Douglass David James Singer
March 4, 1972 - October 9, 2018

Douglass Singer
Douglass David James Singer was born March 4th, 1972, at Pontiac, Michigan, to Robert
P. and Kathleen M. (Garrity) Tuttle. As a young man he grew up in a military family,
attending school and growing up in several different locations including, Miami, Florida
and Laramie, Wyoming. Douglass moved with his family to Colorado and he graduated
from Byes Colorado High School in 1991. He entered the U.S. Army soon after his high
school graduation and became an Army Medic. Douglass moved to Max, Nebraska, in
2015.

Douglass was employed in several different locations including Owens True Value of
Benkelman, NE. He enjoyed the outdoors, playing video games, listening to music. He
especially loved watching science fictions TV programs and movies including, Star Wars
and Star Trek.
Douglass passed away Tuesday evening, October 9, 2018, in a pedestrian/auto accident
near Benkelman, NE He was 46 years of age.
Survivors include:
Father and Mother: Robert and Kathleen Tuttle of Max, NE
Former Wives: Cresta Woodis and Jennifer Thornton
Children: James Singer, Tailey Woodis, Gwendolyn Harrison, and Christian Harrison
Grandchildren: Auroah Singer, and Trevor Singer
Sisters: Darcy Tuttle and Julia Singer
Step- Brothers and Sisters: Jeremiah Tuttle, Jennifer (Tuttle) Bogart, and Jacqueline Tuttle
Memorial services will be held, Saturday morning, October 20th, 2018, 11:00 A.M. (Central
Time) at the Christian Union Church of Stratton, Nebraska, with Pastor Kevin Fink
officiating.

No visitation, cremation was chosen.
Memorials have been suggested in his memory to the Tuttle family.
Online condolences maybe left at liewerfuneralhome.com
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Comments

“

1 file added to the album Memories Album

Dan - November 07, 2019 at 01:52 AM

“

Best uncle anyone could ever ask for. I miss you everyday, you were the only thing
that made me really think about everything. Always supportive, never ever made me
feel bad for being protective over my children from the toxicity that surrounded our
family. You were the one who no matter what made me feel loved and not alone. I
miss being able to come to my uncle and talk and always come out with a new
perspective. I miss you more every single day. I wish I could turn to you for advice. I
hold on to that cup you gave me that final time I saw you alive. It's all I have of you. I
truly miss you uncle Doug and Lasea and Jadyn miss their gruncle. You were truly a
great man. Miss you so much!

Tricia Phalen - July 24, 2019 at 11:25 PM

“

I remember it was in the early 2000s when you called me up distraught because our
mother and stepfather had declared you dead and disowned you from the family. I'll
never forget how upset you sounded and I could tell you had been crying, which is
something that you didn't do very often around anybody. Your exact words to me
when I answered the phone and you told me what it happened, which I already knew
about from mom having told me her side of the story, where " Sis you're the only one
left who hasn't done me dirty and fucked me over. Will you please be my family?" Of
course I never even had to consider what I would say when you ask me that
question. You were my brother, my flesh and blood, the only person who had known
me my entire life and had been there for me. Sure we fought when we were growing
up but after that phone call we were always very close. You went through over a
decade of rotating between homelessness and living with your longtime girlfriend.
During that time I lost touch with you and you were no longer living with Jennifer.
When I couldn't find you for several months I became very distraught with the idea
that you might be dead. You finally got a hold of me to let me know that you had
been in jail and that you no longer had a phone. It was at that time that I got you a
phone on my employee account at T-Mobile and made sure that you always stayed
in touch with me. I remember how you told me people looked at you funny because
as a homeless man you walked around with a Motorola RAZR phone and you had to
explain to them that your baby sister works for T-Mobile and paid for your phone on
her employee account because she loves you so much she didn't want to lose touch
with you. Up until 2015 you and I were always very close. It was at that time that you
decided reconciliation with the parents was necessary and kept pressuring me to try
to reconcile with them. It wasn't something I was ready for at that time given that I
was going into early recovery for severe childhood trauma and substance abuse
disorder. We stopped talking and just before your death I tried to reach out to you so
that we could reestablish a relationship. You told my daughter you weren't ready to
talk to me and then you left. I really miss you girl and I have so many stories to share
with people who were worthy of who you are. Stories of phone calls in the middle of
the night, long conversations full of tears, therapeutic outcomes from those tearful
conversations that helped me grow and heal. You're the light that shines in the
darkness of our family that showed me their twisted and evil ways and got me to
realize that I was a better person than that. You always nagged my ass to be a better
person, to be more active, and most of all not to act like Mom. I remember when I
would have my episodes acting like our mother you would tell me "You're acting like
Kaye. Knock it off." I wonder if they knew that when you went back home three years
ago you were doing so just try to get in good so that when the folks died I would get
what was mine, the belongings, the journals, the keepsakes, everything that Bob had
stolen from me and refused to return only to either sell, donate or destroy.
You were an amazing man with the biggest heart, fighting to find your place in this
world, fighting demons that darkened your soul.
Say hi to David, to my beloved family that have gone home before you, and to my
grandbabies.

Julia Singer - December 08, 2018 at 01:12 PM

