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** As written before her passing by Casey**


Casey Copeland Passed Away Saturday, February 24 in her home surrounded by her family and many animals. She had been fighting a long battle with old age, and finally decided she would rather eat a bag of Doritos’s and pass gently into that good night on her own terms. Although she was disappointed that after spending 94 years of her life campaigning against MSG the US Government still did not listen.
Casey Amanda Woody was born December 13, 1986 in Jacksonville, NC to her loving mother Jessica Ferguson and an unfortunate accident of a sperm donor, Scott Woody.  She returned to West Virginia to be with her family at the age of 8, where she completed school at Chapmanville High. After graduation she received a full scholarship to Marshall University, which she accepted, even though she had no idea what she wanted to study.

While at Marshall University she met the love of her life, Chad Copeland. After a surprisingly short courtship and a lot of stalking on his part, the two married December 30, 2006.  He only regretted it once or twice, like the time she announced she was leaving him in the US while she went abroad for a year.  The following year, the couples’ first and only child, Sawyer Brayden Copeland, was born, ending all talk of Casey leaving the country. This also lowered Casey and Chad’s scores of the Canadian Immigration scale; leaving them both pining away for their dreams of moving to Montreal to follow the band A Silver Mt. Zion around like decades late dead heads.   

 
In 2009 she finally completed her Bachelors of the Arts in Psychology at Marshall University; after taking enough random electives to earn her 4 minors.  She completed both her MA and PhD in Psychology at Portland State, where her studies in the treatment of Asperger’s Disorder and Borderline Personality Disorder in Youth have touched many lives.
  She opened her own practice in 2016 where she focused on the treatment of those generally overlooked by contemporary psychology, as well as her passion, at risk youth. Although sometimes unorthodox her treatment programs have proven to be quite successful and are common practice in many different treatment settings today.

Casey was preceded in Death by her loving husband (since his masculine and thus utterly inferior body gave out on him in 2056) *** it’s the death clock not me! It assigned him a not so nice date!!!!*** as well as her mother, Jessica Ferguson; father, Kenneth Pearce; and many many animals. 

She is survived by her fellow sisters at the Queen of Angels Monastery, which she joined after her husband’s passing, as well as her much adored son, Sawyer Copeland, and his 2 wonderful daughters, Laika and Teegan. She always loved and appreciated that he never forced her to have a daughter in law, and simply adopted like his mother would have done if he hadn’t come into being.  


Casey has requested that she be cremated and no one but her immediate family know where the ashes are placed; however, there will be a celebration of her life, including a traditional viewing of the body at her request. She hopes to see you all there.   
Services will begin Monday night at 7, and will continue through the evening with music, dancing, and LOTS of food. Unlike at her husband’s wake, Hawaiian shirts are NOT REQUIRED! 

** and now a word from our sponsor**

P.S. I’m sorry I offended everyone and only mentioned family. I’m sure you’ll forgive me, I’m dead. 

While looking over the obits I found online I completely fell in love with this one I found in The Oregonian.  It was not the only one I found that tended towards a humorous description, but it did stand out in my mind. Here’s an example of what I mean “She loved opera, politics, the Multnomah County Library, the beach, Bombay Sapphire gin, salt, her children, her friends, and the view of Mt. Hood from her living room window.”  This woman was a Guinness World Record Holder, but her family chose to focus on her sense of humor while writing the memoir of her life. I could not stand having a stuffy obituary like some I found in other parts of the country, thus I rejoiced that in my imagined artistic haven of Portland there were others like me who wanted to retain an aspect of their personality even after they died. 
Also, one thing I liked more about the west coast obituaries I read was that they seemed to feel less pressured to include every single person they have ever known in the write up. I have an incredibly large family, and when my Grandmother passed away we were all nervous wrecks trying to make sure no one was offended. I am just not that kind of person. Of course I wouldn’t have a long obit anyway, but still I’m not spending ½ a page simply naming off cousins I haven’t spoken to in years.  In one of the Mt. Airy obits the whole thing almost was listing survivors!  

“Surviving are his wife, Judy Hardy Lane Brintle of the home; one daughter, Patricia Suzanne Brintle of Thomasville; two sons and daughters-in-law, Charlie Alton and Wanda Brintle of Yadkinville, and Lewis Scotty and Wendy Brintle of Mount Airy; stepchildren and spouses Denise and Stuart Huffman, Randy and Karen Lane and Walter and Alicia Lane, all of Siloam; four very special grandchildren, Jacob Brintle, Katie Brintle, Maggie Brintle and Wendy Brintle; five stepgrandchildren, Whitney, Colt, Luke, Brooke and Olivia, all of whom he was especially proud of; one sister, Betsy Hutchens of Mount Airy; five brothers and sisters-in-law, Hal and Peggy Brintle, Blaine and Sue Brintle, Jack and Brenda Brintle, and Harry Brintle, all of Mount Airy, and Don Brintle of Cocoa Beach, Fla.; many nieces and nephews; and a special nephew and fishing buddy, Rodney Brintle. In addition to his parents, Mr. Brintle was preceded in death by four brothers, Frank Brintle, Joe Brintle, Garald Brintle and Hugh Brintle, and by a sister, Johnnie Mae Wackerman.” 

GEEZE!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!! That is just far too much for me, although I did love the names of the many family listed in the Montana paper; especially the Big Left Hands.  

This was definitely not my favorite journal writing though, I just don’t think I am the type of person who is socially conscious enough to write one of these and still retain some dignity.  I don’t want a big write up, I simply want people to know I’ve died and moved on. Really I don’t even particularly care if it’s put in the paper. If they didn’t know I was dead already, I probably wouldn’t care to have them at anything celebrating my life. 
