Rob Guinn Eulogy
By Justin A. Cohn

So what can I say about Rob Guinn? What do I tell you about a man who died much too early, at the age of 32, with a gorgeous wife, Brooke, and a daughter, Olivia, so new to the world?

Do I tell you about his hockey accomplishments, since I’m supposed to be some sort of expert on that?

Sure, I can do that. He was a heckuva hockey player, after all. But really, that’s secondary today. Husband, father, that’s the story. 
I’m Rob’s age, I have a daughter near that of Olivia’s age, so I can tell you that’s what’s important here – the mark a man leaves behind and Rob’s achievements were, indeed, grand.
Let me tell you about what’s transpired in the days since Rob’s death. Let me tell you about the friend and former teammate, Jonathan Goodwin, up in Massachusetts, sounding shook up on the phone. He told me he’d been fighting with his wife about furnishings over the weekend and, upon learning of what happened to Rob, he realized how incredibly insignificant that suddenly, correctly, seemed.
So many others told me similar things. In so many places, in Canada and, by now, probably Europe, they’re reminiscing and saddened. Life can be snuffed away in an instant.

Let me tell you about the messages I’ve gotten from former teammates of Rob’s, now living in places like Tampa, Fla., Bloomington, Ill., Canada, and how the hockey community was shattered by this. One former teammate remarked, “The sad thing is, all of us former teammates, friends, hadn’t talked in so long. It took Rob to bring us back together again.”
Everyone seems to agree on Rob: Solid guy, true teammate, class act. All the clichés in the book; I usually stay away from them but they’re fitting now.

Let me tell you about reporters from places like Elmira, N.Y., Corpus Christi, Texas, Fort Wayne, Indiana, all remembering Rob Guinn as so likable, quick to get involved with charity work, to be an ambassador for whatever team’s sweater he was wearing. 
After a big loss, Rob was one of the players I would go to for a quote because he was mature enough to handle whatever situation his team was in, analyze it, speak about it objectively. There aren’t many players I leaned on for those toughest of nights; he was one of them.

Rob always seemed so much more together than most of the players I’ve covered. He left the locker room in scrubs, while most others had ripped T-shirts, because he had nursing classes to attend. He endured Gaylord Focker jokes, references to the male nurse from “Meet the Parents,” and Rob perceived it as high praise.
Let me tell you about the outpouring of well-wishes from fans all over.

One wrote: “Rob was a guy that led by example. He wanted to make a positive impact on the world and to help people. While he loved hockey, he knew he had a greater purpose – to help people and he did just that. Anyone he met, he left a lasting impression and he will be greatly missed by all.”

Another wrote this: “Being around Rob improved my attitude and my life. Once, I asked him to hit ‘em hard for me. He shook the glass all the way around the corner of the rink. It was awesome to know Rob and incredible to watch him play hockey. Growing up here, watching the Komets, I never thought I would be friends with a player. Thank you Rob, we will always remember you.”
They go on and on like that.

But maybe we should talk more in-depth about the hockey, since that’s what I’m supposed to know about. When I think of Rob Guinn, I think toughness. I don’t mean dropping the gloves to fight, though I saw that once or twice. And I don’t mean bone-chattering checks, though he doled them out, too.
Guinn was the kind of tough that didn’t allow him to miss a single game in two seasons. That’s incredible, physically and mentally. 
He was a true ironman of hockey. 

“I don't feel quite like an ironman. I feel more like an old man,” he joked to me once, no doubt icing some part of his body down. “It was nice to play in all the games, be the only one on the team (to do that), but I'm no worse for the wear.”
And, whoa, did Rob ever have skill. He was versatile, had a nice shot and even better passing ability. That’s the kind of player you like having around.

“He's an interesting player in that he can play all positions for us,” then-captain Colin Chaulk told me in Rob’s first season. “He can play on the power play. He can be a first-unit guy or a second-unit guy. Or you can ask him to just kill penalties and keep things simple. Those guys are very valuable and they're very versatile.”
Rob’s ultimate goal on the ice, though, was playing sound defense.

“That's just what you want to have out of a season: consistency,” Rob once told me. “You want to go out there and play well every night. If the pucks go in, they go in. If they don't, they don't. As long as you don't play soft defensively, everything's going to be all right.”

So it’s ironic that the play he’s most famous for in Fort Wayne came in the offensive side of the ice. Game 7 of the 2005 playoff semifinals. Overtime. The Komets trying to do the impossible, come back from a 3-1 deficit in the series. Colin Chaulk wins the faceoff to Rob and what he did was just amazing – gracefully, he kept the puck just inside the blue line, absolutely dogged the Rockford defender, drew all the attention to his side of the ice, then slung a pass across to a wide-open Jonathan Goodwin. 

Goal. Win. Series. History is made. One of the greatest assists ever goes to, you guessed it, Rob Guinn.
That moment was, no doubt, huge in his life. But I’ve heard stories, stories about Rob sneaking glances at his wife in the stands with a grin on his face, stories of him showing pictures of Olivia to anyone who would look.

Those are the statistics that matter. And sports reporter like me can’t do stories like that justice, hard as we may try.

We’ll miss you Rob.

-- Justin Cohn, Komets beat writer, Fort Wayne, Indiana.

