
A little bit of Jazz history – right under my nose… 
 

By Gary U. Petrin 10/09/2010 
 
The guitar pictured below was owned by the late 
Freddie Guy of the Duke Ellington band.  It was 
given to me by his ex-wife Dorothy Guy-Lynch  
back in the early 80’s.  I still have possession of 
the guitar, but it’s not in the best of shape.  It is in 
the same guitar case, and there are a few items  
still in the case (such as picks, capo, etc).     
 
 
 
Here is my story… 
 
In 1976, after graduating from high school in Saco, Maine I decided to move back to Florida.  
I was 18, had no plans for the future (basically no real plans at all) – so I ended up moving 
in with my Mom and Step-Dad in their apartment (condominium) off of Biscayne Boulevard 
in Miami. There was never a dull moment living with my Mom and Step-Dad, there was 
always something going on.  It appeared that my Mom knew everybody and she was always 
introducing me to tons of people (mostly older people).  Literally everyday someone would 
drop in to say hello to my Mom.  It was pretty much the same ritual, right around 5pm my 
Mom would bring me home some food (take out) from the Little Brown Jug (a bar and grill 
that her and my step dad owned and operated), I would sit down to eat, and then people 
would start knocking on the door and visit.  I really didn’t care much for most of the people 
living in her building so I would just say “hello,” eat my food and do my own thing.  My Mom 
introduced me to her friend Buffy (Dorothy Lynch / Dorothy Guy).  Even though her name 
was “Dorothy” I will refer to her as “Buffy” from this point on.  Buffy and her husband Jim 
Lynch lived on the same floor as us (the 10th Floor) – just a few doors down.  Buffy would 
always come by to say hello to my mom, and they were always inviting each other to go out 
and socialize (there was lots of partying going on).   
 

(These are the only pictures that I have of Buffy and Jim Lynch). 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
       Pictured Left to Right are my Mom (Pat Eckmier),           Pictured Left to Right are my Aunt Gloria (Greene),       
       Jim Lynch, and Buffy (Dorothy) Lynch.                             Jim Lynch, Buffy (with her dog), and my Mom. 



I really didn’t know much about Buffy (or her husband Jim) at the time, but they were always 
very friendly to me.  I did know that Buffy worked at Gusman Hall in downtown Miami, she 
had something to do with the shows there (concerts, etc). 
 
One evening Buffy came by the apartment and offered us (my Mom and I) tickets to the 
concerts at Gusman Hall (the concert hall in downtown Miami where she worked).  Being a 
guitar player, I loved to go to concerts.  Buffy said to take a look at the schedule, and let her 
know which concerts we’d like to go to, and she would take care of it.  She even said that I 
could bring my friends with me (4-6 at a time).  This turned out to be a dream come true. Not 
only did she get us into concerts, but the seats were located on a balcony on the house right 
side of the stage.  What a great view of the bands!   I got to see the Little River Band, Blood 
Sweat and Tears, and George Benson (and a bunch more, although I really can’t remember 
all of the concerts I attended there). 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
All I really 

remember is that it was a lot of fun going to the concerts, and it made for a cheap date (the 
balcony seating made an impression on my friends and my dates).  My Mom also attended 
a few concerts (George Benson, Minnie Ripperton).  What a treat this was for us! 

This would be Gusman Hall as it 
appears today (they remodeled 

the whole place around the 
1990’s).  But those balcony seats 

still look pretty good to me… 
 
 

It is now called the “Olympia 
Theater at the Gusman Center of 

the performing Arts.” 
 
 

And still located at: 
 

174 E Flagler St 

 
 
Now back to the story… 
 
One evening I happened to be the only one home - there was a knock at the door.  I opened 
the door and it was Buffy, and it was obvious that she had been crying.  She asked me if my 
mom was home and I told her that she was still at work.  She said thanks, and started 
walking down the hall. I then asked if she was alright, and she just turned and said, “I’m ok.”  
I told her that if she needed anything just to let me know.  She said, “Thank you so much, it 
would be nice if I had someone to talk to until Jim got home.”  So, I went down to her 
apartment.  When I walked in she got me a soda, and we went into the dining room.  There 
were photo albums, newspaper clippings, and photographs spread out over the table.  Buffy 
said, “As you can tell, I’m a little upset, and this is why” (she motioned to the items on the 
table).  She continued, “This is the anniversary of my ex-husbands death, he committed 
suicide 5 years ago.”  This was unexpected, but I was a little intrigued at the same time.  
She continued, “I don’t know if you know who Duke Ellington is?” I said, “Yes, of course I 
do.”  Buffy explained, “At one time, I was his girlfriend.”  Now this was getting interesting.  
“Duke Ellington was away overseas with his band playing, most of the band came back, but 
Duke stayed in Europe.  One of the band members, Freddie Guy, the guitarist, had a crush 
on me, and I kind of liked him also – well, I was pretty much in love with him, but didn’t want 



