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Douglas Jerome Doug Tucker 67, passed away on Friday August 4, 2017
at his New Jersey resident.

Doug was born January 3, 1950 in New Bern, North Carolina to Richard
and Donnie Tucker. Doug attended the Vanceboro School District in N.C.
where he graduated from Farm Life High School.  At the young age of 9,
Doug accepted Christ and joined St. James of Christ Church in Vanceboro,
N.C. A Vietnam vet Doug enlisted in the Air Force in 1969 and was
honorably discharged in 1975.

Doug leaves to cherish his memory: his loving wife, Betty Jean Anderson
Tucker; his daughters, Kecia Anderson and Deltrice Mitchell (Al); his
mother, Donnie Reid; Step father, Claudie Reid, his brother, Gregory
Tucker; Granddaughters, Britany Lima (William), Jaiana Anderson
Brown; Grandsons, Quadir Jerome Anderson, Great-granddaughters, Ava
Robinson and Sadie Lima; Brothers-in-law, Louis Ellis, Willie McElroy
(Lynn) and Henry Anderson (Veronica); Sisters-in-law, Brenda Anderson,
Barbara Coleman; a host of nephews, nieces, aunts, cousins and many
friends.

He was preceded in death by his father, Richard Tucker, his sister, Fannie
Ellis and his son, Karl Anderson.
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Perhaps you sent a lovely card or sat quietly in a chair.
Perhaps you sent a floral piece If so, we saw it there.

Perhaps you spoke the kindest words as any friend could say.
Perhaps you were not there at all just thought of us on that day.

Whatever you did to console our hearts, We Thank You, Whatever the part.

When I come to the end of the
road and the sun has set for me,

I want no rites in a gloom filled room,
Why cry for a soul set free?

Miss me a little-but not too long,
and not with your head bowed low.

Remember the love that we once shared,
Miss me-but let me go.

For this is a journey that we all must take,
And each must go alone.

It’s all part of the Master’s plan,
A step on the road to home.

When you are lonely and sick at heart,
Go to the friends we know.

Laugh at the things we use to do
Miss me-but let me go.

-author unknown


