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“Mikey died”. Two little words that I could not comprehend. How was this possible considering 

my older brother Michael had just turned 50. 

 

As I watched the sun rise the next morning, it did not make sense to me. How was it possible for 

the world to keep turning and life to go on, if my brother had truly died. You see, Michael Steven 

Schreiber was my big brother, and I did not know this world without him. 

 

My brother and I were typical siblings- as kids we fought a lot, as adults we spoke on the phone, 

spent holidays together, and went on with our daily lives. And then he was gone. 

 

Next month it will be 10 years since he died, and to be honest for many years I was angry and 

focused only on his absence.  I forgot about the pieces that made Michael such an important part 

of my life. Then two years ago I received a letter from a friend of his. She said she had lost touch 

with Michael. She said she searched the internet and found his obituary. She somehow found me 

and gave me the greatest gift… she brought Michael back to me. We connected on Facebook and 

chatted about him. She reminded me of who Mikey was and how much I have learned from him. 

 

Michael graduated from Alfred University and went on to Brooklyn Law School to become a 

bankruptcy attorney. Michael was incredibly smart, well-spoken, and an amazing writer- all 

necessary components for a good lawyer. However, it always amazed me that Michael went into 

bankruptcy law because it never seemed to be what he was most passionate about. 

 

His real passion was in protecting the environment and educating others about right and wrong. 

Michael loved a good debate over environmental or political issues! It didn’t matter the topic, 

Michael could argue any point. Sometimes he argued for the sake of arguing and sometimes to 

make sure that people had considered all possibilities on a subject. This love of educating others 

led him to a job as an assistant adjunct professor at Benjamin Cardoza School of Law. Michael 

enjoyed working with students, helping them learn how to write and present legal arguments. 

 

Thinking about Michael’s desire to help others brought me back to growing up on Long Island. 

In the 70’s, LILCO was building the Shoreham Nuclear Power Plant. Local communities were 

very much against having a nuclear power plant in their backyard. Michael’s strong sense of 

social justice and fighting for the little guy, rose up. He began protesting the building of the 

plant. Michael went door to door to have petitions signed, went to meetings, picketed outside of 

the plant, and did anything he could to help protect Long Island. 

 

Michael continued advocating for others by joining NYPIRG and working on other causes, such 

as the original bottle bill. He once bought our parents a whale as a gift. As an adult I understand 

the importance of his donation to Save the Whales, but as a little kid… I was disappointed that a 

whale would not be showing up in our pool!  

 



Mikey was passionate about anything that brought beauty to the world, such as literature and the 

arts. He tried so hard to convince me to go to the ballet or to listen to classical music. He failed 

on these points. But he did succeed in fostering a love of photography in me. 

 

Michael had a gift with photography- capturing people’s identity on film. I loved looking at the 

photos he took. My favorite pictures were from a photo shoot of Clarence Clemons that he 

somehow managed to get invited to. 

 

Mikey influenced my life in so many ways. As a teacher, I related to his excitement when 

discussing his students and the lessons he created. He taught me about standing up for myself 

and others. Michael showed me how to focus on each person’s individuality. Most importantly, 

he taught me the importance of living life with no regrets. He taught me to speak my mind but to 

do so in a respectful manner. His lessons continue today. 

 

My mom died at the end of May and I debated whether I should speak at her funeral. Something 

I did not do for Michael and have regretted ever since. I learned from Michael and this time 

spoke. My relationship with my mom was complicated to say the least, but it was important to 

stand up and share some memories. I spoke at my mom’s funeral and have no regrets. 

 

Today, ten years later, as I share the story of my big brother Michael, I can finally say, “Rest in 

peace”… with no regrets. 

 

 