to cause any trouble within the band or with Duke.” She continued, “When returning from 
overseas, Freddie came by to see me, and the first thing he told me was that Duke was 
having his way with the ladies any chance he got.  He told me that he loved me, and then 
asked me to marry him, and I said yes.”  Buffy then showed me tons of pictures and 
newspaper clippings, etc.  She also mentioned that it wasn’t a pretty picture when Duke 
Ellington came back from overseas! He pretty much flipped out, and was pretty pissed off 
about the whole ordeal.  But just the same, Buffy and Freddie Guy got married.  Buffy began 
to cry again, and said she was sorry for crying.  She said she feels so bad, and said that 
Freddie must have felt so alone to do something like that (referring to the suicide).  She then 
said, “Enough of that, your mom tells me you play the guitar?”  I said “Yes I do, at least I try 
to.”  She said, “Open that closet door, there’s a guitar in there, pull it out and let’s take a 
look at it.”  I found a guitar case, pulled it out, and opened it up.  It was a very nice guitar.  I 
tuned it up and played a few chords on it.   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
I said, “Wow, what a nice guitar” (at 18 years of age, I really had no idea what I was holding 
at the time).  Buffy then said, “There should be a banjo in there also.”   So I looked in the 
closet and found the banjo.  It was missing a few strings, and pretty beat up.  She asked, 
“Do you also play the banjo?”  And I said, “No, I’ve never really held a banjo before.”   She 
then said, “You are a very special young man, to take the time to sit with me and listen to 
me go on and on, “You probably had better things to do?”  I said, “What are friends for, 
right.”  She then said, “I am going to leave these to you in my will.”  I said, “You really don’t 
have to do that.”  She said, “No, I insist. Do you want the guitar and the banjo?”  I then 
uttered the words that I am most regretful for, “I do play the guitar, but I wouldn’t have any 
use for the banjo.”  She said, “Fine, the guitar is yours, I am going to leave it to you in my 
will.”  What a shock!  I had the biggest smile on my face when she told me that.  We talked 
for a little while longer and looked at more pictures until her husband came home.  When 
Jim walked in the room he said hello and then asked me “What do think about all this?”  And 
all I could say was “Wow, I wasn’t expecting all this, what an interesting evening” 
(something to that effect).  I then said “Have a good night,” Buffy gave me a hug, and 
thanked me again.  We really never talked about the guitar again after that, I didn’t want to 
bring it up, what was I going to say “have you changed your will yet?” (I don’t think so).  
Eventually I ended up moving out of my Mom’s apartment (but only a few blocks away).  I 
saw Buffy and Jim once in a while when I went to Mom’s apartment for food (my Mom would 
still bring home food around 5pm, so I would come by and eat).  I am really not sure of the 
last time I saw Buffy or Jim Lynch, but it may have been around the time Elvis died.  I was at 
my Mom’s apartment – waiting for dinner, and the news of Elvis passing came on the TV.   
A bunch of my Mom’s friends congregated in her apartment that evening to talk about it and 
I am pretty sure that Buffy was one of them (I remember a lot of people in my Mom’s 
apartment, feeling awkward, and then leaving.  I then moved to Sausalito, California in 
January of 1978, and then from California I moved to Lake City, Florida where me and my 
brother Mike started our first “real” band.   
 



