Never thought that I would be standing here at the young age of 26 having to give a speech such as this one. You know my father used to tell me stories about when his father passed away while he was at business school and I used to think how unimaginable it would be to lose your father at such a young age. But here it is happening to me and many others. However in those stories that he told about his father there existed a level of respect, love and treasured memories that made a loss of this magnitude seem okay. It’s better to have loved and lost than to never have loved at all – right? And that is what I keep telling myself and others – that everything will be okay. The pain will diminish and transform into love and fond memories.

Mike meant a lot of different things to a lot of people. He was a father, a step-father, a brother, a husband, a son, a son-in-law, a brother-in-law, an uncle, a business colleague, a mentor and a friend. He touched many of our lives in a special and unique way and he will be missed greatly. I know I speak for everybody when I say that I looked up to my Dad. Few men exist on this Earth today who were as honest, honorable, genuine and sincere. He was a role model to many and brought out the best in you because he expected nothing less and gave nothing less. 

His work ethic was nothing short of incredible no matter what time of day or night. 

Over the past few months I’ve heard countless stories from those he worked with about his determination and attitude in the work place.  Attitude is everything he used to say – and boy did he practice what he preached. All of his 5 kids got the first hand experience in learning just how determined Mike was. I can remember one trip that we took to the Florida Keys and a stop we made along the way where my Dad just couldn’t resist going into a 7-11. We walked in and five minutes later he had us all doing shelf reset in all of the coolers.  For those of you aren’t familiar with a shelf reset, 1st consider yourself lucky and second if he had been around longer I’m sure he would’ve had you doing one; but it includes removing and reorganizing every can on every shelf, dusting them off, turning them around so they face forward, changing out racks, putting up stickers and pretty much just making sure that everything is perfect and then some. As kids, we all hesitated to invite friends over because somehow he’d have them raking leaves and picking up sticks in the yard while he picked up dog poop bare handed. The man was 24-7 as I’ve heard some say. Although I was embarrassed by this as a kid, I am proud and honored to say that was my Dad. It seems to have rubbed off on me too as there is nothing like coming home after a long day of work and spending some quality time with my vacuum.

When it was time to work he worked hard and when it was time to play we played hard. We went SuperBowls, Indy 500’s, All Star Games, Final Fours, PGA Tournaments, World Series and list goes on. From Scuba diving the underwater caverns of Mexico to fishing in Alaska we traveled the World together. I’ll never forget our last summer together before he got sick where we spent some amazing days in one of his favorite cities, San Francisco. We had a classic Mike Schott day. We woke up around eight to go to his favorite breakfast spot Mama’s; of course he had been awake since around 5AM sending out emails and leaving voice messages. While waiting in the 30 minute line for breakfast, he decided to join a group of local Chinatown senior citizens for some Tai Chi in the park. He walked right up and began stretching with them completely oblivious to the curious looks he was receiving. After breakfast we walked the 2 mile journey to the Farmers Market to load up on organic fruits and vegetables that we would use to make dinner later that night. We then headed down to Fisherman’s Wharf to rent bikes and did the 10 mile bike across the Golden Gate bridge, down into Sausalito where we stopped for sandwiches and ice cream. We then caught the 3 o’clock ferry back to San Francisco so we could take the 4 o’clock boat to Alcatraz. Once we got back from Alcatraz, we began the one mile walk home that took you up some of San Francisco’s steepest hills. During the walk Mike started jogging straight up the hills and couldn’t understand why we didn’t want to run home. And the beautiful thing is that this wasn’t the first time we had come to San Francisco and done this, this is what we did everytime we went there. So while our journey here was cut short, I know he’ll always be with me as I continue on with mine. 

He instilled in me a passion for adventure and a thirst for knowledge.

Education was of the utmost importance to my father. From prep schools to university and study abroad to semesters at sea, he saw to it that each and everyone of his kids received the very best. In short, he stopped at nothing to give us the most fulfilling opportunities and experiences life could provide.  He gave us the tools so that we could be whatever we wanted to be - but in the end - it didn’t matter to him what we did so long as we were happy doing it.

Mike packed more into his 59 years than most people do in 80 or even 100. He will be sorely missed in our lives and I will never forget him just like he never forgot his father. We love you Dad.

