LOVYING MEMORIES

Our family gratefully acknowledges, with sincere appreciation,
your comforting expressions of love rendered through cards,
phone calls and prayers shared with us during this time
of bereavement. We are forever grateful.

May God bless each and everyone of you.
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Kyshun Templeton Davion Gaines
Shawn Marshall Aaron Marshall
Kobe Ramsy Antoine Wilhite Jr.
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A CELEBRATION OF LIFE FOR

Sunrise Sunset
August 26, 2001 October 9, 2023




Processional
Prayer TORLECER SOMBRIGHT

Scripture Reading Psalm 91

Musical Selection “l Won’t Complain” DARIA HUBBARD
Acknowledgements and Condolences

Poem HAIDERA WILHITE
Poem AALIYAH WILHITE

Life Reflections
“My Testimony” by Marvin Sapp

(Read silently, soft music)

Dedication To My Son ANTOINE WILHITE
Musical Selection “/ Shall Wear a Crown” DARIA HUBBARD
Eulogy VINCENT LEE
Parting View

Benediction

Recessional

Hodteramerd ™

LAUREL HiLL CEMETERY
2000 Pennsylvania Ave.
Saint Louis, MO 63133

NTONE WILHITE was born on August 26, 2001, to the union of
Antoine Wilhite and Fitima Ricks. Together they united nine
children with Antone being the seventh child. The legend of
the seventh son is one that is powerful and posseses a healing
ability. He was most affectionately known as Studda, Ton Ton and
8ball by those who loved him. These names all suited him and
greatly expressed his personality. One that was courageous,

charismatic and loving. Above all he had a memorable smile that was
joyous to experience and would brighten any room.

Antone came to Christ at a young age and was baptized to symbolize
the commitment of his position in Christ and affirm the blessings of
the Father on us as His children. With the spiritual foundation set
forth he began to find his way with God and gained a stronger faith
and focus on the Lord.

He was an outstanding athlete throughout his young and teenage
years, excelling particularly in football. From the moment he could
walk, he fell in love with the sport and was destined to touch the
field. He enjoyed the excitement it gave and with his God given
talents he was truly a joy to watch each Sunday. In later years he
began to shift his focus on becoming an artist, transitioning his
talents from the field to a more musical aspect. That too he excelled
in and gave everyone a new perspective of his many talents that
made him who he was.

Fathering two beautiful daughters with the expectation of a third
daughter on the way, Antone had finally found a home for his huge
heart. They were truly his world and gave him purpose. He leaves to
cherish his memories with the three of them, Harmony, Amori and
Naomi; as well as his parents Antoine and Fitima (Shaun); his siblings
Quashea, Antoine Jr., Haidera, Daillasha, Daillobe Sr., Tyranae,
Aaliyah, Charlie and Seaghan; his special companion Carleigh Miller;
two aunts Jessica Braddock and Tiphani Petty; one uncle Kenny
Wilhite; and a host of nieces, nephews, great aunts, great uncles,
siblings in marriage and cousins.

Loved ones who preceded him in death are his grandmothers Brenda
Marshall and Patricia Wilhite; grandfather Rodney Cavin; uncles
Daillobe Marshall Sr., Eric Wilhite Jr. and Patrick Wilhite Sr.; first
cousin Daillobe Marshall Jr.; his great grandmothers, great
grandfathers, and a host of great aunts and great uncles.

Antone truly was a centerpiece that kept and held us all
together and his love and presence will be greatly missed.

To My Son

My PROTECTOR,

The bond we shared was unbreakable. You loved me and I loved you.
That’s our story. As a little boy, | knew you were special and God had
a calling on your life. He was just waiting for you to align with his
plan. You almost there. | witnessed the change. | wanted you here
with me but God needed you more. Son, | want you to know that
Mama’s alright. My faith in God keeps me. I’m just going to miss you
calling me Mama. I’'m like... what do you want now? Lol.

Get your rest Son. See you when | get there.

To My Brother

When you see me, you see him, when | ball, we ball. Everything we
did, we did as one. We fight together, sometimes fight each other but
bet not nobody get in our business lol. Can’t nobody tell me about
you and can’t nobody tell you about me. This really killing me to be
talking to you like this but Ima be strong for you cause that’s how we
came up but on the real I’'m broken without you. | will never be the
same. When you get into something, you call me, when I’m into
something, | call you. When you get in trouble by mama and daddy,
you put it on me lol. We always had each other’s back. | was not there
this time to have yours and now | don’t have nobody to have mines
but like daddy say “We all we got. Head up don’t let nobody
see you cry...you bet not cry.” but this time daddy I’m crying.
Love you lil bro and Ima make sure your name go on forever
from your daddy/ big brother love you.