The Big Surprise… 
 
A few years later I got a very “unexpected, but pleasant” surprise.  Our band was playing in 
Jacksonville, Florida.  My mom (who was now remarried to Robert Eckmier) decided to 
come and see us play (of course she brought a bunch of friends with her).  After saying 
hello, my mom handed me the keys to her car and said, “There’s something in the trunk for 
you.”  When I went out to the car and opened the trunk, there was the guitar.  Buffy had 
given the guitar to my mom to bring to me.  I asked my mom, “Why now?”  She said, “Buffy 
didn’t want to wait until she died to give it to you, she thought that maybe you could use it 
now?”  Then I found out what really happened – apparently my Mom and stepdad Bob were 
visiting with Buffy and Jim, and Buffy had asked how I was doing?  They mentioned that my 
brother Mike and I were in a band now, and we were playing in Jacksonville.  Somehow it 
came up in their conversation that Buffy still had me in her will to get the guitar.  Bob said, 
“Well Buffy, why wait until you die, it would be a better gift now, and he could probably start 
using it.”  If you knew my stepdad Bob, you would understand that this is something he 
would say.  Buffy told Bob, “You’re right, why not give him the guitar now,” so she gave the 
guitar to Bob and he put it in the trunk of his car.  When I took the guitar out of the case - it 
was virtually “un-playable.”  The strings were left tightened, there were small cracks in the 
wood, and the neck was slightly bent.  I was pretty disappointed, but I loosened all the 
strings and put the guitar back in the case.  I never opened the guitar case for many years 
after that, but when I finally did, the neck wasn’t bent anymore (go figure).  I eventually took 
the guitar to a guitar shop in Virginia to see how much repairs and a fret job would cost.  It 
was weird, they wouldn’t give me an estimate, and they just kept asking me if I wanted to 
sell it?  I said “No” and that was the end of that.  The guitar just went back into the closet for 
many more years.  Every year, I sent a Christmas card to Buffy and Jim.  Buffy did call me 
about 10-12 years ago to ask how things were, and to ask how my mom was doing.  She 
said she was trying to get in touch with my mom, but never heard back from her after she 
left several messages.  I asked her how Jim was doing, and she told me that Jim had 
passed away.  I told her that I was very sorry to hear that, and I gave her my Mom’s phone 
number.  She asked if I still had the guitar, I said “Yes.”  Buffy then said, “I thought you 
would have sold it by now?”  And I said, “No, I still have it.”  I am not sure why she asked 
that, but she did.   
 
I never played the guitar in a performance, never practiced on it – I just pretty much forgot 
about it, and left it in the case all these years.  I didn’t even think about the guitar for a very 
long time (actually I didn’t think about it until sometime in 2008).  So I started doing a little 
research on-line.  I contacted a place called “Gruhn Guitars” about it.  George Gruhn said to 
check the serial number inside the f-hole, and that the serial number should be on a small 
piece of paper.  The picture below shows where the paper used to be glued there, but no 
serial number.   
  

The Serial Number on these 
guitars was imprinted on a small 
piece of paper inside the guitar. 

 
The S/N used to be here, but is 

now nowhere to be found?  Maybe 
it came off inside the guitar and is 

still there? 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



During my research I found some very interesting information…    
 
I had no idea about the impact that Freddie Guy had on early Jazz music.  I found that he 
was a major contributor with helping Duke Ellington and his band become successful.  
Freddie Guy was one of the “pioneers” involving the guitar and banjo’s contributions to early 
Jazz music.  He was the force behind the Duke Ellington Bands rhythm section, and I found 
it very interesting that his main role was to keep “time.”  After the bass evolved as the main 
“time keeping” instrument, his role diminished dramatically.  None the less, Freddie Guy was 
a very important part of Jazz history.    
 
Freddie Guy was born on May 23rd, 1897.  He was self-taught on the banjo, was leading his 
own bands by the early 1920s.  He then went to work for Joseph Smith – a popular band 
leader at the time.  And then in 1925, he joined the Duke Ellington Orchestra.  It was 
interesting to find out that Freddie Guy did not  
perform any solo’s, and is not credited for writing or 
organizing any of the bands music.  In fact,  
his biggest contribution and main “role” in the band  
was keeping time.  It was said that he was the only  
one in the band that could keep the right time, and  
he did it playing the banjo.  He switched to guitar  
sometime in 1935 (on the advice of Eddie Lang 
 – jazz guitarist).  But then Freddie Guy’s guitar  
playing became “unessential” after bassist Jimmy 
Blanton was added to Ellington’s orchestra to keep time. 
 
 
Freddie Guy was a very loyal member of the band and pretty much spent his entire career 
helping Duke Ellington realize his dreams.  Freddie Guy stayed with Duke Ellington until 
1949. He retired from music and worked as a local ballroom manager in Chicago for 20 
years.  Freddie Guy committed suicide on November 22nd, 1971 after many years of 
obscurity – he was 72 years old at the time of his death.    
 
