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“He was the best man in my life.”

A smile glints in Lindsey Jakubovic’s eyes when she talks about her grandfather, Michael 

“Jake” Jakubovic.

“That’s why I was so devastated when he passed away.

“He pretty much raised me,” explains the 20-year-old journalism major, whose 

grandfather passed away just last week. “My grandparents had a farm out by Seven Springs. I 

was out there five days a week until I was about eight.

“He was my bestie,” she says, smiling.

She called him Michael, she says to make him laugh. He called her “good kid.”

“That’s how I knew myself to him,” she says. “‘Hey, good kid.’ He was the only one who 

called me that.”

Lindsey’s grandfather took it upon himself to make up for a lot of the things that her 

father never did. .Her grandparents took her and her sister to Alaska and Hawaii, and they helped 

Lindsey to travel to Costa Rica after she graduated from high school.

Cicero has said that the life of the dead is placed in the memory of the living Lindsey is 

the living embodiment of this sentiment.



“I have a lot of favorite memories. He was always videotaping every move my sister and 

I made. We were his first grandchildren. Even when I was home for the funeral, I saw tapes of 

things I’d never seen before.

“When I was little, we used to go out to South Park to feed the ducks,” she recalls. 

“There’s this one video where my pap was taping me, and I was throwing bread to the ducks. I 

started chasing them, running after them toward the pond. All of a sudden, you just see the 

camera drop and him run after me and scoop me up before I hit the water.”

She pauses, losing herself in the memory.

“He had this golf cart on the farm that he would drive us around in,” she says. “One time, 

I was driving it down a hill when it flipped over on me. My collarbone was broken, and I 

couldn’t breathe. My pap had really bad knees, and as I was drifting in and out of consciousness, 

I remember looking up and seeing him sprinting down the hill, with his bad knees and 

everything. That’s something I’ll always remember. He saved my life.”

She smiles when she talks about him, almost as a reflex. 

“His hands were really big,” she remembers. “Whenever I was little, I would hold onto 

his pinky because my hand wasn’t big enough to hold his.

“When I went to the hospital to see him after he had his heart attack, I remember he was 

just lying there. He was unconscious. It sounds corny, but I grabbed on to his pinky like when I 

was little. As soon as I did, his arm moved.

“I know some people don’t believe in that kind of thing, but I believe he could hear me.”



Through it all, Lindsey maintains that the most important thing her grandfather has given 

her is her perseverance.

“He really made a name for himself in [his hometown], and a lot of people knew him. He 

didn’t get that by quitting.

“I used to be involved in dancing and soccer, and he was really upset when I quit. He 

didn’t really talk that much, so when he did, you listened.”

And she hasn’t quit. The Indiana University of Pennsylvania junior works two jobs near 

her home in Greentree, including work as a waitress on the Gateway Clipper Fleet.

Lindsey’s perseverance runs deeper than her schooling and her employment, though.

“There was a period where my dad wasn’t in the picture. The last few years though, he’d 

been trying. Trying and trying to be in it.”

He passed away last November.

How does she do it? How does one keep going despite being faced with so much loss?

“I just think of what my family would want for me,” she says. “Like, my pap would be 

mad if I took time off of school because of him.

“They wouldn’t want me to quit.”


