his own and was drawn to ideas that invited
deeper understanding and a broader way of seeing life.

He loved poetry and was drawn to words that carried meaning, emotion,
and truth. He appreciated expression that made people pause, reflect, and
feel something deeper. That same curosity led 1o his fascination with
ancient Egypt, its symbaolism, its history, and the timeless questions it raised
about life and legacy. He loved to read and was always searching for
understanding in his own way.

Early in his life, Emest was
Jehovah's Witnesses wi

mentally. He
d himself with
ﬁgoqt his eyes.
almost 1ike 20k 0 quite kne u were going o get,




Around others, Emest had a light, approachable nature and brought a sense
of ease into any space. He had a way of naturally drawing people in, He was
known to many as a bit of a ladies’ man, effortlessly charming, and he knew
it too.

Emest’s life reflected real resilience. After surviving a gunshot injury, he
had to releamn how to walk. He did not seck pity, but remained determined
1o keep moving forward and live life on his own terms. That sense of
independence stayed with him, even as he faced additional physical
challenges later in life.

Emest’s journcy was not without hardship. He faced struggles with
incarceration and addiction that shaped parts of his life and created distance
at times. Yel even within those expenences, he continued seeking his way
forward.

He later camed his CDL license and worked in transportation for several
years, taking steps toward rebuilding his life with intention and effort. Even
during periods of imcarceration, he continued 1o pursue education through
community college courses, reflecting his ongoing desire to leam and grow,

In honoring his life, we hold compassion for those walking similar paths. A
person’s struggles do not define their worth, and there is always room for
growth, healing, and a new beginning. He is preceded in death by his
parents, Donna K.nox and Emest Knox 11, and his brother, James Knox 1.

child; his sister,




A NISHA’S
veerles

The memories we shared have replayed in my mind, like scenes froma
movie [ can’t turn off, each one reminding me of who you were and the
impact you had on me.

Dear Emest,

You valued intelligence and believed in asking questions, thinking for
yourself, and always searching for understanding. That's something you
instilled in me, a desire to keep expanding my mind and to never stop
asking why.

Because of that, 1 learned there were no limits to how far my mind could
go. | leamed to see beyond what was in front of me, to imagine more for
myself, and to believe that more was possible. In many ways, that
shaped the life I've been able to live, expanding bevond what [ once
knew, traveling, growing, and stepping into spaces that even surprised
wou. And [ know a big part of that eame from what vou placed in me,

e

I think about the moments we ﬂ"ld@_&m-. like WHMWu helped me write
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I saw you working (o be a better man, and | want you to know that it did
nol go unnoticed. Even through the distance between us, [ knew that
vou loved me.

I experienced your love in ways that were not always perfect, but it was
meaningful. 1 see vou beyvond the circumstances. And if there’s
anything I take from your life, it's this... We are more than the things
we go through, and there is always space for growth, for healing, and
for becoming who we are meant 1o be.

And while we are still here, living and breathing, we should give each
other love and grace. We should express that love openly, because we
never know what tomorrow may take from us, or what opportunities to
love may no longer be there.

Whale I'm no longer able to share my love with you n the physical, 1
carry the love you had for me in my heart, and I will move forward in
this life with that, and with everything you mstilled in me.

So [ choose to remember you with compassion, with understanding,
and with respect. [ respect you and your journey through this life. 1
honor you for giving me lifie, and I will continue to live in a way that
would make vou proud. [ carry you mlh ma/

I'love you. Rest peacefully,
Your daughter,

Noonie




A’MESHA S

Dear Uncle,

Words can’t truly express the way I feel. Ever since | was brought into
this world, you were there through it all, the good and the bad. You
never missed a beat. You watched me grow into the woman | am
teday, and for that 1 will forever be grateful.

I'm going to miss everything. The phone calls, the texts, the pictures,
the hLittle things that meant so much. What we had was something
special, something real, something unmatched. You never judged me,
and I never judged you. Our bond was pure, and [ will carry that with
me for the rest of my life.

I love yvou, Uncle. Forever and ever.

My heart wasn’t ready to let you go, but | know God had your wings
prepared. You are al peace now, whole again, reunited with Granny
and your little brother. That glw,-ﬁ me comfort, even through this pain.
Thank you for everything you've done, for LEvEnymoment you gave,
for every pmcmofjm you pcmrod mg_mz .'IDI: well done, Uncle.
Until we meet agam _— '

I love :,mu md I mlss |




JAMES’
errear;
Dear Uncle,

It’s hard for me 1o write this goodbye letter to you, but | found
strength when [ realized it’s really a see you later. I'll never forget the
moments we shared. All the wisdom and knowledge you instilled in
me, and all the laughs we had together.

I remember you taking me to the movies, then going to spend the
night at Grandma Donna’s house afterwards, just being around family
and enjoying that time together. Those are memories I'll always hold
close.

You were always someone | looked up 1o, not just for what you did for
me physically, but for what you instilled in my heart, mind, and soul.

You made it to the heavenly gates, where you get to be with God and
all of your loved ones. Noonie, Mee-Mee, and myself will carry on
the Knox legacy and make you proud.

I love you with all my heart, Uncle.
James Knox ’

"E'I__.



Dear brother,

We didn’t get the chance to spend a lot of time as siblings, and that's
something 11l always wish had been different. Life moved quickly,
and somehow time slipped past us. But even with that distance, one
thing was always true. We loved one another.

You were my younger brother, and that bond never went away, no
matter how much or how little we saw each other. There was always
a connection there, something unspoken but real.

I wish [ had more memories to share, more stories to tell. But what [
do have is that love, and the knowledge that you were a part of my
life, part of my family, and part of me.

'l carry that with me. And I'll remember you not just for what we
had, but for what we could hm I:-a.d 100,
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“A man with questions in his

eyes and gold in his spirit.”
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POETRY written BY his
DAUGHTER, A-NISHA KNOX

“The Man Who Kept Walking™

Oakland born, September’s steady fire,
A curious mind that always reached higher.

Beautiful eyes that shifted light and shade,
You lived life your way, even when il weighed.

Questions carved through every shadowed mile,
Mine lives rising after every trial.

Though distance came, it never broke our thread.
Your strength lives in me, in every step I tread.
- o -




Mow whole with Nana, Mama Hazel. your
dad, and Uncle James, at peace,
A circle restored, a love that will not cease.

Still, I feel you in ways words can’t explain,
Mot gone, just present on a different plane.

Emest, your name will echo through my days,
Your fire fuels me, in everything I face.

Your daughter’s love, forever strong and bold,
In every breath, your warmth I'll always hold.

by Danghter, A-Niska Knox
















“You are remembered with love, and your

life will always hold meaning in the hearts

of those who knew you.”

FOREVER LOVED.
FOREVER REMEMBERED.