Then I found a picture of Freddie Guy playing the Levin guitar – this really blew me away!    
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

(Freddie Guy / Duke Ellington Orchestra – Playing the Levin Deluxe Guitar) 
 



Then in December 2002, the Christmas card I had mailed to Buffy came back as 
“undeliverable,” and the word “deceased” had been written on the envelope. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
I did some further research and later confirmed that Buffy did in fact pass away in April of 
2002.  At this point I felt really bad that I never attempted to contact Buffy while she was still 
alive.  I did plan on visiting her every time I went to Florida to visit my Mom, but that never 
happened.  I really felt that I should have made a stronger effort to try and visit her a few 
times.  To think about how interesting it would have been to hear more stories about her life 
with Freddie Guy, Duke Ellington, and maybe even check out a few newspaper clippings 
from the past?  Even so, the realization was coming to me – I own a small part of Jazz 
history.  This was the instrument that was played during the Big Band Era in one of the 
biggest Jazz bands ever, and Freddie Guy was a very significant part of how “keeping time” 
evolved in music.  This guitar was actually played by a musician that helped Duke Ellington 
achieve success. I look back at this whole story and now understand the implications of my 
decision regarding the banjo.  When Buffy asked me if I wanted the banjo, I now realize that 
I should have said yes.  This decision haunts me to this day!  But when I sit down and think 
about it, I realize that Buffy gave me the guitar as an act of kindness, and maybe she 
thought that I could use the guitar in a performance, I don’t know?  But I am determined to 
see Freddie Guy’s legacy remembered for his very important role in Jazz history, rather than 
just some ex-musician of a famous orchestra that just faded away – he deserves to be 
recognized for his contribution to Jazz music. I am currently researching additional 
information, and will continue to do so until I exhaust all my resources.  This has proved to 
be a very difficult task since Buffy and Jim have both passed away.  I really do appreciate 
her gift of kindness, and now that I am older (and maybe a little wiser) I very much 
appreciate what I have – which is a piece of musical history! 
 

Additional inquiries can be made at gupetrin@aol.com 
 
 
 

mailto:gupetrin@aol.com


ARTICLES OF INTEREST / FACTS / ETC… 
 
 
1.  Check out the markings on the pick guards… 
 
 
                                                                                                   (1940?) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                                                              (2010) 
 
 
 
 
 
   
2.  This is where we all lived off of Biscayne Blvd in Miami back in 1976. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
2. Buffy / Jim Lynch Address (from my address book) 
 
 
 
 
 
(The big building with the green letter “B” on it – courtesy of Google Maps). 



 
3.  This is the information I got off of “People Finders” service… 
 
 

 
 
 



 
Continued… 

ust another page of the report showing pertinent information) 
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4.  This is the information I got from “Legacy.com” service (obituary notice). 

Note – The part that states she came to Port Charlotte 27 years ago from Miami is incorrect. I   
my  

.  This is the Buffy / Jim Lynch entry from my address book (which is over 17    

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
* 
              didn’t graduate until June 1976, and I met her for the first time in Miami later that year at 
              Mom’s apartment building.   
 
 
 
5
       years old)… 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
6.  This is the email I received from Gruhn Guitars…  

.  The Guitar Case - Notes / Facts 

he case that the guitar is housed in is a Geib Case.  The Geib Case Company made the 
b 

s 

 

shed velvet interior, 

am not sure about the actual case model #, but it does have the “GEIB” symbol on the 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
7
 
T
original cases for Martin during the 40’s and 50’s. Many people refer to them simply as Gei
cases, but the company is no longer in business, and the current cases are believed to be 
manufactured by Cedar Creek (the custom division of TKL) for Martin.  The Geib style case
are constructed from plywood and come in two levels. The 300 series are built from 3-ply, 
while the 500 series are 5-ply. They have a similar appearance, but the 300 series is much
weaker (particularly – and most importantly - on the top, offering much less protection for 
the guitar.) Do not stack things on the top of a 300 series case.  
Both series feature a textured black exterior, a green (usually) cru
padded stitched leather handle, internal compartment, white stitching, brass plated 
hardware, and a keyed lock.  
 
I 
compartment inside the case… 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
8.  This is a picture of the guitar and the contents inside the case… 

The picture below shows a picture of the contents inside the guitar case 
com  a 

“  

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

partment.  There are a few fingerpicks, a regular pick, and what looks like
Capo” (not sure what a Capo looked like back then).  I originally thought that this
was the strap (handle) missing off the guitar case, but there is a spring loaded 
mechanism that makes me think otherwise (so I am really not sure what it is). 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Additional Info / Pictures… 

                                         

                                   

    Picture of my Mom and the Chevaliers                Picture of my Aunt Gloria and the Chevaliers 

 
  
 
 

This is me today 
… 

 
holding the guitar 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
 

Picture of my step dad 
 

 
Bob, my Mom, and Me. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


